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“How beautiful!
She Used 

PEARS' SOAP"

From Generation To 
Generation Woman’s

Greatest Beautifier
Has Been And Is | Ipl

Pears’ Soap
Al! rights secured

OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS' OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST.
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We want every woman in America to send for a liberal free 
sample of Milkweed Cream and our booklet telling of the wonderful 
results that follow its daily use. Write today before you forget.

Milkw
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good for
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complexion faults. It 
has a distinct therapeu- 

^^F tic action on the skin and 
^^F its glands. Excessive rubbing 

^F or kneading is not only unneces­
sary, but is liable to stretch the skin 

and cause wrinkles. Milkweed Cream 
absorbed by the skin like dry ground
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Milkweed Cream is not a new thing. Your grandmother used 
it and her matchless complexion testified to its worth.
It is nature’s own aid to beauty—a skin tonic. A
very little applied gently to the face, neck and 
hands, night and morning, cleans out the tiny 
pores, stimulates them to renewed activity 
and feeds and nourishes the inner skin 
and surrounding tissues. The certain 
result of this is a complexion 
clear and brilliant in color- 
ing—a skin soft and smooth 
without being shiny—
plump, rounded cheeks NjMjSlMfi iH®

from which all lines 
and wrinkles have 
been taken ______
away. J. , ,-T,

SfcaF forced into them by rubbing. Milkweed Cream is 
S dainty, fastidious and refined—a necessary toilet luxury 

^^F for every woman who values her personal appearance.
Sold by all druggists at 50 cents and $1.00 a jar, or sent 

5f postpaid on receipt of price. Don’t forget to write for the liberal 
' free sample.
FREDERICK F. INGRAM & CO., 44 Tenth Street, DETROIT, MICH.

Milkweed Cream

IMPROVES BAD COMPLEXIONS 
PRESERVES GOOD COMPLEXIONS

A <



FREE CIGAR 
TRIAD
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HERE’S a rich, nutty, delicious clear Havana Cigar, that 
will cost you only $3.75 a hundred—if you like them. 
We say “ if you like them ’’ because we are willing to let you try them before we 

ask you to buy them. The cigar that we want you to try, is our well-known “ BABY 
GRAND ”—a dandy Havana smoke, skilfully blended to the American smoker’s 
taste. It’s a medium size, full 4 3-16 inches long. It’s a quality that if bought 
through the regular retail channels would cost you at least “ three for a quarter.”

It is only because we are the largest manufacturing mail order cigar dealers in the world, and 
sell our product — BY MAIL — direct to the smoker, eliminating the profits and expenses of 
salesmen, jobbers and retail dealers, that we can give you such a wonderful value for so little money. 
That’s why we want to impress it upon you not to judge the price before you judge the cigars.

To prove that the “ BABY GRAND ” is the greatest value you have ever tried, . 
| send us an order on your business letter paper, or furnish references and

We’ll ship to you on FREE TRIAL
e 100 of our Famous “BABY GRAND” CLEAR HAVANA CIGARS .

the same delightful smoke that we show you here in the illustration.
We’ll send you these cigars without a cent in advance—charges 

prepaid. We want you to smoke a few, then if you are pleased with them, send us 
g $3.75 within 10 days and the cigars are yours. But, if for any reason you don’t care 

for them, ship the remainder back, express collect, and we’ll make no charge for the 
| few smoked in testing.

We make this liberal offer, because we know you’ll like the cigars, and be- 
| cause we know your initial order will turn you into a permanent patron.

1X7 *4-  nr J for 100 •• BABY GRANDS ” on FREE TRIAL. Mentionyy A OCScLV whether you prefer mild, medium or strong cigars. We sell
’ ’ J all our cigars entirely on their merit. We let a cus-

| tomer try before he buys. We know if we please you, you’ll continue to patronize us. We work no
' premium schemes to get your money in advance. We have confidence in you and in our cigars.

Folder which explains our methods and shows over thirty-five splendid cigar values, sent free on request.

Exact size 
a n cl 

sh ape.

146 B Lenox Avenue 
New York City 

Reference—Bryant Park Bank, N. Y.

Full
inches 
lOUff.



The Argosy for April
CAPTAIN KIDD OF THE TOW-PATH. The inglorious outcome of a 

quest for local color that should have in it a dash of the sea and the
tang of ocean breezes GARRET SMITH 1

THE CRIMSON
Terror, with
tire grip of powerful foes

Six Serial Stories
HARVEST. Part I. A story of Paris in the Reign of 
an American for its central figure and his sweetheart in

ALBERT PAYSON TERHUNE
THE NAME OF MARTIN HOFFMAN. Parti. The astounding experience 

of a business man who thought all his troubles were over just as he 
was on the eve of the greatest calamity in his career.. .STEPHEN BRANDISH 

WANTED BY UNCLE SAM. Part II. Certain thrilling experiences that 
befell two army men and a sailor after they had left the service and
looked forward to a peaceful civilian existence BERTRAM LEBHAR

NOT FOR SALE. Part III. The series of misadventures set on foot 
for one Austrian lieutenant of hussars after he had fallen in with an
American party of three ELBERT D. WIGGIN

TROUBLE IN BUNCHES. Part III. A matter of one American obliging 
another starts with a mistake, opening the way to crimes, casualties, 
and catastrophes galore.......................................... SEWARD W. HOPKINS

CHICAGO BY THURSDAY. Part IV. The thunderbolt suddenly 
dropped in the path of a business man.............. EDGAR FRANKLIN

CARUSO ON THE WIRE................
GLASS - CUT AND BROKEN ..... .
THE LION HE FACED.....................
GETTING THERE FIRST.................
THE GOOD SAMARITAN................
CARRIED BEYOND...........................
HIS DISREPUTABLE FRIEND........
THE HOODOO HAND-GLASS.....
ONLY AS FAR. AS PHILADELPHIA
TAKING NO 
RETURN TO 
A TROLLEY 
SOMETHING

CHANCES............
SENDER.................
MIX-UP............... .
DOING AT LAST

CHARLES CAREY....................
ROBERT CARLTON BROWN 
RALPH ENGLAND..................
GEORGE M. A. CAIN.............
ROBERT RUSSELL................
F. K. SCRIBNER...................
.BURKE JENKINS...................
H. E. TWINELS.......................
.FRED V. GREENE, Jr..........
.MARIE B. SCHRADER...........
LEE BERTRAND....................

.FRED H. KROG.....................

.EDWARD P. CAMPBELL....

42

65

88

111

128

146

29
62
80

108
123
138
153
158
163
169
176
188
192

••AT HIS MERCY”
is a remarkable New Serial Story starting in the May Argosy. The invisible 

barrier beyond which none may pass, described in the opening chapters, is found to be the work of a man who.later 
on brines about perhaps the most dramatic episode in current fiction. Read the scene in the power plant, and 
see if you don’t agree with us. The May Complete Novel is called “ THE TIME FOR ACTION," and 
sets forth several exciting happenings in the career of a spendthrift. Among the May Short Stones, a clever 
automobile tale is " JACOBfS JUGGERNAUT/’ while " WHY GALWAY LOST HIS TEMPER” 
is founded on an actual experience of the editor.

ISSUED THE FRANK MUNSEY COMPANY

Richard H. TrraERiN«To CnMs-ropneR H. Porn, Treasurer.

COPYRIGHT, I9>'9, BY THE FRA

AT



CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING
$1.50 a line. For Argosy and All-Story combined $2.25 a line. Minimum space four 
lines; maximum space twelve lines. Ten per cent, discount for six consecutive insertions.

,4 s ft is impossible for us to know each advertiser personally, ire ask the voopera.' Forms for May close March 22d 
tion of our readers in keeping all questionable advertising out of these rolumns ■■ . ---------------

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED
AGENTS W A N TEI > 1 N E V E1{ Y Co F NT Y t. > m-11 I he 

Transparent Handle pocket Knife. Big commission paid. 
From $75 to $300 a month can bo made. Write for terms. 
Novelty Cvtlery Co.. No. 77 Bar St., ('anton. Ohio.

Agents wanted that ran sell mining stock without misrep­
resentation. Properties located in the famous C<eur d'Alene 
Mining District, Idaho. Send reference with first letter. 
Address M. Baumgartner. Lindelle Blk.. Spokane. Wash.

_ JUST PATENTED. Young’s Button Ibde Gauge Knife. 
Nothing like it. Every woman wants one. tnie agent sold 
107 at 25e each in one day, made $13.37. 15 other useful 
rapid sellers. A. M. Young & Co.. 49 Young’s Bldg..Chicago.

IN SIX MONTHS a boy made $lonu with our great Soap 
A- Toilet Combinations. Be a Davis agent—work six hours a 
day—make $2m» a month. Get our profit sharing plan. 
Davis Soap Co.. 7<» Cnion Park Ct.. Chicago.

LADIES WANTED To SELL DRESS GOODS. Silk and 
Waistings. No capital required. Large elaborate -.ample 
outfit frit. I heal Dress Goons Company. Dept. A.. 
33* * Broadway. New York.

WANTED—Agents to solicit orders for Ma de-to-Measure 
I Fndcrwear. Those taking orders for Custom Shirts and 
i clothes preferred. We also manufacture guaranteed hosiery.
• Textile Meg. Co.. 45 Institute 1*1.. Chicago.
, WANTED—Railway Mail Clerks. Customs Clerks. Clerks 
. at Washington. Yearly salary $Soo to SHiniL Short hours. 
■ Annual vacation. No “layoffs’’ because of poor times, 
i Salary absolutely certain twice each month. Examinations 
i everywhere May 15th. Over 2omi appointments to be made 
I during 19<»9. Everyone over IS eligible. Country resident-; 
I eligible. Common education sufficient. Political influence docs 
: not help appointment. Camlidates prepared free. Write im- 
; mediately for schedule. Franki.in* Institute. Dept. DI. 
I Rochester. N. Y.

G( tOD SIDE LINE. Cracker jack seller. Magic Moving 
Picture post cards-—“the card that’s alive”--every one 
interested at once. .. .....1 commission. Write today.
G. Felsenthal A Co.. 229 Van Buren St.. Chicago.

AGENTS—If you arc earning less than $23 weekly, 
write for particulars of our line of new patented m.... .
lies. which every woman needs; out til free. A. Miller Co.. 
2i»GG Kenmore Ave.. Chicago.

Agents: Take orders for fruit and ornamental trees.plants. 
etc. Experience unnecessary. Highest commissions payable 
weekly. No delivering or collecting. Outfit free. Steady em­
ployment. men and women. Perry Nurseries. Rochester.N.Y.

AGENTS—Men and Women wanted to sell our Molli 
Proof Pine Tar Bag. Hang a skirt «r overcoat full length. 
No odor in the house. Especially good for furs. Big seller. 
Send 75c for sample bag. White ’far Co.. 5 Front St.. N. Y.

AGENTS—Coin money: sell newly invented Canclies- 
ter Jm-and«-sceiit Kerosene Lamps. 15o p. : burns with 
or without mantle: Burner tits all standard makes of lamps: 
saves 75'; oil; in times brighter than Electricity or Gas 
at 1-19 cost: no trimming wicks. m> generating. Agents’ out- 
tit $5. Can* HESTER Light Co..Dept. A. 2U State St..Chicago.

PORTRAIT AGENTS:- Will make you first-class en­
larged portraits with frame, glass and back complete.I'.O.B., 
Chicago. thirty-seven cents. Hot seller at $1.9*.  Chi* ago 
Copy Company, 417 Milwaukee Ave.. Chicago. 111.

A’ JENI'S: 40(1'; Profit. Photo pillow Tops. $1.3ti profit 
on each for you. Gel our m-w line, just out. I'a>i<-t seller 
yet. Low prices. Quick deliveries. Rejects credited. l.i THElt 
F. Gorjion Co.. 155 Washington St.. Chicago.

Agents make $ln3.5o per month selling wonderful self- 
sharpening scissors ami cnth-ia. V. Giebner sold 22 pairs 
in 3 hours, math*  $13; you can do it. We show how. Free 
outfit. Thomas Mpg. Cn.. 4n Ihuiio Bldg.. Dayton. Ohio.

AGENTS: $75 MONTHLY. Combination Rolling Pin. 
.Vup- ./■■/ ir!• x t unthltf d. Lightnitig Seller. Sample free. 
I’oiisiiEE Mig. Co.. P»ox 242, Dayton. o.

AGENTS WANTED for <»ur new 25c. Darning Machino ; 
just out: weaves new lead or toe in sock in a few minutes; 
one agent sold 2s*  in one day. Send 15c. for sample or$1.25 
for doz. Hutton ('<>.. Walnut St.. Desk G. Philadelphia. Pa.

AGENTS make big money selling our new sign letters for 
office windows, store fronts, and glass signs. Any one can 
put them <>n. Write today for free sample and full particu­
lars. Metallic Sign Letter Co.. 55 N. Clark St.. Chicago.

AGENTS—Sell Patented Radi um i to Self-Honing Strop. 
Just being put out as an agency proposition. Strop covered 
by 1G patents. A $2.<>o razor given fret? with every strop 
sold. Strop retails for $1.59. Millions being sold and 
agents coining money. Throw away old. worn-out proposi­
tions for something new and salable. F. J. King made 
33 sales one Saturday afternoon in two hours. Outfit free. 
Thomas Meg. Co,. 917 Home Bldg., Day ton, Ohio.

Send l<»c f..r sample regular 25c non-breakable. “Best-O” 
inverted gas man fie. Practically iudcstriictibln. For natural 
or artificial gas. Develops 175 candle power, consumes less 
than 3 ft. per hour. Entirely m w. Live agents make good 
money. Peerless Light Co.. 2s] s. Loomis St.. Chicago.

AGENTS WANTED TO HANDLE i*nr  Made-to-Order 
suits and overcoats. .">3 l-:p, commission. Write for free 
sample outfit and territory. The Warrington' W. & W. 
Mills. Dept. 1. 173 Adams St., Chicago.

Agents—Our Swiss Embroidered Shirt Waist Patterns and 
other Novelties sell at sight. $25 to $50 weekly easily made. 
Write today for our Illustrated land sworn to) Catalog. 
F. S. Embroidery Meg. Co.. Dept. 17a. 9»» E. B’way. N. Y.

AGENTS, male or female, can make from $1<) to $15 
a day selling my Pongee Swis< Embroidered Waist Patterns 
and Silk Shawls. New iiov<-lli<-< all the time. Catalogue 
mailed "ii reqiiesi. Joseph Gli i k. u>21 B’way. New York.

AGENTS—sis.',.!>() in II deus. F. McCulloch. Teluriile. 
Cob*., cleared above profit with our Pure Aluminum

i WE WAN'!' GooD SALESMEN to handle as side line two 
I rattling good pal'd specialties that every <iio«- dealer and 
j general merchant will buy. pocket <aniplc<. Good Com- 
! missions. Bullard Meg. Co..134 Summer St..Boston. Mass.

HELP WANTED
WANTED—Men between Is ami 45 years t*>  prepare for 

Governim-m Railway Mail and post office Clerk and Carrier 
Examinations, permanent positions. Good Salary to start. 
Rapid Promotion^. Examinations soon. Write today for 
catalog and full particulars. We nt hi: Rah. way Corre- 
spoNbEN' E S- fiooL. Dept. C. S. 22G. Freeport. Ill.

■ CIVIL SERVICE EMPLOYEES are paid well for easy 
work: examinations of all kinds soon. Expert advice, 

’sample <]ii'-si ions and Booklet 1*.  describing positions ami 
| tolling easiest and quickest way to secure them. free. Write 
. now. W;i-I)ijgtoii Civil Service Si'boid. Washington. D. C.

MEN WANTED QFI f'KLY by big Chicago mail order 
1 ||"11>C to distribute catalogues, advertise, etc. $25 a Week. 
, ne,u expcn-e allowance first month. No experience required. 
: Manager. Dept. Hi”. Waba-di Avenm-. Chicago.
I LOI al REPRESENTATIVE WANTED — S p 1 e n d i d 
I im-oine assured right' man to a<-i as our Represeutiitive 
I after learning our business thoroughly by mail.’ Former 
I experience i:iim‘eessa’’y. All we require is honesty, ability. 
1 ambition and willingness to learn a lucrative business.

N" soliciting or traveling. Thi< i< an exceptional 
opportunity for a man in your s»-ciion t<> get into a 

' big paying business without i-apita) and become imb'- 
! pendent for life. Write at om-e for full particulars.

Address E. R. Marden. President. The National Co- 
■ operative Real Estate Suite 345. Marden Bldg.. 
• Washington. D. »'.
j CIVIL SERVICE EXAMINATIONS w;ii s..on be held in 
I every state. Full information, and questions recently used 
! by the Civil Service i ’<minii'si<u>. free. (’"I.f'MBiAN CoR- 
1 kesponi>en< e College. Washington. D. C.



BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES PATENT ATTORNEYS
AN EASY WAY to start a mail order business that cun 

1 made to pay several thousand dollars annually ; we fur­
nish everything a ml show you Imw. $25 to $100 necessary 
t<. start. J. M. I’. Lackey. 2231 La Salle St., Chicago.

BE Yorn OWN Boss: Start Mail-Order Business at 
home; devote whole or spare time. We tell you how; very 
good profits. Everything furnished. No Catalog out tit 
proposition. For " Starter ” and // * r particulars address. 
A. R. Ki:I egek Co.. 155 Wash. St.. Chicago. III.

BUILD A $5.him BUSINESS in two years. Let us start 
yon in the collection business. No capital needed : big 
tield. We teach secrets of collecting money ; refer business 
io you. Write today for free pointers and new plan. 
American Collection Service, u State. Detroit. Mich. _

Business Book Free: Tells limv you can secure the actual 
working plans, the money-making systems. schemes and 
short cuts of 11.2 great, big. business men—to increase your 
salary—to boost your pro tits. Book is free. Why not write 
now? Sy st em. Dept. 32 • G. 151-15Wabash A ve.. Chicago.

WE START YOU in a permanent business with us and 
furnish everything. Full course of instruction free. We 
are manufacturers and have a new plan in the mail order 
line. Large protits. Small capital. You pay us in three 
months and make big protit. References given. Sworn state­
ments. Pease Meg. Co.. 1679 Pease Bldg.. Buffalo. N. Y,

$3.<io<i to $lo.ooo yearly easily made in real estate busi­
ness : m> capital required: we teach the business by mail, 
appoint you special representative, assist you to success. 
Valuable book free. The Cross Co.. 2576 Reaper Block. 
Chicago. Seo our other advertisement in this magazine.

$3<m TO $."oo PER MONTH in the Real Estate Business. 
$io will start you. Experience unnecessary. I prepare you 
by mail and appoint you my special representative. Write 
for my free book. Herbert I It: rd. I’res., 796 Reliance 
Bldg.. Kansas City. Mo.

START MAIL-ORDER Bl SI NESS—Sell goods by mail: 
cash orders, big profits, Conducted by anyone, any where : 
we supply everything. Our plan positively successful: 
satisfaction guaranteed. Write for free booklet and sample 
catalogue. Central Sitrly Co.. Kansas City. Mo.

BOOKKEEPERS. OFFICE MEN. increase your salary. 
Be an expert. Write today for free book outlining new 
system of education. Comm EID ial World. 191 Griswold. 
Detroit. Mich. __ _____________________________________

MAKE MONEY operating our C B B 5c profit sharing 
Peanut Vending Machines: simplest and best money 
making machines on the market. If you have $50 to $560 
to invest, and want a clean, legitimate, big money making 
proposition, get our machines quick. 0 I C Company, 
Ine., 411 Unity Bldg.. Chicago. _

PATENTS THAT PROTECT.—Our three books for 
inventors mailed on receipt of six cents stamps. 
R. S. A. B. La< ey. Washington. D. C. Established 1*69.

PATEN 1 < H R IDEAS. $b,5<>0 offered for one inven­
tion. Book ” How to Obtain a Patent ” and " What to 
Invent " sent free. Send rough sketch for free report as 
to patentability. Patent Obtained or Fee Returned. We 

1 advertise your patent for sale at our expense. Established 
16 years. Chandler A: Chandlee. Patent Attys.. Ji.’.i 
F St.. Washington, D. (’.

PATENT SECURED or fee returned. Send sketch for free 
report as to patentability. (iuidf Book and ll’/mt to bin nt. 
with valuable list of Inventions Wanted, sent free, (hwMil­
lion Dollars offered fur one invention: $1G,ooo for others. 
Patents secured by us advertised free in World's Progress: 
sample free. Evans, Wilkens Ar Co.. Washington. D. C.

PATENTS. 1 procure patents that protect. Advice and 
books free. Highest references. Best results. Watson 
E. Coleman, Patent Lawyer. Washington, D. C.

INVENTIONS SAVED tu their inventors through proper 
counsel ami assistance. Most patent lawyers see only (he 
legal end. Professional advice as to the protection and per­
fection of your incomplete invention—or the means of dis­
posing of it. patented or unpatented—is what I specialize in. 
Will write yon fully regarding my methods upon request. 
Address F. W. Weeks. Counsellor to Inventors, 13i» E. 
West 57th Street, New York City.

NEW TOWNS IN THE WEST
NEW TOWNS IN THE WEST offer unusual chances for 

investment in mercantile, real estate and other lines. Many 
now towns have already been established in the Dakotas, 
Montana. Idaho and Washington on the Chicago, Milwttiiki < 
<(• t Sound Hftilway. These towns are well located. 
They are trade centers for a large territory, which is being 
rapidly settled. other towns will be established later. 
Investigate the various openings. Descriptive books free 
from F. A. Miller. General Passenger Agent. Chicago. Mil­
waukee A- St. Paul Ry.. Chicago.

TYPEWRITERS
TYPEWRITERS. ALL MAKES. Sold, rented, exchanged 

everywhere. Machines, new. others equal to new sold at a 
saving of 3o to <»<’»*■•;  from manufacturers’ price. Cash or 
monthly payments. Covered by same guarantee as manu­
facturers give. Write for specimens of writing and net 
prices. Typewriter Sales Co.. 5 Corti ami t Street, New York.

MAKE A GOOD INCOME operating a Day dark Photo 
post Card Machine. 3 Photo postal Cards of any object 
made and delivered on the spot in ten minutes. No expe­
rience required—no dark room necessary. All work done in 
the Machine in open day. Establish a profitable business at 
home by opening a Day dark Postal parlor. Big money-maker 
OU rhe street. at fairs, etc. Send at once for flee catalog 
and sample post card showing wmk. Day dark Specialty 
Company. DH5 St. Ange Ave., St. Louis, Mo.

MOTOR CYCLES
M.M. 3\. HP MAGNETO SPECIAL FOR 1909. 

Equipped with Bosch magneto and dozens of other improve­
ments: more speed and power than any other Motor-cycles 
built. American Motor Co.. 722 Centre St.. Brockton. Mass.

AUTOMOBILE SCHOOLS
WANTED—1.1Hui CHAUFFEURS AND REPAIR MEN. i 

(Dir demand for automobile engineers exceeds tin*  supply: 
call*  for nim of intelligence and mechanical bent, com­
manding $l<io.fm to $15o.o0 monthly, upon graduation. 
R-sident courses $15.oo to $50.oo. Home correspondence 
courses completed by practical road and shop wmk at any 
of our branches or affiliated schools, highly successful. 
...... .. This Up. Alto S<’ho<>i.s or America. 742—7th Ave.. 
New York City, or 16*2  Michigan Ave.. Chicago.

FOR MEN
Fi H R MONTHS' WEAR OR NEW COLLARS FREE? 

Square Wear Collars are guaranteed to wear 4 months. 
Cost the same as others (2 for 25c ]. Booklet Free. 
Sqlare Weak Collar Co.. 3o Rensselaer St.. Troy. N. Y.

MACHINERY
Electric Supplies and Novelties. Catalog of 2oo free. If 

it's Electric we have it, and we undersell all. Ohio Electric 
Works. Cleveland, o.. world's headquarters for electric toys, 
books, fan motors, dynamos, batteries. Fortune for Agents.

GAMES & ENTERTAINMENTS STAMPS AND RARE COINS
PLAYS. Vaudeville Sketches, Monologues. Dialogues. 

Speakers. Minstrel Material. Jokes. Recitations. Tableaux. 
Drills. Musical Pieces. Entertainments. Make Up Goods. 
Large Catalog Free. T. S. Denison, Pubr.. Dept .43. Chicago.

JEWELRY AND PRECIOUS STONES 
for magnificent brilliant lady's or gent’s ring, usual­

ly sold for Your friends can't toll it from a genuine
diamond. Money refunded if dissatisfied. Advance Co.. 
45 West Broadway. New York City.

$5.75 paid For Rare Date 1*53  Quarters.—Keep all 
money coined before 1*75  and send 1<> cents at once tor a 
Set of 2 Coin A St a in [1 Value Books. 4x7. It may mean your 
fortune. C. F. Clark A Co.. Dept. C. I.e Roy. N. Y. _

| CERT AIN 7*0INS “w ANTED. I pay from $1 to SIU hi for 
thousands of rare coins, stamps and paper money to 1*94.  
Send stamp for illustrated circular, get posted and make 

i money quickly. Vonbergen. the Coin Dealer. Dept.A. Boston.

POULTRY
i IREI DE K'S Book <<n Poultry. Only loc postpaid. Tells 

about pure Bred poultry: illustrates sixty varieties: prices 
low. contains fifteen beautiful chromes: perfect guide. 
<lreider'< Germicide kills lice. B. II. Greider. Rheems. Pa.

ELOCUTION & DRAMATIC ART
WE RI'Y STORIES ••nr pupils write: short story writing 

and journalism taught by experts: three monthly prizes 
for best stories. American Literary Bl real. Dept. A. 
First National Bank Bldg.. Chicago, III.___________________

Acting. Elocution. Oratory. We teach this fascinating and 
profitalde art by mail ami prepare you for the stage or 
speaker’s platform. Booklet on Dramatic Art Free. Chicago 
School of Elocution. 234 Grand Opera House. Chicago.



 PIANOS ________
WIXC I'lAMiS P.EST ToXEP & MOST STCCESSEtT..

-In yrs. Ueccnr impr.ivi’iiients give greatest resonance. 
Sold direcr. No ngruts. Sone uh trial-—freight' paid; first, 
last and all tin*  linn*  by us—to show our faith in our work.- 
If voii want a g>u>d piano, you save .$75—.$2<m, Very easy 
b rills. Slightly used “high-grades.'’ 1 Steinway. 3 Chick*! ’- । 
iugs. ete.. $75 up—Taken in exchange for improved Wing | 
pianos—thoroughly retinished. Send for bargain list. You । 
-Imuhl have, anyway—’’I5.»«»k of ('mnplete Information about 
I’ianos." 152 page-. .X.Y.World >ays : “A book of educational 
in’<Tosi, evervonoshould have." free for the asking from the 
old house of Wjno A Soy. ::g:l:;7<’ M . 13th St.. N<w York.

A USED ITANI> With the manufacturer's guarantee gives ; 
the biggest value; we have many of the dilferent standard ; 
makes from $125.tm up. original cost three times that : 
delivery free anywhere and very easy terms. The Pease 
name guarantees fair dealing. Write for bargain list, i 

I). Pease a co.. 12S West 42nd St.. New York.

PHOTOGRAPHY
■ W E NIA KE ’ S x 1 < > “p, R <) M11 > E E NI - ARG EM E NTS f«>r 25c, 

5 for $1. or 11\T4 for 5o<-_ 5 f..r $2. from any size film or 
plate negative. Work gna rati teed or money refunded. Send 
us trial order. I'. T. King A 23 A Bromfield St..Boston.

FREE! I REE'. 1REE 1 FREE! Send “us “three film 
negatives and we will send -ample velox prints without 
el large, sxln enlargements 2<>e. Herbert A Hiesgen. 
:;o*i Madi>on Ave.. New York.

TELEGRAPHY
TELEGRAPHY—taught quickly. R. R. wire in school. 

Living expen>es earned. Graduates assisted. Correspomlenve 
eoiirse if desired. Catalog free. DoDGE’S 1N ST1TITE of 
Telegraphy. 3Gth St.. Valparaiso, Ind. Established 1S74.

REAL ESTATE
ALTAI A' A AND FRUIT LANDS in tin*  Pecos Valley, 

$5o an ai-re and up. will make you rich in a few years. 
Write today for pt.,-..s Valley literature and six months' 
subscription to “The Earth.” our land journal, free. 
C. L. Seagraies. Gen. Colonization Agent. A. T. A S. F. 
Ry.. 1172 G, Railway Exchange, Chicago.

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
sip Hij 1 IAND IN 3(» 1 >A VS—Boyd Syllabic System 

—written with only nine characters. No “jmsi lions.” 
"ruled lines/’ "shading/’ "word-signs” nor "cold note<.” 
Speedy, practical system that can bo learned in 2n days 
of home study, utilizing spare lime. Chicago Uu1:i:i:- 
sponpence Schools, l.nJl-112 Clark St., Chicago.
~ LEAR N~SHORT! IA N D. “ 30 “days “ study I toyi 1 Sy s t* -m 
makes you expert. Written without dots, dashes, shades <>r 
positions. No “cold” notes. Special inducements to those 
who begin now. Rapid Shorthand Schools, 231 llGtly 
Bldg., Detroit.

POPULAR SHEET MUSIC

FOR THE DEAF
THE ACOCSTICGN MAKES THE DEAF HEAR 

INSTANTLY. No trumpet. unsightly or cumbersome 
apparatus. Special instruments for Theatres and Churches. 
In successful use throughout the country. Booklet, with 
indorsement of those you know, free. K. A, Ti en er. 
I 2(>5 Broadway. New York City.

SEEDS & PLANTS
PARK’S I LORAL (H IDE, all about tlowers. dim fine 

engravings, also Aster. Phlox. Coxcomb. Pansy. Pink. 
Worth .■(><•. .1 ll [irr if you write me a loner, m-t a postal. 
And when writing why nor enclose 1<» cts for Park's Fhaal 
M<i!>'iinr, a charming illustrated monthly, bright a< a 
Marigold. 1 year, with pkt Double Petunia, ami Package 
of limn kinds, for a big crazy bed. 3 lots 25c. Club with 
friends. Geo. W. Park. KI. La Park. Pa.

CIVIL SERVICE-A JOB
MM—Mthats

STUDY 
LAW 

AT 
HOME

The oldest and best school. Instruction by mail 
adapted to every one. Recognized by courts and 
educators. Experienced and competent instruc­
tors. Takes spare time only. Three courses— 
Preparatory, Business. College. Prepares for practice. W ill bet t er y our c on - 
d it ion and prospects in’business. 
Students and graduates every­
where. Full particulars and 
Easy Payment Plan free.

The Sprague
Correspondence School 

of Law,687 Majestic Bldg, Detroit, Mleh.

I
i I Teach Sign Painting

Show Card Writing or Lettering by 
mail. (July lieLi not ovvrcni'Ailvl. My imartu'- 
tioii is practical, personal amt thorough. My 
graduates arc successful. Easy terms. Write 
for large catalogue, fhsis. J. Strong, Pres.
DETROIT SCHOOL OF LETTERING 

Dept. 36, Detroit, Mich.
“ Oldest and Largest School of its Kind.”

Facts—Results—Proofs—Not mere expectations
When I tell you there is big money in the Collection Agency Business, I KNOW. 
I have proved it by my own actual working experience—and I have proved it in 
the case of over 700 others whom I have started on the way to business indepen­
dence. YOU too can KNOW—you can satisfy yourself beyond the shadow of a 
doubt. Here is a small part of the evidence I will send you on request.

W. A. Shryer. Pres.

“$12.65
$38.13

•was my commission for one day, $30.45 
for one week, writes E. A. Abry, of Wyo.
Is my commission on one collection", 
says W. H. Kellem, Cincinnati, Ohio.

071 On Is what I earned in one weeks work.' 
^1 i 4.0 7 F. O. Stierna, of Minn.

DC 1 1*7  netted during first 60 days o I recent 
14Z« business depression".—A. G, Walker, Calif.

4( 1 7 E profits on one claim”, reports A. W. Wolf, 
4) I i i) Chicago.

DC | | A earned in lesa than two months, spare time 
. ^1 IV only”, says H. Bickner, Jr., Schenectady.

Full names and addresses of these and many more successes are published in our new" TESTIMONY 
BOOK” just off the press. It will be sent you free, together with "POINTERS ON THE COL­
LECTION BUSINESS” if you will drop me a post-card. INVESTIGATE THIS I WRITE ME TODAY.

AMERICAN COLLECTION SERVICE. 10 State Street, DETROIT, MICH.



“I MADE $12 ™
Selling This 7-Piece Kitchen Set

From sworn statemint of H. S. CUNNINGHAM.

£■ i\J T“ ar'coinins 

selling from 50 to 500 sets per 
week. You can do it. Send 
your address today and let us 
PROVE IT. Experience un­
necessary. We show you how to 
make $3 to $10 a day. OUT­
FIT FREE to workers.

THOMAS MFC. CO.
484 Home Bldg., Dayton, Ohio.

BY MAIL
I won the World’s First Prize in Penmanship. By \ ’ 

my new system I can make an expert penman of you by mail. \ 
I also teach Book-keeping and Shorthand. Am placing my ’ 
students as instructors in commercial colleges. If you wish to 
become a better penman, write me. I will send you FREE one of 
my Favorite Pens and a copy of the Ransomerian Journal.
C. W. RANSOM, 226 RELIANCE BLOG., KANSAS CITY, MO.

PLUMBING gRicKLAYlNG $25
TUITION $25.00 FOR SHORT TIME ONLY.

The Original Coyne Bros—not connected with N. Y. or 
Chicago Schools. They conduct a Plumbing and Construc­
tion Co. in connection with St. Louis School. Students learn 
on contract work. Many earn $6.00 a day while learning. 
Position guaranteed. Freecatalog. 5178 Easton Ave. 
ORIGINAL COYNE TRADE SCHOOL, St. Louis. Mo.

I CAIN DOUBLE
YOUR SALARY

IF YOU EARN A
LESS THAN WEEK

I can double your salary or income by teaching 
you how to write catchy, intelligent advertising.

My System of Instruction by mail is the only one 
in existence that has the hearty indorsement of the 
great experts and publishers, and I am anxious to 
send my Prospectus, together with the most remark­
able facsimile proof ever given in the history of 
correspondence instruction, if you are interested. 
I will show you how to earn from $25 to $100 per 
week. One graduate fills $8,000 place, another $5,000 
and any number earn $1,500. The best clothing ad 
writer in New York owes his success within a few 
months to my teachings.

But send for free Prospectus.

GEORGE H. POWELL.
1170 Metropolitan Annex, New York

iQHY NOT BE AN ARTIST?
Our graduates are filling High Salaried 

Positions. Good artists
EARN $25 TO $100 PER WEEK 

and upwards, in easy fascinating work. Our courses of 
Personal Home Instruction by correspondence, are com­

plete, practical. Eleven years’ successful teaching. Expert in­
structors. Positions guaranteed competent workers. Write for 
Handsome Art Book, Free.

SCHOOL OF APPLIED ART (Founded 1898 ) 
ssagsa N3 Gallery Fine Arts, Battle Creek. Mich, ■casa

Government Positions
W 46,712 Appointments
opportunities for young people. Each year we instruct by mail thousands 
of persons who pass these examinations and a large share of them receive 
appointments to life positions at $840 to $1200 a year. If you desire a 
position of this kind, write for our Civil Service Announcement, containing 
full information about all government examinations and questions recently 
used by the Civil Service Commission.
COLUMBIAN CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE, WASHINGTON, D. C.

LEARN TELEGRAPHY 
BOOK-KEEPING 
SHORTHAND

by mail, in a few weeks spare time home study, under our Prac- 
itcal Instruction—and a good paying, responsible position is yours; 
we are unable to supply the demand. Many energetic graduates 
have worked up to salaries of 85.00(1 per year. We send 
complete outfit, and you n A V HQ lift MANEV tor tuition 
until position secured. ■ Al Uv HU Hi Uli El Write at 
once for special offer, stating which you prefer to learn.
MICHIGAN BUSINESS INSTITUTE, 693 Inst. Bldg., Kalamazoo. Mich.

HELP WANTED
IN GOVERNMENT SERVICE

U. S. Civil Service examinations offer easy entrance to 
thousands of positions paying good salaries. The hours and 
work are easy. You need no pull, just a common school education 
and the right kind of preparation. Full description of exam­
inations, sample questions and expert advice—all FREE. Write
NOW for booklet 51.
WASHINGTON CIVIL SERVICE SCHOOL, Washington, D. G.

REAL PARISIAN LIFE
Tales More Fascinating and 
Exciting than Balzac or French 
Court Memoirs

In payment for binding for a Pub­
lishing House that has gone into 
liquidation, we have taken a few 
sets of the famous Paul de Kock 
novels, which were awarded the 
Gold Medal on paper, printing, 
blndlnir and illuwt rat ion-. 
While they last we will sell them at 
Half Price and on small monthly 
payments. Write at once for full 
particulars of this rare and unusual 
set of French novels.

PAUL DE KOCK
The Merriest French Humorist 
has written spicy, sparkling, witty, 
amusing, riveting novels—antidotes 
for melancholy. The stories, liter­
ally tr nslated, race merrily along, 
nothing didactic or dull; as original 
as Boccaccio, as mirthful as Gil Blas, 
more fascinating than Sterne, Smol­
lett, or Fielding.
SHORT FASCINATING 

STORIES
••Paul de Kock is a tonic in Hooks 

instead of :n bottles." MAX 
O’Rell. "His charming charac­

ters seem to be under the influence of champagne ’• Charles Lever. 
"He had kept France laughing for years-the Smollett of France Boston 
HERALD. We dislike the superlative but we believe this the best and riches, 
book value ever offered. The set contains the most delicate and artistic 
French illustrations made specially for this work.

Send for ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE. W» give estimate, on binding 
■ingle volume, or entire libraries Work for trade dealer*  and librarian, 
our .peeialty.) 

BRAINARD BOOK BINDERY, 425 Fifth Ave., New York. (Arg. Apr. 09.) 
Without any cost to me please send me particulars. I am interested in 
the....................................... binding
Name.....................................................................................................................................................

Address..................................... .................................................................
I — ■ —



Send
UsPay

$1. Cash
50c Monthly

CREDIT GIVEN TO EVERYBODY
We ship goods everywhere in the U. S. and give the most generous credit 
that allows the use of goods while paying for them. Why not trade with us, 

America’s Great Original Housefurnishing Concern, who for over a 
quarter of a century has furnished satisfactorily thousands of happy homes ?

re at CAT A L 06
simply for the asking. It jjives ri’] information anti tells you how to save money on honseftirniO'.ings. st: h 
as Furniture. Carpets and Bugs shown in actual colors. Curtains, Stoves, Washing Machines, Crockery, 
Silverware, Office Desks, Baby Carriages, Kefrigerators. Fireless Cookers, Musical Instrument*,  etc.

^8 f’nch an’l "c WH1 b‘:iP l*̂* s clu-gant, massive easy rocker, American quartered 
vabll oajj finish frame, elaborately carved, comfortable back and box spring

’K I seat, upholstered with Boston Leathei 
I B Exactly like this illuy.ni- O a A 
™ • tion. Sat isf nd ion JI

guaranteed or money ref untied. 
Order chair No. 1143. Price— I070-3Sth St. Chicago. III.

Why the Star Safety Razor 
Is Superior to All Others
It Has a 
Blade

That cuts and shaves clean the most wiry beard.
You need not throw away.
That you can automatically and correctly strop.
That will outlast hundreds of wafer blades.
IT at does not pull or irritate the most tender skin.
That is properly adjusted to the mechanically perfect guard.

It is the best and cheapest safety razor by test (for the past thirty years) in the world.
Single Razor, $1.50 Case Sets, $1.75 up
Razor, Stropper and Strop, in Case, for $3.50

Sold all over the world by dealers in Cutlery and other stores.

KAMPFE BROS. 7 Reade Street New York City

Study Art ™
Learn to draw or paint in Water- 
Colors, Oil and Decorate China. 
BE AN ARTIST. Illustrator, Designator Car- 
tooiiist. Enroll in our Home Study Art Cours­

es. No previous experience necessary. Cost ex­
ceedingly small. Competent artists are in great 

demand. YOU CAN EARN 12,000 
to $3,000 A YEAR and even more. 
We employ the same methods as 
those used in the famous Ateliers 
of Paris, and guarantee to teach 

you with complete success by mail or 
make no charge for tuition. Eminent 
teachers, graduates of leading Euro­

pean and American Art Academies.
Write for our beautifully illustrated 
“PROSPECTUS.” Tells “How to 
Learn Art at Home” and describes 
our methods. SentFREE. Postage

Earn 
>25-$50 
a week

prepaid. Giveajustthe information 
sou want. Write for it NOW. Do not delay. Address:
Sfe FINE ARTS INSTITUTE. Studio 464 Omaha. Nab.

handsomely engraved $50.00 SOLID GOLD
WATCH. Every genuine Elgin watch we 

double hunt in

BACH JEWELRY COMPANY, DEPT. 52, CHICAGO

THE RAILROAD MAN’S MAGAZINE
A great big magazine. Devoted to a great big (subject.
It has an many departments as an engine has bolts, but its back­

bone is fiction — good, live stories of the road, that will set your 
imagination tingling as it has nut lor many a day.

Look over a copy at your news-stand.
IO CKXTS OS ALL A E WS-STA.S DM or from 

The Frank A. Munsey Co., 175 Fifth Ave., New York

Grand Prize Contest
An Unlimited Number of Prizeswill be distributed among those who make a copy 
of this picture. If our Art Director decides that your copy is even 40 per cent, as 
§ood as the original, it will win an illustrated magazine FREE OF CHARGE FOR 
ilX MONTHS, showing the work of the most prominent artists of the country.

No Money Required to Win a Prize- It will not cost you a cent to enter this 
contest. Sit right down now and copy this picture with either pencil or pen and ink. See 
how well you can do it. If you are a prize winner it will prove you have talent for drawing. 

Copy This Picture and Win a Prize
Thousands of people now earning small pay have illustrating ability, but do not know 

it. If you will send your drawing to-day, we will tell vou whether you possess this talent. 
If your drawing is even 40 per cent, as good as the original, you have this natural 
ability, and we can start you on the road to a comfortable and independent living, 
with pleasant, steady and profitable employment.
Correspondence Institute of America. Dept. 378, Scranton, Pa.



Be A Salesman
He is the most sought after and highly paid man in the 

commercial world, because he is the business producing and 
money making part of the concern. The man who produces 
business is never without a good position, and is always in 
demand because on the results of his work the success of 
the firm depends.

Why not be a producer yourself? Get out of the non­
productive class. You can never talk an increase in salary to 
your employer until you can show him where you are making 
money for him.

In eight short weeks without interfering with your present 
position or employment, we can teach you by mail to become 
a first class Traveling Salesman, a producer, and then through 
our Free Employment Bureau we will assist you to secure a 
position where you can increase your earning power from two 
to ten times. Scores of our Graduates who had no former ex­
perience as salesmen, and who formerly earned from $30 to $75 
a month, now earn from $100 to $500 a month and all expenses.

They have become successful salesmen because they were 
trained by experts—men who have made good on the road 
themselves, and who know the art of salesmanship from A. 
to Z.

Every member of our faculty is a top notcher in his profes­
sion, and the methods we use in teaching salesmanship are 
clear, easy, and interesting. It is not necessary that you have 
the least bit of experience. We can teach you this easy, lucra­
tive, pleasant profession from the first rudiments to the final 
application and help you get a good position besides, as we 
have hundreds of calls for our graduates.

YOUR OPPORTUNITY IS HERE—Grasp it to-day by sending for 
our free booklet “A Knight of the Grip."

Every phase of the salesman’s life is pictured therein and it contains in­
teresting stories of the success of many of our graduates, who are now earn­
ing from two to ten times what they formerly did. Write our nearest office 
for it today. Address

Dept. 5, NATIONAL SALESMEN'S TRAINING ASSOCIATION 
New York Chicago Kansas City Minneapolis San Francisco

Music
Lessons Free

IN YOUR OWN HOME.

A wonderful offer to every lover of music whether 
a beginner or an advanced player.

Ninety-six lessons (or a less number, if you desire) 
for either Piano, Organ, Violin, Guitar, Banjo, 
Cornet, Sight Singing, or Mandolin will be given free 
to make our home study courses for these instru­
ments known in your locality. You will get one 
lesson weekly, and your only expense during the 
time you take the lessons will be the cost of postage 
and the music you use, which is small. Write at 
once. It will mean much to you to get our free 
booklet. It will place you under no obligation what­
ever to us if you never write again. You and your 
friends should know of this work. Hundreds of our 
pupils write : “ Wish I had known of your school 
before.” “Have learned more in one term in my 
home with your weekly lessons than in three terms 
with private teachers, and at a great deal less ex­
pense.” “ Everything is so thorough and complete.” 
“The lessons are marvels of simplicity, and my n 
year old boy has not had the least trouble to learn.” 
One minister writes: “As each succeeding lesson 
comes I am more and more fully persuaded I made 
no mistake in becoming your pupil.”

Established 1898—have thousands of pupils from 
seven years of age to seventy.

Don’t say you cannot learn music till you send for 
our free booklet and tuition offer. It will be sent by 
return mail free. Address U. S. SCHOOL OF 
MUSIC, Box 1, 225 Fifth Ave., New York City. I

1 teach real
You can be a salesman. Enter this 

army of well paid, independent and suc­
cessful men. Earn from $1,200 to $10,000 
a year. If you want to go on the road 
there are hundreds of positions open. 
If you are now a clerk or an ordinary 
salesman —just an order taker —you can 
double your salary by doubling your 
sales. I teach how. If you want to 
succeed in any line you can develop 
your personality, increase your power 
to convince others, acquire personal 
force, magnetism, authority.

Write today for my

Free Magazine “The Salesman” 
and my interesting literature that tells 

how to perfect yourself in salesman­
ship. I am the only man in the 

world teaching salesmanship 
who is executive and sales-man- 
ager of a big commercial firm, -T- and official of United Commei-W. R. Trotter cial Travellers of America. No 

matter where you live or your present occupation, my 
Personal Correspondence Instruction will fit 
you for a splendid position. My graduates are in big 
dema.id. I can assist yon to profitable em­
ployment.

MR. H. S. McCANCE, Joplin, Mo., now salesman for the 
Washburn-Crosby Co., writes:—"Your recommendation and 
knowledge I gained as your student enabled me recently to se­
cure a position as traveling salesman with the largest flour mill 
in the world. I am very grateful to you, and will gladly answer 
any inquiries as to the benefits from your course."

Before Mr. McCance enrolled with me, he had no experience 
whatever. I can send you hundreds of other storiesof like success. 
Write today for free magazine and particulars of the most highly 
endorsed, and most practical course in the world.
W. R. TROTTER, Dept. 100, Kansas City, Mo.



A MONARCH

of

VIBRATOR
guaranteed to be the most power­
ful. durable and practical vibra­
tor of its size madeON APPROVAL

These vibrators contain 
complete, perfect Electric 
Motors, and are made to 
run on their own dry cells 
or to attach to electric 1 igh t 
socket like a lamp. Fully 
adapted to professional re­
quirements, yet the most 
economical and satisfactory 
for home use. Light, com­
pact. noiseless; motionless 
handle. To prove our strong 
claims for the Monarch, we 
send it prepaidTO TRY FREE

Don’t buy a vibrator without careful consideration
every one of the above points, including scope of guaranty. 
FOP RC3U.1V Helps to restore to nature's intended 
* . perfections. Removes wrinkles and
facial blemishes. If too thin, it brings the blood and develops 
fullness of the neck, arms or deficient parts, by building new 
flesh. If too stout, it brings the blood to wash away adipose 
tissues. Splendid for the scalp, for the complexion and after 
shaving. Prevents dandruff, irritation, falling hair, baldness. 
For Health Furnishes passive exercise to parts 
* . -------- - which suffer from congestion, the cause
of all disease, bringing the rich, purifying blood in quick re­
sponse to its swift pulsations.and restoring normal functions. 
Soothes excited nerves and brings sweet, refreshing sleep.

Let us send you a vibrator, prepaid, without a cent in ad­
vance. so that you may know for yourself the wonderful 
benefits of vibration when given by a high grade machine.

Liberal allowance for old machines in exchange.
Our new Book. "Health and Beauty Without Medicine,’* 

with illustrations from life. FREE. Write today. Address 
MONARCH VIBRATOR GO..

Straight to the People!

Munsey’s 
Classified 
Advertising

For the Individual, the Dealer, 
or the Manufacturer 
who has something to sell, 
wants help or employment.

J )ECOME a national ad- 

JLJ vertiser. Let the whole 

country know what you have 
for sale, or want to buy. Don’t

be confined to local territory or restricted by local conditions.
Your announcement in MUNSEY’S will reach nearly

3,000,000 progressive, wide-awake, well-to-do people, scat­
tered throughout every section of this wonderful country, from 

the Atlantic to the Pacific, from Canada to Mexico.

Send us a postal asking for our free booklet, which 
describes fully the opportunities offered by the Classified Ad­

vertising Department in MUNSEY’S MAGAZINE and shows how 
you can take advantage of them.

Classified Advertising Department
Munsey’s Magazine

175 Fifth Avenue - New York



Safety Police R
nsu:

The third or safety action is so plainly 
action that a blind man can feel it and know 
it when he feels. It isn’t an added-on mechiny- 
ism. It’s the action of the revolver that secures 
safety, positive, perfect safety all the time. It 
shoots when you want it to shoot—quick and 
hard. When you don’t want it to shoot, 
nothing can discharge it.

This is the Safety Principle: The triple ac­
tion takes the hammer out of the danger zone 
directly after firing, thus eliminating all dan­
ger of accidental discharge. Until you actu­
ally pull the trigger, the hammer at rest is 
always against a wall of solid metal—never in 
line or in any way in contact with the firing pm.

If you cannot get the Safety Police at your dealer’s 
we will send it direct to you on receipt of price.

THE

(Trade Mark) 

$Q.5O 
Nickeled Finish

KIND

»

TRIPLE ACTION IS THE ONLY REAL SAFETY
You don't need to worry about it. You don’t need to wonder 
whether the “safety mechanism"is going to work or not. The 

fallen TRIPLI ACTION

COPS

CARRY

Grip 
j hand-hold, 

peals particularly to 
the revolver enthusiast. 32 and 38 
cal., 4 in. barrel. Blued Finish, $10.

BEAUTIFUL COW-GIRL POSTER
will be sent on request for 10c. It 
makes a most attractive decoration 
for your room. Send for it today; also 
for free 1909 Gun Guide and Cata« 
log, which gives many valuable bar­
gains in highgrade low price firearms

This featu

THE HOPKINS & ALLEN ARMS CO.. 10 Chestnut St., Norwich Conn.

The 
Railroad 
Man’s 
Magazine

Will Pay 
for 
True 
Stories

RAILROADING in all its phases is dramatic. It is full 
of thrilling and absorbing stories that compel interest; 
stories of the sort that everybody likes to read because 

they are true. There is hardly a railroad man in the United 
States, from the general manager to the humblest section 
hand, who cannot unfold a story in which he himself has 
played a part; a story of danger and daring; a story of cour­
age ; a story of mystery, romance or wonder.

It is these that THE RAILROAD MAN'S MAGAZINE (get 
one from any newsdealer) wants in its pages, and for which 
it is willing to pay. They need not be long, but they must be 
true and they must be interesting ; from 1,000 to 3,000 words 
in length and containing names, dates and places.

If you know any stories of this sort write them and send 
them to the editor of the "True Stories Series,” RAILROAD 
MAN'S MAGAZINE, Flatiron Building, New York, enclosing 
stamps. If the stories are unavailable, it goes without saying 
that they will be returned ; if available, a check will be mailed 
to you immediately upon acceptance. Each story will be 
printed over the writer’s signature.

You may never before have written for publication. 
No matter! Send your manuscripts, anyway; a true story 
writes itself.

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY
175 Fifth Avenue New York



Good heating-quick renting
The real reason back of many 
so-called renting bargains is usu­
ally summed up in two words— 
poor heating—ciue to old-fashioned 
methods. The house not well 
heated is surely no home, and its 
value and rental shrink with each 
rapidly moving tenant.

Americans Ideal 

H Radiators ^IBoilers

are being increasingly demanded by thousands who insist on being comfortably, 
cleanly, and healthfully warmed, without the toil and trouble caused by old- 
fashioned heating methods. IDEAL Boilers and AMERICAN Radiators will 
heat any building evenly and genially from top to bottom, and soon save enough in 
fuel, repairs, and household cleanliness to repay the cost of the outfit. These out­
fits for Hot-Water, Low-Pressure Steam, or Vacuum heating do not rust out or 
wear out—hence are lasting, paying investments—far better than bonds at 6'-.

A No. 17-3-w IDEAL Boiler and 300 
ft. of 38-in. AMERICAN Radiators, 
costing the owner $150, were used 
to Hot-Water heat this cottage.

A No. 3-22 IDEAL Boiler and 400 ft. of 
38-in. AMERICAN Radiators, costing 
the owner $205, were used to Hot- 
Water heat this cottage.

At these prices the goods can be bought of any reputable, competent Fitter. 
This did not include cost of labor, pipe, valves, freight, etc., which installa­
tion is extra and varies according to climatic and other conditions

Whether you are “moving in” 
or “moving out,” whether 
landlord or intending builder, 
whether your building is OLD 
or new, farm or city, it will 
pay you well to investigate 
the particular merits of 
IDEAL Boilers and AMERI­
CAN Radiators. Tell us of 
building you wish to heat. 
Our information and catalog 
(free) put you under no ob­
ligations to buy. Write to­
day. Prices are now most 
favorable !

AMERICAN RADIATORCOMPANY
Write to Dept. A34 CHICAGO

Public Showrooms and Warehouses in all large cities of America and Europe.
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Captain Kidd of the Tow-Path.
By GARRET SMITH, 

Author of “ Riches Thrust Upon Him.

The inglorious outcome of a quest for local color that should 
have in it a dash of tire sea and the tang of ocean breezes.

(COMPLETE IN THIS ISSUE.)

CHAPTER I.
ENTER, THE CAPTAIN.

SEABURY lay huddled on the hard, 
narrow bunk where he had been 

thrown, shackled, gagged, and blind­
folded, and tried in vain to comprehend 
this most unexpected turn of affairs.

There had been a low whistle in the 
apparently deserted street, a quick rush 
from a dark doorway. Two steel-bound 
arms pinned his own to his side. Two 
other hands at the same instant jammed 
a gag between his teeth and a bandage 
over his eyes.

“ Rush it, Hapk! " rasped a low voice 
at his ear.

Half-dragged, half-pushed. Seabury’s 
fear-cloggcd feet stumbled a dozen steps 
over the asphalt, two dozen more-over 
hollow timbers, the cleats of a swaying 
gangplank, the rounds of a short cabin­
ladder, and then he struck the bunk.

A hatch slammed over his head. 
Hoarse, muffled laughter reached his ears, 
then retreating sNps and silence.

Nice way t" rear Mr. Walter Living­
ston Seabur, . That scion of an ancient 
line and idol of wealthy parents tugged at 
his bonds and grunted” with disgust. Be­
sides, a plebeian odor emanated from the 
sodden blanket under him.

Devotion to literature had brought 
M'altcr to this horrid predicament. His 
mother, proud as she was of his efforts at 
playwriting and indignant at unappre­
ciative managers, had decried his recent
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search for material in the byways. His 
friends, too, had made merry over his 
East Side excursions.

Perhaps this was a funny, practical 
joke by those same overfacetious friends. 
Seabury didn’t doubt their capability of 
resorting to such genuine rudeness. At 
the thought he squirmed to a sitting pos­
ture and pondered over the incidents of 
the evening.

Now he remembered there had been a 
familiar sound about the tones at his 
elbow when he was captured. Could it 
have been one of his friends throwing his 
voice into his boots with a buzz-saw at­
tachment for purposes of anonymity?

Freddie Kane had a yacht with a com­
fortable little cabin. It was somewhere 
in the river now preparing for a trip. 
Freddie had invited Seabury to join his 
party only yesterday.

Seabury might be a prisoner aboard 
that yacht at this moment. True, the 
smell of that blanket was against any 
such theory.

Besides, no one knew of his plan to 
spend the evening on the South Street 
water-front, in search of material for his 
great play to be entitled “ A Modern 
Captain Kidd.”

He had retired early to his own room, 
pleading a headache. Then, donning 
some old clothes and soiling his face and 
hands so as to look the Boweryite, he had 
sneaked out by the basement exit, unob­
served, and by foot and surface-car, 
found himself about midnight in the 



back-room of a saloon frequented by 
sailors and longshoremen, one of those 
noisome eddies in New York’s great East 
Side sink-hole.

For a fruitless hour at a corner table 
he sipped slowly at a vile “ tub of suds ” 
and watched unattractive human drift 
come and go. Then entered “ the cap­
tain.”

Seabury’s heart leaped for joy. The 
moment his eyes fell on this individual, 
he knew he had only to copy him in de­
tail and “ A Modern Captain Kidd ” 
would stand before the footlights im­
mortal.

As this unconscious subject of his­
trionic analysis, accompanied by a nonde­
script companion, settled himself at an 
opposite table, Seabury stealthily drew a 
small pad and pencil from his pocket 
and, under cover of the table-edge, noted 
down these specifications: Height, six 
feet; weight, one hundred and eighty; 
age, forty; build, wiry; hair, black 
and tangled; eyes, black and blood­
shot, coatless; gray flannel shirt, patched 
overalls in cowhide boots, brown slouch 
hat.

Then Seabury settled down to strain 
his ears for the vernacular to be appro­
priated piping hot for dialogue.

“ I tell ye, Hank, it’s a cinch,” said the 
captain. “ One o’ those fellers likes the 
change after he gets over bein’ sore about 
our sudden way o’ hirin’ him. If he’s 
decent, we kin give him a little present 
at the end o’ the trip less’n wages would 
come to, of course. If he ain’t, we kin 
kick him out when we’re through with 
him, an’ what’s human garbage like that 
goin’ to do about it against capitalists 
like us? ”

“ Mebbe you're right, Jud,” agreed the 
other. “ It’s goin’ some, though, even 
fer us. The police an’ constable gents 
along the line have got a good deal on 
us already. Ye gotta have somebody, 
though, if ye start in the mornin’. Ye 
can’t get these louts to leave the Bowcry 
these days fer any kind o’ money.”

Seabury’s heart jumped. Here was a 
suggestion of mystery and plot. zTo what 
this talk referred, he had no idea, but it 
was something delightfully illicit. If he 
could only follow the pair and find out 
for himself, that would indeed be a plot 
at first hand.

At this moment the man called Hank 
looked in the direction of Seabury, who 
at once pretended to be very drunk and 
unseeing. Hank nudged his companion. 
Both now looked at Seabury.

That young searcher for literary build­
ing-blocks was for a moment alarmed, 
but straightway reassured himself with 
the thought that the pair were merely 
fearful that he might have overheard 
them. That made it all the more de­
lightful. Aha! A mystery—and all 
that.

The two whispered together now. 
Then, in a moment, they arose and 
went out through the bar after a word 
with the custodian of beverages.

A moment later Seabury, keyed to the 
concert pitch of excitement, started on 
the chase. He stepped out on a deserted 
scene. The dim light from two or three 
old rookeries and a solitary street-lamp 
showed a stretch of barren asphalt and 
the ghostly yards of the ships ,'t their 
moorings beyond. A mile away hnng 
the electric outline of the Brooklyn 
Bridge.

Seabury listened in vain for the foot­
falls of his retreating subjects of study. 
Then he started off on his investigation 
toward the Battery.

At that moment came the onslaught, 
and here lay the seeker for dramatic 
truths wondering what had happened 
and why.

Now that he thought it all over again, 
a little of it was clear.

He knew now why the voice of the 
man at his elbow when he was captured 
had sounded familiar. It was none 
other than the voice of the ideal “ pirate 
captain ” he had heard in the saloon 
back room.

He had found the hero of his drama, 
only to discover that as a typical modern 
pirate he was altogether too much of 
the real thing. Moreover, it looked as 
though he were going to have .plenty of 
opportunity to work out the plot of that 
drama with himself as one of the prin­
cipal characters.

But why had he been captured? What 
was to be done with him? How long 
was this to last?

These were some of the reflections, of 
the now thoroughly unhappy Walter 
Livingston Seabury. And all the while 



his bonds grew more uncomfortable and 
the odor of the musty bunk, more vile.

CHAPTER II.
SOME STACIE SETTING.

Slowly the hours dragged by, bur­
dened with Seabury’s cramped and un­
satisfactory mental gropings. At length 
be reviewed and summarized his reflec­
tions thus:

His friends, resolved to cure him of 
his slumming excursions, had hired these 
two alleged thugs to shanghai and scare 
him, or —

Aforesaid thugs, being the real thing, 
and seeing through his disguise, had ta­
ken him on speculation and would hold 
him for ransom.

In either case, he resolved to keep ab­
solutely mum as to his identity. He 
would say nothing on the one hand that 
would add to the future gaiety of his 
friends, or, on the other, that would aid 
or abet his enemies.

He would lie low, make the most of 
the situation in the way of gathering ma­
terial, and watch for a chance to escape. 
Spoiled and unsophisticated as Walter 
was in the ways of the world, he was a 
pretty good piece of physical machinery, 
in which lay dormant a lot of genuine 
spirit and a saving sense of humor.

Having resolved to be philosophical, 
he tried to sleep, but that proved useless. 
So hour after hour he lay and listened 
to the moan and churn of passing craft. 
The way his prison heaved on their wash 
told him she was not a large boat.

At length he heard steps aboard. There 
was a stir and shout of orders. Ropes 
were thrown about the deck. Windlasses 
creaked and the gangplank slid up.

Seabury felt a series of bumps and jars 
amid a rasping of steam-tugs. Then his 
bunk settled down to a slow, Steady rise 
and fall that told him they were under 
motion.

It may have been two hours later that 
he heard the hatch raised over his head. 
Some one climbed down the ladder and 
slapped him on the back,

Hist up there, sport, and let me un­
harness ye.” It was the voice of the 
“ Captain Kidd ” of the saloon back 
room again.

Seabury stumbled to his feet. With a 
jerk that nearly knocked him over again, 
his rough .captor removed his bandage 
and gag and then cut the cord that bound 
his wrists.

Seabury chafed bis cramped hands 
and shook himself to stir his dammed-up 
blood, meanwhile eying the “ captain,” 
who was paying him the same compli­
ment.

Yes, there he stood before him in the 
same picturesque outfit he had worn the 
night before in the saloon. Finally, the 
fellow, having 'finished his inspection of 
Seabury, turned to the ladder.

“ Go forward, you, and git some 
grub,” be said. “ The mate’s cookin’ a 
mess now.”

“ Hold on, you ! ” shouted Seabury.
To be addressed as he had been just 

now by a common person, astonished and 
incensed Mr. Seabury not a little.

“ Who are you, and what do you want 
of me?” he demanded.

The other was evidently equally aston­
ished at being thus talked to by anybody, 
lor he turned from the ladder and stared 
at Seabury.

“ Me? ” he asked. “ Well, if ye must 
be inquisitive, I’m Captain Jud Billings, 
of the good ship Judson A. Billings, of 
New York, and what I want o’ you is 
your sassiety an’ able assistance fer a 
spell.”

Seabury saw red. Before the surprised 
Billings could move he received a blow 
in the jaw that sent him up against the 
bulkhead. Seabury dashed up the lad­
der.

He leaped through the hatch, saw for 
a moment a patch of deck and dancing 
sunlit waves, then the sky seemed to fall 
on his head and the light went out.

Slowly Seabury returned to dizzy- 
headed consciousness.

“ He’s coming around all right, 
Hank,” came a voice from somewhere 
over his head.

“ I guv’ him a good fancy.swat with 
that boat-hook, Mike,” replied another 
voice, “ but he’d a ben overboard if I 
hadn’t. Ha! ha! I’d er give a dollar to 
a seen the start o’ that scrap with the ol’ 
man. Cap owns up that punch in the 
jaw staggered him fer a minute.”

Seabury opened his eyes. With feet 



dangling from the edge of the cabin-roof 
near him sat Jud Billings’s companion 
of the saloon, the man called Hank, a 
medium-sized, sandy-complexioned, bull­
dog sort of fellow. Beside him squatted 
the fellow addressed as Mike, a little red­
headed Irishman with an ill-favored face, 
but having a saving twinkle in his watery 
blue eyes.

They were both watching Seabury 
curiously.

That young man raised his head and 
looked about him. He fairly shouted in 
his surprise.

He was on the deck of a little canal­
boat. It was one of a big tow of a score 
or more which was slowly crawling after 
a sleepy old side-wheel steamer at the 
other end of a long tow-line.

About him was the familiar scenery of 
the' Hudson River.

Shanghaied on a canal-boat! After 
the first surprise, the idea struck Seabury 
as immensely funny. So his romantic 
Captain Kidd was a canal-boat captain, 
and this sea-vdyage in the clutches of a 
pirate that was to live afterward in im­
mortal drama was to consist of a pro­
saic following of the dusty tow-path !

Despite his throbbing head, Seabury 
lay back on the deck and laughed aloud.

“ Seems to tickle ye some,” remarked 
the frowning Hank. “ What d’ye see so 
funny about it? ”

Seabury stopped laughing, then asked: 
“ This is a canal-boat, isn’t it ? ”
“ It sure is,” replied Hank. “ Ye 

didn’t take her fer the Lucytania. did 
ye?”

“ You go to Buffalo by way of Albany 
and the Erie Canal, do you not?” pur­
sued Seabury, ignoring the pleasant sar­
casm of Hank.

“ Yep. Ye seem to know the waiy. 
Been over it before? So much the bet­
ter.”

“ I never have; but I know something 
of my State’s geography.”

Hank and Mike looked plainly sur­
prised. They exchanged curious glances 
as Seabury went on.

“ What I want to know is, do you 
people expect to keep me prisoner on 
this dinky boat in that narrow canal all 
the way to Buffalo, with villages and 
cities in shouting distance all the way? 
Do vou know whom I am, anyhow?”

“No, Mr. Bones, who am you,” 
mocked Mike.

“ Well, either you do know and expect 
a good big sum out of this job in some 
way. or you’ve made a mistake,” said 
Seabury.

Again the other men exchanged 
glances.

“ Guess I’ll go talk to the boss,” an­
nounced Hank, and entered the cabin.

Seabury rose slowly to his feet under 
Mike’s curious gaze.

Here and there a rough man or sloven­
ly woman lolled about the neighboring 
decks. No one seemed concerned about 
affairs aboard the Billings.

Seabury turned to Mike again.
“ Do any of these other boats belong 

with you people?” he asked.
Mike shodk his head, and pulled sol­

emnly at his clay pipe.
Not encouraged to talk, Seabury fell 

to studying his neighbors. Mike went 
below, after a moment, and apparently 
left him alone.

On the next boat a kindly looking old 
man was from time to time taking a few 
strokes at a pump that kept his leaky 
hold free of water. At one of these 
times Seabury ventured to address him 
across the gunwales.

“ Do you know Jud Billings, the cap­
tain of this boat? ” he asked.

The old man looked at him curiously 
for a moment, then replied: “No, never 
seen him till this mornin’! ”

He left his pump and started for his 
cabin as though he did not wish to say 
more.

“ Hold on ! ” said Seabury. “ I want 
help. I’ve been kidnaped, I tell you. 
I must escape. I don’t know these 
people. Let me come aboard with you. 
Protect' me! ”

The man was backing away, shaking 
his head in some alarm. A woman ap­
peared in the companionway of the 
stranger’s cabin, and listened.

At that moment Seabury felt a rough 
hand seize his collar. His neck was 
gripped till he choked. Then the ugly 
face of Billings, livid with rage, peered 
into his own.

“ Listen to me, young fellow,” he said. 
“ Ye’ll never get another chance to hit 
Jud Billings, an’ I’ll pay ye yet fer that 
swat this mornin’ before I’m through 



with ye. Make a move to escape, er blab 
a word to strangers, an’ I'll kill ye in 
the night and drop ye overboard with 
a stone around yer neck. Now go to the 
kitchen an’ eat as I told ye to.’’

He hurled Seabury stumbling down- 
the companionway. As the captive sank 
at the foot of the stairs, he heard the 
woman on the other boat say to the old 
man of the pump: “ Why do they treat 
that poor young man so cruel? It’s a 
b.urnin’ shame.”

“ Hush. Mary,” cautioned the man. 
“ It’s all right. He’s a dangerous lunatic, 
an’ they have to watch him every minute. 
He tried to kill Captain Billings this 
mornin’! He’s the captain’s nephew, an’ 
they’re takin’ him back to his home up 
the State. Billings told all about 
him this mornin’, so we’d understand 
anything strange that happened on the 
way up the river.”

CHAPTER III. *
A PLOT IS DEVELOPED.

Seabvry laughed again in spite of his 
new bruises.

So he was involuntarily posing as the 
crazy nephew of this Captain Kidd. of 
the tow-path!

By thi^-artifice Jua Billings evidently 
expected to carry out his shanghaing 
plans without interference. Captain 
Billings was an astute person in his own 
way.

As Seabury coaxed into his reluctant 
stomach the dubious ham and eggs and 
black coffee set before him by Hank, his 
sense of humor once more overcame him.

He had selected Jud Billings as the 
principal character in his little drama. 
Jud, all unconsciously, had retaliated by 
giving Seabury second place on the bill 
as The Crazy Nephew. So much for the 
cast.

Setting—Pirate craft sweeping—not 
the high seas, but the low canal.

Plot—Well, that was what was both­
ering Seabury. The thought of it again 
banished the humorous aspects of the 
case, and left him troubled in spirit.

That night, however, this part of the 
problem began to unfold, but in a man­
ner that by no means lessened his worry 
or increased his chances of ever being in 

position .to arrange his drama for real 
footlights.

All that day he had been allowed to 
go about the deck much as he pleased, 
but early in the evening Billings ordered 
him below. He found the cabin hot and 
stuffy. After a futile attempt to sleep 
he took up a position at the entrance to 
the companionway, where, unnoticed on 
deck, he could rest his head in the open 
air.

There were two cabins on the little 
boat. The forward one was a stable . 
for the mules which were to tow them 
from Albany to Buffalo. The after­
cabin was for the crew. This latter had 
a narrow galley at the front, where the 
men cooked and ate. The rest of it con­
sisted of two tiny staterooms, one occu­
pied by Billings and Hank, and the 
other by Mike and Seabury.

As Seabury peered from the hatchway 
he saw that Billings and his two men 
were squatting on the opposite deck, 
with their backs against the cabin. He 
could just make out their heads in the 
gloom.

The three were in animated confer­
ence. and their talk came to Seabury 
over the narrow cabin roof as distinctly 
as though he were sitting beside thwn. 
Evidently, from the first words thev ut­
tered, it would not be healthy for him to 
be caught listening.

“ I tell ye, Jud, that boy’s a white ele­
phant on yer hands, one o’ the biggest 
an’ onlikeliest beasts ye ever see. It 
hain’t what ye thought it was when ye 
got it ; the Lord only knows jest what 
it is. It ain’t no good fer what you got 
it fer ; it’s liable to kick holes all through 
ye if ye don’t git rid of it. an’ if ye do 
git rid of it. it’ll come back an’ kick holes 
through ye. anyhow. They’s jest one 
way to do, an’ that’s to put that boy 
away where he won’t never do no talkin’ 
er botherin’ agin.”

It was the voice of Hank which spoke 
thi< parable and its direful moral.

“ Are ye dead sure this chap don’t be­
long to the Bowerj’ set?” asked Jud. 
“ He’s kep’ me so mad sence I had the 
first chance to squint at him by daylight, 
thet I ain’t seen nothin’ but red. He 
might look like a dook fer all I noticed.”

“ Sure’s I want to be,” returned Hank.
“ No hobo’s got soft, white hands like 



this feller’s got under the dirt on him, 
an’ no tramp don’t sling English like 
hisil an’ talk about knowin’ his State's 
gee-og-raphy like a blamed schoolmarm. 
Thet rig o’ his, too, rummy as it is now, 
wan’t sold by no Hester Street Jew fer 
four ninety-nine to start with.

“ When I first pipes the fact he’s made 
up. I sez to myself: Here’s where the 
ol’ man’s nussin’ a detective in his buz- 
zum.’ But when the gup sets up with 
that ‘ haw! haw! ’ o’ hisn, an’ lets out 
he ain’t no idee where he is nor who we 
be, an’ puts it up to me thet we may 
have made a mistake, I was lost. If he’s 
a detective, he’s makin’ a mighty smooth 
bluff fer a chap thet starts out like a 
amature bungler. Then he may be one 
o’ those rich guys thet like to find out 
things fer themselves. ’Tany rate, yere be 
goin’ ter hev trouble gettin’ shet o’ him.- 
without a muss. An’ he ain’t goin’ to be 
any use ter yer if ye keep him—alive.”

“ Well boys, it’s not fer me to be 
crowin’,” spoke up Mike, “ but I tould 
ve it were foolish to be stealin’ a man 
just because ye was needin’ another hand. 
Ye might better be waitin’ over two days 
fer the next tow, and hire one dacint.”

“ Ye say ye think this feller’s a rich' 
one?” broke in Jud excitedly. “Then, 
by the roarin’ Erie, we’ll find out who he 
is, an’ make his folks pony up a big 
chunk o’ dough.”

“Aw, chuck it!” protested Hank. 
“ Hain’t robbin’ village post-offices an’ 
stores risky enough, without playin’ Arab 
bandit besides? Ye know we got two on- 
common big an’ ticklish jobs to pull off 
this trip too.”

“ Here I was plannin’ to ketch a hobo 
who’d help me with these jobs,” rumina­
ted Jud. “ Ye see, my plan wuz to git 
this feller good-natured without tellin’ 
him too much. Then, after we pulled 
one o’ these jobs, if the constables got 
too gay we’d let ’em catch this feller, an’ 
he’d have to be the goat. Meanwhile, 
he’d make a good mule-driver, anyhow, 
an’ we had to have that. But this feller, 
if he’s what ye think, Hank, won’t work 
in at all.”

“ Now take my advice, boys,” again 
broke in Mike. “ It don’t look so bad 
to me. First, ye kin make this boy drive 
the mules, all right in the daytime, when 
ve ain’t in the towns, by keepin’ the rifle 

by the wan of us at the tiller. We got 
to find out who he is first.

“ Watch the papers. If he’s a rich 
guy’s son, they’ll tell ye about it mighty 
soon. Then we kin work the ransom 
game, git enough to put us on Easy 
Street an’ skip to Canada.

“ If he’s a detective, we’ll tumble to 
that pretty quick, find out what he knows, 
an’ make a get-away if we need to. But 
if he ain’t rich, er a detective, then he’s 
just one o’ these no-account gentlemen- 
tramps, an’ when we git to that first job 
beyond Rochester we kin jest dump him 
on the constables, and git a medal'ffom 
the village fer helpin’ catch the thief.”

“That sounds good to me, Mike,” ap­
proved the captain, after a few moments 
of silence. “ Guess we’ll settle on that, 
an’ turn in fer the night.”

Captain Billings rose, stretched him­
self, and prepared to enter the cabin. 
Seabury slipped down a little where he 
could easily crawl unnoticed to his bunk.

“Just one proposition, cap, fore ye 
turn in,” said Hank, rising. “ Ef I kin 
git rid o’ this feller quiet, with no danger 
to any one, an’ no questions asked, an’ no 
disagreeable information troublin’ you, 
kin I do it? Now, there’s a gamble. 
You think mebbe he’s a rich haul. You 
want to risk cash? on him. Well, if 
I ain’t able to git rid o’ him we’ll follow 
your plan. If my plan works we’ll be 
just ez well off as when we started, an’ 
well rid o’ our white elephant. They 
may be one less 0 in the 400 when I git 
through, but that won’t interfere with 
our business. It’s a go, cap?”

“ Go ez fer ez ye like, Hank,” replied 
Billings magnificently, “ only don’t be 
too consarned bloody about it. Ye know 
I’m game fer anything, but I like to 
keep the decks clean.”

And Captain Kidd of the tow-path 
sought his bunk.

On the other side of the partition lay 
the trembling “ insane nephew.”

The plot was developing with a ven­
geance.

CHAPTER IV.
A STAGE WITHOUT EXITS.

A shot rang out over the narrow belt 
of sun-beaten water, and reverberated 



through the big wood lot across the 
canal. A puff of smoke was wafted 
from the deck of the canal-boat Judson 
A. Billings. A bullet spat in the dust 
of the tow-path just ahead of the sorry- 
looking figure that had paused for a mo­
ment, hesitatingly, beside the whipping 
tow-line.

The figure half sprang, half slouched 
forward again to its place -behind the 
whiffletrees. There was fear in every 
cringing movement.

That spiritless individual looked Jittle 
like the young playwright whose ac­
quaintance we have made recently. A 
close inspection, however, revealed cer­
tain indubitable marks of identification.

Hour after hour Seabury had plodded 
along the trail of hot dust, footsore, 
sand - choked, begrimed and sweating. 
The monotonous creak of the whiffletrees, 
the slow plop', plop.' of hoofs in the deep 
dust, and the lapping of the wavelets 
under the stone abutments were broken 
only by the occasional booming stamp 
of the mules fighting flies on the boat, or 
the long-drawn-out. but hardly linger­
ingly sweet, bray of one of those exten­
sively eared quadrupeds.

Seabury had become a mule-driver.
Worse than that, he was the involun­

tary victim of that classical joke of the 
tow-path, the man who worked his pas­
sage by driving the mules.

But Seabury had long since lost the 
power to look upon it as a joke. Es­
pecially did the humor of it fade away 
when he glanced over his shoulder now 
and then into the evil face of Captain 
Jud by the boat’s wheel.

Leaning against the cabin, convenient 
to the captain’s right hand, was the rea­
son why a wealthy young dramatist was 
willing to plod along mile after mile 
after a pair of unattractive canal mules. 
It was an excellent repeating rifle, and 
Captain Billings was a quick, sure shot.

He had proved that the day he first 
put Seabury to work with the mules and 
told him what would happen if he tried 
to bolt.

The captain, at that humiliating mo­
ment in Seabury’s career had snatched 
the rifle from the deck, swung it to po­
sition, and fired; apparently with one 
swift move, and without stopping to aim. 
The glass insulator on a telegraph pole 

some two hundred feet away was shat­
tered.

And this shot just now was evidently 
meant as a warning; just a gentle re­
minder that the captain could still shoot, 
and had not forgotten his driver.

Seabury had entertained no notion of 
running at the time. He had stopped 
simply to dig a painful pebble out of his 
shoe. The warning was ample, however. 
For days to come, Seabury’s hair rose 
with horror at the thought that if the 
captain’s hand had wavered a little his 
career, both as dramatist and mule-driver, 
would have come to a sudden end.

At any rate, it was perfectly evident 
that Captain Jud had no fears of shoot­
ing in the general direction of human 
targets. And so his driver, ever and 
anon looking back at the ugly visage 
by the wheel, and the equally ugly gun 
muzzle near it, had decided that there 
was no hope in the way of a dash for 
liberty.

Again and agajn, as he plodded along, 
he revolved in his mind all possible plans 
of escape.

When he had first discovered that his 
prison was only a tiny canal-boat, bound 
on a voyage along a little ditch with 
either bank only a few yards away, he 
had scoffed at the idea of being held a 
captive for very long. The captain’s 
scheme of putting him in the light of an 
insane nephew had weakened his confi­
dence.

Nevertheless, it had seemed impossible 
that even that clever ruse would be suc­
cessful in the canal where they would 
be constantly within call of honest citi­
zens. Certainly when he reached Albany 
his trouble would end. Why! he could 
call a policeman from the deck of the 
boat.

But, unfortunately, when they came in 
sight of that city Seabury was gagged 
again and locked in his cabin till they 
were far out in the open country.

Then followed several frantic, but 
abortive, attempts to escape.

He tried clambering on a bridge as 
they passed under, only to be dragged 
back by the heels and get horribly pom­
meled. The sharp eye of the captain 
seemed always upon him, ever reenforced 
by that terrible rifle.

Once, in an apparently favorable mo- 



meiit, he leaped overboard and swam to 
a group of fishermen on the heel-path. 
As he landed he saw the fishermen scur­
rying right and left as though he were 
the victim of plague.

He looked back at the boat, and there 
stood the imperturbable captain, gun in 
position, ready to fire at him pointblank. 
So Seabury had clung to the bank, shiver­
ing with fear, while Hank lowered away 
a skiff and came for him, explaining 
meanwhile to the fishermen the details 
of the “ insane nephew ” story.

That meant another drubbing, and ap­
parently exhausted possibilities in the 
way of methods of escape.

Soon after this episode, the captain, be­
lieving his captive properly cowed, put 
him to driving the mules. At each vil­
lage of any size Seabury was again 
locked in his cabin, and Mike, or Hank, 
who constituted the night-shift, were by 
turns routed out from their bunks to 
guide the mules past the danger-point.

So, hour after hour Seabury plodded 
on in growing blank despair. He had 
not even the consolation of thinking he 
would be missed at home.

The Seabury family kept little account 
of one another’s movements during the 
summer season.' His father and mother 
had planned to leave town for their cot­
tage-home on the Sound the next day 
after his disappearance. He had not 
expected to join them for a month.

He had announced that he might ac­
cept Freddie Kane’s invitation for his 
yachting trip, unless he decided to go 
up to the Delaware Water Gap and 
camp with two other literary friends who 
were pretending to do some writing in 
communion with nature.

His absence at breakfast that morning 
he made Captain Jud’s acquaintance 
would not be unusual enough to 'excite 
comment in the household. He frequent­
ly breakfasted .alone, and went away for 
days at a time without notice.

So his family would suppose he was 
either on the yacht or in camp. The 
yachting party would think he had de­
cided on the camp, the campers that he 
had preferred the yacht. One' of the 
eccentricities of Walter’s budding genius 
was a failure to be punctilious about de­
clining or accepting invitations.

So it looked as though a month would 

pass before any of his friends missed 
him. Hence, it would be a month before 
his captors would learn from the news­
papers what particular jungle had pro­
duced their white elephant.

Undoubtedly before that time they 
would reach the conclusion that he was 
of strictly plebeian origin and unredeem­
able, and feel free to dispose of him as 
they saw fit.

And there was a whole month in which 
Hank could develop and carry out his 
evil plans to free the Judson A. Billings 
of its Jonah.

At any rate, it looked as though the 
stage were tightly fenced in and the play 
considerably more than a one-night stand.

In fact, many unpleasant things might 
occur on a month’s cruisg. with Captain 
Kidd of the tow-path. At the thought 
though the thermometer on the shady 
side of the cabin registered ninety de­
grees. Walter Livingston Seabury’suf­
fered from a severe chill.

He closed his eyes to shut out the scene 
that had grown so hatefully familiar, 
and mechanically followed the guiding­
lines in a kind of torpor. Then came to 
his dazed senses a mocking vision of the 
high seas he had fondly dreamed would 
furnish the setting for his great play.

There was the roll of the billows; the 
smell and sting of the salt spray; the 
spanking of canvas and snapping of 
sheets.; and picturesque, swaggering vil­
lains chanting rakish pirate-songs.

But always, in spite of every effort of 
will, the pirate-captain was Jud Billings 
in every detail. That face, even by clo­
sing his eyes, Seabury could not lose.

He opened his eyes again with a de­
spairing groan.

There was still his Captain Kidd. But 
the gay crew was gone. For the salt 
breeze was substituted the scent of de­
caying eel-grass, and the bounding bil­
lows became a dirty-brown, sluggish- 
flowing ditch. By no stretch of the 
imagination could the Judson A. Billings, 
of New York, leaky, old. prosaic tub, be 
made to play the part of a low, black, 
romantic pirate-ship.

But suddenly Seabury straightened up 
and shook off his fatigue.

Wha't had he been thinking of? A 
month, indeed! Deliverance was right 
at hand.



He had forgotten till now that the 
route of Freddie Kane’s yachting trip 
was to be through the canal to Buffalo, 
and thence into the Great Lakes.

Hence, while Seabury was despairing, 
a boat-load of his intimate friends was 
due to pass him at almost any time now. 
He would soon be able to bid defiance 
to his Captain Kidd.

Seabury’s weariness and despair seemed 
to vanish. All the rest of that day lie 
peered back continually, ever hoping to 
see the gleaming hull of Kane’s little 
yacht, the White Wing.

That night he slept the sound sleep of 
hope and relief. The White Wing would 
travel only by day, so he could not miss 
her. She must inevitably pass within a 
week.

But day after day went by, and no 
White Wing. Time after time smoke far 
down the canal betokened an approach­
ing steamer, only to disappoint him.

A week passed, and he was once more 
in despair. Nevertheless, he continued 
to watch over his shoulder for the much- 
desired little pleasure-boat.

At length, on the ninth day of his 
vigil, there swung around a curve, a 
quarter of a mile away, a cloud of smoke, 
showing a white hull beneath. The 
watcher’s puke jumped with hope. Near­
er and nearer came the boat. He fairly 
shouted with joy.

It was the White Wing.
Seabury had just been allowed his 

begrudged half-hour for a noonday meal, 
and was about to enter the galley hatch­
way.

He glanced at Captain Jud. The pi­
rate was lighting his pipe and had his 
back toward Seabury. The latter edged 
away toward the stable-cabin.

He could make a pretense of looking 
after the mules. With the boat’s length 
between him and the captain he could 
safely hail the yacht.

The graceful little steamer glided 
swiftly alongside. Captain Billings was 
still struggling with refractory matches.

Yes, there they were lolling at ease 
under the canopy on the after-deck of 
the White Wing: Freddie Kane, Tommy 
Bragdon, Phil Langdon, and the rest. 
Thev were scarcely a rod away.

“ Lord! Won’t they be surprised to 
see me! ” Seabury chuckled to himself.

They were looking at him now. Was 
it surprise kept them from saluting him?

“ Hallo, Freddie! Want to take a 
tramp aboard?” he called cautiously.

Mr. Kane eyed him coolly and un- 
recognizingly.

“Who’s your fresh friend, Freddie?” 
asked Tommy Bragdon.

“Freddie, don’t you know me?” 
gasped Seabury, seized with sudden fear 
as the White Wing glided past. “ Help 
me, for God’s sake! Tommy! Phil! 
I’m Walt Seabury.”

But his last words were lost.
“ The canal - boat gentleman’s bug­

house,” he heard Freddie remark' pleas­
antly as the party passed out of hearing.

Seabury’s best friends did not know 
him!

He stood for a moment in mingled as­
tonishment and despair. Was he indeed 
crazy, in fulfilment of the captain’s 
clever lie?

Then he looked down at his tattered 
clothing, begrimed and faded, ran his 
fingers over the three weeks’ growth of 
beard on his sunburnt face—and under­
stood.

“Hey, you!” came the rasping voice, 
of the captain. “ If I hear you chinnin' 
with passin’ boats agin, I’ll fill ye as 
full of holes as a leaky pail.”

Seabury, without reply, descended to 
his dinner, sullen and disconsolate.

Of a truth, the stage on which he had 
perforce pitched his drama seemed to 
have no available exit.

CHAPTER V.
A DASH FOR THE WINGS.

Seabury climbed on a bridge under 
which they were passing, and returned 
to his mules.

But it was a different Seabury from 
the one who, a short time before, had 
gleefully hailed his friends with expec­
tations of immediate release. It was as 
though the discovery of his complete 
physical metamorphosis had suddenly 
wr ught within him an equally great 
me ital and spiritual transformation.

Hope completely- crushed, strangely 
enough he had lost as completely, too, 
the overwhelming dejection that fol­
lowed. The man who now took up the 



reins smote the tow-path with a tread 
that expressed defiant desperation.

Escape seemed impossible. Death 
soon, at the best, awaited. It would not 
find him a craven. Nor would he longer 
submit abjectly to his brutal captor. At 
the next favorable moment he would 
make a dash for freedom and, if need be, 
die like a man.

That’s the way the hero of a pirate­
drama ought to feel! Only now Sea­
bury was not thinking of dramatics.

He regretted only that he had not 
made this resolve while aboard the boat. 
Then, while white-hot, he might have 
attacked the pirate, and settled some old 
scores before the crew could interfere.

Two hours later Seabury had an op­
portunity to put into effect his desperate 
resolutions. The boat swung around a 
bend out of a deep cut, and beyond them, 
in a sweeping curve, the canal ran, 
banked high above the level of a broad 
valley. Through the center of the val­
ley ran a tiny creek, and Seabury could 
see the end of the culvert, as they call 
the stone-arched tunnels through which 
the creeks flow under the canal. From 
the edge of the tow-path to the culvert 
mouth was a steep grassy slope of twen­
ty feet, almost a sheer drop.

Here was Seabury’s chance.
Once below the edge of the bank he 

would be out of range of Billings’s rifle. 
Gradually he edged the mules toward 
the outer side of the path, and he him­
self walked nearer and nearer the grassy 
slope, making no sudden moves that 
might arouse the suspicions of Captain 
Billings.

As he approached the culvert, Sea­
bury’s heart almost stopped beating with 
a sudden return of fear. He dared not 
look back again, but he seemed to feel 
the captain’s rifle muzzle boring his back. 
This feeling, however, lasted only an 
instant.

A moment later he reeled forward, as 
though stumbling, then dropped over the 
edge of the bank toward the culvert’s 
mouth. At .the same instant he heard 
the crack of the captain’s rifle anc the 
sing of a bullet over his head.

But Seabury had been too quick even 
for the expert Billings. In a few seconds 

'he was plunging through the dark, drip­
ping culvert up to his knees in water.

From the other end of the culvert he 
emerged in a wood-lot whose protection 
he had calculated would shield him from 
the bullets of the irate captain till he 
could get out of range. As he clambered 
'to the' creek’s bank he heard over his 
head a wild outcry.

It was the voice of Billings, joined a 
moment later by Hank and Mike.

“ Stop thief I Murder ! Head off that 
madman! ” came from the deck of the 
Judson A. Billings.

Then, again and again, the rifle spoke, 
and the fugitive, his 'heart pounding his 
breast-bone, heard the bullets zip and 
snap among the branches about him.

But for the moment he felt safe. It 
would take some minutes for the captain 
and his men to run the boat in and land. 
In that time he could cross the woodland, 
and seek refuge with the first farmer he 
met.

Refuge? At the thought he stopped 
irresolute. He had sought refuge before, 
and to what end? Each time Billings 
had told the prospective rescuers his 
story about the “ crazy nephew,” and 
Seabury’s own true, but apparently im­
probable, tale had only strengthened the 
captain’s position.

Could Seabury expect better luck this 
time? No. He would run no chances.

His best course, he decided, would be 
to avoid mankind as a pestilence, and 
keep in hiding till dark.

No sooner had he reached this con­
clusion than he was impressed with the 
need of haste.

On the far side of the woods halloos 
answered the wild cries of the boatmen. 
There was a sound of men forcing their 
way through the underbrush at several 
points. Then the shouts of the boatmen 
drew nearer. They had landed, and es­
cape was cut off.

Hurriedly Seabury cast about him for 
a hiding-place. His first impulse was 
to climb a tree. In every direction big 
mast-like trunks, with their lowest limbs 
ten feet from the ground, vetoed this 
proposition.

Had he been able to climb them, there 
Was not time to get up among their con­
cealing branches before his pursuers 
came into view.

Nearer came the shouts and crashing 
of underbrush on both sides of him.



They were too near to attempt a dash 
for the open at either side of the woods.

At that instant his eyes fell on a big 
trunk a few feet away. It was that of 
a giant elm, whose broad, spreading 
limbs and thick foliage, far overtopping 
the surrounding trees, would have made 
an excellent hiding-place could he have 
reached them.

But what held his attention was a 
low opening decayed through the bark 
between two spreading roots at the foot 
of the tree. It was like a welcoming 
front portal to the home of a wood- 
nymph, just big enough for a full-grown 
mortal man to squeeze through.

The big trunk was hollow.
There flashed through Seabury's brain 

boyhood stories of men hiding in hollow 
trees. Without an instant’s hesitation, he 
made a dash for the opening and forced 
himself through, taking pains to leave no 
more marks than necessary.

He had scarcely drawn his feet 
through the opening when the boatmen 
dashed through the underbrush within a 
rod of Seabury’s hiding-place.

He found himself standing in a musty, 
upright cylinder, a little over two feet 
in diameter. It was infested by every 
variety of the bug creation that loves de­
cayed wood. Far over his head he could 
see a little spot of light that told him 
the trunk was hollow all the way up.

But there was no time for deliberation. 
That conspicuous opening in the big 
trunk might be investigated at any mo­
ment. Bracing his elbows and back 
against the punk-like sides of the tree, 
he drew up his knees and in turn braced 
them against the side facing him.

Thus alternating, he hitched his body 
upward till it was all concealed in the 
dark above the opening. Then he heard 
muffled voices outside.

The boatmen and the strangers evi­
dently had met, and were discussing the 
possible direction taken by their quarry. 
Seabury could make out a word now and 
then; enough to know that J ud was giv­
ing a harrowing account of the lunatic, 
of burglarious, arsonous, and murderous 
intent, who was roaming at large over 
their fields.

Then the voices receded, and Seabury 
knew his tree had been passed for the 
time being.

Still he dared not leave, and, as his 
present position was most uncomfortable, 
he decided to climb to the top.

It was a long, laborious operation. 
The dry rot of the wood powdered under 
his attack and filled his eyes and mouth 
with dust. Variegated insects ran hand­
icap races over his sweating form.

The hollow grew constantly smaller, 
making climbing ever more difficult. He 
was filled with a fear that he would end 
his troubles by being stuck fast in the 
hollow trunk with no possibility of rescue.

At this thought he recalled a story, 
told him in camp one summer when he 
was a boy, about a woodsman who 
crawled into a hollow’ log to escape a 
shower. The rain, according to the ve­
racious narrative, swelled the log and 
crushed the unlucky fellow7.

But at length Seabury emerged from 
a small opening, and found himself on a 
broad limb high above the ground and 
well-screened from view below7. Not far 
away he could hear the shouts of the 
men and the barking of dogs.

He mounted higher, and could look 
far over the tops of the surrounding 
trees at the country beyond. Here and 
there men were hurrying across the fields 
in answer to the halloos of the searchers. 
About a mile away lay a small village.

While Seabury looked in this direction, 
a crowd of men and boys emerged from 
the village along a country road that ran 
past the woods. They, too, were running 
and shouting in great excitement. Evi­
dently some one had telephoned the vil­
lage and raised a general hue and cry.

Fascinated, Seabury saw7 the men 
spread out through the fields, and sweep 
by the woods in the direction of the first 
party.

Then a happy thought struck the fugi­
tive. In all probability the little village 
would be practically deserted. It would 
in that case be an easy matter to enter 
it from the other side, hide in the rail­
road-yards, and catch the next freight­
train out.

He slowly and cautiously climbed back 
to the big limb at the opening, and 
peered down. He stopped right there.

At the foot of the tree, carefully in­
specting the opening, was Captain Jud 
Billings.

Seabury scarcely dared breathe. Were 



he discovered he feared that even the 
broad bough on which he -was resting 
would not protect him from Billings’s 
repeater. The leaves of some short 
branches near the base of the limb ef­
fectually hid him, however, and afforded 
chinks through which he could safely 
watch his foe.

Billings was alone. He had evidently 
sent his men on with the farmers and 
villagers, and had returned himself to 
seek the lost trail from the start.

“ He come through this way, all 
right/’ Seabury heard the boatman mut­
ter to himself, “ and this is just the 
place the young whelp’d be likely to 
hide in. Well, we’ll, warm it up a little.”

Billings thrust the rifle through the 
opening in the tree, set it upright, and 
fired several shots. One slug went 
straight up through the hollow and sang 
past Seabury’s ear.

Then the captain fired several other 
shots from the outside among the branch­
es about the quivering fugitive.

He dropped his gun, and waited to 
see if there were any results from his 
fusillade. Again Seabury held his breath.

The captain gazed long and thought­
fully up among the branches. Would he 
attempt to climb the tree? Seabury 
hoped he would. He thought longingly 
of the damage the heel of his shoe would 
do the captain’s features if he tried to 
come out through that opening at the top. 
• feut Billings had hit on another plan. 
He had evidently discovered tracks at 
the base of the tree and was still con­
vinced that the man he wanted was 
somewhere among its branches.

Fascinated, Seabury watched the in­
land pirate gather a pile of twigs and 
dry leaves, and arrange it in and about 
the opening. Then Billings struck a 
match and lighted the heap.

Seabury was going to be smoked out 
or roasted alive. His wild attempt to 
make an exit from the stage and bring 
his drama to a close was going to end 
ignominiously in the wings.

CHAPTER VI.
A CHANGE OF ROLE.

Higher and higher rose the flames 
around the trunk of the old tree. It 

became apparent to Seabury that his little 
drama was likely to come to an end right 
here, with a climax of very heavy busi­
ness for the villains.

The hollow trunk, a splendid flue, was 
pouring around him a smoke-cloud. Be­
low, the flames were leaping through 
the dry grass and underbrush. Soon he 
would be perched over a roaring forest 
fire. It could not be long before his sup­
port would give way and drop him into 
the blaze.

The captain, seeing how much mis­
chief he had set on foot, disappeared be­
fore Seabury had made up his mind to 
appeal to him for mercy and help.

At last the counsel of Hank had pre­
vailed, and the white elephant was to be 
safely eliminated.

Wider and wider spread the flames, 
and' higher licked their red tongues. The 
smoke choked Seabury and the hot air 
singed his face. Despairingly he clung 
to the highest limb he could reach, and 
fought for breath.

Now he heard the shouts of the search­
ers drawing nearer again. Over all the 
tumult came the cry of “ Fire! ”

The forest-blaze had been discovered, 
and the men were returning to fight it. 
Seabury shouted loudly for help, but the 
roaring flames made his calls futile.

He wondered dazedly if the little vil­
lage supported a fire company, and if he 
could hope for rescue from them. How 
comparatively pleasant it would be to 
lie once more shackled aboard the Judson 
A. Billings, or, after a pummeling by 
the captain, be again set to driving the 
mules!

But his senses were reeling. His 
gasping breath, smoke-saturated, refused 
longer to enter his lungs. Had he not 
been lodged in the crotch of a limb he 
must have fallen.

He was falling ! Or was that a fantasy 
of semiconsciousness? He clutched for 
his supporting limb. It was still there. 
Yet, down, down he went.

Now he noticed it was not an ortho­
dox fall. It was a slow, easy motion, yet 
irregular, like a sinking series of billows.

Branches snapped and split around 
him. Then flames licked and blistered 
his face. His clothing was afire. He 
■was burned in a dozen places.

Down! Down! Then, splash! His 



descent ended with a plunge into the 
water.

Gasping and sputtering, Seabury rose 
to his feet. He cleared his eyes and 
nose of water. His senses suddenly re­
turned, and at a glance he saw what had 
happened.

He was standing up to his waist in the 
little creek once more. There was a 
free-air space at the water’s surface, but 
on both sides of the creek the fire was 
raging. Shouts near by told him the 
men had reached the other side of the 
wall of flame that effectually separated 
pursuers and pursued.

The -big, hollow tree-trunk had burned 
through. Slowly crashing its way among 
the smaller timbers around it, the huge 
elm had toppled over and thrown him 
into the creek. Beyond a few minor 
burns, he was little hurt.

Just before him yawned the mouth of 
the culvert through which he had fled 
from Billings’s bullets. Now it afforded 
an avenue of escape in the opposite di­
rection. Seabury bent over and headed 
for it along the creek-bed.

In a few minutes he was back in the 
open fields, the other side of the canal, 
just below the point where he had made 
his jump for liberty. The little forest 
fire had come to his aid, and not a soul 
was left to interfere with his escape.

Half a mile off was a bridge, and 
toward this the fugitive made his way, 
keeping down in the fields well behind 
the canal - bank. Fie cautiously crossed 
the bridge. There found himself on the 
road along which he had seen the vil­
lagers starting in his pursuit.

Beyond the highway he came to the 
railroad. A short walk brought him to 
the village freight - yards. Here he 
climbed into an empty box car without 
further adventure.

Evening was drawing on. It would 
be easy to sneak aboard the first freight 
that stopped in the village after dusk. 
Catching freights was not in the young 
dramatist’s line, but he had treasured up 
hints as to the method from stories of 
juvenile adventure.

Two hours passed, and still Seabury 
heard no stir around the station. That 
blaze of Billings’s must have proved a 
great success. At length, just at dusk, 
a man passed his hiding-place. He, ap­

parently, was the station-agent. A few 
minutes later the evening train arrived 
and departed.

The fugitive heard the agent tell an 
alighting passenger all about the run­
away madman who had set the woods 
afire. The conflagration had passed be­
yond control, it seemed, and the men 
were having a hard fight to keep it from 
spreading through the grass into the 
neighboring farms.

The agent locked up the station and 
went away, and again all was deserted.

At length, .just as darkness was finally 
settling down, a big freight roared 
through the cut and stopped for water 
at the tank just below the village, with 
the rear cars opposite Seabury. Cau­
tiously he climbed from his present re­
treat and felt his way along the train in 
the semidarkness, looking for a good 
place to get aboard.

In stories, he remembered, men rode 
the bumpers; but it was not clear to him 
in just what part of a car’s anatomy the 
bumpers were located.

He had just discovered a car-step and 
ladder leading to the roof, and decided 
to climb to the top and lie flat on his 
face for the present, when he heard a 
wild cry in the direction of the station.

“ Stop thief! Burglars ! ” smote the 
evening air.

Then there was a scurrying of feet; 
a dark form sprang out past the station 
and ran toward him between the tracks. 
After him, in wild chase, several others 
sprang into view.

Before the surprised young man could 
move, the fugitive ran at him full speed.

The stranger sprang back, dropped a 
package he held in one hand, and threw 
to position a rifle he carried in the other. 
The end of the barrel pressed Seabury’s 
breast.

Then, with an oath of surprise, the 
stranger peered forward into Seabury’s 
face.

“ What—you again ’ ” he exclaimed in 
a familiar voice.

It was Captain Billings.
What followed was done so quickly 

that it took Seabury some moments fully 
to realize it. Then he was forced once 
more to admire the quick wit of the 
pirate captain.

Billings, resting the gun in one hand 



for an instant, swung Seabury around 
with the other so that he stood between 
Billings and his pursuers. Then, the 
gun still in position, he shouted:

“ All right, boys, I got him. If he 
moves, I’ll pepper him.”

The next moment two young men 
seized Seabury. After them trailed a 
panting old man with white whiskers and 
bald head, who looked Seabury over, and 
then peered into the captain’s face.

“ Why, you’re the boatman that lost 
the lunatic,” said the old man to the 
latter.

“ Yes, and there’s the lunatic,” calmly 
answered Billings; “ the fellow who 
burned the woods up and made you peo­
ple a lot o’ trouble. And I guess he’s 
been up to something else by the way yer 
yellin’. I figured he’d be sneakin’ back 
here to catch a freight. He’s cunnin’ 'if 
he is bughouse. So, when I see they 
wa’n’t no chance o’ puttin’ out the fire, I 
run back here an’ lay fer him. There’s 
somethin’ he dropped just now.”

The captain indicated the package he 
himself had just thrown down. One of 
the young men had at that moment hit 
it with his foot and stooped to pick it up.

With a cry, like a mother recovering 
a lost child, the old man swooped for the 
package.

“ That’s the money out o’ the safe at 
my store. This feller swiped it, and 
might ’a’ got away if ’twa’n’t fer you. 
Crazy er not, he’ll suffer fer the scare he 
giv me.”

Truly, Seabury had for the time been 
forced to change roles with the villain of 
the drama.

CHAPTER VII.
A CLIMAX.

The canal-boat Judson A. Billings 
was not the only place where Seabury 
was viewed in the light of a white ele­
phant.

In all the public career of the bucolic 
justice of the peace before whom the 
young dramatist was now arraigned, that 
official had never before been called upon 
to deal with an alleged lunatic. His 
most complicated cases hitherto had been 
visiting tramps and local drunks.

There were no insane institutions in 

Kimball’s Basin, and the court evidently 
doubted the constitutionality of impris­
oning a maniac in the ordinary jail.

Captain Billings, on the other hand, 
was manifestly anxious to leave his 
charge in the clutches of the law. He 
had become convinced that the young 
man had no influence of wealth behind 
him, and did not think any tale Seabury 
might tell would do himself and his 
crew any harm. In the meantime, the 
boatmen could get far away and well rid 
of their intractable driver.

But, unfortunately for this plan, sev­
eral witnesses remembered that when the 
hue and cry had started that afternoon 
Billings had excitedly referred to the 
runaway as his nephew. This decided 
the justice.

He ruled that Billings, as the nearest 
relative of the prisoner, was his natural 
guardian, and ordered the captain to put 
Seabury aboard his boat and get out of 
town immediately under penalty of ar­
rest himself for the trouble his ward had 
caused.

Here the man- whose wood-lot had 
been burned over objected that Billings 
should be held responsible for the fire 
and be made to pay damages. Billings 
loudly demurred that no evidence had 
been brought forward to show that his 
nephew had fired the woods. The court 
declared this point well taken.

Among the villagers the only strong 
objector to the discharge of the prisoner 
was the storekeeper whose safe had been 
robbed. His story to the court made 
clear to the captive the mysterious turn 
of events that had brought him into the- 
clutches of the law.

It seemed that when the hue and cry 
was raised the merchant had left his 
place in charge of his only clerk, a cal­
low and unreliable youth to whom the 
witness appended several more pictur­
esque and vigorous epithets in the course 
of his testimony. This wicked and alto­
gether unprofitable servant, when no cus­
tomers came, all who had been able to 
walk having joined the general chase, 
chafed exceedingly at being so unjustly 
compelled to restrain his own curious 
impulses.

At length flesh and blood could no 
longer stand the strain. The youth for­
got duty and joined the rest of the town, 



leaving the safe unlocked, and barely 
remembering to shut the door of the 
store.

Then, enter the villain.
The captain, leaving his driver, as he 

believed, treed and roasted, and having 
provided more entertainment for the 
merry villagers in the shape of a baby 
forest fire, sought out the deserted vil­
lage to see what he might pick up while 
the inhabitants were out hunting lunatics 
and fighting blazes.

The lone store had looked like easy 
money. He pried open a rear window, 
found the open safe, and in it, to his joy, 
discovered a goodly sum of money that 
had been left with the merchant for safe­
keeping by the paymaster of a near-by 
stone quarry.

This the pirate had hastily wrapped 
up, and departed again by way of the 
window.

Now, at this critical moment the store’s 
proprietor and two young men of the 
village were returning from the chase. 
They passed the rear of the store by a 
side street just in time to see a shadowy 
form jump from the window.

They gave chase, but the good-fortune 
of Billings in bumping into Seabury, and 
his quick wit in substituting positions in 
the friendly dusk, had established for 
him a complete alibi.

No doubt existed in the minds of his 
latest captors that it was Seabury they 
saw leap from the store-window.

As the storekeeper unfolded his tale 
of wo he made a vehement appeal for 
vengeance, declaring a man sane enough 
to break into a store was sufficiently 
lucid to be justly punished.

Here the accused young man tried an 
excited and indignant explanation of the 
real facts, but was promptly shut off, 
having merely convinced his hearers that 
there was no manner of doubt about his 
insanity.

So “ the pirate ” and his “ nephew ” 
were escorted back to the boat 'by the 
town constable, who stood on the canal 
bank warningly till the captain had safe­
ly locked his prisoner in his cabin, and 
the Judson A. Billings was once more 
under way.

To Seabury, return to his prison was 
at first a relief. He was not used to 
playing 'fugitive, and it got on his nerves.

Nevertheless, his new-found spirit had 
not deserted him, exhausted as he was 
by his trying experiences. And as he 
thought it all over, he saw the need of 
immediate action. He was more than 
ever filled with apprehension over the 
possibility of the carrying out of Hank’s 
murderous designs.

The more he thought of it the more 
ominous became his reflections:

Here he was in a trap. He would 
have no chance after all to end his career 
in a spirited battle, as the hero of a 
pirate play should make his exit. Even 
if nothing was done this very night he 
would undoubtedly be held a close pris­
oner to the end. After his late escapade 
the captain would not trust him to drive 
the mules again.

Then the attempt by Billings to roast 
him alive showed that all ideas of hold­
ing him for ransom had been abandoned. 
Even now they might be planning the 
method by which all too literally he 
might be made to walk the plank.

Seabury could hear the indistinct 
voices of Billings and Hank in long and 
earnest conversation at the wheel. At 
length they ceased, and the captain went 
to his bunk.

But weariness at last overcame worry, 
and the captive fell into a deep though 
troubled sleep.

He awoke again suddenly, to find him­
self cramped and suffocated. He was 
being dragged from his berth. He tried 
to struggle, but his hands and feet were 
bound.

A rough gag held his tongue silent. 
He was hauled up the ladder, and a mo­
ment later lay helpless on his back beside 
the wheel.

His assailant was truing up the course 
of the momentarily neglected boat. By 
the light of the deck-lantern Seabury 
saw, as he expected, that it was Hank.

He was alone. Mike was driving the 
mules, and the captain was asleep.

Seabury recalled again the murderous 
proposition Hank had made to the cap­
tain that first night on the Hudson, in 
which it was stipulated that Billings was 
to have no disagreeable knowledge of 
ways and means used in ridding the boat 
of its involuntary Jonah.

For several minutes the Jonah lay 
trembling with helpless horror while



Hank guided the boat around a bend. 
The grizzly pilot of the Flying Dutch­
man could have looked no more terrible 
to the passing mariner than did the evil 
figure exposed to Seabury’s straining eyes 
by the dim lantern.

The deliberation with which he shifted 
the spokes of the wheel was a- refinement 
of torture. Seabury longed to shout to 
him to hurry. At length the bend was 
passed, and Hank had the course 
trimmed to his satisfaction.

He left the wheel, and stood with 
folded arms looking down at his victim, 
a grim satisfaction in his horrible, fiend­
ish face.

“ Now, I guess we’ll end all bother 
with you,” he said at length.

That was all. A torrent of vitupera­
tion would have been a relief to the con­
demned man.

Then the executioner stooped and 
picked up a heavy object from the deck. 
It was a short piece of rusty railroad 
iron.

Squatting before Seabury’s fascinated 
eyes, Hank laid the iron across his knee 
and, with the utmost deliberation, tied 
a piece of stout cord about its middle, 
leaving long loose ends.

Then he laid the iron beside Seabury’s 
head. The ends of the cords he bound 
tightly around his victim’s neck and, 
rising, viewed him once more with fiend­
ish satisfaction.

Seabury was to be weighted and 
drowned like a sick stray cat!

For a strangely fantastic, half-hyster­
ical moment the young dramatist thought 
of the approved pirate method of execu­
tion, and his artistic soul rebelled against 
this forcible departure from conventional 
models.

Slowly Hank stooped toward him. 
The movement seemed to occupy hours. 
Then Seabury was seized and dragged to 
the edge of the boat.

He felt his feet go over. Then his 
body dragged along the gunwale. At 
length Hank released his hold on Sea­
bury’s armpits, and as he fell he felt the 
back of his head strike sharply against 
the edge of the boat.

Then for an instant the supreme hor­
ror of impending death overcame him, 
and he scarcely felt the waters close 
about him.

The Judson A. Billings inched on into ‘ 
the night.

Seabury’s drama had reached a climax.

CHAPTER VIII.
A denouement' fails.

Seabvrv had apparently gone to cer­
tain death over the side of the pirate 
boat. When, after an appreciable lapse 
of time he found himself still alive, to 
say that he was astounded is putting it 
feebly.

It was like a wild nightmare in which 
one falls a tremendous distance and then 
awakes with a cry of terror in a soft and 
comfortable bed.

But when it came to the soft bed part, 
this was different. Seabury was alive all 
right, but the horror and imminence of 
death was still too real and present to 
admit of any only-an-awful-dream-after- 
all feeling.

He had struck the water, and vaguely 
felt it close around him. Then an 
instant later the acuteness of his senses 
returned and he realized that in some 
strange manner his fall had been 
checked. Moreover, his head was still 
above water. -

He felt the dead weight of the' rail­
road iron tugging at his neck., He was 
being slowly dragged through the canal 
hung to the side of the boat. The wa­
ter buoyed him just enough to prevent 
strangling.

In his bound condition he could not 
make out what had happened. Anyhow, 
he reflected, it would not last long. He 
had been caught accidentally on some 
projection on the boat’s side. It would 
soon give way and the murderer’s work 
would complete itself.

If not, Hank would eventually dis­
cover the temporary thwarting of his de­
signs and remedy the defect immediately.

With renewed desperation Seabury 
wrenched at tire bonds that held his 
hands. To his joy they loosened a little 
and at length he wrenched one hand free.

Slowly and with great difficulty he un­
tied the cords about him and dropped the 
weight from his neck.

Then investigation showed how simple 
had beep the miracle that had saved him.

Around the blunt nose of the Billings, 



for strengthening purposes, were spiked 
several parallel and horizontal flat strips 
of iron. In the course of the old tub’s 
career of bumping about the docks one of 
these strips had got bent and turned out 
a little at the end. This projection, 
scarcely an inch out from the side of the 
boat, had, by lucky chance, caught under 
the cords about the arms of the falling 
man.

Seabury debated his next move. It 
would be a simple matter to swim ashore, 
find the railroad, then the nearest station 
and catch a freight. By daylight he 
would be far out of the reach of the cap­
tain and his pirate crew.

Right now he would execute the 
denouement of his play and return once 
more to the life of a young millionaire.

He pushed off from the side of the 
boat and took a stroke toward the bank.

But at that moment came to his ears 
the sound of a step on the deck. It was 
Hank pacing back and forth by the 
wheel. At the thought of that able mur­
derer and his cold-blooded methods of 
execution, overwhelming rage seized the 
swimmer and obliterated for the time his 
desire to escape.

Before going he would make the 
denouement more complete by paying his 
respects to one member of the pirate crew 
at least. Then, as his rage grew, a wild 
ambition possessed him.

He would knock out Hank and throw 
him overboard. Then he would do up 
the captain before he could escape from 
his cabin, and be ready for a single-hand­
ed combat with Mike on the tow-path.

If he reasoned for an instant over the 
ethics of this procedure, it was only to 
reach the wrathful conclusion that the 
deed constituted justifiable homicide.

The boat had nearly passed him. A 
few swift strokes, however, brought Sea­
bury back to her just in time to catch the 
end of the big rudder. In an instant he 
had climbed aboard and was advancing 
stealthily along the narrow side-deck to­
ward the unsuspecting man at the wheel.

Hank’s back was turned and Seabury 
got to within six feet of him undis­
covered. The boatman probably would 
never have known what struck him had 
not Seabury, just as he came within the 
light of the deck-lantern, stumbled over 
a coil of rope.

2 A

Hank turned and looked into the face 
of the man he supposed was lying in the 
bottom of the canal, dead by his hands.

For a moment the mate stood stunned 
with horror. Then Seabury sprang like 
an enraged mountain lion.

The moment their bodies struck, Hank 
realized that he was dealing with firm 
flesh and blood and not with an imma­
terial ghost. The two clinched, swayed 
for a moment, then fell and rolled over 
and over on the deck in a deadly strug­
gle.

Again and again the fighting forms 
hung poised at the gunwales, then worked 
back again. At length, locked in each 
other’s arms as though bound by chains, 
they rolled to the edge and, still fighting 
wildly for the throat-clutch, went into 
the canal.

Down, down they sank, it seemed an 
hour before they struck the soft bottom 
and began slowly to rise again. Trained 
at diving by many summers at the sea­
shore, the young millionaire had for once 
the physical advantage over the boatman. 
Yet, despite his efforts, his struggles were 
forcing him to choke and swallow water 
in an effort to breathe.

For a moment they again gulped in 
the free air. As the two men came up, 
each at the same instant made an invol­
untary move to free himself from the 
other. Then each realized the advantage 
the other might take, and both renewed 
their viselike grips.

So they sank once more. Seabury’s 
lungs "seemed about to burst. His head 
whirled. His muscles were paralyzed.

Then he felt a new spasmodic grip in' 
the arms of his antagonist. It was the 
clutch of a drowning man. Seabury 
made a last desperate effort to free him­
self. It was no use.

Locked in their death embrace the two 
foemen sank to the muddy canal bottom 
and sensation ceased.

CHAPTER IX.
AN ANTICLIMAX.

Yes. This was Walter Livingston 
Seabury himself who once more lived and 
had his being. When it came to moving, 
however, the line was drawn. Beyond 
slowly fluttering his eyelids open, that 



young gentleman was incapable of 
demonstrating his existence.

The eyes behind those fluttering lids 
looked into strange faces. Moreover, 
Seabury realized that the waters of the 
Erie Canal no longer engulfed him.

He was surprised at that. It had 
seemed only an instant that he had lost 
consciousness. Not that it appeared at 
all strange to be still alive. So absorbed 
had he been in his struggle with the boat­
man that he had not realized he was 
drowning.

Gradually came more strength and 
clear-headedness. He looked around 
him.

He was lying on the deck of a strange 
boat, a steamer, moored to the bank along 
which stood several houses dim in the 
half light of dawn. Near him Seabury 
saw, in the glow of a lantern, the be­
draggled form of Hank.

He, too, was slowly recovering con­
sciousness under the ministrations of a 
serious-faced man whom Seabury took to 
be a doctor.

The young man struggled to his el­
bow.

“Where am I?” he asked feebly.
“ You’re on the steamer Peter Hol­

lings, at Kimball’s Basin,” answered the 
doctor, eying him keenly. “ You and 
your friend were pulled out of the canal 
by the steamer’s crew pretty well all in. 
They dropped their tow and hustled you 
here just in time. They say you fell off 
a boat that had just passed them. They 
hailed your boat, and your friends will be 

•here before long, probably. You’re all 
right now. This malt here tells me you 
are the chap we had all the trouble over 
yesterday.”

The doctor pointed to a sleepy vil­
lager who had been aroused by the boat­
man to find the doctor.

So Seabury was back again in the lit­
tle town from the authorities of which 
he had so recently escaped. A strange 
turn fate was taking! This time, he 
thought, he would surely be able to ap­
peal to justice.

Indeed, Captain Billings seemed dis­
posed to aid in this getaway, for when he 
came up half an hour later, having 
moored the boat and left it in Mike’s care, 
he and Hank formally charged Seabury 
with attempt at murder and refused to 

leave the village till he was taken off 
their hands. He added to this the threat 
to appeal to the county authorities.

. It was evident the captain was bank­
ing on making his escape before the case 
came to actual trial. Seabury being a 
mere adventurer, as Billings now felt 
sure, the case would soon go by default 
and in a few weeks Billings and his crew 
would be forgotten.

Meanwhile, a few days more would 
grant them the safety of the Great Lakes.

So at nine in the morning the justice 
of the peace held Seabury, and he was 
thrust into the little village jail to await 
the grand jury. This time the prisoner 
was allowed to tell his own tale, but so 
fixed was the impression of his insanity 
in the minds of rural justice that the im­
probability of his story only strengthened 
the idea implanted by Billings.

Seabury, of course, kept back his name 
and family prominence. He did not 
deem it wise to reveal to Billings the 
value of his prisoner.

So the captain departed, leaving be­
hind an alleged list of points where he 
could be found along the canal when 
wanted as a witness. He carefully con­
cealed the fact, however, that he was to 
join a tow in the Great Lakes.

So at last the dramatist and the vil­
lain of the play parted, the former feel­
ing sure that he would soon be able to 
communicate with his relatives, for with 
the captain safely away he would divulge 
his real identity. The pirate, on the 
other hand, was satisfied to get rid of his 
white elephant, zthe crazy nephew of the 
piece.

So for the rest of the day our play­
wright sat and dozed in the tiny jail, 
which consisted of one bare and musty 
room in the basement of the town hall. 
The furniture included only a hard bunk 
and harder chair. On the floor was the 
dust of months. Flies, bugs, and other 
vermin infested the place.

All day long village children and loaf­
ers studied him through the barred win­
dow and freely discussed him as though 
he were some strange animal. He was 
greatly relieved when at length darkness 
fell and he had eaten the frugal supper 
brought him by the neighboring black­
smith. who was also janitor of the town 
hall and official jailkeeper.



Then he was at last left to himself. 
He had given up all thought of escape 
after examining the heavy bars and stout 
door of his cell.

Overcome by long lack of rest, he 
threw himself on the bunk and, despite its 
discomforts, fell immediately into a deep 
sleep.

He was awakened by a low, steady 
clink, clink,'’ as of iron on stone. For 

some time he heard it in the half-dazed 
way of a man just waking. Then he 
realized that the sound was at the jail 
window. As he listened, the steady 
clicking ceased and was followed by a 
wrenching, grinding sound.

Seabury slid noiselessly from his bunk 
and felt his way in the blackness across 
to the window.

“Who’s there?” he demanded.
“ Shut up”, returned a gruff whisper. 

" I’m making noise enough myself. I’m 
a friend all right. I’ll have you out o’ 
there in a second.”

Seabury felt along the window bars. 
One had already been pried loose and 
another was giving way. A moment 
later he heard the other bar go. 4

“ Crawl through now,” ordered the 
whisper again.

Seabury felt his way cautiously for­
ward and found he was just able to 
squeeze through the opening made by his 
unknown friend.

Half way through he was seized by the 
shoulder and dragged over the sill with 
another whispered caution to be quiet. 
The window of the jail was on the side 
of the building away from the street and 
some distance from any house, so there 
was little chance of their being heard, 
anyhow.

But who could this mysterious rescuer 
be ? The man was completely hidden by 
the absolute blackness of a cloudy, moon­
less night.

Slowly they felt their way across the 
field in'the rear of the jail, the mys­
terious one leading over a route he evi­
dently knew none too well himself. At 
length they came to a steep bank, up 
which they stumbled.

Then it dawned on Seabury that they 
were following the canal. He could hear 
the lapping of the wavelets and feel the 
cooler air that comes from even so small 
a body of water.

On they stumbled for what seemed two 
or three miles. His companion spoke 
never a word. Impressed by this mys­
terious silence. Seabury made no attempt 
to draw him out.

Finally they stopped and the young 
jailbird’s straining eyes could make out 
over the water a-vague bulk. His com­
panion whistled softly. There was an. 
answering whistle, and a dark-lantern 
flashed in their faces.

In its rays lay a gangplank. The dim 
object was evidently a canal-boat.

Was he never to escape canal-boats?
The lantern’s rays disappeared as 

quickly as they came,' the holder appar­
ently satisfied as to the identity of his 
visitors.

Slowly Seabury' was led up the gang­
way and across the deck, then down into 
a dark cabin. The hatch was closed and 
again the dark-lantern flashed.

The young man staggered back against 
the wall dumfounded.

His mysterious attendant was Captain 
Jud Billings!

He was once more aboard the pirate 
craft, rescued by his Captain Kidd from 
the jail to which that worthy had a few 
hours before been so anxious to consign 
him.

A strange anticlimax, indeed!

CHAPTER X.
A MIX-UP IN SCENES.

This was indeed the strangest turn of 
events yet. among all the weird mishaps 
that had befallen the hero of this pirate 
tale..

That long-suffering young man lay on 
the familiar, ill-smelling -cabin-cot and 
speculated long but fruitlessly on what 
this move of the pirate could mean. Bil­
lings had locked him in and left him 
without vouchsafing any explanation.

Seabury heard the boat get under way 
and then again earfte sleep, and he knew 
nothing more till he was aroused at broad 
daylight by the reentrance of Captain 
Billings. Every joint in his body 
creaked and ached from his recent expo­
sure and exertions as he rose to a sitting 
posture and blinked at the captain.

There was a new and strange air about 
Billings, something almost deferential as 



he stood looking alternately at his cap­
tive and at a newspaper in his hand. At 
length he seemed satisfied. .

“ You’re the man all. right.” he said, 
dropping the paper in Seabury’s lap.

Staring the young man in the face was 
a two column cut of himself.

The paper was a sensational Buffalo 
journal. In the most lurid language 
known to the yellow press, Seabury read 
an account of the disappearance of the 
eccentric young New York millionaire. -

It seemed something of importance 
had come up in the Seabury family the 
week before and his mother had tried to 
communicate with him. The camp in 
the Water Gap had not seen him, and 
when the yachting party had been traced 
by wire they knew nothing of him. Sub­
sequent inquiry revealed his absolute dis­
appearance and a general alarm was sent 
out for him.

“ There ye are,” said Billings when 
Seabury had read the account through. 
“ Ye see why I went to all that trouble 
to git ye out o’ jail. We got this paper 
after I left ye yesterday, and me and 
Hank decided we’d let a rich one through 
our fingers. So we roped ye in ag’in.

“ I reckon yer folks’ll pay something 
to git ye back ag’in safe. Keep quiet 
now fer a spell an’ we’ll treat ye decent. 
We’re goin’ to run this ol’ tub to Cleve­
land an’ leave her. Then we’ll take a 
little summer trip up to Canada. I 
reckon you’ll write to yer folks when we 
git there an’ we kin arrange a deal.”

So Seabury was to be held for ransom 
after all! Rage filled him at the 
thought, and for a moment he was seized 
with the impulse to fly at the throat of 
the sardonic villain before him.

But in that same instant wisdom, born 
of bitter experience, prevailed. He 
would appear to acquiesce and might yet 
outwit his captors. He dropped his 
clenched fist. He even tried to grin 
good-naturedly.

“ All right, captain.” he replied. 
“ Now that we understand each other 
things will run smoother. My folks 
won’t mind a reasonable sum. and now 
I’m in no more danger of being mur­
dered, I’ll behave myself.”

“ That’s talk,” approved Billings. “ I’ll 
have to keep ye close till we git on the 
lake. I got a nice little extra cabin ye 

ain’t seen yit. I’ll hev to put yer in it 
while we go through this village we’re 
cornin’ to. I reckon the folks in that 
town below we left so sudden like’ll hev 
a man here to search fer you an’ some 
other little trifles I picked up there.”

At that Captain Billings drew back 
the bunk from the wall, after prying out 
some pins that had before looked like 
nails. Under the bunk was a trap-door. 
This the captain raised and ordered his 
prisoner through.

Seabury found himself in absolute 
blackness next to the wet bottom of the 
boat, with a space of about two feet be­
tween it and the flooring which he had 
previously supposed was the real keel of 
the craft. Evidently the good ship Bil­
lings, had a false bottom with a good- 
sized hiding-place for the use of her free- 
booting owner.

Seabury felt his way aft on hands and 
knees. He came across several packages 
and boxes which reminded him of the 
package of booty Billings had been 
obliged to surrender when the store­
keeper got after him.

Evidently this space under the false 
bottom was the pirate captain’s treasure­
trove.

This lower hold extended the whole 
length of the boat. Seabury had now 
crawled back to a point where he heard 
the tread of the mules in the after-cabin, 
directly over his head. He traced above 
him a thin line of light. It was a crack 
between the planks.

Shifting a little, he found a similar 
parallel crack a foot and a half away, 
the other side of the plank. If he could 
only pry this plank up, he thought, he 
would be able to get into the stable cabin, 
and escape would be possible.

More for amusement than with any 
hope of success, he placed his back under 
the plank and braced his hands and 
knees. Suddenly some rusty spikes gave 
way and the plank sprang up.

There was a burst of daylight, accom­
panied by a cloud of chaff and straw. 
The mule over him gave a snort and 
plunge of surprise.

Seabury lowered the plank again and 
backed away exultantly. Evidently the 
crew of the Billings knew nothing of 
this loose board. He had only to wait 
till dark, when he could make a quiet get­



away that would give him plenty of start 
before discovery.

He crawled back to the other end of 
the boat, and in a few minutes Billings 
opened the trap again and restored him 
to the comparatively luxurious cabin.

The captain gave him some dinner and 
went out, carefully locking the cabin 
hatch, a precaution that made Seabury 
grin to himself,

“Just wait till dark!” he gloated.
He did wait. It was just beginning to 

show twilight through the shutters of the 
little cabin window when Billings reap­
peared.

“ Sorry to annoy ye, Mr. Seabury,” he 
said with half-serious, half-mocking con­
cern, “ but I ain’t takin’ no chances in 
the dark. I’ll just put these trinkets on 
ye night times when it ain’t so handy 
keepin’ track of our star boarder."

To Seabury’s dismay, the pirate pro­
duced shackles and bound the unlucky 
youth’s wrists and ankles. His discov­
ery of the loose plank was, after all, of 
no avail.

He passed the night in bitter dis­
appointment, his thoughts reverting again 
and again to the secret compartment in 
the boat’s bottom in a vain hope that in 
some way he could make it serve him for 
escape.

His thoughts were beginning to wan­
der into the foolish discords that come 
with approaching sleep when he re­
membered, drowsily, that among the 
many objects against which he had 
bumped in the boat’s bottom was a big 
tin pail.

In an instant he was wide awake with 
an inspiration.

He could escape by daylight after all!
He was too excited to sleep the rest of 

the night. At last came dawn and with 
it breakfast and release from his shackles.

They were entering Lockport, the cap­
tain deigned to tell him, but did not deem 
it necessary to put his prisoner in the 
hold again, as the injured villagers back 
at Kimball’s Basin did not seem anxious 
to bother the Billings again.

It was noon before they had passed 
Lockport’s series of locks from which it 
derives its name. Just after they left 
the last one, Seabury, peering through 
the half-closed shutters, saw a white- 
cabined yacht glide by. It was the 

White Wing again with Freddie Kane’s 
party. Traveling only by daylight, they 
had made no more net progress than the 
old steady-going Billings, another case of 
the hare and the tortoise.

A half-hour later the Billings passed 
the M bite Wing moored near a meadow, 
where the party were having luncheon 
under the trees just outside the city.

Here was luck I Seabury would es­
cape at the first favorable moment and 
join his friends, confident of being able 
to establish his identity when given a 
real opportunity.

A half-hour later came his chance. By 
the sounds on deck he knew the noon 
shift of mules and drivers had been made 
and dinners eaten, and that the crew had 
settled down for the drowsiness of the 
afternoon.

He waited till Billings peered into his 
cabin again, as he did every five minutes 
or so, to see that all was well. Then 
Seabury quickly drew off his shoes, coat, 
and trousers and rolled them into a tight 
bundle. He pulled back the bunk, lifted 
the trap-door and replaced both from be­
low.

He knew his absence would be dis­
covered in less than five minutes and he 
must act quickly.

He felt along in the dark, and in a mo­
ment found the old pail. Into the bot­
tom of this he firmly wedged his clothes.

Next he carefully raised the loose 
plank in the stable-floor and cnept out 
with the pail on his arm, quieting the 
alarmed mule, whose squeal and jump 
was not an unusual sound where two ani­
mals are stabled together.

Seabury covered the planking with 
straw again and a close observer would 
never suspect that it had been moved. 
Then he peered out of the stable-hatch.

Billings was still facing ahead, smo­
king calmly. They were at a lone point 
with no one on the bank to notice his 
move.

Seabury made a quick, noiseless dash 
for the stern. In less time than it takes 
to tell it, he was over the rail on top of 
the big rudder. From this he slid quiet­
ly into the water and inverted the pail 
over his head like a diving-bell, thus 
keeping his clothes dry and giving him a 
chance to breathe without exposing his 
head.



He pushed off from the rudder and, 
gently treading water, drifted slowly 
down the canal.

Billings, missing him and looking 
overboard, would see nothing but an old 
pail floating down-stream, bottom up.

After a few minutes Seabury realized 
he was moving faster. His feet dragged 
swiftly through some eel-grass. Then a 
giant power suddenly snatched the pail 
from over his head and out of his hands.

His body was seized and hurled over 
and over. He came sputtering to the 
surface for an instant to see a broken 
section of bank hurtle past him at ex- 
press-train speed. Then he sank in a 
whirl of muddy water.

CHAPTER XI.
MORE SCENE-SHIFTING.

Again Seabury’s skill as a swimmer 
was tested. Buffeted as he was by that 
unexpected and mysterious rush of water, 
he had no time even to guess at what 
had happened.

But after a while the current became 
steadier. He was able to hold himself 
at the surface, clear his eyes, and look 
around him.

All about was a broad expanse of 
muddy, rushing water. Every imaginable 
variety of debris swirled past, from 
brushwood to outbuildings, and even a 
small dwelling-house that, as nearly as 
the swimmer could make out, contained 
no human beings.

Here was a drifting hen-house, with 
a dozen squawking chickens on its roof, 
there a floating collection of hay-cocks 
from some denuded field.

Back of him he heard a roar of falling 
water and, facing about, saw the cause of 
all the trouble.

The high canal bank had given way, 
and through the broad breach was pour­
ing all the water in the long level be­
tween Lockport and Buffalo. It would 
continue to pour out till the gates were 
closed and the water in that section 
drained.

Breaks in the canal bank were not un­
common. Mike had told him one even­
ing several tales of this kind of catas­
trophe.

Already all the broad valley opposite 

the break was flooded. Fortunately it 
was a thinly settled farming district, and 
there would be little danger to human 
life.-

Now, the first rush of the water was 
over, and the current was growing slug­
gish. Swimming would have been com­
paratively easy were not Seabury becom­
ing exhausted. Then, a few hundred 
yards away, he saw men, women, and 
children gathered on the higher ground 
watching the spectacle.

His first impulse was to swim toward 
them and shout for help. Then he re­
membered his nude condition and, with 
his little remaining strength, struck off 
in the opposite direction toward a patch 
of woodland that seemed to be above 
water.

It was a hard struggle, but at length 
he touched bottom. Slowly he waded 
forward, now in the mud of a cultivated 
field, now in the deep grass of a pasture, 
and again over the sharp prickly stubble 
of a new-mown hay or grain field.

By the time he reached the woods the 
bottom of his feet felt raw.

Seabury hid his unclad person among 
the trees to await the coming of friendly 
darkness. It was only mid-afternoon when 
he landed, and to the weary watcher it 
seemed an endless time before night 
came and it was late enough for one in 
the garb of innocent Adam to venture 
forth in safety.

The woods in which he had hidden 
were isolated by the lower flooded land 
on all sides, so no one came within hail­
ing distance during the afternoon.

When he finally judged the coast to 
be clear and dark, there seemed to be 
only one thing to do—hunt out his 
friends on the White Wing, which must 
be stuck in the mud somewhere in the 
bed of the canal, not far from the break 
in the bank.

Accordingly. Seabury waded across 
the swampy fields to higher ground, and 
thence made his way to the canal bank. 
But to find the White Wing in that un­
known darkness was a good deal of a 
game of chance.

Hour after hour he searched, walking 
what seemed like miles up and down the 
canal, every now and then dodging be­
hind the bank to avoid belated passers. 
Time after time he saw in the empty 



canal-bed the dim deck lights of a strand­
ed craft, but close examination showed the 
hulk of a canal-boat instead of the trim 
lines of the yacjit he sought.

The searcher always got away quickly 
from such a locality, for fear the canal­
boat might turn out to be the Judson A. 
Billings. Pie had no desire to return 
again to that hoodoo craft.

After a long, fruitless search he saw 
a deck-lamp that lay lower than the rest 
and, looking across to the sky-line, he 
could make out a steamer’s funnel.

That seemed worth a closer'mspection. 
He clambered down the canal bank and 
waded through the mud and shallow 
water of the nearly empty bottom, and 
had nearly reached the side of the boat 
when there came from the deck a hoarse 
hail of “Who’s there?”

Then a tiny searchlight flashed in his 
face.

“It’s—it’s—a friend—Walt Seabury,” 
came from the scantily clad and rather 
embarrassed visitor.

Perhaps it wasn’t the White Wing 
after all.

“ I say, Bill, come and look who’s 
here,” said the voice on deck.

“Well, I’ll be blowed!” came a mo­
ment later from another deck person, 
evidently “ Bill.”

“Isn’t this the White Wing?” fal­
tered the object of this surprised in­
spection.

“ It sure is,” replied voice number 
two. “ What kin we do fer ye, sir, an’ 
who’s yer tailor? ”

“Frederick Kane’s White Wing? Is 
Mr. Kane aboard?” pursued Seabury, 
ignoring the pleasantry aimed at his 
embarrassing physical exposure.

“No. -Mr. Kane an’ his friends ain’t 
aboard. They’re in a Lockport hotel 
waitin’ fer their ocean to come back 
home. We’re the crew. You want— 
whew! ” the man broke off suddenly.

There was an excited undertone o'f 
conversation on the yacht. A moment 
later the men. swung fiver the side, clam­
bered down the ladder, and one of them, 
swinging a lantern in his face, they 
looked him over carefully.

“Hope you like my appearance?” 
snapped Seabury, with growing irrita­
tion.

“ Now, don’t mind us, sir,” replied 

one of the men, in a tone which betrayed 
pretended deference, mingled with anx­
iety. “ We hev to be careful, ye know.”

Tlie other man had clambered back on 
the yacht. He returned immediately. 
Before the surprised young man could 
move there was a simultaneous spring by 
the two. Seabury’s arms were pinioned 
to his sides, a rope was passed around 
them, and he was a prisoner.

“ Now, don’t git excited,” one captor 
told him soothingly. “ Ye come off the 
Judson A. Billings, didn’t ye? We both 
seen ye on her three weeks ago, when ye 
sung out to us. Captain Billings wuz 
around here this afternoon inquiring fer 
ye. Said ye giv him the slip when the 
bank broke. Well, yer better off with 
yer folks. Jest don’t fret. We’ll see ye 
back alj right.”

All Seabury’s cajoleries, offers of 
bribes and attempts to explain, and final­
ly threats, were met merely with pitying 
smiles. He was hoisted aboard the yacht 
with rough gentleness and placed on a 
comfortable bunk, with the advice to get 
some sleep.

After hours of restlessness she was just 
beginning to take this advice, when he 
was aroused by his new captors. They 
gave him a pair of overalls, a jumper­
jacket, and some old shoes that were 
very bad fits, and released his arms long 
enough for him to dress. Then he was 
bound again, and between the two men 
was led away from the White Wing and 
down the tow-path.

The men had chosen the' earliest mo­
ment of dawn, evidently wishing to avoid 
publicity. In less than fifteen minutes’ 
walk the recaptured prisoner recognized 
the hulk of the Billings almost in the 
great breach in the bank. There was the 
captain himself on watch.

Seabury’s guards hailed the pirate, and 
in a moment the young man was back 
in his old prison. After a passage of 
good-sized greenbacks between the de­
lighted captain and the men of the White 
Wing the latter departed.

Billings then glared hard at his run­
away prisoner. The latter returned the 
look with interest. He no longer feared 
personal violence, for since his identity 
had been established the pirate had given 
him no ground for complaint on that 
score.



“ So ye giv me the slip again, did ye? ” 
thundered the villain at last. “ This 
trouble’ll all cost yer ol’ man something. 
Every time ye duck I raise the ante. 
Well, I got a new lock on this cabin 
hatch. Ye must ’a’ moved blamed quick 
to git by me. I wuz so flustered by thet 
bust in the bank, a steam-engine could 
’a’ passed me and I wouldn’t ’a’ seen it.”

The captain’s words puzzled Seabury 
at first. Then light dawned, and his 
blood tingled with another burst of hope.

Billings did not know how his pris­
oner had escaped, evidently thinking he 
had burst out of the cabin-hatch in the 
confusion following the break in the 
bank. Seabury judged he suspected the 
hatchway lock of not working properly.

So the plank in the stable floor might 
still be loose and unguarded, and Sea­
bury would yet make an effectual escape 
that way..

CHAPTER Nil.
EXIT THE VILLAINS.

For a week the Judson A. Billings, 
like an ancient mud-turtle in winter 
quarters, lay fast in the mud while the 
bank was being repaired.

Seabury half hoped that this delay 
would enable the detectives searching for 
him to locate him aboard the boat. If 
not, there was still a chance that the 
authorities of Kimball’s Basin, from 
which he had escaped, might want to 
examine the Billings. But neither event 
occurred, and neither possibility seemed 
to bother the captain. He watched his 
captive closely, and apparently had per­
fect confidence in the safety of his secret 
hold as an emergency hiding-place for 
both prisoner and booty in case of a 
sudden search.

It mattered little to the captive, how­
ever, for his loophole of escape was still 
undiscovered, and he was confident of 
his ability to make a sure getaway when 
they reached Buffalo.

.But, alas, for the best-laid plans of 
mice and men, including shanghaied dra­
matists ! On the day that the old hulk 
pnce more felt the sluggish movement of 
water along the place where her keel 
ought to be, Seabury was taken violently 
ill with an attack of indigestion.

Billings was alarmed to the extent of 
calling a country doctor to attend him, 
after first explaining to the physician 
the young man’s “ unfortunate bughouse 
state of mind.”

Seabury was too ill to make any at­
tempt to appeal to the doctor to help 
him escape, even if it had been possible 
under the close watchfulness of Billings.

The doctor pronounced the case se­
vere? but not serious, and said he would 
be all right again in a few days. . ■

However, it was not till the prisoner’s 
bunk rose and fell on the heaving waters 
of Lake Erie that he was again able to 
take interest in his surroundings.

.'['hen he was allowed to crawl on deck 
and sit with his back to the cabin and 
watch the shore of his native State fade 
away over the shifting green and blue 
water.

At last, thought the dramatist, with 
bitter irony, the setting of his pirate play 
was a little truer to his original inten­
tions. Yet now all hope of a thrilling 
escape was cut off.

The young man sighed with regret as 
he looked ahead over the long string of 
canal-boats, of which the Billings was 
the tail, in tow of a big. churning tug. 
And still, perhaps it was better after all.

When they reached the captain’s retreat 
in Canada it would be simple enough to 
write home for a ransom, which would 
be no hardship for his wealthy parents. 
Then he could produce a glorious drama 
from his strenuous experiences, and sup­
ply the romantic escape as a grand cli­
max out of his own imagination.

He fell to pondering dreamily over 
this climax. It wasn’t so bad lying there 
in the wind-swept sunshine, sprayed oc­
casionally by the white tip of a wave 
as it slapped against the boat’s side.

Billings was almost civil on the few 
occasions in which he addressed his pris­
oner at all. Mike was inclined to be 
friendly, but the sullen Hank kept away 
from him altogether.

Seabury retired to his bunk that night 
unshackled and was soon lulled to sleep 
by the rocking of the gentle waves.

His rest was disturbed by dreams. At 
first they were fantastic, but not un­
pleasant.

He seemed to be at home introducing 
the gallant pirate and his crew to his 



gracious parents. Then the scene shift­
ed, and his parents, no longer gracious, 
appeared to be imprisoned with him on 
the Judson A. Billings.

Suddenly Hank strode into the scene 
and began, in the dream, to beat Sea­
bury over the head with an ax.

Blow after blow fell on his unpro­
tected head, and he wondered vaguely 
how he managed to Jive so long under 
such a vicious attack. Then he awoke 
to realize that the blows were real.

Instead of Hank with an ax, however, 
they were caused by his being pitched 
repeatedly back and forth in his bunk, 
his head striking violently against the 
partition.

In uncomprehending terror he tried to 
rise, and was hurled to the floor into a 
tiny, swirling pool of water. A dash of 
spray struck his face. Then the floor 
seemed to jump up under him, and he 
was thrown back across the bunk.

Lake Erie was in the throes of one of 
those sudden and violent storms, that are 
the terror of navigators on that broad 
and comparatively shallow expanse of 
water.

Slowly, and with great difficulty, Sea­
bury felt about the pitching cabin, in an 
attempt to find the hatchway. He was 
tossed like a large grain of salt in a 
shaker. At every pitch of the boat more 
water poured through the cabin window.

At length he was hurled against the 
ladder, and there he clung. He beat on 
the locked hatch and shouted. His only 
answer was the roar and pound of the 
waves.

He sank back against the ladder, ex­
hausted. The water was now a foot 
deep in the cabin, and increasing mo­
mentarily. Was he to be drowned like a 
rat in a cage?

Again and again he beat on the hatch 
and shouted, but in vain, Perhaps the 
crew had deserted the boat for the larger 
and safer tug, and left him to perish 
alone. Or maybe they had been washed 
away by the waves.

Dawn was beginning to show through 
the battered window. There was no 
abatement of the storm, however. If 
anything the shock of the waves was 
fiercer than before.

It was nearly light when Seabury 
heard a sound at the hatchway other than 

that of the waves. In a moment, to his 
great relief, the hatch was raised, and 
the ugly face of Captain Billings, now 
a thrice-welcome sight, appeared in the 
opening.

Then a wave struck the hatch and 
forced it back. Several times they tried 
together before they were able to make 
the hatch stay. open.

Seabury thrust his head and shoulders 
through. Billings grasped him by the 
collar and jerked him out sprawling.

“ Catch that rope!” the captain yelled, 
and then slammed and locked the hatch 
again, just as a huge wave buried the 
cabin. 4

A rope had been tied at its middle to 
the wheel-post. To one end Hank and 
Mike clung to prevent being washed 
overboard, and at the other end were 
Seabury and the captain.

“ Ye were better off in there as long 
ez we were floatin’ all right,” roared 
Billings in his ear; “ but looks now ez 
though she wuz goin’ down. Git ready 
to swim fer it. The other fellers ahead 
got aboard the tug, but we waited too 
long.”

Seabury, looking forward, saw that 
the rest of the boats seemed deserted.

Now, no man could make his way 
alive over the string of bare, wave- 
washed decks, even had there been any 
means of bridging the gap between the 
front boat and the tug.

Her life-boat must have picked the 
Others up early in the morning, but now 
such a trip would be practically impos­
sible. The tug herself was having a 
hard battle for life.

Even as Seabury noted these facts 
one of the middle boats foundered and 
sank, the cables binding her to the others 
broke, and the tail-boats, including the 
Billings, were adrift.

The "four men on the canal-boat’s deck 
rose together and shouted at the re­
ceding steamer. Were they seen on the 
tug? For a moment it seemed that her 
crew had not even noticed the loss of 
her tow. Then, to her great peril, she 
slowed down.

The remainder of the tow came pound­
ing toward her like a great, jointed bat­
tering-ram. Then the anxious watchers 
saw a man crawl out of the tug’s wheel­
house.



Slowly he felt his was- along the rail. 
When he reached the stern he swung an 
ax and severed the big towline. The 
tug leaped ahead just as the boats were 
hurled at her.

Then the steamer came about, lying 
for a perilous moment in the trough of 
the sea. But she slowly shook herself 
free pf the waves that engulfed her and 
came riding bow on toward the helpless 
Judson A. Billings.

A few yards away, as near as they 
dared come, the tug stopped. They 
were going to lower the life-boat! It 
was a desperate undertaking.

But at length the little craft was 
afloat, with a crew of four men. Slowly 
battling the waves, they struggled on 
toward the Billings. Now she was 
within two yards.

The man in the bow threw a rope. 
After several attempt? Billings caught it. 
He jumped, and two of the life-boat’s 
crew hauled him aboard. So, slowly, 
Hank and Mike followed.

But the little craft was swamping. 
The men were bailing swiftly, but the 
waves were swifter. Twice they tried 
to get a rope to Seabury and failed.— 
Then the boatswain glanced back and 
shook his head.

The life-boat backed off toward the 
tug. Fascinated, Seabury watched her 
progress, for the moment forgetting that 
he was deserted to die.

Now they' were- half-way to the tug. 
A man stood at the latter’s bows, ready 
to throw them a rope.

Slower and slower was her progress. 
Frantically the men bailed.

Then the little cockleshell seemed to 
rise on the summit of a wave and dive 
headlong into the trough. When the 
wavd fell again Seabury could see no 
trace of the boat on men.

The villains had been swept off the 
stage I

CHAPTER XIII.

THE CURTAIN FALLS.

Several times the tug, turning with 
great difficulty and peril in the battering 
waves, steamed back and forth past the 
spot where the boat had gone down. Two 
men lashed to the tug’s rail threw life­

belts overboard and stood ready with 
ropes to aid the drowning men, but to no 
avail. They never reappeared.

Then as many times the tug tried to 
get near enough to aid Seabury, but she 
was now shipping water heavily herself 
and was in momentary danger of foun­
dering.

So at length she staggered about once 
more and steamed away.

The lone man, clinging to a rope on 
the water-logged canal-boat, had watched 
all this in a sort of breathless trance, 
more as an idle spectator than as one of 
the chief actors in a tragedy.

But as he saw the nearly helpless 
steamer, his last hope of rescue, receding 
over the wild tumult of waters, he 
realized his situation.

The Billings was now completely 
awash. Had she been heavily laden, 
like some of the others of the tow, she 
would have sunk long before. Clinging 
desperately to his rope on the half­
submerged deck, Seabury saw the other 
remaining canal-boats break up or go 
down, expecting that each swelling sea 
would be the signal for his own exit.

But slowly the day passed and night 
drew on, and with it, despite his despair, 
Seabury imagined that there came a little 
abatement of the storm’s fury. He be­
gan to hope his craft might keep afloat 
till he was picked up by some passing 
vessel.

True, her two cabins were long since 
flooded, but the big covered space be­
tween, separated from the cabins by rude 
bulkheads, had been battened tight by the 
cautious killings after unloading at Buf­
falo, and so far this compartment had 
resisted the onrush of the waves and kept 
the boat half-afloat.

Several times before sunset the anx­
ious watcher saw*  a vessel scud by, low 
down on the horizon, but too far away to 
heed his feeble hails of distress.

At length the absolute blackness of a 
stormy night settled over the lake. To 
Seabury, clinging with slowly ebbing 
strength to that whipping rope, again 
and again nearly strangled by the waves, 
no night had ever seemed so long.

Yet at last he was sure of the sub­
sidence of the waves. It was no longer 
imagination. Though the decks were 
still awash, the Billings rode more stead­



ily and Seabury was not so often sub­
merged.

At length he dared release his hold on 
the rope, and, clinging to the edge of the 
cabin, felt his way to the pump. For 
hours he pumped and was at last re­
warded by finding that the slowly sub­
siding billows no longer broke over the 
boat.

He was now in high hopes of weather­
ing the remainder of the gale, and ‘with 
daylight he could not fail to be picked 
up by a passing vessel.

Once, as he looked up from the pump 
for a moment, he gave a shout of joy. 
There, off the port bows, a myriad of 
lights were beginning to peep up from 
the waters.

He was near land, and a good sized 
city at that!

The town might be any one of a score 
that dot the shores of the end of the lake 
from which the tow had sailed only two 
days before. In what direction he had 
been drifting Seabury had no idea.

With mingled hope and fear, he 
watched the lights grow brighter. To be 
dashed ashore in the dark might be worse 
than drifting all night in the storm. Yet 
there was comfort in knowing he was 
near land.

But after an hour or so the lights 
passed around and disappeared over the 
stern. He had drifted by the city, yet the 
boat might still be driving ashore.

Now, however, the wind had so far 
died down that he hoped to ground easily 
and be able to lie there till dawn, which 
could not be far off, should reveal the 
shore.

Even as the last of the city’s lights 
faded away there appeared over the wa­
ter a faint flush of coming daylight. In 
a little while, before his straining eyes 
there arose a low shore-line not over half 
a mile away.

Then he could discern here and there 
groups of houses. There were stretches 
of green country and woodland, growing 
momentarily more distinct as the light be­
came brighter.

The shipwrecked, youth took a few 
more strokes at the pump for luck, then 
settled back on the cabin roof to gloat 
over that pleasant shore line. Hope now 
amounted to a certainty of safety.

There was only a little choppy sea 

running, and the remaining wind was 
rapidly dying as the sun rose. He could 
easily keep the old boat afloat by pretty 
steady work at the pump. For that mat­
ter, let the thing sink if she wanted to. 
That distance to the shore didn’t look 
like a very formidable swim.

However, he was weakened by his re­
cent illness and exposure, and lack of 
food and sleep. So unless it became 
necessary he would not try a swim. He 
could afford to wait.

So he relaxed and sat idly watching 
the land.

Curious how fast the old tub seemed 
to be sliding along past that shore-line. 
She was about the same distance off as 
when he had first been able to distinguish 
objects on land, but since then he now 
realized the scene had shifted several 
times.

The little remaining breeze couldn’t 
drive his low-lying craft at that rate. 
There must be a swift current at this 
point. But. he reflected, Lake Erie was 
not a tidewater. Whence came that cur­
rent ?

Curiously he rose to his feet and 
looked around. He nearly fell over­
board in his surprise.

There, off the opposite side of the boat, 
likewise less than half a mile distant, lay 
another swiftly passing shore. Twice, 
in a dazed way, he looked from one shore 
to the other.

Could it be a mirage? Had his troubles 
driven him insane? He seemed no longer 
to be in a lake, but gliding down a swift 
stream less than a mile wide. What 
stream ?

Then the truth dawned on him, and 
with it again complete despair.

It was the Niagara!
To any one who has visited that 

mightv stream and its world-famed cat- 
aract, the horror of Seabury’s position is 
at once apparent.

The fury of the westerly storm had 
driven him down the lake in the night 
past Buffalo, whose lights he had seen 
through the darkness and into the en­
trance of the river channel, in which are 
concentrated the waters of four great 
inland seas, to plunge over that awful 
precipice into the boiling gorge below, a 
leap which no human being had ever 
taken alive.



For some distance below the city this 
great river flows steadily and smoothly, 
its treacherous current hidden in the calm 
blue water. Strong steamers ply back 
and forth with impunity. Every year 
many lighter craft are lured across the 
dead line of safety to destruction.

Had Seabury realized at first sight of 
land what a predicament he was in, a 
swim might have saved him. Then, too, 
had it been broad daylight, there would 
have been many craft about, and rescue 
would have been practically sure.

But now the Billings was well past the 
dead line and being hurled at tremendous 
speed toward the cataract a few miles 
below. Here and there the surface of 
the river was already breaking into angry 
little riffles.

The strongest swimmer could not make 
the shore across that current. Not even 
a stout steamer could venture after the 
speeding death-craft on which the young 
man stood.

Tensely lie listened for the expected 
roar of the falls and strained his eyes 
along shore, half expecting some mirac­
ulous rescue.

The river had narrowed down a little, 
and the boat had drifted within futile 
hailing distance of the land. One human 
being Seabury saw, an early riser on the 
veranda of a cottage past which he sped.

The man saw him, gave a shout, waved 
his arms, and disappeared around the cor­
ner of the cottage.

“ Going to spread the alarm so he and 
his neighbors can enjoy the spectacle of 
a human being plunging to picturesque 
destruction,” thought Seabury bitterly.

The water about him was beginning to 
toss and swirl. Here and there it foamed 
over half-hidden rocks.

Now he noticed groups of excited 
people on the shore. Some stood watch­
ing him tensely. Others were running 
and shouting. The news had evidently 
been wired down the river.

Then he heard the distant roar of the 
falls, and forgot all else as he waited 
with tense muscles for the final plunge.

Louder and louder grew the sound of 
the cataract. Now the old boat was 
pitching- and tossing like a frightened 
runaway horse.

Half mechanically he caught the rope 
again that was still tied to the wheel-post 

and wound it round his wrist to keep 
himself from pitching overboard.

As though it mattered 1
Now the roar of the great fall over­

whelmed everything. Confusedly he real­
ized that only a few yards away was the 
safe shore flashing by him. There he saw 
a crowd of excited men, but he could not 
hear their voices.

Then under him came a rending crash, 
which he felt rather than heard. The 
shore suddenly stopped moving. He felt 
the deck heave up, then split.

He was out in the air, still clinging to 
the rope. He fell over the side of the 
boat; and his body, half submerged, shot 
straight out in the swift current. Still 
the rope held.

Then he knew that the swift flight of 
the old boat had been suddenly stopped 
short by one of those jagged rocks. And 
he was in the Niagara current, held to 
life by a frail line that might at any mo­
ment slip from the shattered wreck.

Then something fell across his body. 
Scarcely noticing it, he felt it slip over 
him like a snake. Then he turned his 
eyes and realized what was happening.

The men on shore had thrown a rope 
to him. With a frenzied movement he 
caught the sliding line as its very end was 
slipping off his body. Convulsively he 
wound it around his wrist.

Then he let go the rope to the wreck 
and felt himself hurled like a shot out 
into the current.

For an instant he was swept down­
stream ; then the rope tightened, and he 
was hauled toward the shore.

An age it seemed; but, in fact, it was 
only a moment before he felt several pairs 
of sturdy hands grasp his shoulders, and 
found himself lying high and dry oil the 
shore of Goat Island, gasping for breath 
and clearing his lungs of river water.

One masterful person was chafing his 
hands ancj breast, and waving the rest 
back to give him air.

“ He can talk all right,” the rescued 
one heard an eager voice protest, and a 
young man in the forefront of the crowd 
pushed forward and knelt beside him.

“ I’m a reporter for the Gazette,” he 
said. “Tell me who you are, please, and 
how your boat got in the river,”

Seabury, between fits of coughing, 
gasped our his name.



The newspaper person jumped up and 
shouted a wild yell of excitement to those 
standing around.

Then he knelt again and went on fe­
verishly :

“ Why, Mr. Seabury, you’ve got the 
whole country looking for you! They’ve 
traced you as far as Buffalo, and we 
heard last night that your father is thereO J

THE 

now. We’ll have him here in two hours, 
and the Gazette will beat the whole 
blamed State. What a story! ”

Seabury sank back, exhausted with 
coughing; but there was a peaceful smile 
on his face as he whispered to the puzzled 
newspaper man:

“ Well, I guess you can ring down the 
curtain.”
END.

CARUSO ON THE WIRE.
By CHARLES CAREY.

How a sleepy village came to be waked up, and the 

indignation of the magnate who was credited with the feat.

I.
CONCERNING DASHED HOPES.

THE leading citizens of Vanceport 
were gathered in Isaiah Bender’s 

general store.
It was a tempestuous night without, 

the rain slanting down in sheets and a 
stiff “ nor’easter ” whipping the bay into 
whitecaps; but not a man of the familiar 
coterie was absent.

Each one, too, as he stumped in to in­
quire for his mail, and then drift to his 
accustomed perch on a cracker-barrel or 
one of the back-tilted chairs about the 
stove, bore himself with a certain accen­
tuated and impressive dignity; for this 
was late in the fall, and such a “ spell o’ 
weather ” plainly betokened the departure 
of the most belated and persistent sum­
mer visitor—those eagerly welcomed but 
none the less despised invaders who 
usurped the life of the little village from 
June to October of each year.

In other words, the leading citizens of 
Vanceport felt themselves restored to a 
position of authority, able once more to 
plaj' the oracle without having some 
“Smart Aleck from the city” cut in . to 
challenge their dogmatic utterances. With 

*so intoxicating a sense of freedom from 
. restraint, not one of them would have 
missed coming to the store that night had 
the storm been twice as bad.

Captain Asa Ketchum was the last to 
arrive.

“ Whoopee! ” he boomed exultantly, as 

he sent a spatter of raindrops about him 
with a wave of his sou’wester. “ Haow’s 
this fer dirty weather, mates? Black out­
side cz the inside of a black cat.

“ Them ’lectric lights o' your’n, Isaiah,” 
with a quizzical glance at the storekeeper, 
“ don’t seem to be workin’ none too well 
to-night.”

An appreciative “ Haw - haw ! ” from 
the circle greeted this sally; for Bender 
had been advocating such an improvement 
in the village for the past-^ve years, but 
with scant encouragement.

It was not,that the Vanceporters did 
not realize the advantages of a better 
illumination; they balked at the increase 
of taxes it involved.

Uncle Billy Gale expressed something 
of the general sentiment now, when, after 
the laugh at Isaiah’s expense had sub­
sided, he remarked, glancing pensively 
toward the darkness outside:

“ Ef we had many sech nights ez this, 
I’d almost be ready ter come to ’Saiah’s 
way o’ thinkin’ myself, ef it didn’t cost 
so all-fired much.”

“ Yes, that’s the way with all o’ yew,” 
jeered Bender, rallying finely. “ Yew’re 
the sort that sez: ‘ Ef we ofily had some 
ham, we’d have some ham an’ eggs—ef 
we only had some eggs.’

“ Naow, look at the propersition,” 
launching forth upon his favorite hobby. 
“ The hull thing can be put in fer three 
thousand dollars — power - house, poles, 
wires, dannymo, an’ all: an’, figgerin’ on 
the lowest basis, it’s bound ter pay fer 



itself, together with cost o’ maintenance, 
intrust on investment, repairs, incidentals,' 
an’ et cet’ry inside o’ ten years, which 
means—”

“ Hol’ on, hoi’ on thar, ’Saiah! ” in- 
' terrupted Captain Asa, repentant of the 
pleasantry which had stirred up this 
ebullition. “ That may all be. I ain’t 
a disputin’ yer Aggers none; but yew 
’pear ter fergit we’re all gittin’ on in 
years. We mayn’t none of us be here by 
the time that thar lightin’-plant is paid 
fer; an’ in the meanwhiles look at the 
burden we’d have to carry. Taxes is 
sure high enough ez it is.”

He glanced about him with the tri­
umphant air of one who has evolved an 
unanswerable argument, and was reward­

ed with slow nods of approval from most 
of the circle.

“ It’s all on account of that air pesky 
tariff,” piped up Seth Gentry, a dyed-in- 
the-wool Democrat, who never could re­
sist an opportunity to switch the conver­
sation into politics. “ Ef ’twa’n’t fer 
that a’ eternally takin’ toll on every 
scrap o’ clo’es a body wears, an’ every 
bite o’ vittles he puts inter his mouth, 
mebbe we could see our way cl’ar ter—”

“Shucks!” disclaimed Eph Fanshaw, 
an equally uncompromising Republican. 
“ Yew ole fool, cain’t you reelize that 
perfection to ’Merican industries is all 
that keeps this country a goin’? We’d 
be like the downtrodden masses o’ Europe 
ef—”

But Bender put a stop to the discus­
sion by banging, his fist down on the 
counter and declaring that unless the dis­
putants ceased he would close up.

“ ’Lection’s over,” he grumbled, “ an’ 
yew don’t s’pose I’m goin’ ter stay up 
an’ burn ker’sene ter hear that sort o’ 
guff. What we was a talkin’ about was 
the lightin’ question, somep’n that vitally 
interests every man, woman, an’ child.

“ Naow,” he went on, assuming an 
oratorical pose, “ Cap’n Asa here has ad­
vanced a objection which seems ter have 
some meat in it. He says ten year’ is a 
long time, an’ we might all be in our 
graves ’fore the plant is paid fer, an’ 
we’re free of the burden.”

“Well, ain’t it so?” demanded Cap­
tain Ketchum sharply. “ Didn’t yew 
say yerself that it’d be ten year’ afore-the 
debt was cl’ared off? ”

“Yes,” assented Mr. Bender, “I did; 
but that, ez I told yer, was figgerin’ on 
the lowest possible basis; whereas, thar’s 
skursely any doubt but what the plant 
would make three, four, or five times the 
amount I say.

“ By gorry,” he concluded enthusiastic­
ally, “ ef we do what’s right an’ stick the 
summer people double what we do the 
home folks, thar ain’t no reason why we 
can’t make the thing pay fer itself in one 
year.”

“If it’s as good as all that, why don’t 
you put the scheme through yourself, Mr. 
Bender? I heard you tell a traveling 
man only yesterday that you could sell 
out the business here any time you wanted 
to for five thousand dollars.”

The voice which propounded this query 
came from without the charmed circle, 
and had not hitherto been heard. A dif­
ferent voice it was, too, from the lazy 
drawl of the leading citizens — quick, 
alert, inquisitive.

Its owner matched with it, a youth of 
twenty or thereabouts, grown so fast that 
the legs of his patched trousers did not 
reach' to his shoe-tops and the wristlets of 
his calico shirt were, half-way up to his 
elbows. Rather a grotesque figure, re­
minding one of a half-reared setter-pup 
with his shock of red hair, and his hands 
and feet too big for his lanky limbs; yet, 
as with the setter-pup, his face wore a 
look of keen intelligence, which promised 
a shrewd and capafol&maturity.

Vanceport, diowever, held him in slight 
esteem. He was entirely too knowing, 
according to their ideas—too given to 
asking inconvenient questions, such as 
that which he had just put to Bender.

The circle turned as one man to re­
gard him with stern rebuke; and the 
storekeeper, a trifle flushed, snapped 
tartly:

“ S’pos’n yew keep yer lip out’n things 
what don’t consarn yew, Ike Somers, an’ 
at the same time yer fingers out’n my 
cracker-bar’l.”

He crossed over to slam down the lid, 
beneath which the other’s hand had been 
exploring.

“ But why doesn’t the electric - light 
question concern me?” persisted the of­
fender, unabashed. “ Ain’t I a property 
owner just the same as any of the rest of 
you ? ”



“ Oh, I know,” with sudden passion, 
as a titter ran through the group, “ you 
call it a patch of scrub-oak back on the 
rise, and think that it’s worthless.

“Of course, it’s worthless now, and 
always will be so long as a lot of old 
stick-in-the-muds like you run this vil­
lage. But show a sign or two of life 
here, put in some modern conveniences 
like this electric light to attract people to 
the place, and you'd soon find home sites, 
no matter where located, commanding a 
good price.

“Concerned?” he finished hotly. 
“ Seems to me, I’m more concerned than 
any of the rest of you.”

The others sat silent for a moment, 
frowning at the effrontery which dared 
to arraign them, but unable, to find a 
suitably crushing reply.

They could not gainsay the young fel­
low’s argument, for they had seen neigh­
boring villages bloom and blossom into 
prosperity under the adoption of similar 
improvements; but they were unwilling 
to grant the logic of such a “ shallow­
pate.”

Even Bender repudiated Ike as an ally, 
and somewhat hastily brought forth a 
revelation which he had intended to re­
serve as a surprise.

“ Ahem,” quoth the storekeeper, clear­
ing his throat. “Whether the ’lectric 
light would increase the vally of some 
of the old medder an’ scrub - oak land 
around here is, I guess, gents, a doubtful 
question. What we was a discussin’ was 
whether it would conduce enough to the 
gin’ral comfort an’ well-bein’ of the vil­
lage for us to afford it.

“ Cap’n Asa, here, says no. He says 
taxes is high enough as they is: an’ I 
guess nobody in the main ain’t a dis- 
agreein’ with him.”

A mutter of unanimous assent rose 
from the tight-fisted company.

“ But,” resumed Isaiah. “ what ef we 
could get the light without a penny’s 
wuth o’ cost to us. or a single dollar 
added to the burdens of this here com­
munity? ”

They gaped up at him incredulously, 
the slow thought coming to some of them 
that possibly his overweening interest in 
the scheme had turned his brain.

“ Oh. yew needn’t look so s’prised.” he 
chuckled.' “ I’ve got a plan, all right, an’ 

a plum good one it is, tew. Who’d git 
the most benefit out’n ’lectric lights, let 
me as’t yer? Who is it 't alius does the 
most kickin' on our dark streets, an’ on 
havin’ ter use ker’sene lamps in their 
houses? Yew all know ■without me a 
havin’ to tell yer.

“ Well,” he went on, “ I was a settin’ 
stewin’ some o’ them things over in my 
mind the other day, when all of a sud­
den it come to me jest like a inspiration: 
Why not make the summer people foot 
the bill? ”

“ Inspiration?” excitedly broke in Ike 
Somers, who had been following the nar­
ration with graduall}’ widening eyes. 
“ Why, I asked you that question myself 
after I heard you tell the drummer that 
you’d given over all hope of ever getting 
these old tightwads here to take up with 
the proposition.”

Bender turned angrily at the interrup­
tion. It was all he could do to restrain 
himself from flinging a scale-weight.

“ Shut up, thar,” he snarled, “ or, by 
gum, out that door yew go, an’ yew don’t 
never come in ag’in neither. Yew’re 
wuss 'n a pesky 'skeeter, buzzin’ ’round 
with what yew said an’ what yew done. 
Whoever’d pay any ’tention to what yew 
say, I’d like ter know? ”

He would probably have continued on 
in the same strain at length; but at that 
moment there came a shrill hail from 
outside, and the Bellville stage splashed 
by without stopping.

Isaiah hastened to the door, and came 
back with a limp mail-sack which the 
driver had flung upon his steps.

“ Don’t gin’rally disterbute this bunch 
till mornin’,’1 he observed, opening the 
bag and drawing out the handful of let­
ters it contained, “ but seein’ 's were all 
here, an’ thar might be some answers 
from the c1Ly folks to the epistles I wrote 
’em on the stren’th o’ that there inspira­
tion of mine, guess ’t won’t do no harm 
ter take a peep naow.

“ Yes. by gosh.” he ejaculated a second 
later. “ Five on ’em. All what I wrote 
to. An’ nothin’ else.” tossing the empty 
bag into a corner. “ ’cept’n a rheumatism 
circular fer Ezra Durkee, an’ a picter 
post-card fer ’Nervy Davis from her 
beau. Wait till I see whether he says 
he’ll be down next Sunday.”

His curiosity relieved upon this point, 



he returned to the stove aqd the eagerly 
waiting company^

“ ’M-m-m,” he mumbled, as he opened 
and ran through one after another of 
the letters. “ Dr. Butts says no. Well, 
I didn’t expect nothin’ much from him. 
Nor from Eversley Perkins, neither, who 
likewise ‘ begs to decline.’

“ Gee, here’s^ a reg’lar book from Mis’ 
Harriott—four pages of it—but I see 
she ends up with 1 regretfully yours,’ so 
I guess thar ain’t no use wadin’ through 
the rest of it.

“ Colonel Carson don’t bite, nuther. 
Wal, naow, that’s some kind of a sur­
prise to me. I counted sorter confident 
on him coinin' in with a fair conterbution.

“ But, here,” and he held up the last 
letter, “here is.one I’m willin’ to bet on 
’fore I open it. 1 Twenty-Third Street 
National Bank, Ramsay Grant, presi­
dent.’ Purty near smells of money, don’t 
it? An’ him the so-called king of the 
Vanceport summer colony. Yew kin all 
go bail he’s come down handsome.”

While the others waited with bated 
breath, Bender opened the letter and 
glanced through it: then sank back in 
his chair with a gasp, the typewritten 
sheet fluttering from his nerveless fingers 
to the floor.

Ike Somers picked it up and read it 
aloud:

“ Dear Sir :
“ In reply to yours of the 15th in­

stant, I beg to state most emphatically 
that I will not do for you, or assist in 
doing what you should long ago have 
done for yourselves. In fact, I have 
become so disgusted with the anti­
quated and dilatory methods in vogue 
in Vanceport, that I have about made 
up my mind to abandon my summer 
residence there and remove to some 
other place of more enlightened stand­
ards.

“ It will do no good to communicate 
further with me on this subject, or at­
tempt to change my decision, as my, 
purpose is unalterably fixed. Anyway, 
I leave for Europe to-mofrow to be 
gone until late next spring.

“ Very truly yours.
“Ramsay Grant.”

The reader’s voice was trembling as 
he came to the end of the letter, and 
when he had finished he paused a second, 

then turned upon his audience with an 
explosion of wrath.

“ Now see what you old mossbanks 
have done with your penny-wise-and- 
pound - foolish policies,” he raged. 
“ You’ve driven Ramsay Grant out, and 
every one knows that if he leaves all the 
others will follow suit. In two years 
from now Vanceport will be too dead 
to skin. Oh, you clams, you lobsters, you 
short-sighted idiots, you— 1 ”

But this was too much for Bender to 
stand. Overwhelmed though he was by 
the downfall of his cherished hopes, and 
appalled at the bank president’s threat 
of removal, he yet could not permit him­
self and his friends to be thus assailed 
by the village pariah.

With outraged dignity, he sprang to 
his feet.

“ Ike Somers,” he roared, “ yew git 
out o’ my store, and don’t yew never 
das’t so much as poke yer nose inside 
ag’in. I’ve said it afore, but this time 
I mean it. Noaw, git!”

And thus driven forth, Ike Somers 
missed the subsequent event, which 
turned the gloomy assemblage into one 
of rejoicing and festivity.

Instead, sore and desperate, seeing 
nothing ahead for him but penury and 
hardship, he plunged forth into for­
bidden paths.

II.
THE SWINGING SHUTTER.

Ike Somers’s home was on .the outer 
edge of the village, about a mile away 
from Isaiah Bender’s store.

His father, an invalid student, ad­
vised by his physicians, to seek country 
air, had been inveigled by a rascally 
land-shark into paying an exorbitant 
price for twenty or thirty acres of scrub­
oak and sand. He died soon thereafter, 
and this property had been left as the 
sole patrimony for his widow and only 
son, a lad then of only ten years.

They had held onto it. Indeed, they 
could do nothing else; for no one would 
buy it, and they had nowhere else to go.

How the two managed to live, Provi­
dence alone knows. The place produced 
little or nothing, and work which either 
of them were capable of doing was 



scarce in Vanceport. Yet, somehow they 
managed to eke out a precarious exist­
ence, keep a roof over their heads, and 
scrape up annually the few dollars re­
quired for taxes on,their land.

Moreover, the hard - worked, busy 
mother found time to carry on the edu­
cation of • her boy, the foundations of 
which had been laid by the student 
father; and Ike, naturally bright and 
precocious, was as far advanced for his 
years as many a lad with much better 
advantages.

He had an ambition to make something 
of himself, and almost from the time 
he had discarded pinafores had de­
clared that" some day he would be a 
lawyer; but he began to realize now 
that such an aim could not be attained 
without going through college and law­
school, and this seemed impossible.

Had he been foot-loose, he would have 
tackled the proposition as many another 
young man has done, and worked his 
way through the institutions; but he felt 
that at present he could not leave his 
mother.

Her health was markedly failing un­
der the long strain she had borne, and 
he was being more and more called upon 
every day to assume the burden of their 
joint maintenance.

True, it was but little he could earn 
at the odd jobs which came his way— 
opportunities for employment were 
scarce in Vancegort, and his sharp tongue 
and superior attainments rendered him 
anything but popular in the village. 
Yet he also knew that if ib were not for 
what he was able to contribute, their 
meager larder would often have been 
entirely bare.

The'one hope on which he fed his soul 
was that, by some rejuvenation of the 
sleepy community, their land back on 
the “ rise ” might be sold for enough 
to support his mother while he was pre­
paring for his profession; and with this 
idea in mind, he had been ardently in­
terested in Bender’s efforts' to secure 
electric lights.

With city conveniences to back up the 
natural advantages, and beauty .of the 
locality, he reasoned that a largely in­
creased number of summer visitors would 
be attracted to the place; and he was 
shrewd enough to see that his despised
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“ patch of scrub-oak,” being just beyond 
Ramsay Grant’s villa, would then be­
come the most available site for bun­
galows and cottages.

And now all his fond dreams were 
,knocked on the head; for, with the final 
and decisive refusal of the city people 
to take up the project, it was hopeless. 
The Yanceporters themselves, he well 
knew, could be trusted to maintain a 
masterly inactivity.

Then, to cap the climax, he had, by 
his own impulsive outbreak at the store, 
worked himself out of the sole source 
of income, little as it was, upon which 
he had been banking for the coming 
winter.

In return for such assistance as he 
could render about the place, Isaiah 
Bender had allowed him to maintain a 
picture post-card stand on the premises; 
but Ike had noticed that the proprietor 
was daily regarding the scant profits of 
the innovation with a more and more 
covetous eye, merely seeking an excuse 
to take it over himself; and hence he 
had no doubt that the dismissal of that 
evening would stand.

What he could do now to provide the 
necessaries of life for himself and mother 
the young man was at a loss to decide.

Turning over these problems in his 
mind, and with a deeper and deeper 
sinking at-his heart, Ike plodded sul­
lenly homeward through the mud and 
rain along the dark country road.

He was sore at the world in general, 
sore at Isaiah Bender and the circle of 
“ leading citizens,” but especially re­
sentful against Ramsay Grant, upon 
whom he had pinned his highest hopes, 
and whose letter he blamed more or less 
unjustly for his present misfortunes.

He stopped now, while passing the 
banker’s dark house, showing dimly back 
among the trees, to shake a vengeful fist 
toward it.

“ Why couldn’t he have given the 
money?” he muttered bitterly. ''He’d 
pay three thousand dollars for an auto­
mobile for his own pleasure, and think 
nothing of it. Yet,-when it comes to 
something which would benefit other 
people, he closes up tighter than an 
oyster. By George' if they called me 
the ‘ king ’ of a place, I’d try to do 
something to deserve the title.”



The sound of a loose shutter banging 
to and fro in the wind against the un­
occupied house attracted his attention.

“ That’s the one on the pantry win­
dow that I fixed for him last winter,” 
he commented; “ and small thanks I 
ever got for it. It can bang itself off, 
for all I’ll ever touch it again. Serve 
him no more than right if a tramp 
should come along and carry off every­
thing lie’s got inside.”

He drew his ragged hat-brim down 
over his eyes and trudged on a few steps 
farther up the road: but the persistent 
clang .of the shutter rang out after him 
like a call and once more brought him 
to a halt.

“ There’s a lot of valuable things 
Grant leaves there,” he thought. “ I’ll 
bet a chap could scrape up a hundred 
dollars’ worth in a small parcel and sell 
them in the city with no trouble at all. 
And a hundred dollars would carry 
mother and me over the winter in fine 
shape.”

He caught himself sharply together as 
he realized whither his thoughts were 
leading him.

“ No,” he muttered between set teeth, 
“ I’m no thief.”

And thrusting his hands deep into his 
pockets, he again started off.

In order to divert his mind from 
temptation, he tried to dismiss Ramsay 
Grant from consideration and center his 
spleen on the Sluggish Vanceporters; 
but he could not shut out the sound of 
the discordant shutter from his ears.

The wind was rising, and the rever­
berating clang followed him ever louder 
and more compulsory.

“ I wish I could think up some plan 
to soak Bender and that gang of old 
lobsters,” he communed with himself, 
striving to close his ears to the shutter’s 
din. “If only—”

He stopped suddenly and turned 
about, either at the prompting of some 
new suggestion, or because the lure o£ 
easy entrance to the untenanted house 
had finally grown too strong for him.

Evidently the latter, it appeared; for 
after a moment’s wavering, he retraced 
his steps to Grant’s place, and, leaping 
the fence, stole up through the shrub­
bery to the side of the house.

It was as he had anticipated. The 

shutter upon the pantry window, work­
ing loose in the storm, had rendered ac­
cess to the villa easy. All one had to 
do was to break a pane of glass, manip­
ulate the catch upon the sash, raise it, 
and step inside.

Tbfere was no need of caution. The 
road, out this way, was a lonely one at 
the best, and certainly, on such a night 
as this, no one would be abroad.

Nevertheless, Ike carefully muffled 
the stone which he had chosen for a 
burglar tool, and upon the faint jingle 
of the breaking glass, dodged hurriedly 
back into the bushes.

Satisfied at length, though, that his 
operations had been unheard, he emerged 
again, completed his work and, having 
secured the clattering shutter so that it 
would attract no one else to the scene, 
disappeared inside.

It was about an hour later that Ike, 
weary and wet, reached home.' He did 
not seem pleased that his mother had 
waited up for him, and rather avoided 
her eye as he mumbled something about 
being tired and wanting to go straight 
to bed; but she called him to her side.

“What is the matter, my son?” she 
questioned. “ There is something wrong, 
I know.”

He tried to evade and put her off; 
but was finally forced to tell that the 
electric-light scheme was a “ dead cock 
in the pit,” and also to confess that his 
unruly tongue had lost him his position 
at Bender’s. c

She paled a little after she took in the 
full force of his disclosures, and was 
silent for a moment: then she spoke up 
resolutely:

“ Well, that apparently settles it. 
There is nothing left for us here. We 
shall have to go to the city.”

He gazed at her with slowly dilating 
eyes.

“Do you really mean it?” he burst 
out.

More than once he had urged this 
course upon his mother, and tried to 
convince her that in a wider field of ac­
tivity they could do better; but hitherto 
she had always resisted, clinging with a 
woman’s conservatism to the hope of 
ultimately selling their land, and thus 
providing revenue for his education.

She was afraid that if he should take 



up some other means of livelihood, and 
follow it for a year or two, he might be­
come weaned away from his early choice 
of a profession; and she was even more 
ambitious than he to see him a lawyer.

Now it seemed, however, as though 
the option were taken from her hands. 
They were being literally driven out of 
the narrow little community which, with 
its different ideas and different standards, 
had never done more than tolerate them.

Mrs. Somers realized at last the force 
of the old saying: “Who can pit him­
self against destiny?" and so resigned 
herself to the inevitable.

“ Yes,” she sighed, “ I mean it Ike; ” 
and repeated, “ there is nothing else to 
do.”

“And when shall we go?” he de­
manded.

His eyes were shining now: his whole 
manner had changed.

“ When? Oh, at once, I suppose. 
There is really no reason why we cannot 
leave to-morrow, except for the doubtful 
chance of getting somebody to take, this 
place off our hands for a few dollars.”

“ Oh, no,” he urged, “ don't let’s-wait 
for anything. We couldn’t get ten cents 
for the old place if we waited a year, 
and we'd simply be eating up the little 
money we’ve managed to lay by.”

“ But remember how little that is, Ike,” 
she cautioned. “ It will be barely suf­
ficient to take us to the city and pay our 
board there for a few days. Suppose you 
are unable to get work at once? What 
will we do then? ”

His face clouded for a minute; then 
he slowly raised his head with a. dogged, 
obstinate expression.

“ I’ll chance it,” he said curtly. 
“ Don’t you worry, mom. Even if I don’t 
catch on right away you sha’n’t suffer. 
1’11—I’ll take care of you some way.”

III.
BLESSINGS BY WIRE.

Meanwhile the flow of comment and 
criticism at the village store was running 
at full tide.

Isaiah Bender, it is true, after rousing 
up to eject Ike, had sunk into a state of 
pessimistic depression and sat morosely 
silent; but the tongues of the others, as 

though the youth’s departure had re­
moved a clog, wagged more vigorously 
than ever.

All of them were secretly terrified at 
Ramsay Grant’s threat ■ of leaving, but, 
with a sort of bravado, they pretended to 
regard it in a philosophic light.

“ Wal ” — Uncle Billy Gale paused 
to expectorate, and hit the small orifice 
in the door of the stove with the pre­
cision of a sharpshooter.- “ Wal, mates, 
Vanceport was here afore Ramsay Grant 
ever come, an’ I guess it’ll stay here, 
whether he goes or stays.”

“ Aw, he ain’t goin’,” blustered Cap­
tain Asa. “ It’s my private opinion he’s 
jest makin’ a bluff ter try an’ skeer us 
inter puttin’ in the ’lectric light our­
selves.”

“ Yes, that’s the way with them pesky 
plutocrats,” warmly assented Eph Fan- 
shaw. “ They’re always a tryin’ to make 
the poor folks grind their axes fer ’em. 
I wouldn’t vote fer no electric light now, 
jest to spite him.”

“ No, nor me, nuther.” Uncle Billy’s 
quavering voice was raised again. 
“ What good is ’lectric lights anyhow, 
’cept’n as a excuse, an’ temptation fer 
young folks to be out frolicadin’ round 
at night when they ought ter be safe in 
their beds? Lanterns was all my father 
an’ my gran’father had; an’ what done 
fer them I guess ’ll do fer me. ’Sides 
I doubt if t’other thing is Scriptooral.”

Cap’n Asa caught at the point and em­
bellished upon it.

“ By heck, Uncle Billy, I don’t know 
but what you’re right. Look what their 
’lectricity has done fer ’em up thar on 
Broadway in Noo York: How’d we like 
ter see our main street here turned inter 
a ‘ Great White Way,’ with play-houses 
an’ all kinds of dens of iniquity all along 
it? No, sir; I say let’s write a letter 
hot an’ heavy to Ramsay Grant, an’ tell 
him that sooner ’n put up our gdbd 
money fer such deviltry we’d father have 
him go.”

Isaiah Bender broke his moody silence 
with a bitter laugh.

“ I didn’t hear of no such scruples 
when you thought Grant might foot the 
bill,” said he.

“ But don’t yew see,” contended Cap­
tain Asa, “ that was different. In that 
case, the sin would have been on his 



shoulders, not on our’n. I say, let’s 
write him the letter, anyhow, jest to show 
him that we can’t be skeered or bluffed; 
an’ then if he chooses to go, let him go.”

“ An’ at the same time yew might as 
well hang up the bankrupt sign over all 
Vanceport,”. Isaiah snapped, “ ’cause 
that’s what it’ll mean ef Grant does git 
out. Howsomever, thank Heaven yer 
letter won’t have no chance of reachin’ 
him, since he plainly says he’s leaving 
fer Europe ter-morrer; so that settles 
that.

“ An’, naow,” rising to his feet, “ git 
out, all q’ ye, 'cause I’m goin’ to close up. 
I’ve heerd about as strong a mess o’ 
fool-talk as I can stand fer one evenin’. ”

They arose slowly to their feet at his 
behest and, struggling into their oil­
skins, started for the door; but at that 
moment the ' telephone bell rang, and 
they lingered with natural curiosity to 
see what it might portend.

“ Fer the land’s sake,” grumbled 
Isaiah, circumnavigating the counter to 
reach the instrument, “ who’s callin’ me 
up naow? I’ll bet Almiry Cooper’s 
Uncle Sol has driv’ over from Bellville 
unexpected ag’in, an’ she wants some 
bacon fer breakfast. Well, ef she thinks 
I’m goin’ to pack it clear up to her house 
sech a night as this, she’ll git fooled. 
I’ll be out of every livin’ thing she 
wants.”

By this time, though, he had taken 
down the receiver and was gruffly bellow­
ing “ Hallo! ” into the mouthpiece; then, 
as though by a miracle, his tone suddenly 
became as suave and smooth as oil.

“ Why, Mr. Grant! ” he cooed. “ This 
is a s’prise party.- I didn’t know you was 
in town at all. Yew, sure, didn’t come on 
the stage to-night, did yer?

“What?” with lively astonishment. 
“ Yew ain’t in Vanceport at all? Yew’re 
in Noo York, a talkin’ to me from the 
Metropolitan Op’ry House! An’ yer 
voice as cl’ar as ef yew was standin’ right 
at my very elbow. Wal, wal, now, ain’t 
that wonderful?

“ What’s that yew say, Mr. Grant? 
Not to pay no ’tention ter that letter 
yew wrote me? ’Twas all a mistake of 
yer secketary?”

Isaiah had fairly to clutch at the in­
strument for support, and the listening 
group eagerly tiptoed, nearer, involun­

tarily bending their hands behind their 
ears as hoping to catch the cheering mes­
sage coming over the wire.

“ Yew’re a tellin’ me, then, that ’yew 
will stand fer the ’lectric-light proposi­
tion, an’ pay all the cost yerself ? ” gasped 
Isaiah breathlessly. “Wal, , naow, that 
is cert’nly han’some, Mr. Grant. Vance- 
port’ll sure remember yew in its prayers.

“Eh?” he interrupted himself. 
“What’s that? C’ruso is jest erbout to 
sing; an’ ef I listen, I kin hear him over 
the wire?

“ Hi, fellers,” and he turned excitedly 
to the others, “ what d’yew think of that? 
He says he’s goin’ to stand away from the 
telephone, an’ let me hear—”

Ele stopped suddenly, and over his fat, 
complacent face, with the short chin­
beard, spread an expression of startled 
awe, of amazed delight.

“ By glory, boys,” he shouted, “ it 
sounds like the gates of Heaven had 
been pried open, an’ yew could hear the 
angels singin’! Here, Uncle "Billy, jest 
listen to fiim.”

He thrust the receiver into the hands 
of the patriarch, who became almost 
equally enchanted, and gave way only 
reluctantly to the insistence of Captain 
Asa Ketchum that he, too, should hear.

And now arose a veritable free fight 
over the possession of the instrument. 
Every one wanted to try the novelty, 
and, having tried, was loath to step 
aside. Those who had heard once 
■eageMy clamored for a second chance, 
and the man in temporary control of the 
receiver was an active storm-center, with 
all the rest jostling and pushing and 
struggling to wrest away his prize.

The “ diamond horseshoe ” never con­
tained a more appreciative audience than 
that little coterie gathered among the 
hams and calicoes of that country store, 
listening to Caruso as he sang a famous 
air from “ Rigoletto.”.

Bender himself was at the phone when 
the end was reached—that brilliant ca­
denza which never fails to evoke a 
tumultuous round of applause.

He was standing with closed eyes 
drinking in the music; but as the full, 
trumpet-like tones trilled higher and 
higher, his lids widened, and he raised 
himself until he stood upon his toes.

Then he came back to earth with a 



thud, dropping the receiver with a crash, 
and staring about him in startled alarm.

A second later he was bellowing into 
the instrument at the top of his voice.

“Hey, what’s the matter thar?” he 
shouted; then, after an interval, in less 
excited tones: “ Oh, so that’s yew ag’in, 
is it, Mr. Grant, an’ what stopped the 
music was yew a shuttin’ the door of 
the booth ? By gee! when that feller 
went skimmin’ up ter the clouds that 
way, an’ then all of a suddin I couldn’t 
hear nothin’, I think sure he must have 
bu’sted his throat.

“ Did we enj’y the music? Yes, sir, 
yew bet we did. Ask Uncle Billy Gale 
here, what ain’t never been to a play­
house sence he seen ‘Ten Nights in a 
Barroom ’ down at the ole Bow’ry 
Theayter, in ’62. He’s a figgerin’ naow 
on takin’ the money from his turnips an’ 
goin’ inter town to hear the hull of that 
air piece.

“ An’ now, ter git down to business 
ag’in, eh? Yew say yew won’t be able 
to git down here afore yew sail; but to 
go right ahead an’ have the ’lectric-light 
plant put in, an’ yew’ll settle when you 
come back in the spring? Oh, yes, that’ll 
be all right, Mr. Grant. Jest so that we 
know yew’re goin’ to foot the bill in 
the end.

“An’— What’s that? Yey think 
this’d be a good time to put m some 
other improvements that is badly needed? 
Wal, I don’t know, Mr. Grant. Yew 
see, taxes is pretty high now, an’ our 
folks—

“ Oh, yew’re willin’ to go inter yer 
own pocket fer the other things, tew? 
Wal, now, that is cert’nly squar’ on 
yer part, Mr. Grant. It’s more’n squar’; 
it’s deownright ginerous.

“ A town hall ? With a stage an’ 
scen’ry on it? Yes, indeed, sir; I cer­
t’nly dew think it’s badly needed. An’ 
what’ll sech a buildin’ as we require cost 
erbout? Wait a minute, sir, an’ I’ll ask 
Eph Fanshaw, here. He’s a builder, an’ 
he kin prob’ly give yew a rough esti­
mate.”

He slid his hand over the mouthpiece, 
and turned to question the man of prac­
tical knowledge.

“ One that’ll seat erbout tew hundred 
people, Eph,” he explained. “ An’ fin­
ished pretty nifty both inside an’ out.”

Fanshaw calculated laboriously with 
a stubby pencil on the lid of a flour- 
barr.el for a minute or two, and then an­
nounced that, in his opinion, “ fifteen 
hundred’d come close to seein’ things 
through ”; but this did not at all satisfy 
Isaiah’s expanding views.

“Shucks!” he growled. “Ramsay 
Grant’d think yew was plannin’ ter build 
a dog-house.”

He turned to the telephone again, and 
explained in dulcet tones that since they 
did not wish to “ stick ” their benefactor, 
they had concluded a town hall costing 
three thousand dollars would serve all 
their present needs.

“ What’d I tell yew?” he observed a 
second later, as he again shut off the 
mouthpiece to turn a beaming glance 
upon his associates. “ He made no more 
fuss over it ’n yew would in swallerin’ 
mush an’ milk fer breakfast. I’m only 
sorry now I didn’t raise the figger to five 
thousand.”

On the subsequent items, however, 
’Isaiah gave himself no such cause for 
regret. Mr. Grant proposed a new 
Union Church, and was promptly held 
up for eight thousand on that score. A 
new schoolhouse was decided upon, 
which Bender told the .donor he was 
getting cheap at four thousand.

The electric-light plant, which it will 
be remembered was originally estimated 
at three thousand dollars, it was now 
discovered could not be put up for a cent 
less than double that amount and a thou­
sand dollars more.

Still, the bank president seemed in no 
wise dismayed at the rapidly mounting 
total, nor at all inclined to be critical 
of the figures suggested to him.

He assented to everything without 
demur or haggling, and immediately 
went ahead to discuss some new subject 
for outlay.

At last, when Isaiah’s brain was fairly 
whirling, and the others had reached a 
state where they could only gaze at one 
another in dazed incredulity, he halted.

“ I guess that is all,” he remarked. 
“ Or, no—I was forgetting about those 
execrable paths you have down there. 
Have a three-foot cement walk laid 
along the road leading to my house, will 
you, Bender, and have it extend about a 
quarter of a mile beyond my place.”



“Beyond your place?” Isaiah dis­
sented. “What’s the use o’ that? Thar 
ain’t nothin’ more'out in that direction 
’ceptin’ Mis’ Somers’s scrub-oak patch.”

“ And that is exactly the reason why 
I wish it done,” retorted Grant. “ Mrs. 
Somers is a worthy and estimable woman, 
and if I can be of assistance to her, I 
shall be only too glad of the opportunity. 
While I think of it, too, don’t forget to 
see that one of the new electric lamps is 
hung opposite her property.”

And with that he rang off.
The storekeeper’s face was a little 

clouded as he turned from the phofie.
“ The idee,” he grumbled “ of wastin’ 

good cement a runnin’ a walk out to 
the Somers place, an’ hangin’ a lamp out 
there to light the owls an’ chipmunks! 
What he ought ter ’a’ done was to put 
that walk in front of my store, an’ give 
me a extry light on this corner in return 
fer all the trouble I’m takin’ fer him.”

His expression slowly cleared, though, 
as he recollected the full extent of the 
blessings which he had gained, until at- 
last the little drop of bitter in the brim­
ming cup was forgotten.

“ Glory hallejuhah, boys ’ ” he ejacu­
lated, cutting a pigeon-wing in his 
exuberance. “.Jest think of it! We’re 
goin’ ter git free, gratis, fer nothin’ our 
’lectric lights, an’ a church an’ a school­
house, an’ cemeuj; sidewalks, an’ a taown 
hall! ”

“ A taown hall with a stage an’ scen- 
’ry,” amplified Uncle Billy Gale, with 
sparkling eyes. “ Oh, I tell yer, fust 
thing yer know we’ll have a Gre’t White 
Way of our own, an’ mebbe have C’ruso 
standin’ on that stage an’ scen’ry a sing­
in’ fer us! ”

IV.
WHEN GRANT CAME HOME.

That was a busy winter in Vance­
port. Day after day and week after 
week the carpenters and masons and 
bricklayers and plasterers and painters 
worked with unflagging industry. The 
ringing blows of the hammer and the 
blithe tap of the trowel came to be famil­
iar sounds.

It was not long before the power­
house, the church, the school-building, 
and the town hall began to assume visi­

ble form; and then Vanceport, as though 
awaking from its long doze, commenced 
to sit up and take notice.

There is no more powerful incentive 
than example; and when the villagers 
saw the pretty and substantial public 
structures which were going up, they felt 
stirrings of shame at the weather-beaten 
and faded condition into which they had 
allowed their private properties to lapse.

Eph Fanshaw was one of the first to 
act upon this impulse by replacing his 
dingy old carpenter-shop with a com­
modious, modern building. True, the 
step was taken largely on account of the 
increased demands of his business; still 
it must be confessed that a far less ornate 
structure would 'have satisfied all his re­
quirements.

Nor could any such excuse be ad­
duced for the attractive new front which 
Isaiah Bender added to his store, or for 
the transformation of Uncle Billy Gale’s 
old blacksmith forge into an up-to-date 
machine-shop and garage.

Indeed, the fever proved of a most 
“ catching ” variety, and even where 
there was no rebuilding or repairs, there 
was a general freshening up with paint 
and putty, and such a “ readying up ” of 
yards and gardens, that, as the Rev. 
Jonathan Short expressed it on one of 
his bimonthly Sunday visits, “ Vanceport 
shone like a bride adorned for her mar­
riage morning.”

The town, too, began to boast an in­
crease of population. With the demand 
for labor, artizans and mechanics com­
menced to move in, and to erect homes 
and cottages for their families.

A village improvement society was 
finally formed, and a hot discussion 
opened up in favor of a trolley line to 
Bellville to take the place of the anti­
quated stage.

Yet, despite all the expense of these 
various repairs and additions, nobody 
seemed to be out of pocket. Indeed, 
money had never been so plentiful in the 
village; and Isaiah Bender found to his 
surprise, on footing up his books, that 
his winter’s business, even after deduct­
ing the cost of the alterations to his 
store, was more than treble the best 
summer trade he had ever known.

It was about this time, too, that Ike 
Somers, at his new home in the city, 



began to receive letters offering him 
gradually enlarging amounts for his 
" patch of scrub-oak.”

I'he first was from Isaiah Bender, and 
made a tender of five hundred dollars, 
which Mrs. Somers was inclined to jump 
at; for, although Ike had secured a posi­
tion as a newspaper reporter, his earn­
ings were still meager and the starting 
of his law studies still loomed dim and 
far away.

Ike, however, advised her not to be 
too anxious, but to hold off a bit; and 
the wisdom of his course was shown a 
week or two later, when a missive ar­
rived from Uncle Billy Gale, raising the 
bid to six hundred dollars.

After this, letters from the “ leading 
citizens ” appeared at frequent intervals, 
and the price of the land steadily ad­
vanced until it had reached five thousand 
dollars.

Then Ike cut short the avalanche of 
correspondence by informing the crew 
that he would take no steps in the matter 
until he had run down to Vanceport and 
looked over the ground himself.

“ There is undoubtedly a good - sized 
‘ culluhd pusson ’ in this woodpile,” he 
said to his mother, “ and I am certainly 
not going to close until I find out just 
what and where he is.”

Moreover, when he finally did revisit 
his old stamping-ground, it was in a pro­
fessional capacity.

Much to his surprise, his city editor 
called him up one morning and directed 
him to take an assignment at Vanceport.

“To Vanceport?” Ike exclaimed 
amazedly, for he had been so out of 
touch with the old place that he had no 
knowledge of the remarkable changes 
which had occurred there.

Nor, it may be observed, had any men­
tion of them been vouchsafed in the 
epistles of the “ leading citizens.”

“To Vanceport?” he repeated. 
“ What on earth is going on. at Vance­
port that merits the attention of a metro­
politan daily? ”

“ Oh, they are going to have quite a 
celebration down there, I believe. Open­
ing of a lot of new buildings, inaugura­
tion of an electric-light plant, and all 
that sort of thing. Kind of a ‘ harvest 
home’ lay-out, don’t you know?”

But Ike seemed not to be listening.

“ Opening of a lot of new build­
ings ! ” he gasped dazedly. “ Inaugura­
tion of an electric-light plant! At 
Vanceport, did you say?”.

“ Yes. Ramsay Grant, the banker, 
who got back from Europe yesterday, 
did it all for them; and this is to be a 
sort of 1 welcome-home ’ and grand pow­
wow in his honor.”

The reporter’s face was more than ever 
a study.

“Ramsay Grant?” he ejaculated un­
believingly.

Then a great light fell upon him.
“ Oh, say, chief, I can’t go to that,” 

he stammered hurriedly. “ Send one of 
the older men. I couldn’t handle an 
affair of that sort. I—I’m sick.”

But the other would listen to no ex­
cuses. There was no one else who could 
be spared for the assignment, it appeared, 
and, protest as he might, Somers in the 
end had to go.

Still, it must be confessed that for a 
time after his arrival he kept himself 
pretty sedulously in the background.

He dodged about back ways and 
through unfrequented thoroughfares in 
order to get his notes and' snapshots of 
the new buildings and changed condi­
tions, and it was not until he had strolled 
out along the new cement walk leading 
to his former home that he dropped the 
attitude of a skulking fugitive.

Altered as the rest of the village had 
appeared to him, he had to rub his eyes 
before he could make himself believe that 
this was the same locality he had once 
known so well.

Houses, either finished or in course of 
construction, had sprung up on every 
side; lots were staked off, and the whole 
section presented the aspect of a thriving 
and rapidly growing suburb.

What caught Ike’s eye more than any­
thing else, however, was the sight of a 
neat real-estate office, and, noting that 
its occupants were strangers to him, he 
entered and engaged in conversation.

When he came out again he was like 
a different being. No longer did he 
seek to dodge or evade observation, but, 
hurrying back to town, paraded boldly 
along the main street until he had 
found a long-distance telephone - booth, 
where he shut himself up arf was busy 
with the wire for more than an hour.



Then, emerging again, he strolled 
about in plain view, affably greeting old 
acquaintances, until it was time for the 
train bearing Ramsay Grant to arrive, 
when he joined the tumultuous throng 
assembling at the station.

Not long did they have to wait. On 
schedule time to the minute, the accom­
modation, puffed in, and from the steps 
of the rear coach descended the short, 
rotund form of the banker.

At first, he seemed unable to compre­
hend the meaning of such an outpouring 
of people; seemed rather dismayed than 
pleased at the shouts and cheering 
which greeted him. He appeared al­
most inclined to cut and run; but Isaiah 
Bender, who was acting as master of 
ceremonies, speedily reached his side, 
and explained matters.

“ It’s jest a leetle welcome our folks 
has arranged fer you, Mr. Grant,” he 
said. “ See,” and he pointed proudly to 
an electric sign which hung between two 
posts just outside the station.

“ Welcome to our benefactor! ” it 
read.

Grant straightened up at the sight, 
and seemed far from displeased.

“Hum! Ha!” He pulled down his 
hat-brim and puffed out his chest. “.Yes, 
I suppose I have been a benefit to the 
village in a small way, Bender; but I 
certainly did not expect such a cordial 
appreciation of.it as this. It touches 
me. I may say, it warms up my very 
soul.”

“ Oh, we ain’t begun yet,” chuckled 
Isaiah. “ Come on, Mr. Grant; I’ll 
pilot yew to yer kerridge.”

And then the astonished banker found 
himself escorted to a hack drawn by 
white horses and swathed in bunting, 
which fell into line behind the Vance­
port Silver Cornet Band and led a 
lengthy parade over the entire village 
settlement.

The magnate could not restrain his 
expressions of admiration and amaze­
ment as he proceeded through the well- 
lighted streets and noted the evidences 
of prosperity and well-being on every 
hand.

Was this Vanceport, he kept -wonder­
ing to himself, and ejaculated at almost 
ever}' step, “Marvelous! Marvelous!” 
while Isaiah repeated with parrot - like 

exuberance: “ Yew’re to blame fer it all, 
Mr. Grant. Yew’re to blame.”

In turn, they inspected the electric 
power-house, the church, and the school­
building, thus at last arriving at the 
“ taown hall,” where upon the stage 
“ with scen’ry ” was set out the semi­
circle of chairs and the stand bearing a 
glass and pitcher of water which always 
betokens “ oratorical doings.”

A chorus of school-children dressed in 
white opened the program by singing 
an ode especially composed for the occa­
sion, and then each of the “ leading 
citizens ” made a speech, descanting with 
perfervid eloquence upon the glories of 
Vanceport and the manifold virtues and 
generosity of Ramsay Grant.

Finally, the central figure of the eve­
ning rose to reply. He' was gracefully 
modest—some thought a shade too mod­
est—in speaking of his own part in the 
village’s improvement, alluding to what 
he had done only in the most general 
terms; but he came out strong in con­
gratulating and praising them for what 
they had accomplished by theiy own un­
aided efforts.

“ A year ago,” he said, evoking a 
round of cheers, “ I was seriously con­
sidering abandoning my summer resi­
dence in Vanceport; but now you have 
made it such a paradise that I could not 
be hired to leave.”

This was all very well; but every one 
felt that something was still lacking. 
The audience remained in their seats, 
and the members of the committee in 
charge drew apart and conferred earnest­
ly together.

At length, Isaiah rather hesitatingly- 
approached the banker and plucked at 
his sleeve.

“ Don’t yew think it’d kind o’ end up 
the perceedin’s with a hurrah,” he whis­
pered, “ an’ send ’em all home happy, ef 
yew gave us a check naow? ”

Grant turned upon him blankly.
“A.check! A check for what?”
“ Why, fer all these public improve­

ments we’ve put in—the ’lectric light, an’ 
the taown hall, an’ the church, ’an the 
schoolhouse, an’ the cement walk out to 
yer place—same’s yew promised. I’ve 
footed up the totals so’s to make it con­
venient fer you, an’ the hull amount is 
twenty thousand eight hundred dollars.”



But Grant waved away the paper 
which the other sought to thrust upon 
him.

“I promised that?’’ he said grimly. 
•“ And this is the reason for all this to-do 
to-night, and the hailing of me as a 
public benefactor? Why, man, you must 
be mad. I remember receiving a letter 
from you last fall requesting me to con­
tribute to some electric-light project you 
had down here, and promptly declining 
the proposal; but tthat is absolutely the 
only connection I have ever had with 
your program of improvements.”-

“What?” demanded Uncle Billy 
Gale, who, with the rest of the com­
mittee, had drawn near at the signs of 
an altercation. “ Dew you mean ter say 
that yew didn’t call us up from the 
Meterpolitan Op’ry-House in Noo York, 
an’ after letting us hear C’ruso sing, tell 
us to go ahead with all these fixin’s at 
your expense? "

“ My dear man, I certainly did not 
call you up with any such message, and 
as for being at the Metropolitan Opera- 
House, I never was there in my life. 
Some one has shamefully imposed upon 
youI ”

Isaiah Bender collapsed, speechless, 
into a chair. The banker threw himself 
back into a belligerent attitude, as though 
prepared to resist any unlawful assault 
upon his pocketbook.

The other members of the committee 
glowered fiercely at him, and the 
audience, which by this time had gained 
some inkling of what was taking place 
upon the stage, was in an uproar.

Just what might have happened, it is 
hard to tell; but at that moment Ike 
Somers stepped forward from the report­
er’s table, and, addressing Mr. Grant 
and the committee in a low voice, asked 
them to step aside with him a few mo­
ments, as he believed he could explain 
the misunderstanding which had arisen.

Then, recalling to the “ leading citi­
zens ” the stormy night upon which he 
had been ejected from Bender’s store, he 
told how his attention had been attracted 
on his homeward way by the clanging 
shutter at Ramsay Grant’s.

He did not mention, however, the 
temptation which had assailed him, but 
contented himself by stating that when 
he saw how easily access could be gained 

to the house, and the telephone inside, 
he was seized with the idea of thus pay­
ing off his scores against Bender.

“ My original purpose,” he explained, 
“ was by mimicking Mr. Grant’s voice 
and pretending to be speaking from New 
York to raise'Isaiah up into the clouds 
for a few days, and then drop him to 
earth with a dull thud; but we moved un­
expectedly to the city, and in the hurry 
and bustle of our departure I completely 
forgot the matter.”

“ But why did you not explain after­
ward?” demanded Grant sternly. “You 
could have written.”

“ Of course I could; but it really never 
occurred to me that these timorous old 
grannies would actually go ahead on no 
strosiger authorization from you than a 
mere telephone talk. When I found out 
for the first time to-day that they had 
actually done so, I was simply thunder­
struck.”

“ And now what do you propose to do 
about it? ” snorted the banker. “ Do you 
know, young man, that you have been 
guilty of a pretty serious offense ? ”

“ Ah, that is the point I was just com­
ing -to. Fortunately, I am in a position 
to make amends. I learned this after­
noon that a commission appointed by the 
Governor, struck by the beauty and prog­
ress of Vanceport, has about decided to 
select our land north of the village as 
the site for an important State institution, 
and I have closed a deal disposing of it 
for forty thousand dollars.

“ Now, I feel that this increase in its 
value is entirely due to the improvements 
started here, and in all fairness I should 
stand the bill.

“ I impersonated you in ordering them, 
Mr. Grant. May I not take your place 
again in paying for them? ”

But the suggestion seemed not entirely 
pleasing to the banker. The savor of 
public esteem had been sweet in his nos­
trils, and he was not exactly willing to 
step down from his pedestal.

He hummed and hawed and grew red 
in the face for a moment; then burst 
forth explosively:

“ No, sir, you shall not. I’ve had the 
credit of doing these things; and, by the 
Lord Harry, I’m not going to resign it. 
Here, Bender, give me a pen, and I’ll 
write you a check this minute.”



Isaiah Bender, however, had not been 
cherishing the seed of civic pride in his 
breast all these months for nothing. It 
flowered out now into effusive bloom.

They ain’t neither one of yew goin’ 
ter pay,” he announced with dignity. 
“ Vanceport is big enough an’ great 
enough an’ grand enough to meet her own 
obligations. We’ll fix these things by 
addin’ a mite to our taxes an’ be beholdin’ 
to nobody. Eh, boys, ain’t I right?” he 
asked of the “ leading citizens.”

And among the committee there was 
not a dissenting voice.

“ But, say, boy,” quavered Uncle Billy, 

still a shade incredulous, “ ef yew sent 
that phone to us from Mr. Grant’s house 
in Vanceport, haow in thunder did we 
come to hear C’ruso sing? ”

“ Oh, that was nlerely to make the de­
ception complete,” laughed Ike. “ I saw 
a phonograph standing there in the room, 
and, slipping on a suitable record, let it 
do the rest.”

“ All right,” said Uncle Billy. “ I 
ain’t a Warin’ yew no malice; fer mebbe 
we’ll have, a C’ruso an’ a Meterpolitan. 
Op’ry-House of our own right here in 
Vanceport some day. We’ve got the 
stage an’ the scen’ry naow I ”
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CHAPTER I.
IN STRANGE COMPANY.

“ A N’ that,” concluded Shadrach sol- 
Ik emnly, as he lighted his long pipe 

from flint, steel, and tinder-box, “ an’ 
that was how I happened to get scalped. 
I haven’t ever told the story before, an’ 
the mem’ries it. rouses in me is something 
scand’lous.”

He replaced his broad-leafed hat upon 
his tousled head, shutting from view the 
central bald spot which had aroused the 
sea-captain’s curiosity.

Much impressed, though perhaps more 
mystified, the skipper thanked him in 
broken English and stumped off toward 
the forecastle.

“ Shad,” said I meditatively, “ do you 
know that’s the seventh time I’ve heard 
you explain your scalping? ”

“ Well,” replied the ex-trapper, shift­
ing rather uneasily on his rope-coil seat, 
“ I s’pose public curiosity must be grati­
fied. An’ everybody asks—”

“ After you’ve skilfully led the talk up 
to the point,” I cut in, “ and you always 
end by saying you’ve never told the story 
before. As a matter of fact,” I added, 
“ that part is true. For you never do tell 

it twice alike. Once it was a Creek 
Indian, down in Tennessee, who caught 
you asleep.. And once a war party of 
Seminoles that—”

“ I reckon,” began Shadrach in some 
haste, “ I reckon the way them clouds 
over there seems to be—”

“ Another time,” I went on remorse­
lessly, “ it was a Delaware chief who—”

“ We’ve been blowed three days south­
ward as it is, an’—”

“ And another time a grizzly bear, 
whose paw—”

"Look here, Jack Braith!” roared 
Shadrach, casting aside his counter­
weapons of evasion and menacing me 
wrathfully with his long pipe - stem. 
" Look here ! Whose scalp is it, anyhow? 
Your’n or mine? That’s what / want to 
know. 'Twas me that lost it, I reckon. 
An’ if any one’s got the right to—”

“ Have it your own way,” I sighed, 
giving up the struggle. “ It may have 
been bitten off by a sparrow—for all I 
care. Only, when we get to France, 
you’d better hit on some one story to ac­
count for it, and stick to that. It’ll save 
trouble.”

“ France! ” he scoffed. “ Accordin’ to 
all I’ve heard, they’re doin’ so much 



'Scalpin’ on their own account over there 
just now that nobody’ll have time to 
bother over how I lost my one little 
ornery—”

“ They don’t scalp people over there,” 
I explained for the tenth time. “ The 
guillotine makes rather more thorough 
work of it. But eVen that is all over 
now.”

“ Then there won’t be any sort of 
fun ? ” he asked, chagrined.

“ Not of the sort you mean. But 
there’ll be something about as exciting for 
me, I think.”

“ For you? Why not for me, too? ”
“ Because it’s my quarrel. Not yours.” 
“Quarrel! You never, said a word 

about a quarrel before we started. You 
claimed you was just goin’ over to claim 
your Great-uncle Shayvrooze’s farm and. 
cash-box and the handle on his name.”

“ Shad! ” I exclaimed in mock horror, 
“ if my highly honored great-uncle, M. 
Ie Vicomte de Chevreuse, were alive to 
hear you refer to his Touraine estate, his 
fortune and his title as a ‘ farm, cash-box, 
and handle,’ he’d be more contemptuous 
than ever at me for' preferring to live 
in America rather than in his beloved 
France.”

“ Well,” urged Shadrach, “ from all I 
hear, the people in France get as r’iled 
over the title-and-estate game as I am. 
’Twasn’t over a year ago I heard about 
their rippin’ their monarchy all to shucks 
an’ sendin’ their noble folks screechin’ up 
a tree an’ hittrn’- out on the Ind’pend’ce 
trail in Uncle Sam’s wake.”

“ By the latest letters, that’s all over, 
though,” I told him. “ The monarchy is 
restored and the country going on as of 
old. That’s why I’m on my way there. 
I’d scarcely be fool enough to go looking 
for title and estates in a country where 
wearers of the one are guillotined and 
owners of the others find their property 
confiscated ‘ for the good of the people.’ 
It was only because of those last letters 
from my great-uncle’s lawyer that I de­
cided on the trip.”

“ But this quarrel? How about it? 
Who’s it with? ”

“ Upon my soul,” I confessed, “ I 
don’t know.”

“Just goin’ to meander around lookin’ 
fortrouble?”

“ No. I’m afraid trouble is coming to 

look for me. The De Chevreuse advo­
cate in his letter warned me there was an­
other claimant to the fortune who was 
resolved, at all cost, to combat my claim. 
Now, the claimant must be of noble birth. 
In France his manner of ‘ combating my 
claim ’ will doubtless take the shape of. 
challenging me to a duel.”

“A duel? An’ you was fool enough 
not to bring your rifle along? I warned 
you, time an’ again, you’d need it. Think 
of strikin’ a hew trail without totin’ your 
rifle ! It’s like—”

“ I sha’n’t need it, I think,” said I.
“ That’s so,” he admitted. “ ’Cause 

mine’s always at your service, same as 
anything else I got. She shoots just a 
wee trifle high an’ to the left, an’ you’ve 
got to humor her. But, ’cept for that, 
there ain’t a better gun between Nash­
ville an’ Pens’cola. I’ll—”

“ In France,” I explained, “ they don’t 
use rifles, in duels. They prefer these,” 
and I touched the small-sword that hung 
at my side.

“ Those ! ” snorted Shadrach in huge 
contempt. “ Lots of fun there must be 
in gettin’ spitted on a. skewer like that! 
If I was to get in a row an’ had no better 
weepon than one of them steel spits, I’d 
grab it by the point an’ hammer t’other 
feller over the head with the butt of it.”

“ That would certainly be a unique 
improvement on the gentle art of fen­
cing,” said I, “ but a man who under­
stands how to use a dueling-sword can 
make it almost as deadly as your beloved 
rifle. I remember, in France—”

“ Oh, that’s where you learned to use 
such trinkets ? I thought as much. How 
long did it take you? ”

“ I fenced for seven years under Cadil­
lac. Even at the end of that time, I 
could hardly call myself an adept.”

“ Seven years to learn fool nonsense 
like that! ” groaned Shadrach. “ Longer’n 
it took me to get married an’ to find out 
that women are dangerouser’n canta­
mounts and to sneak out of my own coun­
try to get away from ’em. Did I ever 
tell you how I happened to get married? ”

“ Yes,” I answered hastily, “ as often 
as you’ve told me about being scalped. 
And how you ran away from—”

“No, no, son!” he expostulated, “I 
didn’t run away. She druv me out. An’ 
then she sued me for divorce for leavin’ 



her; an’ I lit out’n America, so the papers 
couldn’t be served on me. It must be a 
dretful thing to get divorced. Not any 
of it for me I ”

“ And you—a man whom Washington 
himself called his pluckiest scout — ran 
from one little woman ! ”

“ Son, you ain’t married. So don’t 
presume to jedge. the fears of them that 
are. It’s a— Hallo, there! What’s up 
now, I’d like to know! ”

A yell from the lookout, a rush of feet 
across the deck, and at the same instant 
the double booming of distant guns. 
Shadrach and I were at the rail on the 
moment, straining our eyes across the 
tumbled mass of gray waters.

May I stop here to explain a little 
more fully, yet in as few words as I can, 
the reason of our presence there and then 
aboard the French brig Solent?

I am Jack Braith, American. At 
least, so I have ever styled myself, though 
my grandfather was a Frenchman.' He 
was eldest of the several younger broth­
ers to the Vicomte de Chevreuse, and 
emigrated to the American Colonies as a 
lad.

There he married a New Jersey 
maiden and adopted her name of 
“ Braith,” his own being hard for Yan­
kee tongues to master, and Frenchmen 
being none too popular in the Colonies 
at that time.

No more was heard of our French 
relatives until I was a child of six. Then 
word came that my great-uncle, the 
vicomte, was old, childless, and lonely. 
He had quarreled with his various other 
brothers and their children, and his mind 
had at length turned to our branch of 
the family.

The upshot of it was that I was sent 
to visit him “ on approval,” with a view 
to becoming his real, as I was his natural, 
heir. My parents had died in my baby­
hood.

For the next eleven years I had dwelt 
in France. It was a loveless, if beneficial, 
time. My great-uncle wasted no affec­
tion on me, nor I on him. Moreover, 
even as a child it angered me to hear his 
sneers on America.

Nevertheless, he gave me such educa­
tion as a young nobleman of the day was 
^supposed to receive. I was taught the 

various arts and accomplishments, spoke*  
French better than English, could handle • 
a dueling sword, ride, dance, and ex­
change small-talk with the best of them.

But. oh. it was a lonely, cruel life for 
a growing boy! Thanks'to the vicomte’s 
quarrels with his family, I saw none of 
my several cousins who were scattered 
through France and Germany, nor was 
I able to learn much concerning any of 
them, save Etienne de Chevreuse, a lad 
of my own age and—to judge from all 
I had heard—strikingly like me in looks.

He was the grandson of a still younger 
brother of the vicomte than my grand­
father, and had already attracted some 
note as a daredevil, gambler, and swords­
man.

Etienne and his wildness the vicomte 
never wearied of denouncing, until, 
though I had not chanced to meet the 
unfortunate youth, I began to feel a 
lively sympathy for him.

It was in 1779, when I was about 
seventeen, that the crash came. I fell in 
with some French officers newly returned 
from America. They told me—what 
heretofore I had but vaguely understood 
—the story of my native land’s mighty 
struggle for liberfy, and painted in 
strong colors the glory of that conflict.

It was enough. My boyish blood was 
fired. The patriotism my great-uncle had 
spent years in crushing sprang into new 
life. I announced my intent of going 
home to fight for my country.

“If you go,” roared the vicomte, 
“ your name is forever blotted from my 
will and from my memory. Take your 
choice—the life of a French noble or of 
a Yankee rebel.”

Next week I sailed.
Armed with a letter of introduction 

from a friend to the young Marquis de 
Lafayette, I landed in America after 
eleven years’ absence. I was not likely 
to starve because of the rank and wealth 
I had put behind me. For I had in­
herited a comfortable little New Jersey 
property and a few slaves from my 
parents, whose only child I was.

Another month, and I was in the army. 
Before the Revolutionary War’s end I 
had been so fortunate as to rise to a cap­
taincy and to win praise from no less a 
personage than the great Washington 
himself. After which I had settled 



down to a quiet country gentleman’s life, 
letting memories of France fade grad­
ually from my mind.

It was early in 1793 that a letter from 
my great-uncle’s family advocate sharply 
recalled those memories. He wrote of 
the licomtc's death, intestate. Thus I, 
as grandson of his next elder brother, 
was heir to title and estates.

The letter warned me that other heirs 
—one especially—were supposed to be 
preparing to contest most vigorously the 
heritage of an alien American to such 
French rank and wealth.

Yet, my rights were clear, and I was 
minded to claim them. True, garbled 
tales of the French Revolution had 
reached our shores—tales that I, with 
my recollection of the nobles’ power and 
the peasants’ crushed condition, could 
scarce credit.

But later rumors told of an agreement 
between king and people and a smooth­
ing over of political differences. This, 
with my knowledge of the France I 
remembered, I naturally took to mean 
that old times were restored.

So I secured passage aboard an armed 
French brig, built and fitted out in New 
York and manned by a mixed crew. It 
was the brig’s maiden trip. Nor had 
her officers—who had superintended her 
building—been home for three years. I 
could, therefore, learn little of present­
day French politics from them. They 
seemed, in fact, as ignorant as I.

On the day of our sailing I had come 
face to face, on Water Street, with a 
man as much out of place there as a bear 
in the capitol. He was Shadrach Bemis, 
a lank Tennessee trapper, at whose side 
I had fought at Cowpens and at York­
town.

He was one of Washington's own 
scouts, an Indian fighter of local re­
nown, and a quaint character not easily 
forgotten.

It was twelve years since we had met. 
He hailed me with delight as the one 
familiar figure in a strange, over- 
populous place. It seemed he was in 
hiding. Having successfully escaped 
British and Indians alike, the man was 
in full retreat before a fair foe. He had 
recently married a frontier woman who,*  
tiring of him, had threatened a divorce.

Like most backwoodsmen, law had un­

told terrors for the otherwise fearless 
Bemis. So he had incontinently fled at 
threat of the mysterious divorce.

Reaching New York, he was still in 
fear lest his wife might reach him with 
legal proceedings, and he had resolved 
to add the ocean to the stretch of dis­
tance between them. Hearing I was 
bound for France, he eagerly took 
passage on the same ship—where his 
long rifle, fringed buckskins and coon­
skin cap were an endless source of won­
dering joy to our French companions.

At first our voyage had prospered. 
Then the new'stearing-gear had broken 
in a gale, and we had drifted four days 
southward on the wings of the hurricane. 
Hundreds of miles south of-our course, 
when the storm at last died down, we 
had just repaired the tiller and were on 
our northward way at the time this story 
opens.

Shadrach and I joined the crowd at 
the rails and looked out, across seas as 
from a stage-box, at an exciting little 
nautical drama.

Barely two knots to westward lay two 
vessels. One—by far the smaller—was 
a French merchant sloop; the other, a 
brig carrying full gun-ports and floating 
a British flag.

She was bombfrding the smaller ves­
sel, at easy distance, from her starboard- 
guns. The sloop was making ineffectual 
retort with a couple of short-range deck- 
carronades.

It was like a fight between a mastiff 
and a kitten, so far as fairness went, or 
chance for the French craft. I took in 
the situation at a glance.

The brig wa« doubtless a British 
privateer, preying on French commerce 
from the West Indies. My only wonder 
was that the sloop dared offer fight to so 
formidable a foe.

The wind was sharp from the south, 
which had prevented our hearing the 
firing at first. How long the pitifully 
unequal fight had waged I could not 
guess. But already the brig was closing 
in. The sloop, most of her rigging shot 
away and smoke curling from her after­
ports, was slpwly settling by the head. 
Still she did not strike her little patch 
of colors, and continued to bark valiant­
ly with her ridiculous little carronades.



Aboard our own ship everything was 
abuzz with wild activity. Amid a salvo 
of excited oaths and bellowed orders, we 
were put about and bore down at full 
speed to the tardy aid of the French­
man.

Neither of the antagonists noted our 
coming until a long-range shot from our 
bow-gun tore through the privateer’s 
staysail, ripping the canvas clean from 
its supports. A second shot whizzed 
across the swarming decks, and her crew 
beheld us, a bare furlong distant.

So near were we now that we could 
hear the halloed command from a deck 
officer’s speaking-trumpet, as he ordered 
all sail crowded on and the helm put 
down. It was clear he did not mean to 
fight us.

We were a third larger, for one thing. 
Besides, privateers are out for plunder, 
rather than for glory. With them, he 
who loots and runs away may live to loot 
another day.

But this particular “ running away ” 
was slightly hampered. For the French 
sloop had sighted us, too. Already her 
decks were awash. She could float but 
a few moments longer at most.

On seeing us, her captain hurried a 
half-dozen persons into the already un­
slung long-boat. Six sailors then sprang 
aboard and bent to the oars, sending her 
flying across the narrow patch of water 
toward us.

I saw the object of the maneuver. At 
any instant the sloop might sink. The 
captain had sent the passengers out of 
the way, and the long-boat was trying to 
put enough space between herself and 
the sloop to avoid the fatal suction of 
the sinking vessel.

A yell from our helmsman broke in on 
the glorious excitement of the moment. 
One of our newly shipped rudder-chains 
had parted. We were floating, helpless 
once more—helpless to bear down on the 
enemy or to maneuver our batteries'

We were for the time simply a floating 
fort—dangerous to attack, but incapable 
of pursuit.

CHAPTER II.
STRANGE DOINGS IN SMALL BOATS.

The privateer’s captain saw our 
plight almost as soon as did we. Up 

came his hehn, and the brig halted in her 
flight.

While her port batteries blazed out in 
a futile duel with ours, two boats were 
hurriedly put off from the brig/ One— 
a long-boat—headed for the sinking 
sloop. The second—a gig—sought to cut 
off the sloop’s long-boat Jiefore the latter 
could reach us.

From the direction in which both the 
gig and the escaping long-boat were com­
ing, our guns could not cover either. 
Motionless gs we were, we could offer no 
aid, though our captain had belatedly 
ordered our own long-boat lowered to 
the water.

Pursuer and pursued must come to­
gether before we could send to the rescue. 
Nearer and nearer the privateer’s boat 
drew to her victim, till hardly fifty yards 
separated them.

“ I ain’t much posted on boats,” 
drawled Shadrach, at my side.

His cool, sleepy voice struck on my 
exicted senses like a splash of cold water 
in a hot face.

“ An’ ” he added, “ seein’ I’m so ig­
norant of the pesky things, would you 
tell me who’s the most useful man aboard 
that British rowboat? Is it that tall 
feller standin’ up in front, or some one 
else? Which one helps make it go? ”

“ The one who’s guiding it, sits in the 
stern—the back, ” I answered, impatient 
of the interruption. “ He is the helms­
man, and— ”

A thunderous rear close to my ear 
silenced my words. The helmsman of 
the privateer’s long-boat sprang up, 
lurched backward and tumbled overboard 
into the sea.

“ Now,” went on Bemis, in the same 
slow drawl, as he began to reload his 
rifle, “which is next most important?”

It was a wonderful shot. At extremely 
long range for so old-fashioned a 
weapon, and fired from a rolling deck 
at a tossing boat. The tall man who 
stood in the long-boat’s bow turned and 
assigned another to the vacant tiller. As 
he did so I saw to my surprise that he 
was masked.

“ That is a ship’s officer, possibly the 
•privateer captain himself,” I said, noting 
the masked man’s air of authority. “Try 
him next.”

“ Anything to oblige,” cheerfully as­



sented Shadrach1, bringing his rifle up to 
his shoulder as tenderly as a virtuoso 
might settle his loved violin under his 
neck.

A whirl of spray blew about us. 
" Click' ” went Bemis’s rifle-lockr A 
drop of salt water had fallen on the 
priming. With a little grunt the trapper 
lowered the weapon.

“ Had him covered real pretty, too,” 
he sighed. “ Right over the heart, an’ 
all allowance made for the ship’s roll.”

The sloop’s boat was within easy view 
of us now. I could even see the strained 
look on her helmsman’s brown face. Two 
other occupants of the boat faced us; a 
thin, pale man with snowy hair and a 
lad in a sea-cloak and feathered hat.

But for the death of the privateer’s 
helmsman the fugitives must have been 
much sooner overhauled. As it was, the 
pursuer was now almost alongside her.

Why the officer in charge did not order 
his several marines to end the chase by 
opening fire on the victims I could not 
imagine. Nor, for many months, did I 
find out. He seemed bent on capturing 
the lot of them alive.

And now our own heavily manned 
long-boat took part in the proceedings. 
Thanks to Bemis’s shot, she was in time, 
after all, to be of use.

Bounding forward toward pursuers 
and pursued, she was within a biscuit­
throw of them as the privateer’s gig 
reached the sloop’s boat.

The masked officer, as his craft grated 
past the other, braced himself with one 
hend on the gunwale. With the other 
he seized the shoulder of the lad who 
sat beside the white-haired old man.

With one powerful wrench he lifted 
the youth from the seat and was about 
to swing him into his own swiftly pass­
ing boat. Truly, an odd enough proceed­
ing and one none of us could understand I

That an officer should brave death to 
pursue a boat merely for the sake of 
snatching from it one boy seemed laugh­
ably incredible. Yet that was apparently 
the intent.

The whole affair passed in the frac­
tion of a second, almost before the old, 
white-haired man could spring up with 
a cry of terror and seize the lad’s other 
shoulder. But, quick as the masked man 
was, and unexpected as was his action, 

the boy was quite as agile and as full of 
resource.

Even as he felt himself lifted from 
the seat, the youngster whipped out a 
pistol from beneath his cloak and fired 
pointblank at his masked assailant. The 
latter dropped his intended victim’s 
shoulder and reeled back among his own 
rowers, clapping one hand to the elbow 
of the other arm, whence blood began 
to gush.

He lost his balance and collapsed into 
the bottom of the gig as a bullet from 
Shadrach’s rifle sped through the space 
his tall body had just been filling.

I heard the masked man call out an 
order as he fell. The rowers put about 
and made off for the privateer brig at 
full speed, even as our long-boat reached 
the fugitives from the sloop.

My eye strayed to where the sloop her­
self had been wallowing in the waves. 
She had vanished. Gone down with col­
ors flying. All left of her was the long­
boat with its dozen survivors now coming 
slowly toward us under the escort of our 
own boat.

The gig made its way back to the 
privateer. I saw men carrying the 
wounded masked man aboard. Imme­
diately, with a parting volley and de­
risive cheer, the privateer’s crew got their 
vessel under way and showed us a clean 
pair of heels, while we floated, helpless, 
and sent an impotent fusillade after them.

Then came the crowning insult. From 
the departing privateer’s mast the British 
.flag dropped. An instant later a French 
flag was run up in its stead. Pitou, our 
captain, fairly danced with rage at the 
sight.

“ No privateer at all, but a dirty pir­
ate ' ” he raged. “ Flying British and 
French flags alternately and robbing both 
nations. Oh, if I could only get after 
her and— ”

“ Sloop’s survivors coming aboard, 
sir,” reported an officer.

Pitou straightened himself and hurried 
to the side to help the refugees over the 
rail and extend to them a rough but 
eager welcome.

One after another they toiled up the 
ladder, passengers and crew alike. Fol­
lowing the majority came the tall, white- 
haired man.

“ An aristocrat of the old school! ” 



was my mental comment as he clambered 
feebly over the rail, assisted by a couple 
of sailors.

The old man turned to- give a helping 
hand to the last passenger—the plucky 
boy whom the masked one had tried to 
steal and who had shown such presence 
of mind in the face of sudden peril.

The lad was tight-wrapped in his long 
sea-cloak. His broad hat was down over 
his eyes. His hair had escaped from 
its old-fashioned queue and hung loose 
and shimmering on his shoulders.

In one hand he bore a heavy port­
manteau. The other clung convulsively 
to the old man.

At sight of the ring of strange, curious 
•faces on our deck, the youth shrank back, 
and crouched, hesitating, by the rail.

“ Brave lad! ” cried Pitou, clapping 
him on the back. “ A good shot if ever 
I saw one ! ”

“ Oh, don’t’’ gasped the boy, hysteric­
ally. “ Don’t speak of it! It was hor­
rible! ”

He sank down upon a chest, covered 
his face with his hands and bfbke into 
passionate sobbing; his whole fragile 
body convulsed and trembling.

“ Come, come! ” urged Pitou with 
rough gentleness. “ That’s no way to 
behave ! Be a man 1. ”

“ I—I can’t! ” was the wailing reply. 
“ I’m—I’m a girl! ”

CHAPTER III.
I LOSE SOMETHING NOT WORTH KEEPING.

“ I’m a girl I ” repeated the weeping 
figure crouched there upon the chest.

And all at once my contempt was 
turned to a wondrous unexpected pity 
for the frail, trembling little creature.

“ What’s the row ? ” asked Shadrach, 
to whom the foregoing French dialogue 
had been as Greek. “ What ails the 
brat? ”

“ It isn’t a brat,” said I in English. 
“ It’s a girl.”

“A gal?”
“ So she says.”
“ Well,” he drawled, “ I s’pose that 

ought to settle it. Do all French gals 
dress like that?”

We had been speaking needlessly loud. 
Especially by contrast with the hush of 

embarrassment that had fallen over the 
rest of the group at the pseudo-boy’s an­
nouncement.

On Bemis’s wondering query I saw the 
figure on the chest start guiltily and pull 
the long sea-cloak more tightly about her. 
I could have kicked both Shadrach and 
myself for adding to her embarrassment.

“Or course,” went on Bemis, unnot­
ing, “ if they reely enjoy sech clo’es—”

“ Shut up! ” I whispered savagely.
“ She understands English.”

“ Permit me ! ”
It was the white-haired man who 

spoke. He had recovered his breath, and 
now, with an air of authority, advanced 
shelteringly in front of the girl. Facing 
Pitou, he resumed:

“ Let me thank you, first of all, cap­
tain, for your timely aid. We owe you 
our lives. Had you arrived earlier— 
but our debt is t>pne the smaller. I am 
le Sieur de Perier, Barbados planter, 
late of France. With my daughter, Mlle. 
Elise de Perier, I set sail last week in my 
own sloop, L’Hirondelle, for France on 
a mission of importance. This morning 
we were overhauled by the British pri­
vateer you saw. I forbade my captain 
to strike his colors and—”

“ But,” cried Pitou, “ what chance had 
a little sloop like yours against— ”

“ It is the creed of my race, sir,” re­
proved De Perier calmly, “ to fight as 
bravely against hopeless odds as against 
a weaker foe. It is on such a seemingly 
hopeless mission I am now bound for 
Paris. To continue: When we were 
without hope of rescue I bade my daugh­
ter don a suit of the cabin boy’s. As a 
boy she might die fighting. As a woman 
she would perhaps have been spared and 
sold as a slave in the West Indies. That 
will account for her costume, I think.

“ If any here,” and he bent a stern 
eye on -the curious Bemis, “ if any here 
deems so necessary an action unworthy of ' 
a De Perier, I am ready to justify my 
course and my daughter’s behavior in 
whatsoever method he may prefer.”

To which Shadrach, supposing himself 
addressed, and being sensitive on his ig­
norance of French, replied gravely:

“ I lost it in a knife-fight down in the 
Everglades. But I kilt the pesky red­
skin that got it. He won’t do any more 
scalpin’, I reckon, unless the—”



I wheeled quickly and walked away, 
trying in vain to stifle a snort of laughter. 
Shadrach followed me.

“ What’s up now?” he asked, ag­
grieved. “ I had to answer, didn’t I, 
when the old feller asked me a civil 
question? Say,” he went on, more confi­
dentially, “what was he tryin’ to say? 
Could you make out? I don’t see why 
folks ever made up such a fool lan­
guage as French, anyhow. I don’t b’lieve 
they understand each other half the time. 
They just pretend, ’cause they think it’s 
smart. Next time any one tries it on me, 
I’m goin’ to answer ’em in Choctaw or 
Sioux. I’ll bet there ain’t a one of ’em 
tljat can reel off Indian lingo better’n I 
can. I’ll do that, you can bet.”

He was as good as his word. Next 
morning when le Sieur de Perier met 
him on deck and said: Bon jour, M’sieu 
rAniericain.' ’’ Bemis answered glibly, in 
Sioux jargon:

“How, Peha-He-Haska! ” (Hello, 
Man-With-Long-White-Hair! ”)

It was on the day before we sighted 
the gray French coast. Elise de Perier 
and I were pacing the deck.

We had grown to know each other 
well during our weeks of slow eastward 
voyaging. Not only through the enforced 
ship-board informality, which all sea­
goers will understand, but because I was 
the only man on the Solent with whom 
her father did not discourage association.

He judged from my dress and man­
ner that I was of rank not far beneath 
his own. Also, one of my uncles—my 
mother’s brother—had been New York 
correspondent for the old man’s Bar­
bados plantation. 'Phus I was not 
wholly a stranger to him, as were the 
rough seafarers who had so kindly of­
fered refuge to the sloop’s fugitives.

And I profited thereby in winning 
leave to tramp the deck occasionally with 
Elise, under her father's protecting eye.

Age and rheumatism had rendered 
such exercise out of the question for him. 
But he always kept us in view from his 
lounging-chair. For, French girls, for 
some reason, have not the latitude in 
such matters that is granted our Yankee 
maidens.

Yet I had made the most of the daily 
walks. In fact, I now realized, as they
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were about to end, that they had meant 
more to me than all else connected with 
the voyage. Clad in one of the dainty 
gowns from that portmanteau of hers, 
Mlle, de Perier was a far different per­
sonage from that weeping, oddly ap­
pareled stripling who had cowered so 
piteously against the rail that day of the 
fight. By common consent we had never 
referred to the scene.

To-day we came nearer to it than 
before.

“ You had actually started for France, 
you and le Sieur de Perier,” I was saying, 
“ without having heard that the revolu­
tion was at an end? That took courage.”

“ It was necessity,” she answered.
“ We had received tidings that called 
us to Paris. It was a mission that could 
not well be disregarded.”

It was not her first veiled mention of 
her journey’s object. But its nature she 
seemed intent on keeping secret. So I, 
naturally, could not seek further.

I had long since made a similar re­
solve of reticence as to my own reasons 
for going to Paris. Except to Shadrach 
Bemis, I had confided them to no one. 
When I should have won my heritage it 
would be high time to boast.

Twas not minded to speak of it before­
hand, and then, perhaps, find the whole 
affair a mistake and be forced to take 
back my vaunting words.

So Mlle, de Perier and I each had our 
own secret, and neither sought to fathom 
the other’s. A not over-common trait, 
perhaps. I sometimes think the reason 
a man who minds his own business suc­
ceeds in life is because he has so little 
competition.

“ You were going to risk your lives in 
that mob-ridden city for the sake of a 
principle?” I went on.

“ Possibly,” she returned. “ And for 
what better thing could a life be risked? ”

“ From all I hear,” said I. “ most peo­
ple of your class in France forgot prin­
ciples and all else in a rush to reach 
some other country. Those who stayed 
had little chance of exploiting principle 
or anything else. I am thankful, from 
the bottom of my heart, that the lawless 
davs ended before your arrival.”

She looked a trifle surprised at my 
vehemence. But I thought she seemed 
embarrassed rather than displeased.



“ You are quite certain the ‘ old order ’ 
is restored?” she asked.

“ So I gathered from the tidings that 
reached us,” I replied. “ The French 
peasant could hardly hold out long 
against the men to whom he has cringed 
for centuries.”

“ I am not so sure,” she protested. 
“ One day or another the real rising must 
come. When it does, we of the old no­
bility must pay a terrible price for what 
we and our ancestors made the peasant 
suffer.”

“ That is strange doctrine, madem­
oiselle, for a member of the noblesse;’ I 
remarked. “ Does your father agree 
with such ideas? ”

“ My father still lives in the Golden 
Age. Time has stopped for him. He 
has never fully believed there could be a 
revolution. But, then, he was just as 
much amazed, I hear, when you Ameri­
cans revolted. Is it so strange that he 
should feel as he does? His point of 
view is no more odd in its way than that 
of your ‘ savage ’ friend, Mr. Bemis.”

“ You still find pleasure in practising 
your English on old Shadrach?” 1 
laughed.

“ He is a never-ending delight,” she 
retorted. “ And we are getting to be 
great friends, he and I. It was only 
yesterday that he told me a great secret. 
I felt quite honored.”

“A secret?” I echoed.in wonder.
“ Yes. The history of that queer bald 

patch of his. It seems he was set upon 
one day in New York by piiates who 
took him by surprise, and—but oh! ” she 
'broke off, in contrition. “ It was a se­
cret. I forgot.”

Another version of the lost scalp! But 
I held my peace.

“ He tells me you are a renowned sol­
dier,” she went on—“ that you fought 
in—”

“ Bemis is a silly old braggart! ” I 
interrupted crossly. “ The only time 
when my fighting might have been of 
service to you, I stood idly at the rail 
here and watched you. It was the hard­
est thing I ever had to do. Had I known 
you then I think I should have risked 
swimming out for a chance at that 
masked fellow.”

Yes, it was a silly speech. I know that. 
But I think she liked it.

“ Tell me,” I went on, “ if it isn’t an 
impertinence to ask it—is there any one 
who would have had an object in kid­
naping you? ”

“ Why, no,” she answered, puzzled.
“ Because,” I resumed, “ that is the 

only way I can explain the masked offi­
cer’s action. Both boats were going at 
full speed. He tried to snatch you out 
of your own into his as the two passed 
each other. What sense would there 
have been in his capturing a mere boy? 
Either he acted insanely and risked his 
life by doing it, or else he recognized you 
and had some tremendously strong rea­
son for wanting to carry you off.”

“ I—I never thought of that,” she 
murmured, half to herself, the perplex­
ity in her fair face deepening. “ But— 
why, it’s impossible! No one would have 
any such reason. At least—” She 
paused for the remotest space, then re­
peated quickly: 11 No one! ”

“ Perhaps not,” I admitted, still un­
convinced. “ Nevertheless, it was a 
queer freak for a pirate captain to—”

“He was not a pirate captain,” she 
contradicted—“ not a pirate at all.”

“ Not a pirate? But—”
“ A pirate or any other man who fol­

lowed the sea would be tanned. His 
hands would be rough and brown. That 
man’s hands were as white as a woman’s 
and as well formed as—as yours.”

I looked up quickly, suspecting a joke. 
But she had not even intended a compli­
ment. For, noting my glance, she went 
on:

“ The typical hands of an aristocrat. 
Such shape is the result of many centu­
ries’ heredity—the result of having other 
people do all one’s manual work.”

“ My father,” said I, “ was a gentle­
man farmer in New Jersey, My grand­
father was a pioneer in the new land. 
Both worked hard. The theory does not 
hold good.”

“ No one but a man of old French 
blood has such hands,” she insisted ; “and 
no one not of French ancestry could 
speak French as you speak it. But to 
return to the ‘ pirate ’—”

“ The pirate who was not a pirate? ” 
I suggested, more impressed with her 
ideas of the mysterious man than I cared 
to show. “ That certainly complicates 
the matter. What would such a man as



you describe be doing in apparent au­
thority aboard a privateer or pirate craft, 
cruising in the southern seas—unless, 
perhaps, he is a refugee aristocrat of 
France who has turned to piracy for a 
living.? ”

“ If he had turned to such a means of 
livelihood he would be tanned,” she as­
serted ; “ yet his hands were white. That 
means the constant wearing of gloves— 
not usual among pirates, I should think. 
And, from the glimpse I had of his fore­
head where the mask ended, that was 
white, too.”

“ But what sort of a freak could have 
led him to—” I began.

“ Then, too,” she broke in, more ex­
citedly, “ he had not the figure of a 
sailor. He was tall, and slenderly 
though strongly built, and had the 
riage of a gentleman. Tell me, do pirates 
usually go masked?. No one else in his 
boat was.”

“ I never heard of such a case,” said 
I. “ I would like to get at the bottom 
of the mystery. It means much to me.”

“ But why? ” she asked.
“If this man, or any other, is pursuing 

you or seeks your harm, I want to stand 
between you and him. I want,” I added, 
carried on by hot impulse—“ I want the 
right to protect you. Do you understand 
me, Elise?”

Now, it was a fearsome thing in those 
days for a man to address a daughter of 
the noblesse by her Christian name. And 
I knew it quite well. Also, a suitor 
should have spoken to her father, not to 
herself. This also I knew.

Why did I then doubly transgress? I 
suppose because by heart and nature I 
am American, not French. I say that in 
boast, not excuse.

She made no answer, and I looked in 
vain for some sign from her averted face. « 
To a French girl, reared in the ultra­
sheltered fashion thtilz'she had been, my 
words must have-«€emed a million times 
more glaringly unconventional than 
American women can understand.

Small wonder her head was turned 
away and that the tiny portion of her 
cheek still visible to me should have 
flushed so deep a rose color! My only 
marvel was that she did not leave me on 
the instant and go straight to her father 
for protection.

Yet she did not. And I took her stay­
ing as a good omen.

Nevertheless, her first start of fright­
ened surprise brought me to my senses— 
not only as to the proper treatment of a 
sheltered French girl confided by her 
father to my escort, but also to a realiza­
tion of my own position.

While I was fairly well-to-do, accord­
ing to our rural New Jersey standards, 
still I was a mere gentleman farmer of 
no wealth or station. As such I knew 
myself no fit match for the daughter of 
a French noble who owned vast Barba­
dos plantations and had the bearing and 
traditions of a great family name. This, 
too, was the view M. de Perier was cer­
tain to take.

Yet I, who had never till this hour 
realized that I loved the girl, had 
plunged—American fashion—into some­
thing very like a proposal of marriage. 
I had smashed Gallic convention, and 
—had she chosen to take my words so— 
'had committed a mortal offense.

Then a hope cut across my chagrin. 
Was I not on my way to Paris to claim 
the splendid fortune and title of the 
Vicomte de Chevreuse? With that af­
fair satisfactorily settled, I should be 
in a position to beg the hand of any 
woman alive.

So when I spoke again it was less 
ardently, but- with a thrill that must 
have robbed my words of their formal 
primness.

“Mademoiselle,'’ I began, “I ask 
your pardon for speaking as though 
you were an American lass of my own 
station. What I said I had no right, 
as matters now stand, to say. The next 
month or so will make or mar my for­
tune. In the latter case you shall see 
me no more. In the former, I shall 
seek out your father and beg of him 
what I now dare not ask. When that 
time comes—”

I paused. She had turned toward me 
again. And in her flushed face so 
much was written! But what the emo­
tion stamped there might be I had not 
the courage to guess.

Perhaps it might be anger, or con­
tempt, or impatience, or pity, that soft­
ened those big gray eyes to a wondrous 
light and set the lovely face aglow.

Perhaps—but I, who had faced Corn­



wallis’s regiments without fear, lacked 
the daring to read her face as I wished 
to. I could not stand a rebuff—and 
what else had I a right to expect? I 
know so idiotically little of women.

Her lips parted. Before she could 
speak, Shadrach Bemis had joined us.

“ Maybe you’ folks think it’s fun for 
a white man to herd all by himself on 
a ship,” quoth he. “ Old Pitou speaks 
what he thinks is English, but he can’t 
get any one else to believe it. An’ all 
the rest jabber French at me. Lord< 
Why can’t folks learn to speak some 
civilized language when they first begin 
to talk? An’ you two—the only folks 
I can chin with—you two walk up and 
down together, chatterin’ French like 
the worst of ’em. So I couldn’t stand 
it no more by an’ by, and I makes bold 
to jine right in with you. D'you mind? ”

“ Not at all,” said Elise in her pretty, 
accented English, quite herself again, 
while I was still confused and angry at 
the interruption. “ Come and walk 
with us, M. Bemis. So you’re lonely 
on shipboard?”

“ Well, I wouldn’t hardly say that, 
miss,” he replied. “ Only sometimes I 
can’t help thinkin’ of what I heard a 
feller read once in a book. Somethin’ 
about a man on shipboard bein’ like a 
man in jail, with the extry danger of 
gittin’ drowned. I heard Andy Jack- 
son say, down in Nashville once, that—”

“ Elise! ”
It was M. de Perier’s querulous voice. 

He had risen from his chair, and was 
signaling his daughter to come to him. 
Refusing our escort, she ran lightly 
across the deck to where the old man 
awaited her.

“ Jest as I knew he would I ” chuckled 
Shadrach.

“What do you 'mean?” I asked 
crossly.

“ Why, the old wool-head don’t like 
his darter talkin’ to the likes of me,” 
explained Bemis, with cheerful irrever­
ence for M. de Perier’s snowy locks. 
“ I don’t talk his lingo, but I notice he 
always kinder shooes her off when he 
sees me with her. Thinks I ain’t quite 
in the high-nob class, I reckon, an’ not 
proper company for his gal. So I 
jined vou two on the chance he’d call 
her off.”

“ Why did you do such a wretched 
thing as that ? ” I asked with more in­
dignation than the case perhaps called 
for. “ What business was it of yours 
to—”

“ I wanted to speak to you alone an’ 
in a hurry,” he replied colossally, un­
moved by my wrath. “ There’s trou­
ble.”

“Mutiny?” I queried in quick alarm.
“ No. Worse, I’m thinkin’.”
“Speak out then, can’t you?”
“ Son,” Shadrach went on with a gen­

tle severity, “ you’re a good boy in your 
way, but you have a nasty habit of tryin’ 
to hurry people that want to take their 
own time. I jest nacher’ly hate to be 
hurried. One of these days you’ll 
hustle me too hard, an’ then I’ll do to 
you like I done to a Britisher that 
thought he could chase me down at Nor­
folk jest ’cause he had a musket with 
him an’ I hadn’t. I ran away from him, 
reel obligin’. It’s always good policy to 
run away from a loaded gun. But he 
made me run too fast for sech hot 
weather. So by an’ by I got peevish an’ 
turned all of a sudden on him. An’ 
what do you s’pose happened then?”

“ He probably scalped you,” I sug­
gested maliciously. “ If not, he must 
have been the only one, according to 
your stories, who—”

“ That’ll do,” cut in Bemis in cold 
dignity. “ When it comes to jeerin’ at 
a feller man’s phys’cal infirmities, it’s 
time to draw the line. D’you want to 
hear my views or don’t you?”

“ I’m sorry, old man,” I said, stretch­
ing out my hand. “ Go ahead, won’t 
you, please?”

Quite mollified. Bemis shifted his 
quid of tobacco and, sitting down beside 
me, began:

“ In the fust place, we passed a west­
bound bark from France about two 
o’clock this mornin’. Did you know 
that? ”

“No. I was asleep. Did—?”
“ None of us other passengers did, I 

reckon. But she ‘ spoke ’ us, an’ we 
hove to while they sent across a boat for 
a confab. She’d just left France three 
days ago. She had news. Lots of it.”

“ How did you find out all this? ”
“ When I told Miss What’s - Her- 

Name just now that no one spoke Eng­



lish here, I told a kind of white lie. 
D’you know Peer?”

“ Pierre, the cockswain?”
“ Yep. Him an’ me struck up an 

acquaintance t’other day when 1 licked 
him for laughin’ at my bald spot. That 
trouncin’ sort of endeared me to Peer, 
I reckon. For ever since then he hangs 
around me, tryin’ to make friends. He 
speaks pretty fair English. Worked on 
a Britisher packet a couple of years 
once. He don’t get more’n one word 
in two so bad I can’t understand him.”

11 And it was he who told you about 
the French bark?”

“ Half an hour ago. It seems the 
law-shark that wrote to you was puttin’ 
money on the wrong card.”

“ What do you mean? ”
“ A while ago there was some sort of 

pow-wow between old King Looey an’ 
his lovin’ people, an’ they came near 
agreein’ not to chase him around no 
more. That must ’a’ been when your 
friend wrote to you. Since then, Peer 
says, there’s been terrible ructions in 
Paris. Them same lovin’ people took 
Looey an’ cut his head off.”

“The king guillotined?” I gasped. 
“ They dared—”

“ Measly sort of trick to plat' on him, 
wa’n’t it?” agreed Bernis. “But that’s 
what the bark folks told Cap’n Pitou last 
night. King’s dead, queen’s in jail; an’ 
merry hallelujah’s runnin’ riot all over 
the place. This rev’lootion is actin’ up 
pretty petulant. They’ve cut off all the 
’ristocrats’ heads they could find an’ 
now they’ve begun on each other, with a 
stray batch of nobility thrown in now an’ 
then for good measure. Paris is about 
as safe just now, from all Peer tells me, 
as a caveful of rattlesnakes.

I sat dumbly listening to his recital. 
If what he said was true—and it was 
hardly to be doubted—my air-castles 
were about to tumble about my ears.

This was scarcely a propitious time to 
go to Paris and demand an inherited title 
of nobility. My own head would not be 
over-safe, my chances of success barely 
one in a thousand. I must await quieter 
days.

Then came the thought of Elise de 
Perier. She—with no stronger escort 
than her feeble old father—was ventur­
ing into that lion’s den.

I was about to carry her the tidings I 
had just heard and counsel her father to 
take passage back to Barbados on the 
next outgoing ship. Whatever their mis­
sion in Paris might be, they must not 
venture there now.

But, on the moment, I remembered 
what she had told me. She and her 
father had sailed for France in the belief 
that the revolution was still rife. Both 
had said that such knowledge could not 
deter them; that their mission was a 
matter of principle which must come be­
fore thoughts of life itself.

No, they would go on, whatever I 
might tell them. And I—I would go, 
too. Where Elise Perier led I would 
follow, were it to the foot of the guillo­
tine itself.

Nor should I prove myself less cour­
ageous than she. Since my one hope of 
winning her lay in my establishing claim 
to the De Chevreuse title and estates, I 
would take that chance, even if death 
should cog the dice against me.

“ Shadrach,” I said, after a short si­
lence, “ I must go on. I’m going to play 
the game down to the very last card. But 
when we reach Calais you can get pass­
age back. You can— ”

“ Son,” interrupted Bemis, “ if I go 
on I run into a rev’lootion. If I*go  back 
I run into a d’vorce. I’ve lived through 
one rev’lootion an’ maybe I can live 
through another. But a d’vorce is some­
thing I ain’t up to tacklin’. I’m goin’ 
on with you ! ”

CHAPTER IV.
THE TERROR.

We had been in Paris nearly a fort­
night. I had taken rooms for Shadrach 
and myself on an upper floor of a quiet 
little hotel in the Rue St. Honore. On 
my advice, M. de Perier had engaged a 
suite in the same hostelry for Elise and 
himself.

I had gone at once to the office of the 
Chevreuse advocate, only to find he was 
absent in Touraine. As he was expected 
back within a few weeks and as his 
present whereabouts were somewhat in 
doubt, I had resolved to await him in 
Paris rather than waste time on a wild 
goose chase through southern France.



I was in almost a daze during my first 
week in the French capital. The gay, 
sordid, magnificent, misery - checkered 
Paris of my boyhood days was gone. The 
formal courtesy, the contrasting splendor 
and raggedness of dress, the Old-World 
charm—all were fled.

In their place, surging streets; a mob 
no longer servile, but supreme; strange 
placards everywhere; on nearly all faces 
a look of ferocity or' of panic fear. No 
man was “ Monsieur.'’ To use that term 
was to incur suspicion of aristocratic 
leanings. Every one was “ Citizen,” 
from duke to pickpocket.

And this was Paris! To me it seemed 
like some stately marquise masquerading 
as an insane, drunken rag-picker. The 
king was dead. The “ Terror ” was king.

To Shadrach the whole affair was 
charmingly entertaining. He would wan­
der for hours, alone, through the maze 
of the dangerous underworld; always 
returning safe and elated. Thanks to 
his woodsman’s instinct, he already knew 
his way about Paris almost as well as I.

The volatile mob, too, had learned to 
know him. His lank, gigantic, buck­
skinned, coon-capped figure, his rifle, 
hunting knife, and rough, fearless bear­
ing all delighted them. He was hailed 
admiringly wherever he went as “ Le 
Grand Sauvage.” He was looked on as 
the typical American—the race France in 
those days loved and was loved by.

To-day Bemis and I were standing on 
the hotel balcony, outside the grand salon, 
some twenty feet above the street. From 
wall to wall the thoroughfare was 
choked with the rabble. A spectacle was 
on view. For, along the center of the 
roadway rattled the tumbrels, laden with 
victims on their way to the near-by 
“Place de la Guillotine” (later mock­
ingly renamed “ Place de la Concorde”).

A file of soldiers, in blue coats, white 
trousers, and tri-color cockade hats, 
would force a way through the mob for 
the rumbling, creaky carts with their 
loads of the condemned. And as each 
fresh party of victims rolled past, the 
crowd would break forth anew into that 
terrible hymn of theirs. Truly, I exag­
gerated little when I compared them to 
wild beasts at -feeding time!

“ You were wrong in one thing, son.” 
Shadrach remarked. “ Yw. said we was 

puttin’ our heads in the lion’s mouth by 
cornin’ here. Now, I’ll grant you these 
folks seem some peevish toward their 
own feller countrymen. But they act 
reel cordial to me when I go out. I guess 
you got scared for nothin’! ”

“ I hope so,” I answered. “ They’re 
no more dangerous to us than a tiger to 
a fawn he has not yet discovered. But I 
wish I could persuade M. de Perier to 
get away.”

“ You wouldn’t have any int’rest, I 
s’pose,” observed Bemis, “ in his darter’s 
bein’ safer. Only the old man you think 
of, hey?”

He dug his elbow into my ribs and 
chuckled in a peculiarly irritating way.

“ There, there! ” he laughed, noting 
my annoyance. “ Don’t you care, I ain’t 
blind an’ I can see as fur through a 
stun wall as the best of ’em. She’s a fine, 
sweet-spoken gal. Have you popped 
yet? ”

“ What? ”
“ Have you asked her to be NLrs. Jack 

Braith? If you ain't you’ve been wastin’ 
a whole lot of time.”

“ I’ll trouble you to leave my private 
matters alone,” I said stiffly. “ It is not 
good form to speak of a woman in 
that—”

“ Never mind all that,” he broke in, 
“ an’ don't take offense where none’s 
meant. Nobody asked you to jine forces 
with me if you didn’t like my ‘ form.’ 
Our ‘ form ’ ain’t alike. That’s a fact. 
You wear tight pants and brass button 
coat and two weskits an’ a fob and a 
sword an’ a glass'an’ a neckcloth that’d 
choke most folks. An’ you comb that 
long, yaller hair of your’n. You’re what 
they call a macaroni or a fop, I guess.

“ I dress as nater’ meant folks should. 
But I was a good enough man to save 
you from bein’ rode down an’ sabered 
at Cowpens, an’ I reckon I’m good 
enough to talk to you like I want to 
now.”

I laughed. One couldn’t stay angry at 
Shadrach.

“ That’s all right.” he said, his sulks 
gone. “ An’ now, tell me why you don’t 
marry her.”

“ For one thing,” I replied, “ because 
I’m not in her station. For another. I’m 
not rich. For a third, there’s no reason 
to think she would accept me. Those are 



the only obstacles I can think of just 
now.”

“ This business of station and cash 
is beyond me,” answered Shadrach, “ but 
I haven’t spent my life studying trails 
and the sign language without recognizin’ 
a gal in love when I see one. An’ if 
Miss Elise ain’t pretty near ready to 
drop into the basket when you shake the 
tree, then I—”

A rustle of skirts from the room be­
hind checked him, and Elise de Perier 
stepped out on the balcony. She looked 
very fresh and lovely in her white muslin 
dress.

I set a chair for her at the rear of the 
little space where, sheltered by the iron 
trellis, she could look out, unseen from 
the street below.

“ I am waiting for my father,” said 
she. “ He has ordered a cab, and sent 
me down here to let him know when it 
arrives. But no carriage could make its 
way through such a crowd to the door of 
the hotel.”

“ The crowd will thin out soon,” 1 told 
her. “ The last of tire carts will be 
passing in a minute or two. Then the 
street will be passable again. In the 
meantime, Shadrach and I—”

I checked myself and glanced about. 
Bemis had vanished. I now recalled 
that he had done the same thing several 
times lately when he, Elise, and I had 
been left together alone. I understood, 
at last, his kindly motive.

“ I don’t know,” said Elise, “ why I 
look at sights like that in the street down 
there. Heaven knows, it is not from 
morbid curiosity. I feel as if each of 
those poor, bound creatures in the 
tumbrels might be a personal friend, of 
my own. It’s horrible! Horrible! “

She shuddered as she spoke. A louder 
shout than usual from the crowd made 
her glance involuntarily downward.

My gaze was riveted to her face. I 
saw it suddenly blanch and the big eyes 
distend in some quick emotion—whether 
of dread or of mere astonishment I could 
not determine. For, almost at once, 
she regained control of her features.

I shifted my glance at once to the 
crowd, to find what face or other sight 
could have thus shocked her. But in 
that sea of red caps, waving arms, and 
flushed, distorted countenances. I could 

single out none that seemed especially 
different from the rest.

“ Something startled you! ” I hazard­
ed. “What was it?”

“It was—” She paused, laughed in 
a forced, mirthless fashion, and added: 
“ Nothing! ”

“ Won’t you tell me?” I begged.
“It’s absurd,” she said shyly; “but 

all at once I felt some one was looking 
at me intently. I glanced up. There 
was only one little patch of space— 
where that iron ornament has been 
broken off the balcony rail—from which 
I could be seen from the street. So I 
looked through it.”

“ Well? ”
“ It commanded a view of at least a 

dozen men and women on the opposite 
walk. One of them was just turning 
away as I saw him. So his face was in­
visible to me. But—”

“ But what I” I asked, as she stopped 
again.

- “ My nerves must be a little shaken by 
all the tumult and tragedy about us, I 
think,” she said, hesitating. “ Perhaps 
that was why—just for an instant—his 
pose and figure brought back all in a 
flash a vision of that masked man of the 
privateer ship. It’s silly,, of course. 
And it couldn’t be the same man. And 
he no doubt looked at me just from idle 
curiosity.”

She spoke fast, excusing her weakness 
as might a child. It went to my heart 
to see her so distressed. I rose and leaned 
far over the balcony, scanning the street.

“ He’s gone! ” she hastened to say.
“ He moved away at once.”

“ You shall not be annoyed by him or 
by any one else!” I declared. “It is 
unsafe for you to go abroad in a hired 
cab with no other escort than M. de 
Perier. When you go out to-day, won’t 
you let Shadrach or myself come along? 
We will not intrude, nor—”

“ You are very good,” she replied, now 
quite mistress of herself again, “ but we 
are in no danger. What object could 
any one have in harming us? I am 
ashamed that my nerves were so shaken 
just now-.-I’m not really a coward—hon­
estly, I’m not.”

I remembered her shot at the masked 
man, her serene calm in this citv of hor­
rors, and I answered:



“ You are the bravest girl I ever knew. 
Just the same, I should feel easier if you 
would let me keep near you whenever you 
stir from the house. Is it too much to 
ask if your mission in Paris will be ac­
complished soon?”

“ I can’t tell,” she answered. “ We 
have made no progress thus far. But to­
day we hope—”

Now I had understood why she had 
vetoed my suggestion to accompany her. 
And a vague curiosity as to their mis­
sion’s nature assailed me.

Whatever it might be, she and her 
father were risking life for it. And I, 
who loved her, was not allowed even to 
share her peril.

We had turned away from the street 
and were looking at each other now.

“And your own errand here?” she 
queried.

“No progress, nor strong chance of 
it,” I told her gloomily enough, adding: 
“ It means everything to me.”

“ I am sorry,” she said softly.
“ It means love, happiness—a future 

of sunlight,” I went on. “ Without it 
my life is not worth the living.”

I saw she remembered our talk on 
shipboard, for again her cheek was dyed 
a deeper red.

“ Now that-you know all it means to 
me, mademoiselle,” I continued, “ do you 
wish me good fortune in it? ”

I hung breathless on, the answer that 
would tell me whether or not she re­
turned my love. She, too, knew what 
her answer must mean. But her eyes 
met mine bravely. Then, drowning her 
first word, came the deafening roar of 
the crowd’s awful song again.

The last cart was passing. The throng, 
falling in behind, followed it, singing, to 
the place of execution. Their din 
echoed and reechoed between the 
narrow walls, obliterating the girl’s 
soft-breathed answer.

I drew closer and repeated my ques­
tion. My heart hammered wildly, and 
my throat felt curiously tight.

I was a novice at this game of love. 
I am told some can play it as coolly as 
tennis. I was not one of these.

But my question was scarce half­
voiced when an attendant appeared in 
the doorway of the balcony.

“ Citizeness,” he reported, in the queer 

phraseology of the day, “ your father, 
Citizen Perier, bids me say he is waiting 
for you in the fiacre, on the street in front 
of the hotel.”

With a little exclamation, Elise was 
on her feet.

“ How thoughtless of me! ” she cried. 
“ I hope I have not kept him waiting 
long. I certainly understood that it was 
here on the balcony he was to meet me.”

With a hasty au revoir, she snatched 
up her traveling-cloak and was gone. I, 
looking down into the street once more, 
saw a cab drawn up before the hotel. I 
had not noted its approach. On the box 
sat a frowzy, unshaven driver. A com- 
missionnaire held the door of the vehicle 
partly open, awaiting its second passen­
ger’s arrival.

A moment later Elise darted out of 
the hotel, crossed the narrow pavement, 
and hastily approached the cab. The 
commissionnaire,with a scant curtsy—for 
which, in the olden days, he would have 
been flogged—caught her elbow as she 
drew near, half - lifted, half - supported 
her into the dark depths of the hack, 
and slammed its door behind her with 
decided haste.

The driver, before the door was fairly 
shut, set off at a rickety gallop. I had 
scarce time to note what even then struck 
me as an an odd fact: that the fiacre’s 
curtains were drawn down.

Still, on second thought, I did not 
marvel at this. It was not a period when 
pretty girls of rank, accompanied by 
weak old men, drove in public behind 
raised curtains.

Even as I turned away, the cab was 
out of sight. So was the commissionnaire. 
I started to reenter the salon. At the very 
doorway I collided with a man. It was 
M. de Perier..

“ Pardon, m’sieiir,” he said, stepping 
back, “ I came in search of my daugh­
ter. She was to meet me out there on 
the balcony. I have been over-long, for 
the latch of my room door became some­
how broken, and I could not get out. So 
—what is the matter?” he broke off, 
noting my stare of horror.

“ Elise—Mlle, de Perier! ” I croaked, 
hoarse with dread. “ She -— she has 
gone! ”

“(Jone?” he echoed querulously. 
“Where?”



“ Heaven knows ! ” groaned I. “ She 
is kidnaped—stolen ! She was taken awav 
in a fiacre! ’’

CHAPTER V.
ON THE PARIS TRAIL.

“ GoneI”
M. de Perier repeated the word once 

more, dully. His old face seemed to 
shrivel, his lean body to hover on col­
lapse.

Pityingly, yet with excitement I could 
not wholly suppress, I laid a hand on his 
shoulder, and spoke very calmly and sim­
ply as to a stupid child.

“ M. de Perier,” said I, “ Mlle. Elise 
was told just now that you awaited her 
in the fiacre. I saw her run out to the 
vehicle. A commissionnaire helped her 
roughly into it and the driver galloped 
off. He was out of sight inside of a 
minute. Perhaps you can explain this?”

But he only shook his head feebly. All 
at once his legs gave way and he slid 
half senseless into a chair.

And there I left him. Clearly, no clue, 
no help of any sort could be wrung from 
the senile wreck of a man. The first 
great shock had crushed him. If Elise 
were to be found it must be I, not her 
father, who should undertake the well- 
nigh hopeless task.

By this time I was out of the hotel, 
hatless, and running full speed in the 
direction whence Elise’s cab had van­
ished. My mind was in sickening tur­
moil. I could not make head nor tail 
of the business.

In the very last year of the enlight­
ened eighteenth century, it was well-nigh 
incredible that a girl should be thus 
kidnaped in broad daylight. Yet I could 
make nothing else of it.

Elise had certainly been told her father 
was in the cab. As she approached the 
rickety old vehicle, some one (whom in 
the gloorii of its interior she must have 
mistaken for M. de Perier) had been 
awaiting her there. Otherwise, on learn­
ing she had been tricked, she would have 
sprung out again and raised some alarm.

And at what this thought called up I 
ground my teeth in helpless fury as I 
ran. I could picture the rough hand that 
had checked her cry of surprise, the rude 

arm that had prevented her from leaping 
out to safety. And again I recalled those 
Ominously closed curtains.

The plot had been well and simply 
devised and cleverly carried out. The 
cabman on the box. the commissionaire 
who had hustled her into the carriage— 
yes, even, no doubt, the hotel attendant 
who brought her the false message—all 
were in the scheme. And how many more, 
I did not know.

I marveled at this. For. in those days, 
the guillotine stood unpleasanty ready 
for malefactors as well as for political 
victims.

Who could have framed the plot—and 
why? What object could any one—

I thought suddenly of the masked man 
on the privateer and of Elise’s fancy that 
she had seen him again that day in the 
crowd. But this conjecture only plunged 
me the deeper into confused uncertainty. 
Meantime, at every second, the dainty, 
sheltered maiden I loved was being borne 
farther and farther away from me—and 
whither and to what?

Meantime I had been rushing along the 
half-deserted Rue St. Honora, following 
the line taken by the cab. Now I came 
to the corner where it had turned into 
the wider boulevard. There my clue 
failed. The cab had turned to the right. 
But into which of the several branching 
streets?

The proverbial needle in- the haystack 
was as a lodestar compared with my pres­
ent quest. Yet I did not pause. I dashed 
at full speed around the corner to the 
right, whither tile fiacre had gone as it 
left the Rue St. Honore.

So fast and so blindly was I running 
that I collided violently with three men 
who >vere coming up the boulevard from 
the opposite direction. Before I could 
check myself I had struck full against 
the man nearest the curb and had sent 
him flying into the muddy gutter.

He was a large, stout fellow, clad 
gaily in the uniform of a colonel of the 
National Guard. Rain had fallen that 
day and the streets of Paris were one 
vast, sticky puddle. Into this same pud­
dle rolled the gaudily clad colonel, col­
lecting more clinging mud than -could 
any professional scavenger in double the 
time.

But with a nimbleness remarkable in 



so huge a man, he was on his feet and, 
with an oath, had whipped out his sword 
before I could stammer forth an apology 
and hasten on in my fruitless quest.

With a howl of rage the bespattered 
colonel rushed at me. I had barely scope 
to flash my own weapon from the scab­
bard and guard his first fiery thrust when 
he was upon me.

There was no time to argue, to ex­
plain. The officer was mad with chagrin 
and bent on wreaking vengeance upon 
the cause of his misfortune. Indeed, I 
had need of all my skill as a fencer to 
save myself from his lightning attack.

But we had scarce engaged again after 
his initial lunge when one of the two 
others hurled himself between us, beat­
ing down our swords with his walking 
stick.

“ Sacre bleu, CarreI ” cried the peace­
maker, half angry, half laughing. “ Look 
who it is you are trying to kill! ”

“What do I care?” roared the colo­
nel, scarlet with fury, as he struggled 
to pass the other to get at me. “ He 
ruined .my uniform. He—”

“ But look who it is! ” insisted the 
first speaker.

The colonel blinked at me out of his 
red, near-sighted eyes. Then, his anger 
changing to sullen resignation, he saluted 
and sheathed his sword.

Utterly at a loss to understand this 
swift change of affairs, I mutely followed 
his example.

“ You were likely to fall into trouble, 
my good Carre,” went on the peace­
maker. Next time be more careful how 
you draw sword in the public streets. 
There is a wider, sharper blade than yours 
over yonder,” jerking his thumb toward 
the Place de la Guillotine, “ and it has 
a way of punishing those who attack the 
republic’s officials. Besides, he apolo­
gized. I heard him.”

“ It is of no moment whether he apolo­
gized or not,” observed the third of the 
trio, speaking for the first time and in a 
high-pitched, dry, precise voice, “ you are 
at fault, Citizen Carre, for allowing your 
temper to blind you. As is he for- run­
ning the streets in this drunken state. 
As a lover of all that is highest in man 
I feel shame for you both.”

I had thought the prim words and fal­
setto utterance would have raised a 

Ijugh. But, instead, both the others lis­
tened with marked respect.

Wondering, I glanced at the speaker 
sidewise through the tangle of hair that 
had fallen over my eyes during the wild 
run.

I saw a man, perhaps thirty-five years 
old, thin, of a greenish, jaundiced, parch­
ment-like complexion, and with the big 
luminous eyes of a mystic. He was 
dressed in the very extreme of fashion 
and wore hi>» hair in a powdered queue. 
But for the strong, harsh face I should 
have taken him for a Paris dandy of the 
most ridiculous type.

“ I—I ask pardon, Citizen Robes­
pierre,” faltered the colonel, fidgeting 
like a guilty schoolboy.

Muttering something apologetic under 
my breath I bowed low and hurried on, 
leaving the trio so hastily that they had 
no chance to call me back.

What did it all mean? That they mis­
took me in the early twilight for some 
acquaintance of their own I had gath­
ered from the talk. My face, flushed 
from running and half covered by my 
long fair hair, that had become disar­
ranged in my flight, had probably re­
sembled that of some official of the 
republic.

And to this same tumbled aspect I 
doubtless owed the rebuke for drunken­
ness wherewith Robespierre had favored 
me.

It had given me more than a slight 
thrill, through all my worry and mad 
haste, to come thus face to face with 
the great Maximilien Robespierre. He 
was the most talked-of man in France 
even then, and was ahead}’ mounting 
fast to the zenith of his brief, meteoric 
career.

It was but recently he had been elect­
ed to the famous—or infamous—com­
mittee of public safety, that dread body 
■which swayed the nation and turned 
loose the Terror, like some fearful 
beast, on its enemies.

Dapper, eccentric, half mystic, half 
demagogue, wholly incorruptible in an 
age of corruption and boundlessly pop­
ular with the mob, Robespierre had just 
begun to stamp his name in crimson let­
ters on history’s face. Glad enough I 
was that I had met him as a supposed 
friend, not as victim-foe.



My delay had robbed me of the last 
frail chance of tracking Elise. Though 
I ran from street to street for an hour, 
like some coursing dog — seeking, in­
quiring, bribing — even consulting the 
police bureau, I could find no sign of 
her nor of the cab that had carried her 
off.

Footsore, ill with the horror and de­
spair of it all, I retraced my steps at 
last toward our hotel. I fell to cursing 
myself for my idiotic, aimless hurry. 
Had I waited to summon Shadrach 
Bemis before setting off on that wild- 
goose chase, his half-miraculous instinct 
for picking up a trail might perhaps 
have availed something.

■ I dimly remembered seeing him loll­
ing on a sofa in the salon as M. de 
Perier had accosted me. But now I 
sought him in vain. From top to bot­
tom I searched the hotel, inquiring of 
servant after servant. Yet with no suc­
cess.

M. de Perier, so I learned, had re­
covered from his swoon and had hurried 
to the prefect of police, to set the law 
in motion in his daughter’s behalf—a 
thing I myself had done during my use­
less hunt an hour earlier.

But of Bemis nothing had been seen. 
And my worry changed to petty anger 
against the gaunt old trapper. As the 
moments went by, my wrath grew the 
hotter and more unreasoning.

There is nothing so trying as forced 
inaction in time of heart-stress. And 
Bemis, as well as any other, served as 
scapegoat for my temper.

As I tramped up and down the hotel 
foyer, the trapper strolled unconcerned­
ly in through the great doorway, mop­
ping the perspiration from his bald 
forehead and grinning benignly on every­
one.

I ran up to him.
“ Mlle, de Perier has been kidnaped I ” 

I exclaimed.
“ Do tell! ” he replied calmly. “ Got 

any terbacker? I lost my pouch an’—”
“ You idiot! ” I blazed out, gripping 

his arm. “ Mlle, de Perier is gone. 
She—”

“So you. said, 'son,” he returned; 
“ an’ you needn’t holler it at me, nor yet 
pinch my arm off like you was a measly 
grizzly. I’ve been out—”

“ Out gaping at the executions and 
enjoying the crowd’s delight at your 
clownish self, I suppose,” I snarled. 
“ While I needed your help to—”

“ Son,” he said sadly, “ you act more 
an’ more peevish the older you get. 
Honest, it almost riles me to hear you 
talk so paltry. Be ca’m, can’t you? I—”

I turned away in furious despair. 
Everywhere I was balked. Not a soul 
could I rely on for help.

And out there, somewhere in the Aar’’ 
murderous night, my beautiful love teas 
held captive ! Oh, the anguish of it 
all:

I had little hope from the police pre­
fect. If, as I surmised, those who had 
taken Elise away were powerful in the 
government, the suborned police would 
give scant aid toward her recovery.

And I, who would have died for her, 
was powerless. Worse than powerless. 
A weak old man and an ignorant, vain­
glorious backwoodsman were my only 
allies.

Nevertheless, I had the grace to feel 
shame for my boyish outburst. I dug 
my nails into the flesh of my palms and 
fought for self-mastery. I gained con­
trol of myself by a mighty effort and 
walked out to the street to recommence 
my hopeless search.

But Bemis caught up with me on the 
threshold.

“ Now, if you’re more like a grown 
man again an’ less like a frettin’ brat,” 
said he gently, “ I’ll go on with what 
I was tellin’ you. I’ve been out. On 
the trail. The Paris trail. Lookin’ for 
this Miss Elise of your’n.”

“Looking for her?” I shouted, wild 
again. “ Did you find any trace of—”

“ Why, son,” he answered, hurt in his 
self-esteem, “what a fool question! 
Any trace, eh? Why, I found her!'’

CHAPTER VI.
A NEW MYSTERY.

For a moment I could scarcely be­
lieve I had heard aright. I stood 
staring doubtingly into Shadrach's lean, 
stolid face. Bemis went on as quietly 
as though describing a deer-chase:

“ When I heard what you said to the 
old man, I knowed there wasn’t any use 



wastin’ time in slappin’ my forehead an’ 
askin’, ‘Can secli things be?' So I 
lights out.”

“ Well ? ” I demanded eagerly, as he 
ceased to speak.

“ Why, then,” he resumed, “ I found 
her.”

“But how, man? And where? And 
where is she now? Is she safe? Is—”

“ Son, I’ve only got one mouth,” re­
monstrated Shadrach, “ an’ it’s built so

. answer only one question at a time. 
Wnere’ll I begin in that long string 
of—”

“ Is she safe? ”
“ Sure. If she wasn’t I wouldn’t be 

here.”
“You brought her back with you?”
“ No. Couldn’t.”
“ But where is she, then?”
“ I dunno.”
“ But,” 1 cried, at a loss, my heart 

again sinking, “ you said—”
“ I said I’d found her, and she seems 

all right fer the time. That’s the best 
I could do. So I came back to you for 
further orders.”

“ But if you don’t know where she 
is—”

“ 1 don’t know the name of the place, 
but—•”

“On what street? Is it in Paris? 
Where—”

“ I dunno. But I can lead you there 
easy enough. Come on, if you’re in 
such a thunderin’ hurry.”

He set forth at a swift pace, I at his 
heels. Passing through the Rue St. 
Honore, he turned to the right at the 
point where I had collided with the Na­
tional Guard colonel. He followed the 
boulevard for a hundred yards, made 
a detour, doubled, crossed the lower end 
of the Place de la Guillotine, and so 
came at last to the Pont Neuf, which he 
proceeded to cross.

“ You took a roundabout way to the 
bridge,” I commented, coming alongside 
him as we crossed above the river.

“ So did her cab,” he answered; “ I 
follered it.”

Reaching,, the Boulevard St. Germain, 
he crossed it obliquely, and we entered 
the network of mean streets known as 
the Latin Quarter.

“ Tell me how you found her? ” I 
asked as we strode along.

“ She went in a cab, I gathered from 
what she told you when she came out 
on that balcony. An’ she was waitin’ 
for her father. When the old man 
showed up after she’d gone, an’ I got 
a look at your face, I saw what was 
wrong. So I follered.”

“But how? In a city like Paris—”
“In a city like Paris,” he mimicked, 

“ it’s ten times as easy as in the Ever­
glades. The carts had just passed 
through. While they was goin’, there- 
was no chance for a cab. The cab came 
just after they went. So it was the first 
cab in the street after the carts. An’ it • 
stopped at the hotel door. An’ the 
streets was all mud from the rain. Why, 
son, a Cherokee baby could ’a’ follered 
that trail.”

“ But after it turned into the crowded 
boulevard—”

“ By that time I’d studied the wheel­
marks enough to know its tracks in a 
thousand. Loose left-hand hind-tire. 
Made a blur mark as it shook, in goin’ 
fast. Cracked right - hand hind - tire. 
Crack as plain in the mud as a piece of 
printin’. I could ’a’ follered it in th’ 
dark. It was too easy to brag about.”

And, to his woodsman instinct, it 
must indeed have been so. The deep 
mud, of course, had helped; but, none 
the less, I still look on Shadrach’s trail­
ing feat as remarkable.

“ Follered it more’n three miles,” he 
continued. “ Streets got wider. Fewer 
houses. I came out on a big house in 
grounds. Just in time to see the cab 
rattle off from the gate, a hundred yards 
ahead.”

“ Was she still in it? ”
“No one aboard but the driver?” 
“You could see inside?”
“ No. But the springs was up 

straight. If there’d been even a hundred 
pounds’ .weight in the wagon, them rick­
ety old springs would ’a’ been bent.”

“ What sort of looking house—”
“ Had a cross an’ a statoo over the 

gate. Convent. I’ve seen lots of ’em 
here. That’s how I knowed she was 
safe. So I came back for you.”

A convent! Why should kidnapers 
take her to such a place? The whole 
thing grew more and more puzzling. 
And I plodded along by Shadrach’s side, 
musing hopelessly over the tangle.



At last we came out into the suburbs, 
and there loomed up before us the black 
bulk of a building, standing back in its 
own grounds, which were enshrouded in 
thick shrubbery.

“ Thar it is,” announced Bemis in 
gentle triumph.

And now I saw where we were. For 
I recognized the old Convent of Our 
Lady of Montmartre. I knew its his­
tory. I had also heard of the use to 
which the republic had put it since the 
fall of the monarchy.

It was now not only the abode of 
pious nuns, but a sort of semiprison for 
women of rank or importance suspected 
of political misdeeds. Not for flagrant 
cases calling for the guillotine, but a 
place of detention—subject to the will 
of the revolution’s chiefs—for witnesses, 
suspects of the milder kind, and others 
deemed best incarcerated for minor 
causes.

Here it was that Elise de Perier was 
lodged. But by whom and for what 
cause? She might as well have been in 
the Conciergerie or La Force, thought I, 
for all the chance I had of rescuing her. 
Yet I had not come thus far only to 
turn back without at least an attempt to 
set her free.

So, without actual plan, I hurried on 
to the gate, Bemis beside me, and tugged 
at the great bell-handle. A jangling 
peal woke the stillness of the court­
yard. A moment later a lay sister, ac­
companied by a little boy, shuffled across 
the inner yard and thrust open the wicket 
loop-hole.

“ I wish to see the abbess at once! ” 
I said with what authority I could 
muster.

It was the day of much sudden author­
ity, and disobedience to such was not al­
ways prudent. Yet the lay sister de­
murred while, deliberating the matter 
over in her mind.

“ What is your business with the 
Mother Abbess?” she quavered doubt- 
ingly, after a slighj pause.

“ It is for her ear alone' ” I replied 
haughtily. “ And it brooks no delay. 
Admit me at once.”

By the light of the gate - lamp the 
woman eyed me closely. But my dress, 
which by this time was once more in

(To be ( 

order, seemed to assure her I was a per­
son of consequence. She seemed, in fact, 
almost to recognize me. So, after an­
other mumbling pause, she unbarred the 
portal and let me in.

“ Wait here for me,” I whispered to 
Bemis. “ If I’m not out in a half-hour, 
go back to M. de Perier and report. 
The maitre d’hotel will interpret for 
you.”

“If you ain’txback in that time, I’ll 
come in an’ find out what ails you,” he 
retorted grimly.

I followed the woman and boy across 
the wide yard, up the steps, and into a 
dim-lit reception-room off the main hall. 
There the lay sister left me to my own 
sad reflections.

From somewhere in the distant re­
cesses of the building came the muffled 
chanting of nuns in chapel. Then this 
died away, and I was alone in a silence 
as deep and cold as that of the cheerless 
tomb.

What I intended to do, I did not 
know. Force was out of the question. 
I had hazy ideas of an appeal to the 
abbess’s heart, and, if that should fail, 
by adroit questioning I could learn some­
thing which might lead to a clue con­
cerning the mystery.

None could have realized better than 
I how unlikely was success. Yet, it was 
my one chance. And to feel that I was 
even in the same house with Elise filled 
me with a certain illogical, if not ani­
mating, elation.

Presently light steps echoed down the 
corridor. I rose to my feet and stood, 
waiting.

Through the gloom a woman came to­
ward me. .She was tall and stately, pale 
of face, and of a calm dignity. This 
much I could discern through the dim 
light. But the one small lamp that hung 
in the reception-room was high above 
our heads, and left our faces in shadow.

The abbess entered and paused. I 
bowed in silence, uncertain how best to 
open the interview. But it was she who 
spoke first.

And, of all the words on earth, those 
she uttered were the last I should have 
expected to hear. Commonplace as they 
were, they left me both dumfounded and 
amazed.



GLASS—CUT AND BROKEN.
By ROBERT CARLTON BROWN.

A department-store experience which was first 

pitiable, then astonishing, and finally unpleasant.

MY wife was too busy to get the 
present. So she delegated me to 

the task. It was to be a piece of cut 
glass of a certain pattern for her mother’s 
birthday.

Her instructions were exact. She 
handed me a little olive dish and ex­
plained :

“ Get a water-bottle of that pattern. 
All of mother’s cut glass is of the same 
design, and remember the evils of substi­
tution. Nothing will do but an exact 
match for this.”

So I slipped the dish into my pocket 
and started out.

I went to a big department store near 
the office. There I found the cut-glass 
department, slipped the dish from my 
pocket, handed it to the saleswoman, and 
asked:

“ Can you match that design in a water­
bottle? ”

She looked dubious.
“ Just a moment,” was her reply, “ I’ll 

ask the head saleswoman if we have it. 
I think this pattern is old and isn’t on 
the market any more.”

I stood waiting, and to pass the time 
inspected a large table of handsome cut­
ware along the center of the aisle.

My attention was suddenly diverted by 
the advent of a curious couple. Evi­
dently they were foreigners.

The man had a nervous, erratic way 
of jumping about. He seemed to Ite in a 
hurry. His companion was quite an un­
usual looking woman, French, I was sure.

They bustled up to the table and the 
woman stood near me, looking at the 
glass, while the man asked a clerk for 
the linen department. Receiving his di­
rection he took the woman by the arm 
and started off at an energetic pace.

Just at that moment there was a crash. 
In turning from the table the lady" had 
knocked off a piece of cut glass. It lay 
on the floor in a hundred fragments.

The man looked back quickly. A floor­
walker cried to him. The Frenchman 
turned with a frightened glance, and, 
jerking his companion by the arm, 
started on. It was clearly evident to me 
that he saw what had happened and 
knew that his wife was responsible.

The floor-walker rushed up to him and 
touched him on the shoulder. The man 
started to argue. They returned to the 
table from which the glass had been 
knocked. I still stood there, watching.

“ Ze gentleman zere. He did it! ” 
cried the Frenchman, suddenly, turning 
on me, and pointing an accusing finger.

I flushed. The man’s nerve appalled 
me. To think that he would try by such 
underhanded means to shift the blame.

I took a firm stand and told the floor­
walker that I had seen the woman knock it 
down. She did not deny it, but the man 
was firm in his assertion that I was to 
blame.

The floor-walker stood in doubt.
“ Well,” he decided, “ this thing has 

got to be paid fSk, and one of you two 
is responsible. I’ll hold you both for it 
if neither of you will own up.”

I was indignant and burst forth in my 
statement of what I had seen, declaring 
that I would pay nothing.

Just then the clerk who had gone to 
find out about my piece of glass came up.

“ I saw the lady knock it down,” she 
volunteered.

The woman blushed, and did not deny 
it.

Suddenly the Frenchman turned to­
ward her with an angry gesture.

“ Well, if you broke it, you pay for 
it,” he cried.

Clearly he was her husband. The 
woman winced, wavered for a moment, 
and then opened her pocketbook. She 
pulled out two twenty-dollar bills, care­
fully pinned together.
" “ Ze money was to go on ze piano, you



know, Robespierre,” she said, with a sad 
touch in her voice.

“ It was your own fault; you pay,” 
he snapped.

I felt sorry for the woman. Her hus­
band was such an inhuman sort of devil. 
I never saw a 11 tighter ” man in my life.

“What was this piece worth?” the 
floor-walker asked a clerk.

“ Six dollars.”
With that the man in authority took 

one of the twenty-dollar bills, wrote out 
a slip, pulled out his wallet and counted 
fourteen dollars into the woman’s hand.

“ It is outrage! ” fumed the little 
Frenchman, as he saw the six dollars 
pinned to the ticket. “ Ze barbarous 
American practise. I was going to buy 
ze linen here. I go elsewhere.”

With that he gave a toss to his head, 
jerked the woman by the arm, and they 
started off in that same excitable way I 
had noted from the first.

“Sorry, sir,” said the clerk, “ I find 
that we can’t match this in a water­
bottle. In fact, this particular design 
has not been in stock for two years.”

I took back my olive dish, thanked the 
woman for her trouble, and returned to 
my office.

I telephoned my wife the result. She 
was insistent.

“ You must get it,” were her words. 
“ I’ve had my heart set on giving her 
that, and nothing else will do.”

So I started out for another depart­
ment store.

As I approached the cut-glass counter 
I saw three or four clerks and a floor­
walker gathered around, talking to­
gether.
■ “ And he made her pay for it. The 
tight-wad! ” cried one of the clerks, as 
I came up.

“ He didn’t seem very polite for a 
Frenchman,” remarked another.

I pricked up my ears.
“ Look! They just got into the eleva­

tor,” exclaimed the floor-walker. “ He’s 
still jawing her.”

I cast a quick glance toward the eleva­
tor, and. to my boundless surprise, I saw 
the French couple just disappearing. 
Could it be that the woman had broken 
another piece in this second store?

“What is it all about?” I asked one 
of the clerks, as the little group broke up.

“ Why,” she explained, with a smile, 
“ a foreign couple just came through 
here. The man asked me for the linen de­
partment and just as he was going on, 
as I had directed him, the woman with 
him—his wife, I suppose—knocked down 
a piece of cut glass from the edge of 
the table. He became very angry when 
the floor-walker insisted on payment, and 
at last he gave in. But the brute made 
his wife pay for it.

“ She handed over the last bill in her 
pocketbook, saying that now she could 
never get the piano, and almost crying. 
She accused him of having taken the 
change from her other bill, and he re­
torted something about her awkwardness 
in breaking another piece of glass this 
morning.”

“What was the piece worth?” I 
asked.

. “ Only about four dollars and when 
she gave the floor-walker the only bill 
she had, he handed back sixteen dollars 
change, and that Frenchman grabbed 
it away from his wife, crying: ‘ You go 
without ze piano for your carelessness.’ 
The woman wept, and they hurried off. 
He was still lecturing her when they got 
into the elevator.”

I felt very sorry for that poor French­
woman. She was so beautiful and good, 
and that husband of hers was such a 
fiend. I could not get the thing off my 
mind.

Then I forgot my pity for the unfor­
tunate woman as I recalled my own 
plight and the search for the water­
bottle of particular design.

Handing out my olive dish, I said:
“ Can you match this in a water-bottle?

I want the same design.”
After examining the thing for a few 

moments the clerk looked up.
“ No,” she said. “ We haven’t had 

that in stock for some time. But I think 
there is just a chance you can get this 
pattern across the street, at Smith’s. I 
know they handled it six months ago, 
but this line is being closed out every­
where.”

I thanked her and quickly crossed over 
to Smith’s.

As I drew up with several people at 
the cut-glass department, to my7 surprise 
I saw the French couple questioning a 
clerk.



“Where is ze linen department?” I 
just caught the man’s now familiar 
question.

He was directed there and, taking his 
wife by the arm, they started off. Just 
as she left the table against which she 
had been leaning I was startled by a 
resounding crash and looked over just in 
time to see that the lady had knocked a 
cut-glass water-bottle from the edge of 
the table. It lay on the floor in hopeless 
pieces.

It seemed incredible. This was the 
third time I had seen this careless lady 
knock off a choice bit of glassware.

The pair glanced back for a second 
and then hurried on, trying to lose them­
selves in the crowd. But a clerk stopped 
them and held them until a floor-walker 
came up.

Several people gathered to see the ex­
citement, and I was among them.

“ You’ll have to pay for that. It’s 
worth eight dollars,” the floor-walker 
was saying, as he led the couple back to 
the table.

“ But she did not knock eet down. Eet 
fell off,” protested the little Frenchman 
hotly.

The thing had become funny to me. 
To think that a graceful, beautiful 
woman like the one before me could be 
so awkward. Three pieces of glass in 
one morning. It was astounding.

I suppressed a laugh and, to keep from 
exploding at the absurdity of it all, I 
turned to a quiet man next to me, and 
said, in a low voice:

“ Funny thing! That’s the third time 
this morning I’ve seen that woman knock 
down a cut-glass dish.”

“ Is that so? ” he commented. “ Where 
were the other two places?”

I told him, and we edged in nearer to 
hear the hot dispute.

“ Well, eef she did break eet, she 
pay!” cried the Frenchman.

“ But, Robespierre,” faltered the 
woman. “• I cannot. I ha£ no money. I 
was going to buy ze piano, but ze money 
ees in your pocket.”

Again I felt a great pity for the poor 
woman.

The Frenchman cast an angry look 
around the little gathering, to find some­
body else that he could accuse, I im­
agined. Suddenly he sighted me.

He gave a start. Then he looked down 
with an awkward stare. Evidently he 
was put out at my seeing him twice in 
such a ridiculous position.

Then, abruptly, he plunged his hand 
into a deep pocket and brought up a 
wallet.

“ I pay you,” he cried, “ but I will 
not patronize you. My wife, she suffer 
for thees. She awkward, like a cow.”

He unsnapped the wallet slowly, 
skinned off a twenty-dollar bill and 
handed it to the floor-walker.

The latter started to make change, 
when suddenly the quiet man beside me 
pushed himself forward.

“ Just a minute, Perkins! ” he said.
The man who had taken the bill from 

the Frenchman evidently recognized the 
quiet man and stepped toward him. I 
hoped that he was going to intercede for 
leniency toward the poor woman, influ­
enced perhaps by what I told him.

But instead of that he reached out, 
took the twenty-dollar bill from the 
floor-walker and held it to the light.

I glanced quicky toward the French­
man. He had turned pale and was slip­
ping toward the edge of the crowd.

“ Catch that man! ” cried the quiet 
man, as he reached out and placed a re­
straining hand on the shoulder of the 
woman, who would have followed her 
husband.

“ That’s a neat counterfeit,” continued 
the man who had stood beside me, as he 
looked at the bill, and addressed the pair 
of nervous foreigners. “ But that game 
doesn’t go in this store. It’s a new one 
and mighty clever, but I’ve got the goods 
on you.”

Then it came to me like a flash. The 
French pair were crooks. The woman 
had knocked off the pieces of glass on 
purpose, so that the bils could be passed 
without suspicion. She had played her 
part well, and so had the man.

I hastily figured what money they had 
made that morning to my knowledge. 
There was sixteen dollars profit on the 
first bill passed, fourteen on the next, 
there would have been twelve on this 
had they not been caught. Then I un­
derstood how they could afford to break 
the articles, and why it paid them to 
act so cleverly.

By this time a policeman had been 



summoned and the thieves were led off. 
As the crowd dispersed I suddenly re­
membered my errand. But I had a curi­
osity still about the quiet man at my 
side, in whom I had confided.

Goiiig up to the floor-walker I asked:
“ Who was that gentleman that found, 

the bill was a counterfeit and knew that 
those two were working a shrewd game? ”

“ Why, that’s the house detective,” he 
replied.

Having recovered from my surprise I 
hunted up a clerk, produced my olive 
dish and asked her if she could match it.

“ Yes, I believe I can,” was her reply.
With that she took up the piece and 

began looking over the table.
“ We had one here, I’m pretty sure. 

Unless it’s beenrsold this morning.”

I helped her look, while she explained 
that they were just closing out the stock 
in this variety, and had but one piece left 
of the kind that I wanted.

Suddenly she looked down at the floor. 
The pieces of the article the woman had 
knocked off still lay there.

The clerk glanced up at me and ex­
claimed :

“ What a shame ! The one water-bottle 
we had left in that pattern was the one 
that woman knocked off. I don’t believe 
you can get another in the city.”

I had felt a momentary pang of regret 
that I had caused the arrest of the pretty 
Frenchwoman. But now I was glad! 
To think that she should have picked out 
to break the one article in the whole 
town that I wanted!

The Name of Martin Hoffman.
By STEPHEN BRANDISH,

Author of “ Gordon’s Getaway,” " When Suspicion Struck Hard," “ At the Mercy of the Unseen.”.

The astounding experience of a business man who thought all his troubles 

were over just as he was on the eve of the greatest calamity in his career.

CHAPTER I.
THREE DAYS AFTER TO-MORROW.

VER the long line of plate-glass 
store - front that extended along

five numbers of the street, stretched the 
sign which announced the presence with­
in of the Galpin Manufacturing and 
Stamping Company. Further lettering, 
in smaller type, gave one to understand 
that the company was prepared to fur­
nish anything in its. line from a soup­
kettle to a galvanized ash-can.

Entering and walking to the rear of 
the store, one encountered, among others, 
a heavy ground-glass door bearing the 
device: “Secretary and Treasurer.’/'

The door was closed tight this after­
noon and locked on the inside.

At the big desk by the window sat a 
man of a little less than forty. There 
were papers on that desk, and telegrams 
and books and printed forms galore.

There were letters and memoranda 
and sheets full of figures — and, more 
than all, there was gloom!

5 A

It was no mere chance gloom, this— 
no temporary melancholia caused by a 
minor business reverse or an annoying 
commercial twist. It was gloom in its 
fullest sense, and the man’s head was 
bowed before it as his forehead -rested 
on his hands, and his dull, tired eyes 
stared at the chaos of papers before him.

Hope was gone! That was the be­
ginning and the end of the whole prop­
osition. The last' expedient had been 
used — and had 'aited. And now the 
old Galpin concern was ready to— The 
man started up at the sound of a knock, 
and for the briefest instant his eyes 
lighted.

He hurried to the door and turned 
back the key, and a man of nearly sev­
enty shuffled in and dropped, uninvited, 
into a chair.

A momentary exchange of glances was 
enough. The occupant of the office 
laughed bitterly, and returned to his 
chair with:

“ Well, I perceive that you’ve seen 
them, Stound?”



“ I saw Mr. Ridgkin himself. Mr. 
Hoffman,” said the septuagenarian. 
“ He wouldn’t do anything at all, sir.”

“ Wouldn’t extend the notes even for 
thirty days ? ”

“ He said they didn’t feel justified in 
extending them even for the three days 
of grace the law allows, Mr. Hoffman.”

“ Then, thank God, the law’s good to 
us for once,” snapped the treasurer. 
“ He can’t help himself for the three 
days, at least. And a devil of a lot of 
good they’ll do us! ” he concluded sav­
agely.

The old man crossed his legs with a 
sighing groan that went very well with 
the general air of depression.

11 I’ll tell you precisely all he said, 
sir,” he went on slowly. “ I’ll tell you 
just exactly the excuses he gave me, 
and—”

Hoffman turned on him with some­
thing like a growl, and for a minute his 
teeth were fairly bared.

“ Stound! ” he snapped. “ I don’t 
want to hear it. The mere fact that we 
don’t get the extension is merriment 
enough for one afternoon. I don’t want 
to know anything about the garnish- 
ings.”

He stopped at the querulous indigna­
tion in the old face.

“ Oh, I don’t mean to be abrupt, 
Stound, especially to you. I know that 
you’ve spent fifty years with the house 
to my twenty, and that you’ve more in­
terest in the business and all that sort 
of thing. But the whole blasted affair’s 
on my shoulders now, and basic facts are 
enough for the present.”

The old lips pursed under the beard. 
Hoffman went over and laid a hand on 
the old general manager’s shoulder.

“ And thank you for going up and 
seeing Ridgkin, Stound. I’m sorry you 
couldn’t do anything with him; but I 
know if mortal could have accomplished 
anything, you could.”

The old man rose and bowed.
“ Thank — you,” he said huskily. 

“ I’ll get back to my office again now— 
Mr. Hoffman.”

He shuffled out—and something very 
like a tear trickled down Hoffman’s 
cheek.

“The poor old cuss!” he muttered 
as he dropped into his chair again. 

“ Fifty years in the one joint, and now 
there’s hardly a chance of his spending 
more than fifty hours here ! I— Bah 1 ”

His head dropped into his hands once 
more, and the black pall seemed to 
gather over the office again. Now and 
then the head' wagged dismally; now 
and then a groan came forth.

Once or twice a little shriek of sheer 
rage burst from the man at the desk; 
and as rapidly was conquered and 
choked back into the infinite murk of 
melancholy whence it issued.

An hour passed. The sun worked 
around and fell upon the ancient clock 
in the corner, ticking along with the 
same monotonous click that had fallen 
upon the ears of the long-dead John 
Galpin fifty-five years ago, when the es­
tablishment was a little, unpretentious 
affair, and the clang of hand - riveters 
and the smell of soldering acids were as 
much a part of the office atmosphere as 
the desk itself.

Well, it was over! That tiny state­
ment covered everything. Four days 
more and—the knock was going again, 
and Hoffman started up and shouted a 
savage:

“ Come in ! ”
A boy, apologetic and puzzled of ex­

pression, entered the office with a card.
“ The gentleman says he wishes to see 

you personally at onfce, sir.”
Hoffman studied/the pasteboard with 

a’ scowl.
“ Mr. Theobald Thomas ! ’•’ he breathed. 

His head came up then. “ Tell Mr. 
Theobald Thomas I don’t know him and 
I haven’t time to see him.”

“ But he said—”
“ I don’t care what he said.”
“ He said that he was a friend of old 

Mr. Galpin, sir—the first Mr. Galpin— 
and that his business was important.”

“ Well—” Hoffman snapped his fin­
gers. “ Oh, send him in. Harry. And,” 
he added to the clock, “ if it’s some relic 
trying to borrow money, you’ll have the 
job of sending him out again inside of 
fifteen seconds, and—”

The treasurer sat up rather abruptly. 
Evidently Mr. Thomas had been near 
at hand, for he was facing a tall and 
portly man of perhaps seventy, ruddy- 
cheeked and broad-chested.

Nor did he look quite like the expect­



ed pensioner, for his long coat and auto- 
mobile-cap, coupled with gloves and 
goggles and the distant chugging of a 
motor, hardly suggested extreme pov­
erty.

He studied Hoffman with keen blue 
eyes for a minute. He shut the door 
then and locked it and brought a chair 
to the side of the treasurer’s desk.

“ My name is Thomas,” he said with­
out preface. “ You’re Martin Hoff­
man? ”

“ That is my name.”
“ Treasurer of the Galpin Com­

pany? ”
“ I am.”
The visitor leaned back and laughed 

richly.
“And you don’t remember me?”
“ I can’t say that I do,” Hoffman re­

sponded colorlessly.
“ Well, I remember you, my boy, in 

the days when old John was alive and 
making things warm around here. I 
remember you first as a lean youngster 
in his first long pants, with shaggy hair 
and a wise look and a desk over in the 
far corner there. Eh ? ”

“ I was certainly there — something 
over twenty years ago.” The treasurer 
smiled faintly.

The older man’s chin dropped to his 
chest, and his under lip was thrust out 
for a little in a meditative smile. He 
returned from the past rather suddenly 
then, and straightened up with a look 
that was businesslike in the extreme.

“ This concern’s in trouble, Hoff­
man I ” he observed. .

“Yes?” The treasurer stiffened.
“Bosh!” The visitor snapped his 

fingers. “ Don’t put on that frigid air, 
boy! I’m a friend of the house, to put 
it mildly. I was the silent partner over 
half a century ago when it was 1 Galpin 
& Co., Tinware.’ I laid the foundation 
of a fortune here—and it was a good 
foundation, I can tell you. Come! Tell 
me precisely what is wrong.”

Hoffman' stiffened further, and his 
smile was distinctly perfunctory.

“ Whatever the circumstances, Mr. 
Thomas,” he said. “ I think you will 
realize that it is impossible for me to 
discuss the business of this firm with a 
practical stranger.”

“ Then—” There was a little frown.

“See here, Hoffman! Tom Stound’s 
here still, isn’t he? ”

“ Yes.”
“ Send for him.”
In a little bewilderment Hoffman 

pressed a button at his side. Perhaps 
half a minute passed when the door 
opened again and the old general man­
ager entered.

It was a brief, dramatic instant in 
which the treasurer had no part. The 
two old men stared at each other. 
Thomas came out of his chair, and 
Stound stumbled forward uncertainly— 
and they were all but in each other’s 
arms, babbling and laughing and chat­
tering and shaking hands and talking 
together.

The stranger was the first to recover 
himself, and he turned to Hoffman with 
a smile.

“ Stound seems to know me, at least! ” 
he observed.

“ Know you, sir! Good gracious! 
Know you, Mr. Thomas ! I—”

“Wait, Tom! Do you believe I’m a 
friend of this concern—that I’m entitled 
to its confidences? ”

“ Good Lord, sir, there ain’t another 
in the country better entitled to ’em! 
Well I remember the time—”

The visitor laid a hand upon his shoul­
der.

“ Well, that'll do for the minute, Tom. 
I wanted to establish my identity with 
Mr. Hoffman here—that was all. I’ll 
see you a little later, I think.”

There was another long handshake, 
and the general manager departed to his 
own domain. Thomas settled himself 
once more in his chair and grinned at 
Hoffman.

“Tell me the whole trouble—the real 
trouble! ” he said flatly. “ What the 
deuce’s the matter with this outfit I 
don’t know. I haven’t been around here 
much in the last fifteen years, since 
young Richard Galpin took charge,” he 
ended pleasantly, “ because Dick’s as big 
an ass as his father was a business man. 
AMw.'”

“ And how do you know that there 
is anything the matter with the outfit?”

“ Simply because it’s the talk of the 
hardware trade that either you or the 
Dalton Stamping Company is going out 
of business this month,” said the visitor 



lucidly. “ Go on. I may help you. I 
will help you if the firm isn’t beyond 
help! ”

“ Mr. Thomas,” said the treasurer al­
most breathlessly, “ is that straight/

11 It’s straighter than any arrow you 
ever saw! ”

The secretary and treasurer leaned 
back and shut his lips in thought for a 
moment.

“ The trouble can be put into a very 
few words,” he said. “ Mr. Galpin has 
been in Europe for nearly a year and—”

“ Have you sent for him? ”
“ I cabled yesterday. He sails to-day. 

The business has been altogether on my 
shoulders. I have power of attorney to 
act for Mr. Galpin in everything. In­
deed, I am at present the entire company 
so far as business dealings are con­
cerned.”

“Ah?”
“ We’ve had competition in the last 

ten months — murdering competition —- 
the kind that’s worse than cutting 
throats. Of course, the Dalton Com­
pany has been the only serious propo­
sition-—•”

“ And?”
“ And they’ve cut everything so low 

and pressed us so hard that three months 
ago I was 'absolutely forced to borrow 
a large sum of money for the first time 
in the history of the concern.”

“ And the sum was? ”
“ Four hundred thousand dollars, Mr. 

Thomas! ” said Hoffman coolly. “ And 
we couldn’t have kept up with a cent 
less.”

“ Great Almighty! ” the visitor gasped. 
“And John and I started up here on 
two thousand.”

“ Since which times have change'd and 
business grown,” the treasurer said.

“ You’re right, I suppose.” Mr. 
Thomas recovered from the shock. 
“Well?” .

“ We’ve nearly three hundred thou­
sand outstanding in bills — the money 
stringency caused that. The rest I reck­
oned on making up full}- on increased 
trade. The Dalton people have been 
giving away goods- and donating an auto­
mobile with every contract—and to make 
a very long story very short, the notes 
fall due to-morrow and we can’t meet 
them.”

“ Not even with your days of grace? ” 
“ Not even with a month of grace! ”
“ Certain?” queried Mr. Thomas.
“ Absolutely,” said Hoffman wearily.
“ You’ve tried to negotiate another 

loan to meet this one? ”
“ Without any success whatever.”
“ People afraid of the business?”
“ Not at all. Money’s too tight to get 

a quarter of what we need.”
“ Who did you borrow from? ”
“ The Ridgkin banks.”
“ Won’t they extend the notes? ”
“ Not under any conditions.”
Mr. Thomas nodded sagely and sat 

back for all of five minutes, while Hoff­
man watched him with a rather weary 
interest and prepared to listen politely 
to whatever regrets he might express.

But suddenly Mr. Hoffman was elec­
trified, for the visitor was saying softly:

“ I’m going to lend this house four 
hundred thousand dollars. Hoffman! ”

“ What! ”
“ These Dalton people are also on 

their last legs, aren’t thev?”
“Yes! But—”
“ And. if you had a free hand with 

that four hundred thousand for four 
months, say, you could put ’em out of 
business?” 1

“ I don’t think there’s a doubt in the 
world.”

“Me, neither!” Mr. Thomas agreed 
with utter disregard for grammar as he 
rose. “ All right. I’ll be here to-mor­
row at ten in the morning with checks 
for the money. You can sign notes to 
me. I’ll hand you the cash. You can 
pay off Ridgkin and be happy. Eh? ”

“ Do you mean—” Hoffman gasped.
“ As a general rule, young man, I say 

what I mean. Ten o’clock to-morrow 
morning, Hoffman, and be sure to be 
here. You’re pretty essential just now, 
it appears. Good afternoon.”

“ But—”
A hand was shaking that of the treas­

urer.
Also, as he observed presently, the 

door had closed, and he was alone.
For some five minutes he sat motion­

less. Then he pressed the button besidfe 
him, and the general manager entered.

“Er—Stound!” said Hoffman with 
some difficulty. “ Was that—that man 
a millionaire or a lunatic?”



“A millionaire? God bless us, sir! 
Mr. Thomas is nearer a billionaire, I 
hear! He—”

The treasurer of the Galpin Company 
was out of his chair; he had gripped 
the old man and was waltzing him 
around the office as he chanted:

“Then—Holy Moses!—Stound! The 
old concern’s saved! The company isn’t 
going to fail! As soon as I’ve signed my 
name to some notes to-morrow morning 
—whooo! ”

CHAPTER II.

THE PREMIUM OF CORRUPTION.

Calm came presently.
Hoffman released the aged manager, 

and the latter dropped breathlessly into 
a chair; and there was a dazed smile 
upon his wrinkled and bearded counte­
nance as he stared at the wide-eyed treas­
urer of the company.

“ Did he—did he say, sir—”
“ He said he was coming around here 

to-morrow morning with four hundred 
thousand cold plunks out of his own 
particular storage warehouse, to take up 
those notes of ours and carry them him­
self for a few months longer on his own 
account, Stound!”

“ But—”
“ Blast the buts! ” Hoffman cried.

“ There aren’t any buts ! It’ll carry us 
over, won’t it ? ”

“ There’s every chance in the world, 
sir,” responded the manager gravely. 
“ I don’t think the Dalton people can 
last for another month at this rate. 
They’ve been borrowing very heavily, 
and they’ll have to pay off this month 
or fail, from all I understand.”

“ And does that far-reaching wisdom 
of yours happen to include the knowledge 
as to whether they’re able to pay? ”

The old man’s eyes twinkled.
“ From what I hear, Mr. Hoffman, 

they have as much chance of paying their 
debts as we had an hour back! ” he said.

He chuckled softly, and his chuckle . 
found echo in Hoffman’s low laugh.

For a time they sat there in silence; 
until at last the old man rose, chuckling 
still. For an instant he paused, his 
merriment reflected in Hoffman’s own 
face; then he gave an almost airy wave 

of the hand and disappeared toward his 
own part of the establishment—and the 
treasurer of the company abandoned all 
thought of work and propped his heels 
upon the desk and fell into a day-dream 
that -was all high lights and pink roses!

They were saved!
Yes, they were actually saved. An 

hour ago, absolute and certain ruin had 
seemed as sure as death itself. A day 
or two more, and the ancient house 
would have had to close its doors for 
good—and the Dalton concern .would 
have skipped blithely after its business 
and secured it.

And after that, on the strength of 
their own operations they would have 
been more than able to secure an ex­
tension of their own loans; and in a year 
the Galpin Company would have been 
no more than a memory!

And now! Ah, now! Now the tables 
were turned altogether. To-morrow 
morning Hoffman would affix his name, 
as sole power in the company at present, 
to several notes, and the good old busi- ' 
ness would jog on just as serenely; and 
the Dalton people would shut up shop 
and hand over their trade as well. '

It was great! It was rpore than great! 
It was so big and so glorious and so love­
ly all around that Hoffman could have 
stood on his head and cheered.

Just the signing of his name to a 
document or two! Just his name|

The idea impressed him suddenly. 
Dummy treasurer though he might be, 
owner of no more than half a dozen 
shares of stock at present, he was, never­
theless, the whole power just notv.

The thought thrilled him. In the 
exhilarating reaction that followed so 
many weeks of gloom and depression, 
he half contemplated calling in Stound 
and shouting it at him.' His spirits found 
more private vent in hurling the letter­
file at the big iron press in the corner; 
and Hoffman thrust a handkerchief into 
his mouth and yelled almost noiselessly.

A little time however, and he settled 
down again as the conservative business 
man and turned to his desk.

There were letters to be answered, 
and he would answer them—in a some­
what different fashion than he had con­
templated a little while back. Instead 
of qualified statements he was capable 



now of making definite ones, and plenty 
of them. He’d have Graham in and 
dictate such a collection of letters as had 
not come from the house in many weeks, 
and—

Graham entered unexpectedly.
“ There’s a gentleman, sir, to see you.” 
“What?”
“ A gentleman. He wouldn’t send in 

his name.”
“ Who is he? ”
“ I never saw him before, sir. He in­

sists on seeing you, though.”
Hoffman laughed aloud.
“Does he? All right. Send him in, 

Graham.”
The stenograher stepped out, wonder­

ing rather at the change in his chief, and 
there followed a moment or two of wait­
ing while Hoffman beamed at the closed 

^door and wondered whether the new­
comer contemplated making him a pres­
ent of diamonds.

The door opened then, with Graham 
in the background, and a dapper individ­
ual entered briskly.

He was immaculate in the extreme, 
from his shining shoes to his shining 
silk hat. The latter he placed upon 
Hoffman’s desk as he drew a chair to 
its side and sat down with :

“ Mr. Hoffman? ”
“ Yes. ”
The stranger nodded happily, and 

drew pff his spotless gloves. His shaven 
moutn expanded in a benevolent smile 
as he observed:

“ 'Wonderful afternoon, isn’t it, Mr. 
Hoffman? ”

“ More than that.’ ” said the treasurer 
sincerely.

“ For this time of year,” continued 
the visitor, “ I’ve never seen anything 
like it! ” He glanced around the office. 
“ Cozy little den you’ve got here’ ”

“ It’ll do,” laughed the owner of the 
den cheerfully — and yet with a little 
wonder as to the mission that had 
brought this biped sunbeam to him.

He was a salesman, probably, and a 
genial bore. As a rule. Hoffman would 
have choked him off before now. This 
time, however—

“ How’s business? ” asked the stranger.
“ Elegant! Couldn’t be better.”
“ Straight goods? ”
“ Everything you get here is straight 

goods, my friend! ” responded the treas­
urer patiently.

“ I imagined all you people in this 
line were pretty hard pressed just now,” 
the stranger observed.

“ You’ve got a mighty poor imagina­
tion ! ” observed Hoffman heartily.

The stranger’s smile faded in a some­
what curious fashion. He sat back and 
studied the treasurer pensively—and, at 
last, he crossed his legs and sighed.

His head tilted a little to one side, 
and a sour smile came over his lips as 
he remarked:

“ All of which seems to point to the 
fact that I was dead right, and this 
senile old relic of a Thomas had agreed 
to carrv vou through the trouble! ”

“ Il'/iai: ”
“ Punk! ” said the visitor elegantly.

“ I’m wise to the whole game! ”
For a moment Hoffman stared ; then 

his face hardened.
“ See here, young man,” he began 

sharply. “ I—”
“ Hold on! ” The visitor leaned for­

ward and regarded the treasurer closely. 
“ Don’t tell me there’s a door there, and 
all that rot. I know that, too. Hoffman, 
it is so, isn’t it? ”

“If you’ll leave your name and ad­
dress I’ll drop you a postal-card when 
I’m ready to discuss the business of this 
company with any fool that drifts in! ”

“ Wholly right and justifiable except 
as to the fool part,” the stranger re­
plied easily. “ Aly name’s Gulick. Ever 
hear of me?”

“ Never. And I—”
“ Don’t want to again? Quite right. 

All the samey,” went on Air. Gulick, 
“ I’ve blown in here to put a little spare 
change in your pocket, Hoffman.”

“ And thanking you kindly, I don’t 
need it at present; and if you’ll be good 
enough to get out of here—”

“ Never chase out a man with spare 
change to hand you, Hoffman,” the vis­
itor proceeded calmly. “ Bosh ! ”

He pulled his chair nearer to that of 
the treasurer, and his face grew earnest 
in the extreme.

“ Hoffman, I know this whole game 
as well as you do. I’m going to prove it. 
You’re in a bad hole here. You were on 
your last legs until this aged Mr. Thomas, 
who was once connected with the firm, 



came in a little while ago and offered to 
help things through. Hence the un­
wonted ■ geniality of my reception. 
What?”

There seemed to be no reply. The 
visitor continued:

“ Now, that’s all right. It’s nice. 
It’s lovely. Essentially, as you under­
stand matters, it puts the Dalton people 
out of business, and leaves the Galpin 
outfit supreme. Young Galpin’s on the 
other side attending to business in his 
usual fashion. You’re here to look after 
matters, and you have them all on your 
own shoulders. You’re going to put 
through this deal with Thomas.”

He paused for breath. He also came 
still nearer the seat of authority in the 
Galpin Company.

“ Now, suppose that things don’t go 
as you. expect them, even after you get 
the loan? Suppose that there should be 
such a load of money in the Dalton treas­
ury' that the Galpin Company was 
knocked off the face of the earth after 
all? There’s a mighty good chance of 
it, Hoffman.”

“ On the contrary,” said Hoffman 
swiftly, “ you can go back and tell your 
Dalton people that there isn’t a chance 
in the world of such a thing, and that—”

“But there is!11 Mr. Gulick insisted 
placidly. “ There’s still a roaring good 
chance of it. And suppose that this firm 
goes out. Where’ll you be? Out of a 
job, Hoffman! After that—well, you’re 
near forty, and you’re not experienced 
in any other line—”

“ And now if you’ll kindly get down 
to business before I decide to throw you 
out bodily?” the treasurer smiled sav­
agely.

"All right!11 The insolence in Mr. 
Gulick’s tone grew suddenly as his legs 
recrossed. “Glad to'hear you talk in 
that strain. Here! Your name is the 
only one that can go on those notes to 
Thomas, Hoffman. If you’re not here 
you can’t sign them. If you feci like 
disappearing from the face of the earth 
for a week, I’ll pay you five thousand 
dollars in cash, here and now in ad­
vance.”

The treasurer’s breath left him for 
the moment. 'When it returned there 
was a marked flush on his cheeks.

“ Straight down that aisle, outside, 

you’ll find the street-door,” he began. 
“ You’ve got precisely three minutes to 
get through it with a whole skin.”

Mr. Gulick rose and smiled broadly.
One hand went into his pocket and 

produced a roll of yellow bank-notes 
that might have been expected to choke 
the vulgar and proverbial cow!

"Ten thousand, Hoffman!” he ob­
served.

The treasurer consulted his watch.
“Two minutes and a half!” he an­

nounced.
“ Twelve thousand ! ”
“ Two minutes ! ”
Mr. Gulick seemed almost bored. He 

filliped the roll gently as he squinted at 
the man with the watch.

“ Well, you’re a Tartar, Hoffman,” he 
observed.' “ You go in for all the stage­
settings and everything else, don’t you, 
for your gallery plays? Fudge! If I 
was a profane person I’d make it strong­
er. As it is—merely, fudge! I—”

“ One minute and a quarter ! ”
“ I’ll go the limit in that brief space,” 

smiled the visitor. “ Here’s the whole 
blamed thing—fifteen thousand dollars! 
Now come with me and let me put you 
on a train ! Quick! ”

He tossed the huge roll to Hoffman’s 
desk and thrust his hands in his trousers- 
pockets and grinned.

The treasurer pressed a button.
“ There is only a little less than a 

minute left,” he smiled coldly. “ You’d 
better—”

"Cut it out!11 The visitor snapped 
bis fingers. “ Drop that business and—”

He was interrupted by the entrance of 
a porter—a thoroughly large and capable 
porter who appeared fully competent to 
carry out a grand piano. Hoffman 
pocketed his watch and nodded:

“ Time is up! ” He turned to the per­
son in the striped overalls. “ William! ”

“Yes, sir?”
“ Pick up that roll of bills on my desk 

and put them in that person’s pocket. 
That’s right. Now kindly conduct, the 
person to the street-door and kick him 
through it. If he should happen to re­
sist on the way, use whatever means you 
choose, and I’ll see you through any trou­
ble he may make—so long as you’re not 
gentle with him. That’s all. Start! ”

There was a momentary scrimmage.



Then a mighty hand had clutched Mr. 
Gulick’s collar, and the immaculate gen­
tleman was traveling streetward in leaps 
and bounds. There was a final slam as 
the door closed, and William sauntered, 
grinning, back to his own domain.

A thoughtful office-boj' closed the 
door of the treasurer’s den, and the 
treasurer himself propped his feet upon 
the desk and laughed aloud.

“ Thus perish all traitors 1 ” he cried 
at the clock. “ The . Dalton bunch is 
scared stiff and—hooray for old Thomas, 
anyway! ”

CHAPTER III.

OTHER METHODS, AND A SHOCK.

For the rest of the afternoon there 
was correspondence.

It was great correspondence, too—a 
mass of letters filled with optimism and 
brisk business, and indicating the willing­
ness of the Galpin Company to accept 
this or that or the other commission and 
carry it through at just such and such a 
time.

Graham, the stenographer, experienced 
a certain glorious relief on his own pri­
vate account. For some three weeks he 
had watched his job fluttering and tot­
tering like a leaf in the autumn winds, 
as he hammered out a mass of equivocal 
statements on his typewriter; now things 
seemed to have revived, and Graham 
scrawled cheerily a sufficient number of 
hieroglyphics to cover a dozen obelisks!

He left at last with his voluminous 
notes, and Hoffman locked the door and 
devoted the remainder of the short after­
noon to roseate thought.

It was over! The crisis that he had 
considered certainly fatal was over be­
fore it was due! The old house was 
saved as surely as could be!

Yes, the old house was saved! That 
was the main part of it all. He—and 
almost all the employed force—could 
have secured other positions of value if 
the house failed; but the house was 
saved!

He gave over meditation at last and 
started for home, chest out and head 
erect—and the office employees heaved a 
sigh of relief.

Something good had happened. The 

cloud had lifted from the boss, and all 
was well; and five minutes after the 
door had closed behind him a whistled 
chorus of popular songs was shrilling 
through the establishment.

It was something of a stiff walk, that 
up-town journey, but Hoffman elected to 
walk it to-night.

Ordinarily, he would have made for 
the Subway, and cursed the crowd and 
anathematized the prospect of a lonely 
dinner at the apartment-hotel where he 
abode with his brother and his brother’s 
wife.

Just now he bounded cheerily along 
to Broadway and up-town, and he found 
himself thinking tolerantly that he hoped 
Dick and his wife were having a thor­
oughly good time down South, and that 
when they came back a week from now 
they’d be greeted by some of the ex­
tremely good weather New York can give 
upon occasions.

The cross streets reeled off behind as 
if by magic. He passed out of the 
wholesale district and, as black night 
came down, he struck the stretch of in­
candescent thoroughfare that has gained 
the White Way fame.

He turned westward at last and hur­
ried down the street and through a well- 
tended door into the light and warmth 
of the small hotel. He’d go up now 
and tidy himself a bit. He’d have a 
light dinner and an early bed—and to­
morrow morning!

In his own cozy two rooms he sat 
down suddenly.

He was tired! He was rather more 
tired than he could remember at any 
other time in all his past life. His head 
ached maddeningly; his bones seemed to 
be twisting themselves out of their 
sockets; his muscles twinged with the 
aching pain of weariness.

The relax had come! He was forced 
suddenly to recognize it. The knowledge 
that to-morrow things were going to be 
absolutely all right, that the strain of 
the last few weeks was over, and that 
to-morrow life began anew for himself 
and his responsibilities; this knowledge 
was doing harm as well as good.

To move a limb was an effort. For 
half an hour Hoffman sat upon the edge 
of his couch and stared at the floor, dull 
and half unconscious.



He gave himself a mighty brace then, 
and dressed for dinner. It was an effort 
that brought an ache for every move, but 
he made it doggedly; and at last he de­
scended to the dining-room.

Waiters have a way of knowing tastes. 
Hoffman’s waiter, for example, without 
the sign of an order, brought him pre­
cisely the dinner he wished.

The treasurer of the Galpin Company 
ate mechanically, a hand pressed oc­
casionally to his .eyes or the back of his 
head. At the end he rose and shuffled 
back to the elevator with the single vis­
ion of cool and restful sheets and blank­
ets floating before him.

He locked his door and groaned aloud. 
For the first time in his life he. wished 
that he owned a valet.

He sank gruntingly to the couch, and 
put on his slippers. With a mighty ef­
fort he disposed of coat and collar and 
tie. With another he dragged the thick 
bath-robe out of the closet and, as he 
donned it, wondered why it seemed to 
weigh a thousand pounds to-night.

Rolled up warmly, he stretched out 
on the couch and closed his eyes; and 
his tired brain jingled along on its own 
particularly hazy train of muddled 
thoughts.

Thomas's four hundred thousand— 
sent direct from heavenI A brief blank. 
And that big Barnes order—that would. 
amount to nearly ninety thousand dol­
lars in itself, and they were half through 
it and now they could complete it; and 
old Barnes would no more think of letting 
a bill run over ten days, even if it hap­
pened to be a million dollars, and—an­
other blank.

There was Risley, too. There wouldn’t 
be any difficulty about nailing that gal- 
vanized-ware order now that they were 
certain of putting it through at the right 
price. Thev . . . and then came 
another hazy space.

Out of the pink-fringed haze came a 
knocking.

Hoffman disregarded it altogether at 
first. It was something that had hung 
over from the office. But it seemed to 
be a persistent knocking; and at last, 
with a pull at himself, he sat up and 
called sleepily:

“ Come in f ”
A bell-bov poked in his head and start­

ed a little at the frowsy figure on the 
couch._

“ Mr. Wellingford.” he announced.
“ IWia.'
“ Mr. George Wellingford.”
Hoffman rolled back to his reclining 

position. .
” Tell him to go to the deuce,” he 

chuckled. “ I don’t know him.”
“ Well—” The bell - boy hesitated. 

“ He said he was very sorry indeed, sir, 
to call at your home; but that his busi­
ness was of an important personal na­
ture, and he must see you to-night, if 
possible.”

"Personal nature?” Hoffman sat up 
again.

“ Yes, sir. He asked me most par­
ticularly to see you yourself, and give 
his message.”

The treasurer hesitated. Then habit 
took the upper hand and, with almost a 
groan, he growled:

“ All right. I presume that there’s 
no rest for the wicked, Henry. Send the 
animal up.”

Drowsily, he huddled back among the 
cushions and waited for some five min­
utes. He heard the elevator-door slam 
then, and he rubbed his eyes and 
smoothed his hair before another knock 
came.

The door opened—and Hoffman sat 
up and stared.

This, certainly, was a visitor of un­
expected pretensions.

Beneath the silk-like shine of a sable- 
lined overcoat, evening clothes were re­
vealed. The elegance, too, was upon a 
fitting person.

Perhaps sixty years of age, the visitor*  
was portly and powerful and pompous. 
His shock of white hair matched his 
white side-whiskers perfectly: his round 
and ruddy face breathed conscious be­
nevolence and virtue; his clear gray eyes 
were steady and firm, albeit^a little too 
narrow.

And yet. somehow, he impressed the 
treasurer as of the alleged Sunday- 
school superintendent type. He seemed 
just a trifle toe self-assured, just a trifle 
too perfect for mortal use—and Hoff­
man was shaking his hand and assisting 
him with the enviable coat and wonder­
ing who the dickens he was and why he 
had come.



The gentleman sat down with a smile 
that radiated good-will. He rubbed his 
plump white hands and/fastened his eye 
upon the tired man with:

“ I’m half, sorry I came, Mr. Hoff­
man. You’re fagged out. I can see 
that. I’ll get right down to- business, 
and then leave you in peace, eh? ”

“ Well—if you don’t mind,” smiled 
the treasurer.

“ I don’t. I assure you of that,” the 
visitor chuckled pleasantly. “ Mr. Hoff­
man, you’re the treasurer of the Galpin 
Company, are you' not—that is, you’re 
the Mr. Hoffman I want to see?”

“ I’m the treasurer.”
“ Exactly.” The visitor rubbed his 

plump hands. “ I looked you tip in the 
directory, and I wasn’t quite positive of 
the first name; but I felt pretty sure I 
was on the track of the right man. Ah! ”

Hoffman nodded rather vaguely.
To be quite truthful, things seemed to 

be happening inside Hoffman’s own head 
which he could not altogether under­
stand. I’he racking ache was increased, 
and it appeared to be settling in his eyes.

Spots floated before them—a steady 
stream of formless, indefinable black 
particles which drizzled in unceasing 
lines from somewhere in the neighbor­
hood of the ceiling and filtered into 
space in the direction of the floor.

He could place neither their origin 
nor the point where they disappeared; 
they were a quantity he had never en­
countered before, and they annoyed him 
exceedingly, and—

“ Well, I, sir, am the vice-president 
of the Dalton Manufacturing outfit,” the 
visitor was announcing.

“ Oh ! ” Hoffman stiffened a little.
“ I’ve come on an entirely peaceful 

and personal and conciliatory mission, 
despite any little business clashes our 
firms may have had,” the purring voice 
went on. “ I understand that an em­
ployee of ours, by name of Gulick, called 
upon you this afternoon? ”

“ He did,” said Hoffman dryly.
“ And that you—er—had him kicked 

out of the place?”
“ I don’t think he left of his own voli­

tion,” the treasurer agreed.
A gloved fist came down upon an open 

palm with a resounding smash.
“ Then 1 wish to say, sir,” said Mr.

Wellingford, “ that you used precisely 
the right tactics. Personally, my only 
wish is that you had ordered Mr. Gulick 
kicked across the street.”

“ Eh?”
“ Certainly, Mr. Hoffman.” The . 

tone grew even more earnest. “ Mr. 
Gulick took a very great deal upon his 
own hands. Being intimately connected 
with one of our executives, he conceived 
the plan which he proposed to you, and 
Mr.—er—the gentleman I refer to, gave 
him permission, in a moment of weak­
ness, to try it upon you. I may say, sir, 
that he regretted it almost immediately 
and sought to stop this Gulick. Further, 
I may add that Mr. Gulick, on his re­
turn, severed his connection with the 
Dalton Company by the decision of its 
officers.”

“Really?” Hoffman spoke rather in 
a haze. The spots were fairly pouring 
down past his eyes now, and his head 
was pounding and. banging almost be­
yond endurance. “I — I’m sorry for 
Gulick.”

“ Well, I’m not, sir,” said the visitor 
heartily. “ Our house, like your own, 
endeavors to do business on strictly 
straightforward and fearless lines, with­
out any underhand work of any nature. 
This is not Gulick’s first trick of the 
kind, but it is assuredly his last with us. 
Therefore, sir ” — he arose slowly and 
held out his hand frankly—“ I’ve come 
to ask your pardon in the name of the 
Daltons, and I hope most sincerely that 
it will be granted.”

The treasurer all but gasped. One 
hand went to his eyes for a moment, for 
some malevolent force seemed to be 
pounding them with a red-hot hammer. 
It dropped then and went almost gro­
pingly in search of Mr. Wellingford’s, for 
temporarily things were somewhat dim 
in the room, and the vice - president 
seemed to have half a dozen hands.

Finding it at last, Hoffman shook it 
somewhat weakly.

“I’m sure — you’re pardoned,” mur­
mured he uncertainly. “ I’m very glad 
to know that the scheme didn’t hail from 
headquarters.”

“ And I’m sure that when you think 
it over, you’ll feel certain that it couldn’t 
have hailed from our headquarters,” 
laughed the large man.



He picked up his hat and cane and 
buttoned the top of his coat.

“ Well, I’ll leave you to rest now, Mr. 
Hoffman. Straight ahead to the ele­
vator, isn’t it? There, there! Sit still, 
my friend. I’ll find it. Good night.”

“ Good night,” said the treasurer 
weakly, as the spots whirled before him 
again in increasing volume. “ I—er— 
good night.”

The hazy figure was almost at the 
door. And then it had turned back for 
an instant with that infectious laugh 
and:

“ Brilliant scheme of Gulick’s, though, 
wasn’t it—to buy you out of the way for 
a week and knock out the Thomas deal ? ”

“ Very.”
“By George! I believe that if I’d 

thought of it myself, I’d have tried it. 
all things notwithstanding,” chuckled 
the elder man. “ But I'd have made the 
bait bigger.”

He chuckled afresh as he turned to 
Hoffman; and suddenly, despite the haze 
and the spots and the pain, the treasurer 
saw the broad face broaden in a new 
roar of laughter as the visitor said, with 
a little note of excitement in his voice:

“ See here, Hoffman. This evening it 
became necessary for a man to pay me 
twenty-five thousand dollars in cash. If 
you’ll take it and a week’s vacation, 
without communicating with the Galpin 
Company in any way, shape, or form, 
I’ll make you a present of it here and 
now. It’s—there.''’

Before the treasurer’s rapidly failing 
eyes a huge roll of money floated sudden­
ly. His head swam wildly.

Was this—this paragon of virtue who 
had come to apologize—was this indi­
vidual’ trying to bribe him on a larger 
scale than Mr. Gulick? Was this—

A new thought shot into his tired 
brain. What could he do with twenty- 
five thousand dollars? What couldn’t 
he do with it? He could set up, as he 
wished, in business for himself. W ith 
his own savings he could muster a full 
fifty thousand in cash for a starter. He 
could—

The thought was-banished as quickly 
as it came. Following came a swirl of 
wild anger so overpowering that for the 
instant the whole room vanished as Hoff­
man rose to his feet and shouted :

“You infernal old hypocrite! You— 
ah! ”

He dropped back suddenly as an 
exclamation came from Wellingford. 
Where was Wellingford!

Where, for the matter of that, were 
the lights and the tables and the chairs 
and the rug and the bookcases and every­
thing else? Where was the door, or the 
windows and—

Where was everything?
For a long, terrible ten seconds Hoff­

man sat rigid in every muscle, his teeth 
shut and his hands clutched hard.

The fingers loosened then, and he felt 
about the couch wildly. And his eyes 
tried to follow them—and failed utterly. 
As concerned any report to the brain 
from the eyes, neither fingers nor couch 
existed.

And then, with a last, frantic rubbing 
at his aching orbs, realization came over 
Martin Hoffman and a wild little scream 
left him.

He was stone blind!

CHAPTER IV.
FROM BAD TO WORSE.

Blackness had fallen! Right or left, 
before or behind, above or below, turn 
as he would, strain as he might at his 
eyes, there was nothing but blackness!

A second cry—and this time a yell of 
positive fright—came from the Galpin 
treasurer. He clutched frantically at 
the cushions and tried hard to regain his 
self-control.

Out of the limitless gloom Welling- 
ford’s voice issued, markedly startled, 
with:

“My dear Mr. Hoffman, are you—” 
“ Bah ! Stop it! Don’t talk to me! ” 
The words were fairly screamed. And 

as they left his lips, Hoffman grew limp 
for an instant and huddled down al­
most prostrate, trembling and stiffening, 
stiffening and trembling again, as a cold 
sweat broke out on his forehead.

His mastery of himself was gone.
He knew it now for a certain, terrible 

fact. The strain of the past months, 
endured, fought off from day to day; 
the sleepless nights and the racking hours 
of uncertain business transactions; the 
trials and the makeshifts which had kept 



the Galpin Company alive; the hundred 
and one thousand, pricking details—all 
of them together had returned to smite 
poor nature as represented in himself.

The sudden breaking of the strain, in 
the shape of the blessed Thomas, must 
have done it, but — the last vestige of 
sane thought seemed-abruptly to depart, 
and Hoffman was on his feet, mouthing 
hysterical, incoherent nothings and feel­
ing wildly about in space.

And there was nothing to feel—noth­
ing to meet his hands. He was out—out 
somewhere among the planets, it seemed 
—out beyond human companionship ! In 
the twinkling of an eye he had become 
distinctly a different being.

For he was blind!
Yes, blind! Blind!
Not one single, faintest detail of any­

thing in the suite could be found by his 
aching eyes; not one familiar thing 
loomed up to greet him. He was as 
blind as a bat at noonday!

And then — things seemed to cease. 
In the filmiest way Hoffman knew that 
he was talking—nay, shouting. He was 
pouring forth words which had neither 
meaning nor connection. He was waving 
his hands and rushing about the apart­
ment, and colliding with this and that 
and the other object.

There was a crash of breaking glass. 
He reeled back from it with a shriek and 
tore in the opposite direction. There 
was a stinging prod in his side. He must 
have met with the corner of the table; 
for he was roaring aloud now in pain 
and darting in another direction, hands 
outstretched before him.

The hands met warm skin and soft 
hair; and he knew that he must have 
struck Wellingford’s face.

A violent rhge possessed him on the 
instant. He screamed and struck out 
frantically. Out of the blackness some 
one grasped his wrists. He hurled him­
self loose with a demoniacal strength 
and struck out wildly—and nothing was 
there to be struck'

Snarling, he groped about in the room, 
ignoring the deep, meaningless voice that 
seemed to follow him everywhere with 
its absurd protestations. He found the 
wall and beat upon it wildly.

And then there seemed to follow an­
other lapse, for Hoffman forgot sudden­

ly that he was blind—forgot even that 
he was alive, as it appeared.

It was a long lapse—a lapse that car­
ried him through ages. He seemed to 
float through it unresistingly for century 
upon century; until at last some one had 
his wrist again, and he was vaguely con­
scious that he was still stretched upon 
the couch, and that—he could not see!

The hand on his wrist was warm and 
soft. It relaxed after a little and left 
him, and a new, deep voice said:

“ Undoubtedly, a case of extreme 
nervous prostration, with hysteria at the 
very mildest.”

“ Is he dangerous, doctor? ” a vaguely 
familiar voice whispered.

The first tones lowered suddenly, so 
that they reached Hoffman’s half-inter­
ested ears only as a hint of speech.

“ That depends largely upon what you 
term dangerous, sir. In his present con­
dition he is as likely to take me by the 
throat and try choking me as he is to 
break into tears or ask for a glass of 
water.”

“ But—”
The whispering trailed off into a long 

series of sibilant, meaningless sounds. 
As such it seemed to continue endlessly, 
while Hoffman heard with listless ears 
and was vaguely conscious that he 
groaned occasionally.

They were talking about him — or, 
perhaps, they were talking about some 
one else.

Certainly, it mattered very little, one 
way or the other.

He himself was going to sleep again; 
and he hoped that, blind or seeing, he 
would sleep until the judgment day it­
self, and awake rested at last. He would 
roll over now and—some one was raising 
him gently to a sitting position on the 
couch, and some one else was saying 
soothingly:

“ Now, just drink this down, Mr. 
Hoffman.”

“ Come, come, sir. Just gather your­
self together a little—make an effort at 
controlling yourself, Mr. Hoffman. You 
know me—I’m Dr. Raffley. I treated 
you two or three years ago. Don't you 
remember?”

“ I seem to—to—remember, but—”
“ Then drink this down,” the quiet 



voice went on, much as if intended to 
calm an excited child. “ You’ll be a 
good deal quieter after a little, and then 
we’ll talk things over and give you a 
first-class bullyragging on the subject of 
working yourself to death. Here it is. 
N ow! ”

Limply, the treasurer obeyed.
A cold—a gratefully cold—tasteless 

liquid was brought to his ‘lips, and he 
gulped it down; and the powerful arm 
around him lowered him to the couch 
again, and a hand tucked a blanket about 
his throat.

He smiled faintly and relaxed again. 
Through his brain there was coursing a 
frantic impulse to shriek and struggle; 
but the rest impulse appeared to have 
the upper hand, and he remained limp 
and silent—and blind.

That blindness was the worst of it. 
In a minute or two, when he had re­
gained a better grip on himself, he 
would ask the doctor about that—ask 
him what had caused it and how long 
it was going to last, or—or—

No, it couldn’t be that. It couldn’t 
last forever. It wasn’t going to last for­
ever. It was merely some freak of eyes 
overstrained and overworked; and in an 
hour or two they’d be in working order 
again, and he’d go to bed. And in the 
morning—

Ah, in the morning! Then he’d hurry 
down-town again and get ready for 
Thomas, and square matters for the com­
pany. And— Hoffman caught himself; 
he had almost dropped off to sleep in 
the middle of his meditations.

That comfortable sensation in the pit 
of his stomach seemed to be spreading 
rapidly to all his anatomy. The tired 
pains were relaxing under the magic of 
that glass of cold stuff; his headache 
was fast disappearing. And he was 
sleepy—sleepy beyond anything he had 
ever known before.

Indeed, he was so utterly sleepy that 
the blind eves closed, and he tucked his 
hands under the covers and smiled a 
little ; and then—

Voices again. More voices this time 
than there had been before, it seemed to 
Hoffman.

Well, what did it matter ? There must 
be half a dozen men talking now some­
where out in that warm, comfortable 

space where he had taken up his abode. 
His brain, dulled, listened without in­
terest to the low hum of words.

“ Well, there doesn’t seem to be any 
great difference of opinion among you 
gentlemen,” said a low, sharp tone.

“ On the contrary, I think that my 
colleagues agree with me perfectly,” 
murmured Raffley. “ It’s a perfectly 
open-and-shut case, judge.”

“Judge!” Judge—who? What was 
a judge doing here? Hoffman shook his 
head and smiled peacefully.

Beyond question, no judge was there; 
for plainly his apartments were not a 
court, and he owned no lights of the 
bench among his acquaintances. It was 
all a figment of his poor muddled brain, 
and—

“ For my part, I concur absolutely 
with Raffley’s diagnosis,” remarked an­
other new voice. “ The condition of 
the eyeballs, the pulse, the whole history 
of the case—”

The words rumbled off into an indis­
tinguishable muttering. They were re­
placed almost immediately by a high, 
thin voice, saying:

“ And so far as I am concerned, judge, 
I can only agree perfectly with my 
friends here. It’s one of those rather 
rare nervous cases in which a raw grad­
uate could hardly mistake the marked 
symptoms.”

The voice that seemed to hail from 
the “ judge ” laughed a little.

“ Well, Dr. Cascard, I think that your 
opinion alone would be sufficient. Inas­
much, though, as you have two support­
ers so able, my course seems pretty clear. 
You have the papers, Dr. Raffley, have 
you not?”

“Yes. Fountain pen, your honor?”
“ I have one, thank you,” said the 

other voice.
There came another interval of still­

ness, broken, miles away, by the scratch­
ing of a pen, and now and then by a low 
murmur.

Hoffman listened without a trace of 
interest. He was comfortable and warm ; 
and if a set of dream-demons wanted to 
hold a mock trial in his rooms, they were 
perfect!}- welcome to do so, so that they 
did not disturb him in the process.

Let them have their fun. If it kept 
them from him—but another voice was 



talking aloud now; a strange, familiar 
deep voice that he seemed to haye known 
in prehistoric times, and which said:

“ I can conceive no harder action for 
a man to take with his own brother. 
However, since it must be, doctor, what 
place do you recommend? ”

“ Blatchford’s,” said an unhesitating 
voice. “ There is nothing better in the 
country, Mr. Hoffman.”

“ Mr. Hoffman I ” Was he, then, sit­
ting there and talking with them? Did 
he merely imagine that he was stretched 
upon the couch and blind?

For an instant the treasurer’s head 
whirled wildly; then peace came as 
swiftly—and a peace so overpowering 
that he settled himself anew and felt 
his senses going once more; and then—”

Out of a land of roseate dreams Mar­
tin Hoffman emerged once more, to find 
arms about him again.

Blindly, gropingly, he ascertained that 
he was sitting upright, and that a cer­
tain firm-toned individual was talking to 
him.

“ The right foot, please.”
“What?” Hoffman managed to 

wring from his dry throat.
“Just give me the right foot. I want 

to put on your shoes, you know.”
“ But I don’t want my shoes on.”
“ Oh, yes, you do,” the voice assured 

him. “ Now, if—”
“ Darn it! I tell you I don’t want 

my shoes on,” the treasurer rasped, his 
unreasoning irritation returning sudden­
ly. “I-”

“ But yoit do. The floors here are 
very cold, Martin, and—”

“See here! Who the devil are you, 
anyway ? ”

“ I’m your brother, Martin,” the voice 
choked.

“ What! ”
“ Yes, old boy. Now, give me—that 

foot.”
“ But, I tell you, you’re no brother of 

mine!” the treasurer screamed savagely. 
“ I’ve got no brother with a voice like 
yours. I know that voice, but I can’t 
place it. I—let go of me! Let go of 
me! Let go of me!"

For a dozen hands seemed to have 
seized him suddenly, and he had been 
forced back once more.

Panting, struggling purposelessly, he 

knew that he must have been talking 
wildly; he knew that he was being at­
tacked, and in his own apartments, where 
he wanted to rest.

And somehow, all reason to the con­
trary, the idea possessed him that he 
must thrash them all, whoever they might 
be. He must conquer them and throw 
them and then get a doctor and find out 
what ailed his eyes, and after that get 
policemen and have this crowd properly 
attended to.

He went manfully- about the task. 
He had the strange experience of feeling 
half a dozen men come out of the sight­
less gloom and throw themselves upon 
him bodily. Fight as he might, his arms 
were thrust up; something was being 
dragged around' him. The arms were 
jerked down again—and he was perfect­
ly rigid in a strait-jacket.

A long, wild yell of purely terrified 
rage came from his powerful throat—a 
yell that fairly rattled the walls.

“If you don’t let me go—" he bel­
lowed.

Over his open mouth a heavy hand 
fastened itself suddenly, and a strong, 
stern voice spoke rapidly into his ear:

“ Hoffman, unless you want to make 
an infernal idiot of yourself and get your 
name into the yellow papers, stop that 
confounded nonsense.”

“ But—” the prostrate man gurgled 
thickly.

“ Hush! ”
One last, tremendous effort and the 

treasurer of the Galpin Company re­
laxed abruptly.

The weakness was on him again, and 
more markedly than before. The pains 
■were returning swiftly, too; and he 
groaned before them as he sank down— 
and again, from a lately normal and 
strong man he seemed to have turned 
into a limp and blind and helpless 
wreck, only half conscious of what was 
occurring about him.

For certain things were occurring, and 
swiftly, too. Sonje one had raised him, 
and was thrusting his arms into what 
seemed his own thick ulster. He was 
being propped to his feet—and now he 
was erect, tottering and all but whim­
pering in his utter weakness.

Hands had him under the arms and 
were guiding him forward hastily. A 



door closed behind him, and there came 
another wait.

Elevator cables sang whirringly in 
the vicinity. An iron gate clattered 
open, and he was forced forward again, 
to hear a muttered:

“ Great Heaven I Poor Mr. Hoff­
man ! ”

The car sank to the lobby. There was 
a loud hum of conversation here; it 
ceased abruptly on the instant of his 
stepping out. The hands under the arms 
tightened, and he heard a whispered:

“ Walk quickly if you can, Hoffman. 
There’s no use in having this crowd stare 
all evening. Come ! ”

Rapidly again, and very unsteadily, he 
was pushed forward, his hands out­
stretched instinctively before him. A 
door creaked open, and a breath of chilly 
air struck his hot face—and they were 
down the steps and pausing again.

“ Step up ! ”
The treasurer obeyed mechanically. 

His foot met a rubber-covered step, and 
the other followed it higher; and he was 
forced into what could be nothing but 
the seat of an enclosed automobile.

So they were taking him somewhere. 
And he—why, they had no business to 
take him anywhere. He gathered his 
strength and dragged back—in vain.

“ See here! I don’t want to leave my 
rooms ! ” he shouted weakly. “ I—”

“ Now, you sit down there, and—”
“ I won’t! I—”
With a violent shove, he was crushed 

back into the seat, and the vehicle gave 
a bound. A man settled down on either 
side of him, and he could hear the indis­
tinct voice of another talking without.

Whirring, whizzing, the machine 
hummed along. A little lean and a 
slight slowing told of a corner. A 
series of gentle bumps indicated car­
tracks—and after a very little another 
series told of further rails. They 
seemed to come to asphalt then, for the 
car spun along without a jar for blocks 
and blocks and blocks.

It slowed at last, after all of ten min­
utes, and turned to the right. It took 
some few hundred feet over .rougher 
pavement and stopped suddenly—and a 
new breath of cold air and a new pres­
sure of the hands came with :

“ Here we are. Get out, Hoffman.” 
He was all but lifted. He was set 

upon the pavement and pushed gently 
forward again, and up some three or four 
steps—and suddenly there was warmth 
again and an absence of street noises.

Whatever their destination might be, 
they had reached it.

There was quiet—absolute quiet—save 
for a clock that ticked loudly and a fire 
—it seemed to be an open fire — that 
crackled softly and cheerily.

There was a pause of perhaps two 
minutes. Then hands were laid upon him 
again.

“ We will go up-stairs now, Mr. Hoff­
man,” came in a strange tone.

11 But before we go,” the blind man 
said with some difficulty. “ I insist on 
knowing where we are and—”

“ You shall know all that when you’ve 
had a thorough rest. Mr. Hoffman. 
Just now you must come to bed. It’s 
growing very late —■ or, rather, early. 
Come.' ”

The tone had gained an imperious 
quality. The treasurer resented it with 
that sudden, wild fury which seemed so 
much a part of him this evening.

“ The first man that lays a hand on 
me—the first man that tries—” He be­
gan at the top of his lungs as his fists 
clenched.

He tried to raise his arms. The strait­
jacket intervened suddenly. He strained 
at it, and felt another pair of arms fold 
about him. And still another pair were 
about his legs and lifting him bodily 
from the floor.

He... screamed again. A towel, or 
something very like it. was thrust into his 
mouth, and the odd, jogging motion told 
him that he was being carried swiftly.

His feet seemed to go into the air— 
they were on a staircase now. He 
struggled anew and tried to call for 
help. The towel and the grips merely 
tightened, and he was borne on upward.

And then he was laid upon a soft bed, 
and there was quick talking all about 
him. Some one grasped his arm in an 
iron grip and shoved back the sleeve. 
Some one else took a hard pinch of skin 
—and there was a stinging, pricking jab 
that sent a shriek even through the gag.

And afterward—oblivion !
{To be continued.)



THE LION HE FACED.
By RALPH ENGLAND,

An original scheme whereby to acquire a rep­

utation for courage, and how it worked out.

I AM on my way to do some shop­
ping, Mr. Seaton. Would you 

care to accompany me?” Belinda spoke 
very graciously.

“Would 1? I should say I would. I 
shall deem it a rare privilege,” exclaimed 
the young man eagerly.

“’Well, I warn you that it may not 
be quite as pleasant an experience as- you 
anticipate.” laughed Belinda. “ You will 
have to carry a whole lot of bundles, and 
I believe men detest carrying packages, 
as a rule, don’t they? ”

“ As a rule—yes. But I assure you, 
Miss Farrar, I would gladly carry a 
hundred bundles for. you;’ replied the 
young man ardently. >

And he really meant it, too. In his 
eyes Belinda Farrar was the prettiest and 
most fascinating girl in the whole wide 
world. He yearned for the privilege of 
carrying her bundles and bearing her 
burdens for the rest of her days.

Even after they had visited a score of 
stores and he had stood by her side, with 
bated breath, while Belinda made many' 
costly purchases, his sentiments toward 
her underwent no change.

And, after all. that is one of the su­
preme tests of love. A young man of 
modest income who is not discouraged by 
the, discovery that the object of his affec­
tions is an extravagant spender, may be 
said to have the “ divine passion ” in 
its most violent form.

As Seaton stood by and watched Be­
linda spending her money with reckless 
abandon, instead of muttering to himself, 
“Heavens! What a costly and extrava­
gant wife she would make! ” his thoughts 
ran, “ What a superbly beautiful creature 
she is! What a regal air she has! What 
wouldn’t I give to win her! ”

And a certain momentous question 
trembled on his lips as he stood leaning 
against the glove-counter of a dry-goods 
store, with a dozen packages in his arms.

He had been trying to ask that ques­
tion for weeks past: but somehow, when 
it came to the point, his nerve had al­
ways failed him.

He had once heard Belinda declare to 
a girl friend that she would never marry 
unless she could find a husband who was 
“ divinely tall, handsome, dashing, and 
brave.”

The last-named quality was the one 
which Belinda emphasized the most. She 
was a hero-worshiper of the most pro­
nounced type. She adored masculine 
courage.

Now, Seaton was not divinely tall, 
neither could he have truthfully called 
himself handsome or dashing.

He felt that he was no coward, and 
that he possessed almost, if not quite, as 
much courage as the average man; but 
he certainly had no reason to believe that 
he was cast in the mold in which heroes 
are made.

He was just a plain, ordinary, pleas­
ant, good-tempered young fellow, with 
nothing shiningly conspicuous about him. 
and knowing Belinda’s high ideals and 
his own limitations, he hesitated to pro­
pound to her the question which meant 
so much to him.

She seemed so unusually gracious to 
him to-day, however, that his heart beat! 
fast with'.the hope that perhaps, after all, 
she would be willing to overlook his de­
ficiency in the matter of height, good 
looks, and heroic courage.

“ I, will ask her to-day,” he told him­
self. “ I must not fail to take advantage 
of this opportunity. I will ask her be­
fore another hour has passed.”

He could not ask her right away, for 
the reason that they were within ear-shot 
of the saleswomen behind the counter 
and of an unsympathetic-looking floor­
walker who hovered particularly close 
behind them.

“ I’ll wait until we leave this store 



and get out on the street,” he told him­
self. “ Then I’ll have a good chance to 
put the question to her.”

If Belinda guessed aught of what was 
passing in his perturbed mind, she be­
trayed no indication of it as she turned 
to him with a dazzling smile.

“ I’m all through now, Mr. Seaton,” 
she remarked, as the saleswoman handed 
her the dozen pairs of long white kid 
gloves she had just bought. “ This is 
positively my last purchase. Do you 
think you can carry it, or shall I have it 
sent? No trouble at all? Thank you so 
much. I am afraid that I am sadly im­
posing upon your good nature, but I 
warned you how it would be if you came 
shopping with me.”

She added the package to the half 
dozen which already cumbered his arms 
and they walked out to the street.

“ My shopping is all done now, Mr. 
Seaton,” said Belinda- with a smile. “ It 
really has been very kind of you to ac­
company me. I can’t tell you how much 
I appreciate it.”

“ Miss Farrar,” exclaimed Seaton, 
somewhat hoarsely, “ there is something 
I want to ask you—something that has 
been on my mind for some time. Could 
you—would you—”

They were standing on the sidewalk 
as he began his little speech, and she was 
looking at him with a smile that was 
decidedly encouraging.

But he did not finish, for just then 
they both became aware of the fact that 
something extraordinary was happening.

Men were shouting wildly; women 
were screaming; everybody seemed to 
be running. Panic appeared to prevail 
among the pedestrians.

And the cause of the excitement was 
soon apparent. A big, savage looking 
bulldog came bounding toward the spot 
on which they stood.

White foam was issuing from the jaws 
of the brute. He was snarling and snap­
ping as he ran.
. “ Mad dog! Mad dog ! ” yelled several 

men frenziedly.
Seaton was not afraid of dogs—he 

rather liked them, when they were sane 
and normal and well-behaved. But he 
had no desire to be bitten by a mad dog, 
for he had read graphic accounts of the 
horrors of hydrophobia.

Panic seized him as it had seized the 
rest of the crowd, and he dropped all of 
Belinda’s bundles to the sidewalk.

Without stopping to pick them up, he 
seized the girl’s arm and dragged her 
back into the store, hurriedly closing the 
door behind him.

Then through the excited, scurrying, 
frightened throng there came a tall, 
heroic figure, clad in the blue uniform 
and natty cap of a police-sergeant.

Through the glass door of the store 
they saw this hero coolly and calmly 
approach the infuriated bulldog. Coolly 
and calmly he proceeded to draw his re­
volver and stood there, smiling, and quite 
undismayed, as the brute, with a ferocious 
snarl, sprang at him.

The revolver flashed, the dog gave a 
convulsive shudder and fell dead at the 
policeman’s feet. The brave man re­
placed the revolver in his hip-pocket and 
the admiring crowd gathered around to 
heap congratulations upon him for his 
courage and self-possession.

“ Oh, isn’t he a hero?” cried Belinda 
rapturously. “ Did you notice how cool 
and collected he was? What perfect aim 
he took, too, despite his danger. What a 
sublime exhibition of courage. Oh, I do 
admire bravery in a man. That is the 
kind of man I could learn to love. That 
is the kind of a hero I hope to marry 
some day.

“ Let’s go out now, Mr. Seaton. The 
danger is all over. And—well, I declare 
—you have dropped all my packages. 
How could you be so careless? ”

“ I’m sorry,” apologized Seaton, flush­
ing crimson. “ In my haste and excite­
ment I—”

“ In your haste and excitement! ” re­
peated the girl witheringly. “ You were 
afraid, Mr. Seaton—yes, afraid. You 
ran into this store like a coward, while 
that brave, handsome hero calmly stood 
there and confronted the savage beast.”

“ He had a revolver,” protested poor 
Seaton feebly. “ Perhaps if I had had a 
gun, I also might have stood there and 
shot that dog. It’s easy to do it when 
you’re armed, you know.”

But this argument did not seem to 
carry much weight with Belinda. All 
the way home she talked of the gallant 
police hero and his brave act.

Her unfortunate escort walked by her 



side in moody silence. He had been 
lucky enough to recover all the packages 
he had dropped, and once more both his 
arms were occupied in carrying them; 
but even this strong proof of his devotion 
did not prevent the haughty Belinda 
from treating him with almost open dis­
dain.

Few men appear to advantage when 
carrying half a dozen variously assorted 
packages in their arms. The contrast 
between poor Seaton, patiently bearing 
his burden, and the tall, heroic, blue- 
coated and brass-buttoned figure of the 
brave police-sergeant was very greatly to 
the disadvantage of the former.

“ I guess I won’t ask that question to­
day, after all,” sighed the unfortunate 
young man. as he bade Belinda good-by, 
in front of her door.

II.

The next evening he had an appoint­
ment to take Miss Farrar to a vaudeville 
show.

When he called for her, shortly before 
eight o’clock, the image of the brave, 
dashing police-sergeant and the "exciting 
incident of the preceding day seemed to 
have lost their grip upon her imagina­
tion.

Once more she greeted Seaton with 
dazzling smiles and exceedingly gracious 
mood.

“ I’ll propose to her to-night with­
out fail,” he told himself as they rode to 
the theater. ,

Nothing occurred to cause him to 
falter in this determination until the sixth 
number on the program was reached.

This act was featured on the bill as 
“ Professor Snowdon and his performing 
lions.”

The curtain went up upon a large iron 
cage which had been erected upon the 
stage. .In this cage were six powerful, 
ferocious-looking lions. The beasts 
snapped and snarled in a manner which 
made the audience shudder and feel glad 
that stout iron bars intervened between 
the footlights and the auditorium.

Suddenly, into the midst of this sav­
age herd, strode a dashing figure.

He was a tall, handsome man, six feet 
two. if he was ft single inch. He sported 
a magnificent pair of military mustaches. 

His coat was of white and gold, and 
natty brown leather riding-gaiters incased 
his shapely legs.

He walked into the midst of those 
lions as coolly and calmly as if they had 
been so many tabby cats, and when the 
ferocious brutes came toward him, snarl­
ing and menacing, he drove them back 
with lashes from a long whip he carried, 
and then made them cower submissively 
at his feet.

“ Oh, isn’t he grand ? ” whispered Be­
linda to hir frowning-companion. “ Isn’t 
he brave? Isn’t he noble? And so very, 
very handsome, too. See what command 
he has over those wild beasts! Look how 
they cower before him ! Isn’t it wonder­
ful. Mr. Seaton? Isn’t it a truly magnifi­
cent sight?”

“ Yes. I suppose so,” muttered the 
unhappy young man. “ I guess it re- 
ouires plenty of courage; but, then, you 
must realize. Miss Farrar, that he has 
probably spent years in mastering those 
lions. It's perfectly safe for him to go 
among them now. He knows that they 
would not dare to harm him, of course.”

“ Oh, I think he’s the bravest man I’ve 
ever seen,” went on the girl enthusias­
tically.

Seaton scowled and bit his lip.
“ I guess I won’t ask her to-night, 

after all,” he sighed. “ What chance 
would I stand against a lion-tamer?”

After the show Seaton, of course, es­
corted Belinda to her home. She lived 
on the other-side of the river, and they 
boarded a ferry-boat.

When the boat was out in mid-stream 
the passengers were startled by a cry of 
“ Man overboard ! ”

Women screamed hysterically, men 
shouted hoarsely, a bell rang and the big 
boat came to a stop.

Belinda and Seaton were standing on 
the forward upper deck. They had seen 
the unfortunate man, apparently bent on 
suicide, poise himself for a second on the 
rail and then plunge into the seething 
waters, before anybody could put out a 
hand to restrain him.

“ Great Heavens! ” gasped Belinda. 
“Must he drown? Will nobody save 
him? Oh, isn’t it awful?”

Seaton could not swim a stroke. He 
groaned as he realized his inabil’ty to do 
anything.



Suddenly, a tall, handsome man threw 
off his coat and vest and, amid a roar of 
applause from the admiring passengers, 
plunged fearlessly into the river.

In a few minutes a great cheer went 
up as he was seen swimming sturdily to­
ward the boat, with the half-drowned 
fellow in tow.

A dozen pairs of strong arms assisted 
him and his burden aboard. Belinda was 
foremost in the throng which gathered 
around the dripping hero and shook his 
wet hand.

“Well done! Well done! God 
bless you for your noble act! ” cried men 
and women enthusiastically.-

“Pooh!” replied the gallant rescuer 
modestly. “It was nothing. It was easy 
work for me. I am an expert swimmer.”

“Isn’t he fine? Isn’t he brave?” 
whispered Belinda to Seaton.

“ Yes. It was a brave act,” admitted 
the young man, and added with a regret­
ful sigh: “ I wish I could swim. Per­
haps if I had been an expert swimmer, I, 
too, would have jumped overboard after 
that man.”

Belinda sniffed her open disdain at this 
remark.

“ What a handsome fellow he is, too! ” 
she exclaimed. “ And what a fine ath­
letic figure. I wonder what his name is.”

“ No,” said poor Seaton to himself 
with a sigh, “ I guess I won’t ask her 
that question to-night. I really don’t 
think it would be a good night to pro­
pose.”

All the rest of the way home Belinda 
talked enthusiastically of the handsome 
hero. His charms had even made her 
forget all about the intrepid lion-tamer 
at the vaudeville show.

She was so intent upon expressing her 
admiration of the brave swimmer that she 
actually forgot to thank her escort for 
taking her to the theater.

The unfortunate young man parted 
from her with the sad' conviction that she 
was forever lost to him.

“ If only I could be a hero! ” he 
groaned, as he wended his sorrowful way 
homeward, and he resolved to begin a 
course of swimming lessons the very next 
day.

He crossed the river again and board­
ed an up-town car, throwing himself de­
jectedly into a rear seat.

After the car had proceeded a few 
blocks, three men boarded it and took 
seats immediately in front of him.

One of the men was tall and handsome, 
and it seemed to Seaton that there was 
something decidedly familiar about his 
face and figure. Of his two companions, 
one was thin and sharp-featured, the 
other corpulent and somewhat flashily 
attired.

As soon as they had taken their seats, 
the three men began talking very ani­
matedly, and Seaton found himself lis­
tening intently to their conversation, 

’without knowing why he did so.
“ I can’t say that I like the idea of 

it,” remarked the flashily dressed man, 
with a shake of the head. “ To my mind 
it would be decidedly dangerous.”

“ Not at all,” replied the sharp-fea­
tured fellow. “ There really wouldn’t be 
the slightest danger. Professor Snowdon 
has one lion which is perfectly harmless. 
Haven’t you, professor? ”

“ Yes,” replied the tall, handsome man, 
speaking with a slightly foreign accent. 
“ Nemo is as safe as a kitten. He is the 
only lion of the bunch that I can fully 
trust.”

Seaton gasped. He recognized the last 
speaker now. “ It was Professor Snow­
don, the lion-tamer, -whose courageous 
performance that very night had sent 
the hero-worshiping Belinda into such 
ecstasies of admiration.

At this realization, Seaton leaned for­
ward in his seat and listened eagerly.

“ Well, even so. I say again I don’t 
like the idea,” declared the corpulent 
man. “ The police might make trouble. 
I’ve been running that theater for ten 
vears, and thus far have never had any 
run-in with the authorities. I should hate 
to get into hot water now, just for the 
sake of a little free advertising.”

“ But think what a fine advertisement 
it would beI ” exclaimed he of the sharp 
features. “ The papers would have col­
umns about it. They’d just jump at the 
thrilling story of a lion loose on the 
streets. And, of course, you wouldn’t get 
into any trouble with the police. Nobody 
would know that we deliberately liber­
ated the lion. We would pretend, of 
course, that the brute escaped from his 
cage.”

“ Humph ! Supposing the beast should 



kill somebody?” protested the fat man, 
with a shudder.

“ No danger of that, my dear friend,” 
interposed Professor Snowdon, with a 
smile. “ With the other lions there would 
be great danger, but with Nemo it would 
be perfectly safe. Nemo wouldn’t hurt 
a fly. He’d be afraid of a little child. 
He’s probably the most cowardly lion in 
captivity. I only keep him in order to 
soften the savage mood of the other 
beasts. Force of example, you know.”

“ It would work like a charm,” de­
clared the thin man. “ Listen! Here’s 
the idea. At about nine o’clock the pro­
fessor opens Nemo’s cage and drives him 
out of the theater.

“ After he’s been prodded a bit, the 
lion will rush down the street with ter­
rible roars. I suppose he does roar. eh. 
professor? ”

“ Oh, yes—he roars all right,” replied 
the lion-tamer with a smile. “ His roar 
is the only thing alarming about him.”

“ Very good. Well, as I was saying, 
the lion dashes up the street. People flee 
before him. Frenzied shouts rend the 
air. Police hurry to the scene, but are 
afraid to go near the supposedly savage 
king of beasts.

“ Then, amid all the excitement, Pro­
fessor Snowdon calmly appears, and with 
a whip drives the brute back into his 
cage. Much applause from the crowd. 
Professor lauded as a great hero. Col­
umns in the paper next morning, accom- 
panied by the professor’s latest pictures. 
It would make a tremendous sensation.”

“ By Jove, Tody, you’re the greatest 
press-agent that ever came over the 
pike ! ” exclaimed the flashily dressed man 
admiringly. “ I yield to your eloquence. I 
admit that it would be a great adver­
tisement. You are sure that there is no 
danger of that lion biting anybody? ”

“ He couldn’t bite anybody,” smiled 
Professor Snowdon. . “ Nemo has no 
teeth. I swear to you, my friend, that 
he is perfectly harmless. It will be quite 
safe.”

“ Very good,” said the corpulent man. 
“ I’m willing to trv it.- At nine o’clock 
to-morrow night, you say. If your plan 
succeeds all right, Tody, I’ll give you 
that increase of salary you asked me for 
the other day.

“ All right, boss,” replied the press­

agent gratefully. “ The plan will succeed 
all right, I promise you.”

Seaton gasped and sat back in his seat. 
He had heard enough.

Probabh' Belinda would read about 
the exploit in the newspapers, and her 
admiration for the handsome lion-tamer 
would be greatly increased.

It must not be, Seaton decided. He 
would take advantage of the information 
which had come to him so opportunely 
and foil the professor at his little game.

His first thought was to visit the of­
fices of the various newspapers and ex­
pose the whole scheme. Then, in turn, 
the editors would doubtless expose the 
lion-tamer in their columns, and Belinda 
would read that her supposed hero was 
a cheap trickster.

But Seaton did not carry out this idea, 
because suddenly a much better plan oc­
curred to him.

It was a plan so novel and so 
very daring that the mere thought of it 
made him gasp.

“ Gee whiz! ” he exclaimed. “ I won­
der if I could do it? I don’t see why 
it couldn’t be done. The professor 
swore that the lion was absolutely harm­
less—that the brute would be afraid of 
a little child. The professor ought to 
know. I guess it’s safe enough to take 
his word for it.

“ By George, I’ll try it. I’ll be a hero 
at last—or at least I’ll appear a hero in 
Belinda’s eyes, and that’s all I care 
about.”

Tile next morning he stepped into a 
sporting-goods store and purchased a 
thirty-eight caliber revolver.

As he loaded the formidable-looking 
weapon and put it in his hip-pocket, he 
chuckled to himself immoderately.

“ It will be a great joke on that lion­
tamer,” he told himself. “ I’ll beat him 
at his own game. I’ll have Belinda on 
the spot promptly at nine, and when that 
lion makes his appearance I’ll boldly step 
forward and shoot at him before Pro­
fessor Snowdon can move a step.

“ Belinda will be astonished at my sup­
posed bravery, and will be so full of ad­
miration for me that she’ll most likely 
be willing to forget that I’m not quite as 
tall and handsome as she might wish.

“ Perhaps, too, I may be lucky enough 
to kill that lion with mv revolver. That 



would be a good joke. It would punish 
the professor and his friends for trying 
to deceive the press and public. Oh, it 
is a glorious plan! ”

III.

At eight o’clock that evening Seaton 
called, on Belinda. His manner, usually 
so meek and diffident in her presence, 
was to-night so bold and commanding 
that the girl was secretly astonished at 
the change.

When he suggested that they go for a 
walk and Belinda politely refused, plead­
ing a headache, Seaton said: “ Now, see 
here, little girl, you go get your hat and 
come on out, right away. I won’t take 
no for an answer. The fresh air will do 
your headache good.”

And his manner was so dominating 
and compelling that Belinda found her­
self putting on her hat without another 
word.

They started out for a walk, and 
pretty soon Seaton suggested that they 
board a ferry-boat and cross the river to 
New York.

“ Oh, no, let’s not go to New York,” 
protested the girl. “ What’s the use of 
crossing the river ? Walking here is quite 
nice enough.”

“ No, it isn’t,” declared Seaton firmly. 
“ The trip on the ferry will be good for 
your headache. Come on.”

Again Belinda yielded to his unusually 
imperious manner and allowed him to 
escort her aboard the boat.

Then, at Seaton’s suggestion, they 
boarded a car.

“ A car-ride will be just the thing for 
that headache,” the young man assured 
her.

And when they reached Broadway he 
suggested that they alight and promenade 
up the “ Great White Way ” for a time.

“But why should we get out?” pro­
tested Belinda. “ This car is very com­
fortable. Let’s stay here and ride to the 
end of the line.”

“No! No! We’ll take a walk on 
Broadway,” declared Seaton, consulting 
his watch anxiously. “ Come on, Belinda ; 
hurry up.”

Belinda took his arm and alighted 
without another word. She couldn’t un­
derstand her companion at all this eve­

ning. He was displaying a degree of self- 
assurance and masterfulness ’ that was 
most astonishing; but she had to admit to 
herself that this change in him was a 
great improvement.

Seaton himself was secretly surprised 
at his own temerity in presuming to boss 
this beautiful girl. ^Somehow the knowl­
edge that he was going to face a roaring 
lion and be a hero in her eyes gave him 
a self-confidence and an assurance he 
had never before possessed in her pres­
ence.

“ I’ll propose to her to-night, after 
I’ve performed that stunt with Nemo, and 
I feel confident that she’ll say ‘ yes,’ ” he 
told himself jubilantly.

They walked up Broadway until they 
neared the theater where Professor Snow­
don nightly gave his stirring performance 
with his six ferocious lions.

A clock in the distance struck nine. 
Seaton scanned the street anxiously. “ I 
hope that lion is going to show up. I 
hope those fellows haven’t changed their 
minds,” he mused.

He patted his hip-pocket to make sure 
that the revolver was there. Ten min­
utes passed and still no lion. Seaton be­
gan to despair. He feared that perhaps, 
after all, the manager had decided not 
to carry out his press-agent’s plan.

“ Isn’t it about time we -were going 
back?” remarked Belinda. “I don’t 
want to stay out too late, you know.”

“No! No! We will walk up and 
down here a bit,” replied her companion. 
“ The night is fine, the lights of Broad­
way are inspiring. We will walk until 
we are tired, and then we will get a bite 
to eat. It will be a fitting wind-up to a 
pleasant evening.”

To himself he was saying anxiously:
“ Will that lion ever appear? I do wish 

he’d hurry up.”
Suddenly there was a terrifying, blood­

curdling roar, followed by shouts and 
screams. Men and women were scamp­
ering down side-streets as fast as their 
legs would carry them. Some, unable to 
run far, were hastily seeking refuge in­
side stores and hotel entrances.

Horses plunged, reared and bolted 
madly with wild neighs of terror. Every­
body—man, woman, and beast seemed to 
have been seized with sudden panic—that 
is to say, everybody except Seaton.



He understood the situation perfectly 
and, standing there, calm and collected, 
placed his hand on the revolver in his 
pocket and prepared to be a hero.

Belinda uttered a piercing scream and 
pointed a trembling finger up the street 
as she clung in terror to her companion.

“ Oh, see—see! ” she cried in horror- 
stricken tones. “The lion! The lion! 
The terrible lion! Save me, Mr. Seaton 
—save me.”

“ Fear not, little girl,” replied Seaton 
coolly. “ No harm shall befall you. I 
will protect you.”

A tall, white-faced man, wearing the 
blue uniform, gold buttons and natty 
cap of a police-sergeant, dashed madly 
by.

It was quite evident that he was in a 
state of great panic.

As he passed them he shouted fear­
fully over his shoulder : “ The lion ! The 
lion! Save yourselves! Run! Run!”

“ Yes, let us run,” cried the frightened 
Belinda. “ Let us get into this doorway. 
Quick, Mr. Seaton.”

“ No, no. Stay here,” replied her com- 
panltn, with the smile of a hero. “I 
assure you that I will protect you. Did 
you recognize that fellow, Belinda? It 
was the brave, handsome policeman who 
shot the mad dog the other day. Look 
at him now. He may not be afraid of 
mad dogs, but he seems to be horribly 
scared of lions. Now, watch me, little 
girl.”

A huge, ferocious-looking lion came 
bounding toward them, emitting loud, 
blood-curdling roars as he advanced.

Seaton drew his revolver from his 
pocket and to Belinda’s great surprise 
rushed boldly forward to meet the beast.

The lion was truly a terrible-looking 
creature. He. didn’t appear at all like the 
cowardly looking animal the professor 
had declared him to be. If Seaton had 
not had confidence in the lion-tamer’s 
assurance that Nemo was perfectly 
harmless, he would have been over­
whelmed with terror at the animal’s loud 
bellow and savage aspect.

But he remembered that the professor 
had said that Nemo’s roars were the only 
terrible thing about him. That recollec­
tion gave him plenty of courage.

He ran up to that lion quite fearlessly 
and gazed boldly into the beast’s blood­

shot eyes. Then his finger curved on the 
trigger of his revolver and he fired point- 
blank at those cruel, distended jaws.

As the revolver went off the lion gave 
vent to a particularly loud and angry 
roar, which fairly shook near-by build­
ings.

Instead of turning tail, as Seaton had 
confidently expected, the brute’s massive 
body went hurtling through the air, a 
powerful paw smote Seaton on the right 
shoulder and bore him to the ground 
with the force of a catapult.

The beast’s strong jaws closed' upon 
his right arm, and the surprised and 
horrified young man, uttering a scream 
of agony, lost consciousness.

Belinda, standing a few feet off, 
watched Seaton with amazement as he 
courageously faced and fired at the lion. 
She saw the savage beast spring upon 
the unfortunate young man, dash him to 
the ground and fasten its cruel fangs in 
his flesh. Then she fainted.

IV.

When Seaton opened his eyes again he 
was in a hospital, swathed in bandages 
from head to foot.

“ Am I going to die? ” he inquired of 
the surgeon who was bending over him.

“Die? Of course you’re not. You’ve 
got a lacerated shoulder, a couple of 
broken ribs and a torn forearm, but 
otherwise you’re all right,” was the cheer­
ful response.

“ You had a mighty narrow escape, 
though,” went on the surgeon. “ There 
isn’t any doubt that that lion would have 
done for you if somebody from the show 
hadn’t shot him dead just as he was 
sinking his teeth into your flesh.”

“ Yes. I certain!)' 'had a narrow 
escape,” sighed poor Seaton. “ Those 
theater people ought to be ashamed of 
themselves for letting such a ferocious 
beast loose.”

“ Well. I guess they couldn’t help it,” 
replied the physician. “ By the way, do 
you feel strong enough to receive a vis­
itor? There’s somebody outside who has 
been anxiouslj’ awaiting until you recov­
ered consciousness.”

“ Is it—a lady?” inquired Seaton.
“ No. It’s a man,” was the disappoint­

ing reply. “ I’ll send him in.”



An3 a few seconds later, Professor 
Snowdon, the lion-tamer, stood beside 
Seaton’s cot.

“ My friend,” said the professor, “ I 
am very sorry that you suffered such 
painful injuries from my lion. Still, I 
must congratulate you that you are still 
alive. Neptune was the most ferocious 
of all my troupe, and when he broke out 
of his cage I thought for sure that some­
body was going to be killed. It is a 
mercy we were able to shoot him dead 
before he did greater damage. Neptune 
had a reputation as a man-killer. He 
killed seven men before I bought him.”

“ Neptune! ” exclaimed Seaton in sur­
prise. “ You mean Nemo.—don’t you? ”

“ Oh,, no,” replied the lion-tamer. “ It 
is true that I have a lion named Nemo; 
but he is perfectly harmless. He never 
would have hurt you. He’d have turned 
tail and run from you. He’s afraid of 
his own shadow. But what made you 
mention him?” added the professor, 
looking at Seaton suspiciously.

“ I don’t know,” answered the latter 
cautiously. “ Somehow or other I thought 
that the lion who attacked me was named 
Nemo—”

“ Well, that’s a mighty strange thing,” 
declared the professor. “ As a matter of 
fact, my dear sir, I don’t mind confessing 
to you that we had secretly planned to 
let Nemo loose on the streets—just as 
an advertising dodge, you know. It 
would have been quite safe, for Nemo is 
as harmless as a pet dog and would have 
hurt nobody; but just as we were going 
to carry out this plan, Neptune escaped 
from his cage and got to the street before 
we could recapture him.

” I am awfully sorry that you got in 

his way and were huit. Here is my check 
for five hundred dollars to compensate 
you for your injuries.”

The professor slipped the check into 
the hands of the surprised Seaton and 
disappeared before the latter could utter 
a word.

“ There’s another visitor outside wait­
ing to see you,” announced the surgeon 
after the lion-tamer had gone. “ Shall I 
send her in?”

A second later Belinda was kneeling 
beside Seaton’s bed.

“ Oh, how glad I am to see that you 
are still alive,” she cried, pressing the 
hand of his uninjured arm. “ What a 
brave thing you did. Mr. Seaton! I never 
in my life saw such a superb piece of 
heroism.

“ You deliberately walked up to that 
savage lion and risked your own life in 
order to save mine. I shall never forget 
your noble and courageous act. I think 
you are the greatest hero that ever was 
born. You are the kind of a, man that I 
hope to—”

She did not finish the sentence. She 
suddenly realized what she was saying 
and stopped short, blushing vividly.

But Seaton knew the rest of that sen­
tence by heart—he had heard it several 
times before.

On that other occasion it had filled 
him with despair and envy, but now his 
heart beat wildly with joy.

He squeezed her hand and raised it 
to his lips.

“ Belinda's hand and a five-hundred- 
dollar check from the lion-tamer to pay 
for an engagement ring,” he mused. “ I 
guess my plan worked pretty well after 
all.”

INCOGNITO.

We pay assiduous court to Yesterday, 
Before To-morrow bend expectant knees, 
Because the living monarch, King To-day, 
Passes incognito, begirt in these 
Dull robes of opportunity, in place 
Of velvet—dim past glories, or the sheen 
Of brocade—woven, sumptuous, baseless dreams. 
Yet we but need to look upon his face 
To know him royal—born of what has been, 
And master of what is to be—the beams 
Of dawn his crown—a young, brave warrior, 
Heir of the Past, the Future’s ancestor!

Grace II. Boutelle.



WANTED BY UNCLE SAM.’
By BERTRAM LEBHAR,

Author of “ The Jailbird," " When a Man's Hungry," “ The Isle of Mysteries,” etc.

Certain thrilling experiences that befell two army men and a sailor after they 

had left the service and looked forward to a peaceful civilian existence.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
Frank Leffingwell and Al Randolph, arriving in New York from the Philippines, 

wander into an anarchist meeting, where they rescue from the attack of the crowd a 
sailor, Simon Semple, also just discharged. The three men pool their money, which, 
together with their discharge papers, is stolen that evening from Leffingwell’s pocket. 
They are accosted by a young woman who asks their protection from a man who is fol­
lowing her. The man, attempting to pass them, is knocked down by Randolph and taken 
to the hospital with a fractured skull.

Randolph is arrested, and his two friends leave him in jail to try to procure legal 
help. They are steered to a firm of lawyers, who demand five hundred dollars retaining 
fee. Leaving the place," discouraged, they chance upon and capture a man named Mitchell, 
a deserter from Leffingwell’s regiment, but he induces them to let him go. In a saloon 
near by, Leffingwell picks up a newspaper.

" Good heavens! ” he cries. “ We’ve let five thousand dollars slip through our 
fingers ! ” _____________ _______ ________

CHAPTER VII.
MELODRAMA TO THE RESCUE.

IVE thousand dollars 1 ” gasped 
Simple Simon. “ What do you

mean, lad?”
“ Listen to this advertisement,” replied 

Leffingwell. “ If only we’d seen it an 
hour or two ago:

"Five thousand dollars reward will be 
paid to any person effecting the arrest 
or giving information leading to the 
arrest of Richard Mitchell. Wanted 
for desertion from the United States 
army—”

“ Gee whiz ! ” exclaimed Simon. “ And 
to think we had our hands on that chap 
and let him go ! ”

“ Five thousand dollars is a lot of 
money,” remarked Leffingwell wistfully. 
“ Think what we could do with it! ”

“ Sure. We could hire the very best 
lawyers in the world, I guess, and get our 
comrade out of his trouble in a jiffy,” 
Simon suggested.

“ Yes. And after paying the lawyers 
we’d probably still have money enough 
over to give the three of us a little start 
in life.”

* Began March Argosy.

“ Maybe we could even 'eat a meal and 
spend a night in that there Waldorf-As- 
tory,” said Simon, suddenly remember­
ing his pet ambition.

“ To think that only a little more than 
an hour ago we had that money within 
our reach makes me feel like kicking my­
self,” groaned Leffingwell. “ If only 
we had held tight to that sneaking, whi­
ning cad, instead of letting him go, that 
reward would have been ours for sure.”

“ I’m might}- sorry now that we al­
lowed our feelings to get the best of us,” 
Simple Simon admitted. “ Of course, if 
we’d held onto that chap it would have 
been mighty tough on that poor girl he 
is going to marry to-morrow; but for five 
thousand dollars I fear I’d be inclined to 
throw sympathy overboard and act the 
part of a brute— Yes, I would, con­
sidering all we’ve got at stake.”

“ Poor girl—bah ! ” snorted Leffing­
well disgustedly. “ The more I think of 
it, the more convinced I feel that that 
girl doesn’t exist at all. That sneaking 
cad was lying to us. He invented that 
story in order to work on our sympathies. 
And like blithering idiots we allowed 
him to fool us into letting him go. He’s 
probably laughing himself sick, at the 
Single copies, 10 cents.



present moment, over the thought of what 
easy marks we proved.”

Simple Simon frowned at this unpleas­
ant possibility. He hated to be laughed 
at.

Suddenly his face cleared and he ex­
citedly smote the table with his fist.

“ I have it,” he cried. “ I know what 
we’ll do. We’ll get him again. He 
couldn’t have gone very far away by this 
time. We’ll get him again and win that 
reward. What do you say, messmate?”

Leffingwell shook his head despond­
ently.

“ I’m afraid we’ll have a mighty hard 
job finding him again, now that we’ve 
let him slip through our fingers,” he said. 
“ Doubtless his narrow escape has scared 
him and he’ll take mighty good care now 
to keep under cover. Remember, we’ve 
only' got two weeks in which to catch 
him.”

“ Two weeks ! ” repeated Simple Simon 
in surprise. “ How do you figure that 
out ? ”

“ It says so in this advertisement. I 
didn’t finish reading it to you. The ad. 
goes on to give a description of Mitchell, 
and ends with these words:

Arrest must be made during the pres­
ent month. Immediately Mitchell has 
been handed over to the proper authori­
ties, person responsible for the capture 
will be paid the reward by communi­
cating with R. A., box 56, Herald.

“ To-day is the 17th,” Leffingwell con­
tinued. “ That leaves only fourteen 
days to the end of the month. You see, 
therefore, that unless we can capture that 
cad within two weeks we don’t get the 
money.”

“ What a strange advertisement! ” ex­
claimed Simon. “ I wonder what the 
mischief it all means. It's a cinch the 
government ain’t offering that five thou­
sand dollars reward. Fifty dollars is all 
that the capture of a deserter is worth to 
Uncle Sam. Then, who in thunderation 
is this R. A., and why does he want this 
cuss arrested so all-fired bad that he’s 
willing to pay five thousand dollars in 
real money to bring it about? ”

“ I don’t know,” replied Leffingwell. 
“ Suppose it must be some enemy of 
Mitchell’s.”

“ Well, it sure don’t look like the work 

of a friend,” Simple Simon commented 
dryly. “ However, it ain’t any of our 
business what this R. A.’s motives may 
be. The principal point for us to con­
sider is whether this offer is on the level. 
Do you think he really means to hand 
over all that money, comrade?”

“ Oh. I guess the offer is genuine 
enough,” replied Leffingwell. “ I 
wouldn’t worry much about not getting 
the reward—if only we could lay hands 
on that cad Mitchell again.”

“ Well let’s make a try' for it. As I 
said before, he can’t have gone very far. 
We’ll search this town until we find him. 
We've got to look for that girl, anyway, 
so we might as well keep our weather eye 
open for the deserter at the same time.”

“ We stand mighty little chance of 
finding either of them.” sighed Leffing­
well. “ As that lawyer said. 1 New York 
is a big city.’ It’s worse than hunting for 
a needle in a haystack. It would be dif­
ficult enough if we had funds and could 
go wherever we pleased; but here we are 
without even a cent car fare, which is just 
like having our feet tied. It’s impos­
sible to do anything under such condi­
tions.”

“ Well, maybe if we write a note to this 
chap R. A. and tell him what we intend 
to do, he’ll loan us a few dollars,” sug­
gested Simple Simon.

Leffingwell’s face brightened.
“ Say, old man, that isn’t at all a bad 

idea,” he said. “ Of course the chances 
are that he’ll suspect us of trying to work 
him for some easy money and will ignore 
our letter. However, the plan is well 
worth trying. R. A. is evidently a 
wealthy man. or he couldn’t afford to offer 
such a big reward. If we can get an in­
terview with him, we may be able to in­
terest him in poor Al’s case and persuade 
him to help us.”

1!e begged a sheet of paper and an en­
velope from the saloonkeeper, and sit­
ting down at one of the small round ta­
bles wrote the following:

R. A.. Box 56. Herald.
Dear Sir :—My friend and I have 

seen the deserter, Richard Mitchell, 
this day, and can give you some im­
portant information concerning him. I 
have just been honorably discharged 
from the United States army, and the 
said Mitchell was a member of my 



regiment, and in the same company, 
some time ago.

Requesting the favor of an inter­
view, I am.

Yours respectfully.
Frank Leffingwell.

After tltis letter bad been read to 
Simple Simon, who expressed his hearty 
approval, the question arose where R. A. 
should send his reply, provided he saw 
fit to send any.

Inasmuch as Leffingwell and Simon 
were homeless, they of course had no ad­
dress to which their mail could be di­
rected.

After some deliberation Leffingwell hit 
upon the expedient of requesting R. A. 
to forward bis reply care of the Herald.

Then the two friends walked to the 
office of the newspaper and handed their 
letter to the advertising clerk, informing 
him that they would call on the morrow 
for an answer.

“ And now, since we must find some 
place to sleep this night, supposing we 
try to find some work at which one of us 
can earn the price of a night’s lodging,” 
suggested Simple Simon. “ This clerk 
looks like a decent sort of chap. Sup­
posin’ we ask him to help us.”

The clerk behind the advertising coun­
ter looked at the ex-sailor curiously when 
the latter put the question to him.

“ Why, yes,” he said. “ I do believe I 
can help you. A friend of mine is stage 
manager at Dell’s Theater. He was in 
here this afternoon, and was telling me 
he was short one man to carry a spear in 
the melodrama to-night. He needs a 
tall, husky-looking, middle-aged man, 
and you look as if you could fill the part 
to perfection.”

“ Do you mean to say you expect me 
to be a play-actor?” gasped Simple 
Simon. “ Well, I’ll be jaggered. Why, 
man alive, I couldn’t act for sour apples.”

“ You don’t have to act,” explained the 
clerk. ” You won’t have any lines to 

speak. All you have to do is to wear a 
toga and brandish a spear. You’re to be 
one of the Roman mob in the great Forum 
scene. You’ll get fifty cents for the 
night’s work.”

Simple Simon scratched his herd dubi­
ously.

“ Well, I don't know what kind of a

Roman mob I’ll make, and I’ve never 
worn one of these here togas you speak 
of in m»y life and don’t know what they 
are,” ,he said. “ But that fifty cents 
sounds mighty good to me. It ought to 
buy us both beds for the night. If your 
friend is willing to have me. I’m game. 
I’d be willing to act Hamlet for half a 
dollar. I’m much obliged to you, my 
hearty, and I’ll go to Dell’s Theater at 
once. But, by ganders, I wonder what 
my old comrades in the navy would say 
if they heard that Simple Simon was go­
ing to be a play-actor! ”

CHAPTER VIII:
NOT DOWN ON THE PROGRAM.

As Leffingwell and Simon were about 
to step out of the newspaper office, the 
former was suddenly seized with an in­
spiration which caused him to return to 
the advertising counter and once more 
address himself ‘to the accommodating 
clerk.

” By the way.” he said, “ since you 
have been kind enough to help us to this 
extent, perhaps you wouldn’t mind doing 
us another favor.”

“ What is it? ”
“ Won’t you tell us the name and ad­

dress of this chap R. A., who has adver­
tised in your paper? It will enable us to 
save a great deal of time if we can go to 
see him right away, instead of waiting 
until we get his'reply to our letter.”

The clerk shook his head.
“ No,” he said. “ I’m sorry I can’t 

do that. It’s strictly against the rules 
for us to impart any information concern­
ing our advertisers.”

“ But this is an exceptional case,” Lef­
fingwell argued. “ This fellow R. A. is 
so anxious to have the deserter, Dick 
Mitchell, arrested that he’s willing to pay 
five thousand dollars to the man who can 
bring it about.

“ Now, as that letter which I handed 

you states, my friend here and I have seen 
Mitchell, only a few hours ago, and can 
give R. A. some important information 
which, in all probability, will lead to the 
capture of the deserter. Don’t you think 
that, under the circumstances, Mr. R. A. 
ought to be communicated with at once? 
You will realize that delay is dangerous.”



“Humph!” exclaimed the clerk. 
“ There’s some logic in your argument. 
If you fellows really are in a position to 
give information which will lead to the 
capture of this fellow Mitchell, I guess 
Mr.—er—R. A. would like to hear from 
you at once.

“ And yet I am equally certain that he 
does not wish his identity revealed. He 
is a man of some standing, and of course 
he doesn’t care to have it leak out that it 
is he who is offering this reward.

“ I’ll tell you what I will do, however,” 
he added. “ I will send, this letter of 
yours up to his house right away by spe­
cial messenger. If he desires to give you 
an interview he can send back an answer 
by the messenger.

“ Call here again in a couple of hours. 
By that time you ought to have your re­
ply—provided R. A. sees fit to send any.”

Satisfied with this arrangement, the 
two friends left the newspaper office and 
proceeded to Dell’s Theater, which was 
only a few blocks away.

Leffingwell was by this time so confi­
dent that he would get a reply to his let­
ter, arranging for an interview with the 
mysterious R. A., that he tried to dis­
suade Simple Simon from applying for 
the petty job at the theater.

But the latter had thoroughly made up 
his mind to be a member of the Roman 
mob, if the stage-manager deemed him 
satisfactory, and he refused to be per­
suaded to the contrary.

“ After all,” he argued, “ it’s possible 
that you won’t get any answer to that 
note of yours. And if you do and go and 
see this fellow, R. A., he may turn out to 
be a stingy guy who won’t advance us a 
cent until we actually capture that de­
serter feller. Then, again, you may not 
hear from him until to-morrow morning. 
In the meantime we’ve got to find some 
place to sleep this night, and I know a 
sailors’ lodging-house where we can get 
two beds for the money I’ll make by be­
ing a play-actor.”

Silenced by this argument, Leffingwell 
accompanied Simple Simon to Dell’s.

This door was closed, and they had to 
knock on it several times before a little 
old man, with a very sour look on his face, 
opened it a few inches and, eying them 
suspiciously, demanded to know what 
they wanted.

“ Want to come in, of course, my 
hearty,” replied Simple Simon cheerfully. 
“ Ye don’t think we were knocking to 
keep our hands warm, do ye? ”

“And what business have you here?” ■ 
growled the little old man. “ Nobody is 
allowed on the stage, you know.”

“ Well, we want to see the stage-man­
ager,” Simple Simon explained. “ He 
wants a play-actor, and I’ve been sent 
here to tackle the job.”

At this the sour-faced doorkeeper dis­
appeared and returned in a few minutes 
accompanied by a man in his shirt­
sleeves.

“ Want to see me? ” the latter inquired.
“ Yes, sir, if you’re the stage - man­

ager,” replied Simple Simon. “ Your 
friend, the clerk in the Herald office, was 
telling me that you need a play-actor. 
He sent me over to see you.”

“ Oh, yes. That’s right. I told him 
if he came across a sober fellow who 
wanted to make a half-dollar for a night’s 
work to send him to me. I'm short on 
supes. Have you ever done any suping 
before? ”

“No, I ain’t!” exclaimed Simple Si­
mon disappointedly. “Soup, eh? Then 
that clerk chap told me wrong. He said 
that what you wanted was a play-actor 
to take part in a Roman mob. If it’s a 
cook you’re after, I guess I can’t fill the 
bill. I-don’t know nothin’ about soup.”

The stage-manager smiled and Leffing­
well grinned.

“ I mean a super. That’s what we call 
the man who carries a spear,” the former 
explained. “ I prefer a man with expe­
rience ; but as long as my friend in the 
Herald office recommended you, I guess 
I’ll give you a show. Come around here 
to-night at about seven-thirty and ask for 
Mr. Bradley. That’s my name. I can’t 
use both of you, as I only need one man. 
Don’t go getting drunk in the meantime, 
or you won’t get the jr’o.”

With this he went ;nside again and the 
grouchy old doorkeeper banged the door 
in their faces.

Courtesy and politeness are not to be 
encountered at the stage-door of a New 
York theater. Continual and provoking 
experiences with mashers and other pes­
tiferous would-be intruders soon convert 
the most gentle of doormen into the most 
gruff and grim specimens of mankind.



Leffingwell and Simple Simon walked 
the street for a couple of hours, and then 
paid another visit to the Herald office 
and inquired whether a reply had arrived 
from the mysterious R. A.

The clerk informed them that the spe­
cial messenger who had delivered the let­
ter had returned and reported that R. A. 
was not at home. 'ITie messenger, there­
fore, had left the letter with a servant.

“ Come back later.” the clerk advised 
Leffingwell. “ Perhaps when he returns 
home and finds your letter, he'll send a 
message down here for you."

At seven o'clock no answer had arrived 
and. after talking the matter over, it was 
agreed that Leffingwell should hang 
around the newspaper office in the hope 
of hearing from R. A., while Simple 
Simon should go to fill his engagement at 
Dell's Theater and join Leffingwell after 
the show.

-Promptly at the appointed hour the 
red-haired man ef the sea applied at the 
stage-door of the theater.

This time the surly old doorkeeper ad­
mitted him without challenge, and Simple 
Simon found himself in a dark, narrow 
passageway, at the farther end of which 
he encountered some of the queerest look­
ing men and women he had ever seen.

Attired in the most extraordinary gar­
ments, and with their faces so thickly 
smeared with red paint that their own 
mothers could not have recognized them, 
they stood around in little groups, indulg­
ing in idle chatter.

Some of the men sported tin helmets 
and carried shining tin swords in their 
hands; others wore long, loose, flowing 
gowns which resembled bath-robes.

It took only one glance to convince 
Simple Simon that the women were far 
from beautiful. Whatever good looks 
had been bestowed upon them by nature 
■were hidden and distorted by the grease­
paint and powder which covered their 
features.

“ And these, T reckon, are actor 
ladies,” mused Simple Simon. “ I’ve al­
ways heard that actor-ladies was peaches 
—that their beauty was such as to turn 
men’s heads. Imagine any sane man’s 
head being turned by these painted scare­
crows ! They’re ugly enough to make a 
man want to turn his head in the oppo­
site direction.”

Of course Simple Simon did not realize 
that to the people on the other side of the 
footlights these roughly painted cheeks 
would appear delightfully smooth and 
deliciously rosy. He did not know that 
during a performance actresses’ faces, 
like stage-scenery, are not supposed to be 
subjected to close inspection, and that 
even the most perfect complexions have 
to be “ made-up ” in order to produce a 
proper long-distance effect.

In a little group, standing apart from 
the rest of the performers, Simple Simon 
noticed a dozen miserable-looking men.

They were attired in shabby, tattered 
costumes, for they were supposed to rep­
resent a starving Roman street mob, 
clamoring for bread.

Their faces needed no stage make-up 
to carry out this effect, for they were the 
most gaunt, emaciated, wretched-looking 
group of men Simple Simon had ever 
seen.

These, of course, were the supers— 
poor unfortunates to whom a chance to 
earn fifty cents a night was a golden 
opportunity.

Simon was regarding this group with 
interest, when the hustling stage-manager 
suddenly approached and tapped him on 
the shoulder.

“ Ha 1 Here you are ! ” he exclaimed. 
“ Glad to see that you’re punctual and 
that you’ve managed to keep sober. 
That’s the trouble with most supes— 
they’re so beastly unreliable.

“ By the way, I’m going to give you a 
chance to distinguish yourself. Instead 
of being one of the mob, you’re going to 
have a speaking part.”

“ A speaking part ' ” cried Simple 
Simon, aghast at the idea.

“ Yes. Don't get scared. You'll only 
have two lines to speak. You oughtn’t 
to have any trouble keeping them in your 
head. I’ve just received word that the 
man who regularly plays the part is sick 
and can't go on to-night. It’s too late to 
get another actor to fill the role. I’ve 
been looking the supes over, and there 
isn’t one of them looks intelligent enough 
to trust with the lines. I never saw such 
a stupid-looking bunch. You look like 
an intelligent man, so, although you say 
you’ve never had any experience. I’m go­
ing to give you a chance.

“ It’s a fine opportunity for you. I 



can’t make you any definite promise, but 
if you make good to-night, and help us 
out of our difficulty, you’re likely to get 
a permanent job.”

“ Very good,” said Simple Simon 
eagerly. “ Tell me what I’ve got to say, 
sir, and I guarantee you that I’ll say it 
when the proper time comes.”

“ Well, you’re supposed to be a Ro­
man captain. In the first act you rush 
on the stage and, approaching the em­
peror’s throne, shout breathlessly: 1 Im- 
perator, all is lost! The imperial army 
has been defeated and put to rout. The 
enemy, fifty thousand strong, is even now 
marching this way -to seize your august 
person.’

“ Then the emperor asks you: ' And 
what of my son—does he survive?’ To 
which you reply, very sadly: ‘No, Im- 
perator; alas ! he, too, is slain. With my 
own eyes I saw him cut down by the 
sword of a barbarian.’

“Think you can “manage that?” in­
quired the stage - manager anxiously. 
“ Your appearance certainly fits the part 
to perfection, and if you can memorize 
these lines, you’ll do first-rate.”

Simple Simon was blessed with a very 
good memory, and he soon had the words 
down pat. When he was rigged up in 
the uniform of a Roman captain, with a 
shining tin helmet resting somewhat 
heavily on his red hair, he regarded him­
self in a cracked mirror with some com­
placency.

After the curtain had gone up, he stood 
in the wings impatiently awaiting his cue 
to go on, and constantly mumbling his 
lines for fear that they would slip his 
memory.

Suddenly the stage - manager tapped 
him on the shoulder.

“ Now,” he whispered, “ here comes 
your cue. Rush on and speak your lines 
breathlessly as though you had been run­
ning a long distance. Don’t be afraid to 
speak out. For heaven’s sake, old man, 
don’t make a mess of it or you’ll spoil the 
whole act. Here you go, now.”

With his bright tin helmet flashing in 
the light of the calcium, and feeling 
strangely shaky at the knees, Simple 
Simon rushed upon the stage toward a 
gilded throne, upon which sat a richly 
robed man of magnificent appearance.

“ Imperator! ” he cried, " all is lost.

The imperial army has been defeated. 
The enemy—”

He suddenly stopped short and mut­
tered under his breath, “ Well. I’ll be 
jaggered.”

“ Go on,” commanded a voice from the 
wings in an angry whisper, “ The enemy, 
fifty thousand strong, is even now march­
ing this way.”

But Simple Simon did rot heed this 
prompting. He was staring over the 
footlights and into the big audience. His 
gaze seemed to be riveted upon somebody 
sitting in an orchestra-chair in the third 
row.

“ I’ll be shanghaied if it ain’t him,” 
he muttered.

“ Go on,” commanded the voice from 
the wings still more angrily. “ You red­
headed fool, what on earth is the matter 
with you ? ”

The Roman emperor wriggled uncom­
fortably on his throne; the other actors 
on the stage glared at the offender. The 
audience began to snicker.

But, unmindful of the sensation he 
was causing, Simple Simon walked slow­
ly to the very edge of the stage and. lean­
ing over the footlights, stared fixedly at 
the occupant of the above - mentioned 
orchestra-chair.

“ ’Tis him,” he muttered again. “ I’m 
sure of it. But how the deuce can he be 
here in the theater when he’s supposed to 
be dead or dying in the hospital? ”

Just then the emperor, realizing that 
desperate methods must be adopted in 
order to save the act, jumped from his 
throne and, going over to Simple Simon, 
cried in an excited tone: “Calm your­
self, my good captain, and fear not to tell 
me the worst. What of the enemy? Are 
they marching this way, fifty thousand 
strong? Did you see my son slain by the 
sword of a barbarian?”

But his hope to save the situation by 
this ingenious improvisation was a vain 
one. Of course he expected that Simple 
Simon would avail himself of this help 
and make a suitable answer.

But. to his horror, the latter replied in a 
voice loud enough to be heard by part of 
■the audience:

“ I don’t give a darn about the enemy, 
nor a continental about your son. I’ve 
got no time now to play-act. There’s a 
man out in front there who’s supposed to 



be dead or dying in the hospital, and I’ve 
got to speak to him right away, so you’ll 
have to excuse me.”

So saying he bounded over the foot­
lights and jumped from the high stage to 
the floor of the auditorium.

The audience broke into a roar of 
laughter, The stage - manager, almost 
foaming at the mouth with rage, hastily 
ordered the curtain to be lowered.

Simple Simon rushed toward the occu­
pant of the seat in the third row.

“ Excuse me, sir,” he cried breathless­
ly, “ I’m surprised to see you here. They 
said you was at the point of death and 
I’m real glad to find you ain’t. Since 
you weren’t seriously injured and, as you 
must admit, my messmate struck you fair 
and square, I hope you won’t be mean 
enough to press the charge against him.”

The man whom he addressed regarded 
him with frank amazement.

111 don’t know you, and I don’t under­
stand what you’re talking about,” he said.

“ What! ” cried Simple Simon, equal­
ly arfiazed. “ You don’t mean to pre­
tend that you ain’t the man my comrade 
laid out flat with a knockout blow last 
night. Why, of course you are. I’d 
know you among a thousand. ’Taint any 
use for you to deny it.”

‘‘Nevertheless, I’m not the man,” re-- 
torted the other quietly. “ Either you’re 
crazy, or else you’re mistaking me for my 
cousin, who resembles me very closely.”

Simple Simon gave a gasp of disap­
pointment.

‘‘Your cousin!” he exclaimed, “and 
what’s his name? ”

“ His name is Thomas Clark. He's 
a private detective. Perhaps he’s the 
man you mean.” '

“ Good Heavens' ” gasped Simple 
Simon in dismay. “ A detective ! That 
lawyer was right. The feller may have 
been perfectly justified in following thaj: 
young woman. It looks as if my poor 
messmate is in mighty bad.”

CHAPTER IX.
R. A. EXPLAINS.

While Simple Simon was making his 
somewhat startling debut at Dell’s Thea­
ter, Leffingwell was waiting patiently in 
the advertising office of the Herald, in 

the hope of receiving a reply to his let­
ter to R. A.

At about nine o’clock his patience was 
rewarded by the arrival of a district 
messenger boy, bearing a note addressed 
to him, which read as follows:

Mr. Frank Leffingwell, 
Care Herald.

Dear Sir:—Yours received, and if 
you are really sincere in your state­
ment that you can give important 
information concerning the deserter, 
Richard Mitchell, please call here im­
mediately upon receipt of this.

R. A.

At the head of this note was the en­
graved address: “ The Gondola Apart­
ment House, Riverside Drive.”

“ Funny he didn’t sign his name,” 
mused Leffingwell. “ I suppose, how­
ever, he’s afraid to trust me until he is 
convinced that I am really on the level.”

He consulted the advertising-clerk as 
to how to get to the Gondola Apartment 
House, and the latter not only directed 
him there, but, upon learning that he had 
no car fare, was accommodating enough 
to lend him a ten-cent piece.

Half an hour later, Leffingwell en­
tered the big apartment - house which 
overlooks the Hudson ‘River, and ap­
proaching a hall-boy, asked him if there 
was any person living there known as 
R. A.

“ Before I answer that question, will 
you please tell me your name?” in­
quired the boy cautiously.

*“ Leffingwell—Frank Leffingwell.”
“ Then it’s all right, sir,” said the boy. 

“ The gentleman is expecting you, and 
I’m to take you up to his apartment right 
away. Will you please come with me?”

He led the way to an elevator, and 
they were whizzed to the top floor of the 
tall building. The hall-boy pressed the 
bell of the left-hand apartment, and the 
door was opened by a tall, gray-bearded 
man.

■ “ This is the party you told me to 
bring up, sir,” said the boy.

The gray-bearded man nodded.
“ Before I ask you to step inside,” he 

said, addressing Leffingwell, “ you will 
pardon me if I ask you to give me your 
word of honor that you are not a news­
paper reporter.”



“ I swear to you that I am not, sir.” 
“ And you told the truth in your let­

ter? You have important information to 
give me concerning the man in whom I 
am interested? ”

“ Yes, sir. I have information which 
I think you will consider important.”

“ Very good. Kindly come inside. 
You will pardon my taking these precau­
tions; but I am extremely anxious to 
avoid publicity in this affair; and when 
I received your letter, I half suspected 
that you were a newspaper man, and 
that you had written that letter as an 
ingenious means of getting an interview 
with me and obtaining some information 
concerning this matter.”

He led the way to a magnificently 
fitted up library, and taking care to close 
and lock the door, motioned Leffingwell 
to a seat.

“ And now, sir,” he answered. “ I am 
ready to hear this important information 
concerning Richard Mitchell. If it re­
sults in his' capture, I assure you that 
you shall be paid the reward I offer.”

“ I’m afraid I can’t promise you posi­
tively that it will result in his capture, 
sir,” replied Leffingwell with a sigh. 
“ The important •information I referred 
to is that I know confidently that Mitchell 
is in this city, and that he has been 
drinking heavily. It seemed to me that, 
such being the case, it ought not to be a 

wery difficult matter to run him down. 
The fact that he allows liquor to get the 
best of him shows that he is not taking 
any great precaution to avoid detection 
and arrest. I thought you might not 
know these things, and that is why I 
wrote to you.”

“ Humph ! And you say in your let­
ter that you and your friend have seen 
Mitchell to-day?”

“ Yes. We met him on the street this 
afternoon. He was so drunk that he 
could scarcely talk, but when he saw us 
it sort of sobered him up.”

“ Well, if you met him. and knew that 
he was wanted by the government for 
desertion from the army, why on earth 
did you not hold him and hand him over 
to the authorities? ”

“ We did intend to do so ; but he told 
us that he had a good job in Philadel­
phia, and '.hat he expected to get married 
to-morrow He worked on our sympa­

thies to such an extent that, for the 
girl’s sake, we finally let him go.”

The gray-bearded man frowned.
“ That was foolish—very foolish,” he 

said. “ The scoundrel was deceiving 
you. He told you barefaced lies. He 
has no job in Philadelphia, and I have 
good reason to know that he is not going 
to get married to-morrow.”

“ 1 suspected as much—afterward, 
when it was too late,” admitted Leffing­
well bitterly. “ I was a fool to place 
anj- stock in what he said; for I know 
the cad of old, and he always was an 
out-and-out liar. I assure you, sir, that 
my friend and I now greatly regret our 
weakness, and if we can lay hands on 
him again—he’ll have a hard job get­
ting away.”

The gray-bearded man shook his head.
“ I’m afraid you’ll have quite some 

difficulty in laying hands on him again,” 
he said. “ You had your chance, and 
you missed it. I don’t think you’ll get 
another.”

“ Well, we’re going to try our best to 
find him,” announced Leffingwell grimly.

“ I presume that you are inspired sole­
ly by the big reward I offer, eh?” in­
quired the other.

“ Principally by that, I will admit, 
sir. We need money mighty bad to help 
out a friend who is in trouble. But, 
apart from the reward, it will afford me 
much satisfaction to bring that cad to 
justice. I have several grudges against 
him to settle on my own account.”-

“ Humph! You say in your letter 
that you have been honorably discharged 
from the United States army.”

“ Yes, sir. That’s the truth.”
“ Have you got your discharge-papers 

with you?”
“No; they were stolen from my 

pocket yesterday, and, of course, I 
haven’t had time to get duplicates from 
headquarters. I hope you believe that 
I am telling you the truth, sir?”

The gray-bearded man studied Lef- 
fingwell’s face intently.

“ Yes, I believe you,” he said slowly. 
“ If I am any judge of faces, yours is an 
honest one. May I ask why you have 
left the army? ”

“ My chum and I grew tired of a 
military career, and determined to seek 
our fortunes in civil life.”



Leffingwell then proceeded to give 
R. A. an account of Randolph and him­
self, and told what had happened to 
them since their arrival in New York.

“ And I will frankly confess, sir,” he 
added. “ that my real object in coming 
to you was to make you this proposition: 
if you will help my chum out of his 
trouble by loaning us the money to hire 
a good lawyer, we will, in return, devote 
all our time to running down this cad 
Mitchell, and if we succeed in capturing 
him, will be willing to forego the re­
ward you have offered.”

” Humph ” exclaimed R. A., appar­
ently ignoring this offer. “ And you say 
that a few years ago this fellow Mitchell 
was in your regiment and a member of 
your company?”

“ Yes. He served with us in the Phil­
ippines until he deserted. The boys 
were mighty glad to get rid of him ; for 
he was universally detested.”

“ Ha' Do you know anything specific 
against his character? Can you tell me 
of any acts he has committed, in addi­
tion to deserting from the army, which 
would discredit him in the eyes of an 
honest person?” inquired the other 
eagerly.

“ Yes. I can tell you a whole lot 
against him, and nothing to his credit. 
The fellow is a thorough blackguard, 
and, while he was in the army, acted like 
one.”

He proceeded to mention several in­
cidents which showed up Mitchell's 
character in the worst possible light.

The gray-bearded man listened to his 
recital with great interest.

“ Young man.” he said, ‘‘ I believe all 
you have told me ; for 1 pride myself 
upon being a pretty good judge of faces, 
and, as I said before, yours bears the 
stamp of honesty.

“ Now, I want you to do me a favor. 
Would you mind repeating these things 
that you have just told me about Mitch­
ell to another person—a young lady. 
Will you do this for me?”

Leffingwell hesitated.
“ Well, I can’t say I exactly like that 

proposition,” he said slowly. “ It sort 
of goes against a fellow’s grain to 
blacken a man’s reputation in the eyes 
of a woman—even when the man is such 
a cad as Mitchell.

“ Do you think it’s exactly fair, sir, 
to ask me to do this without letting me 
know first who the young lady is, what 
relation she bears to Mitchell, and why 
you want me to tell her these things? 
It seems to me, sir, without meaning any 
offense, that if you expect me to do what 
you ask, it is up to you to do a little pre­
liminary explaining. I swear that I will 
regard as confidential anything you may 
see fit to tell me.”

R. A. nodded his head.
“ What you demand is quite just and 

reasonable.” he said. “ I will be frank 
with you. Mr. Leffingwell, and take you 
into my confidence, and you will then 
see that my motives are perfectly proper 
and honorable.

“ First of ail, let me tell you that my 
name is Robert Addison, and that I am 
a retired Wall Street broker. ’ The young 
woman I refer to is my ward. She was 
the daughter of my dearest friend, who, 
when he died, entrusted his motherless 
child to my care. I’ve brought her up 
as if she were my own daughter. That 
scoundrel. Mitchell, expects to marry her 
soon. The foolish girl is strangely in­
fatuated with him.” ,,

“ Ha ! ” exclaimed Leffingwell., “ And 
I suppose you want me to blacken his 
reputation to such an extent that the 
young woman will lose her infatuation 
and refuse to marry him?”

“ Exactly,” replied Mr. Addison, nod- 
Ming his head vigorously. “ It may not 
sound like a nice undertaking, but, since 
you know Mitchell to be such a down­
right cad, don’t you think that it is your 
moral duty to try to save this poor girl 
from the unhappiness that must come to 
her if she carries opt her present inten­
tion of marrying him?”

“ But the chances are that she won’t 
believe what I tell her,” protested Lef­
fingwell. “ They say that love is blind, 
you know.”

“ Very true,” replied Mr. Addison 
with a frown. “ But there is a slight 
chance that your words may have some 
effect, and I don’t want to leave any step 
untried. If you go about your mission 
with diplomacy, there is a bare possi­
bility that the fact that you werS in the 
same regiment as Mitchell may.have con­
siderable weight with her.”

“ But does she not already know that



, he is a deserter from the United States 
army? Surely that fact alone should 
be sufficient to open her eyes to his 
worthlessness,” suggested Leffingwell.

Mr. Addison shook his head.
“She knows that'he is a deserter; 

but I regret to say that that knowledge 
has had no effect upon her. The villain 
has a glib tongue, and he has managed 
to concoct a story to account for his act 
which puts his offense in a good light in 
her eyes. I have tried to argue the mat­
ter with her; but she is deaf to all rea- 

• son. She declares that she .loves Mitch­
ell, and is determined to marry him.”

“Has she known him a long time?” 
inquired Leffingwell.

“ Only about a year. She met him 
down South. We had gone there to 
spend the winter, and Mitchell was em­
ployed as a clerk in the hotel at which 
we were stopping.
. “ Of course, nobody had any idea 
that he was a deserter at the time; but 
I didn’t like his looks at all, and when 
I caught on to the fact that there was a 
love-affair in progress between him and 
my ward, I immediately packed my 
trunks and returned to New York, bring­
ing her with me.

“ Well, sir. that scamp soon afterward 
threw up his job in the hotel and came 
North. Pretty soon I found out that he 
and my ward had resumed their love- 
affair. Of course I forbade him the 
house; but, nevertheless, they managed 
to communicate with and see each other 
pretty often.

“ One day, a few months ago, I 
learned that Mitchell was wanted by the 
army authorities for desertion. Imme­
diately I heard this, I made up my mind 
to capture him and have him sent to 
prison, with the object of getting him 
out of the way and saving my ward from 
subsequent unhappiness.”

“ Well, I should think it ought to 
have been easy for you to get hold of 
him at the time,” remarked Leffingwell. 
■ “ I guess it would have been, if I had 
not been foolish enough to inform my 
ward of my intentions,” replied Mr. Ad­
dison with a frown. “ She gave him 
warning, I guess: for I haven’t seen or 
heard of him since that day, and haven’t 
the remotest idea of his whereabouts.

“ I have a sneaking suspicion, though, 

that my ward has, all along, been in 
constant communication with him; but 
how she manages it, I can’t imagine. I 
have had private detectives watch her, 
and they have closely scrutinized all the 
mail she receives; but not a single clue 
have they been able to discover.”

“ Isn’t it possible that they are al­
ready married?” suggested Leffingwell. 
“ It seems to me that when Mitchell 
was warned that you were aware of the 
fact that he was a deserter, and were de­
termined to hand him over to the author­
ities, it’s likely that he would persuade 
the young lady to marry him secretly, 
so that, whatever happened, they could 
not be parted.”

“ No,” replied Mr. Addison emphati­
cally; “ I feel sure that such is not the 
case. Mitchell won’t marry that girl 
before next month.”

“Why not?” persisted Leffingwell.
“ If she loves him and he loves her, it—”

“ That’s just the point,” the other in­
terrupted fiercely. “ Mitchell does not 
love my foolish ward. The infatuation 
is all one-sided. I am positive of that. 
The scoundrel is trying to win the poor 
girl because he knows that, on her twen­
ty-second birthday, she will inherit a 
million dollars from her father. He is 
nothing more than a contemptible for­
tune-hunter, and is after the poor child’s 
money, although she blindly refuses to 
be convinced that such is the case.

“ By the terms of her father’s will, if 
she marries without my consent before 
her twenty-second birthday, she loses 
every cent of her inheritance. After her 
twenty-second birthday, she is supposed 
to have arrived at an age of discretion, 
and the will gives her the privilege of 
marrying whoever she pleases.”

“ And does Mitchell know of the 
terms of this will?” inquired Leffing­
well.

He does. My ward admits that she 
has told him all about it. That is why 
I feel confident that the scoundrel will 
not try to persuade her to marry him 
until the tenth of next month. She 
celebrates her twenty-second birthday on 
that date.”

“ Ha! ” cried Leffingwell. “ I see, 
now, why your advertisement in the Her- { 
aid states that Mitchell must be caught 
during the present month.”



“ Well, that isn't the only reason why I 
inserted that clause in the advertisement,” 
Mr. Addison explained. “ As a matter of 
fact, if the scamp is not arrested by the 
first of next month the authorities will be 
powerless to arrest him at all."

“ What do you mean ? ” cried Leffing­
well. in great surprise.

“ I mean that after the first of next 
month he will be immune from arrest, 
under the statute of limitations. Surely, 
you, as a soldier, must know the law re­
garding deserters.”

“ No, I don’t,” Leffingwell replied. “ I 
never even thought of deserting, so never, 
had cause to acquaint myself with the 
details of the law on the subject.”

“ Well, the law says that if a deserter 
is not arrested within two years after the 
expiration of his term of enlistment he 
shall be immune from arrest, provided 
that since the date of his desertion he 
has always lived in this country under 
his own name.

“ I have learned that the term of 
Mitchell’s enlistment expired just one 
year eleven and a half months ago : so, 
you see. if he can manage to avoid cap­
ture until the first of next month, the 
law will be powerless to touch him. and 
he will be able to marry my ward when 
she reaches her twenty-second year with­
out fear of molestation.

“ That is why he must be captured 
within the next two weeks. If I can 
have him sent away to a military prison 
he won't be able to marry my ward until 
he gets out. That will be at least two or 
three years, I guess, and by the end of 
that time the silly girl ought to be thor­
oughly cured of her infatuation.”

“ I sincerely hope that you’ll succeed 
in catching him,” cried Leffingwell earn­
estly. “ If only I had known what I 
know now, when I had my hands on the 
cad to-day I ”

“ It is too bad that you let him get 
awav,” said Mr. Addison .with a sigh.

“However, it’s no use crying over 
spilled milk. Now. having heard my ex­
planation. don’t you feel justified in ac­
quainting this misguided girl with all 
you know reflecting on that scamp’s 
character? ”

“ Yes, sir; and I’m perfectly willing 
to do it,” replied Leffingwell. “ I’m 
afraid mv words won’t have any effect 

upon her; but.I feel it my duty to do 
what I can to dissuade her from taking 
this rash step.”

“ Very good,” said Mr. Addison. “ I 
will send for her, now.”

A few minutes later a pale-faced young 
woman entered the library.

“ Do you want to see me, guardian?” 
she inquired, darting a glance of curiosity 
toward Leffingwell.

CHAPTER X.
A LITTLE LIGHT.

“ Clarice,” began Mr. Addison some­
what nervously, “ I sent ’for you because 
I want you to meet Mr. Frank Leffing­
well.”

The young woman acknowledged this 
introduction with a gracious bow. As Lef­
fingwell rose from his chair he studied 
her appearance with great interest.

She was by no means a pretty girl. 
Her face, besides being devoid of color, 
was quite plain, its one redeeming fea­
ture being a pair of very bright black 
eyes. Her brown hair was dressed in a 
manner which gave her an appearance of 
being much older than her years.

It was an interesting face, however, 
despite its lack of beauty, and her figure 
was slender and graceful ; but. knowing 
what he did of Mitchell’s character and 
disposition, Leffingwell felt sure that this 
was not the type of girl to attract the 
deserter, apart from the fact that she was 
heiress to a fortune of a million dollars.

“ Mr. Leffingwell, I must explain, has 
served in the United States army and 
has only just been honorably discharged,” 
went on Mr. Addison.

At these words, the gracious smile dis­
appeared from the girl’s face and she 
regarded the two men haughtily—almost 
defiantly. It was quite evident that her 
suspicions were aroused.

“ As a matter of fact,” continued her 
guardian, paying no heed to her 
change of manner, “ Mr. Leffingwell was 
in the same regiment and in the same 
company as—as that contemptible scoun­
drel with whom you are so foolishly 
infatuated.”

“ I beg your pardon, guardian.” said 
the girl quietly, her black eyes flashing 
fire. “ I must request you to choose your 



words more carefully. I presume you 
refer to Richard. He is not a scoundrel, 
and I don’t care to hear him spoken of 
in such a manner.”

“ He is a contemptible scoundrel,” 
cried her guardian. “ I have suspected 
him of being such all along, and now I 
have convincing proofs that my sus­
picions were correct. Mr. Leffingwell, 
here, knows the fellow well. He can tell 
you what kind of reputation the scamp 
bore in the army. 1'hat is why I have 
sent for you. I want you to hear the 
truth from him.”

“ If Mr. Leffingwell will pardon me,” 
retorted the girl coldly, “ I don’t care to 
hear his testimony. It seems to me that 
a young man might be engaged in a 
braver and more honorable task than 
speaking ill of a man who is not here to 
defend himself.”

Leffingwell colored furiously at this 
rebuke.

“ I assure you, madam, that 1 am quite 
prepared to tell Richard Mitchell to his 
face what I am requested to tell you 
now,” he said.

■‘By gad—yes!” cried Mr. Addison 
indignantly. “ That remark is as unkind 
as it is unfair, Clarice. I wish to Heaven 
that that skulking scamp was here now to 
hear what we have to say about him.”

“ Two weeks from now your wish shall 
be granted, if you like.” replied the girl. 
“ Then, if Mr. Leffingwell desires, he 
shall have an opportunity of saying what 
he has to say in the presence of the man 
he is apparently so eager to traduce. Un­
til that time, as you well know. Richard 
cannot afford to come out of hiding.”

"And why is he in hiding?” cried 
the old man passionately. " Because 
he didn’t have stamina or patriotism 
enough to serve out his time in the army. 
Like the white-livered coward he is. he 
broke his sworn pledge and deserted. He 
richly deserves to go to prison, and you 
ought to be ashamed of yourself, my girl, 
for vour lack of patriotism in defending 

him and shielding him from the authori­
ties.”

The girl sighed wearily.
“ Pray, what is the use of going over 

all that again, guardian?” she said. “Me 
have argued it out so often. I have told 

you that Richard has fully and satisfac­
torily explained to me why he deserted 

from the army. Of course, I'll admit, it 
was a rash and wrong act on his part, 
but under the circumstances he was jus­
tified.”

“ He was not justified,” cried the old 
man angrily. " Tell her," Leffingwell, the 
real reason why the scoundrel ran away.”

“ He deserted because he was too cow­
ardly to stay and-fight.” said Leffingwell. 
“ We got word one night that we were 
to be attacked by Tagalogs. The next 
morning Mitchell was missing.”

“ That is a slanderous falsehood,” 
cried the girl furiously. 11 He did not 
desert for any such reason. He received 
word that his aged mother was dying in 
Boston and was crying for him night and 
day. He applied to his officers for leave 
of absence. His colonel had a grudge 
against him. and permission was curtly 
refused. Then he deserted and went 
straight to the bedside of his poor 
mother. That is the truth. He has ex­
plained it all to me.”

Leffingwell smiled grimly.
“ I beg your pardon, madam,” he said 

quietly. “It is he who has lied to you 
—not I.”

“ I wouldn’t believe you under oath,” 
cried the girl, her eyes blazing with scorn 
and indignation. “ I am fully aware of 
vour object in coming here, sir. My 
guardian has hired you to attempt to 
poison my mind against Richard. You 
are prepared to slander a man who has 
done you no harm in order to earn a 
few miserable dollars.

“ Well, vou won't earn the money. I 
refuse to listen to what you have to say. 
Whatever you or anybody else might tell 
me reflecting on Richard Mitchell’s char­
acter would have no effect upon me. I 
am fully aware of the motives which in­
spire such tales.

“ As for you, guardian, you ought to 
be ashamed of yourself for adopting such 
methods. You are governed by a most 
unreasonable prejudice. Some day you 
will appreciate Richard at his true worth, 
and then I shall love you again. But 
until that time comes I cannot give you 
even my respect.

'' Please don’t send for me again for 
any such reason as this. No matter what 
vou sav or what anybody else says, I am 

going to marry Richard on the eleventh 
of next month. Nobody can stop me.”



With this she stalked indignantly out 
of the room, leaving the two men re­
garding each other blankly.

“ Well, what do you think of that 1 ” 
gasped her guardian. “ That girl is a 
regular fury when she’s aroused. She’s 
so infatuated with that villain that she 
doesn't even want to hear the truth. She’s 
rushing blindly to her fate and refuses 
to have her eyes opened.”

“ I expected matters would turn out 
this way,” replied Leffingwell. ” I guess 
a woman in love’s about the most un­
reasonable creature on God’s green earth. 
It looks as if you are powerless to save 
her, Mr. Addison.”

“ There’s only one thing left,” replied 
the old man. “ That fellow must be 
caught before the end of the month.

“ I’ll double the number of private 
detectives I’ve got working for me now. 
Can’t sav I’ve got much confidence in 
private detectives, however. All they 
seem to do is to look wise and put in big 
expense bills every week.”

“ Well, how about accepting my offer, 
Mr. Addison?” asked Leffiingwell eager­
ly. “ You promise to help my chum out 
of his scrape and I’ll devote the next two 
weeks to trying to find Mitchell. I have 
an advantage over your detectives, you 
know, in that I know Mitchell and would 
recognize him instantly if I came across 
him, whereas they have never seen him 
and only have a description of him with 
which to work.”

“ That is very true,” replied the old 
man. “ I guess vou wouldn’t have any 
trouble in recognizing the scoundrel if 
you should come across him—but how 
do you expect to come across him ? That’s 
the point. You have no clues on which to 
work, and the chances of your meeting 
him accidentally again are about one in 
ten thousand.”

“ Well, my plan is to watch this house 
night and day for the next two weeks in 
the ho.pe that Mitchell will try to com­
municate with the young lady, or vice 
versa'' declared Leffingwell.

Mr. Addison shook his head dubiously.
“ I’m afraid you won’t be able to ac­

complish anything. As I have told you. 
I have had private detectives closely 
watching Clarice for the past few weeks, 
and they have been unable to discover 
anv means of communication. If trained 

detectives have failed, how can you hope 
to succeed? ”

“ But you just told me that you hadn’t 
much confidence in private detectives,” 
argued Leffingwell. “ Perhaps I and my 
friend, Simple Simon, will be lucky 
enough to succeed where they have failed. 
Don’t you think you ought to give us a 
chance, Mr. Addison?”

“ Well, you can try if you like, but I 
haven’t any hope that you'll accomplish 
anything.”

“ And in return for our work, will you 
help my chum out of his trouble? ” cried 
Leffingwell eagerly. “ I realize that I’m 
asking a whole lot of you. sir, and that 
unless we, actually succeed in running 
down Mitchell I’m giving you very little 
in return ; but I assure you that if you 
will do us this great favor we will never 
forget your generosity. Whatever money 
it may cost you to get Al Randolph out 
of prison we shall regard as a loan and 
will pay you back every cent, some day 
—honestly we will.” •

“ That’s all right, my boy.” replied the 
other. “ As a matter of fact, after hear­
ing your story, I had fully made up my 
mind to come to the rescue of your friend 
without asking anything of you in return. 
I have taken a liking to you and feel dis­
posed to help you.

“ I shall put your friend’s case in the 
hands of my own lawyer to-morrow, and 
see if he can’t get the young man out of 
his trouble. Of course that young woman 
will have to be found and persuaded to 
testify, but my lawyer doubtless will ‘at­
tend to all that. 1 am willing to spend 
whatever money may be necessary.”

“ I can’t thank you enough,” cried 
Leffingwell earnestly. “ I willy hope I 
shall be able to repay you. sir, by cap­
turing Mitchell and thus helping you out 
of your trouble.”

“If you could do that you would in­
deed be repaying me,” responded the old 
man with a sigh. “ By the way, my lad. 
1 guess you need some pocket-money. I 
believe you told me that you lost your 
wallet containing every cent you had in 
the world. Here is twenty dollars—”

“ No, no,” Leffingwell hastily -inter­
rupted him. “ I couldn’t think of taking 
it, sir. Your promise'to help my chum 
has placed me heavily enough in your 
debt, as it is.”



“Tush, tush! If you are going to 
work for me you must have expense 
money. You can’t expect to run down 
that scoundrel without money in your 
pocket; and, besides, if you are going to 
give me all your time for the next two 
weeks, how are you going to obtain monev 
with which to buy food and hire a bed, 
unless you take it from me?”

Realizing the logic of this argument, 
Leffingwell took the money. As a matter 
of fact, he was mighty glad to get it, 
for now that his anxiety for his chum 
was relieved and he had leisure to 
think of himself, he began to grow con­
scious of the fact that he was feeling very- 
weak from want of food and proper 
sleep.

After a little further conversation, 
Leffingwell took leave of his benefactor 
and departed, highly elated at the suc­
cess of his visit.

“Al will be mighty glad when he 
hears what good luck I have had, and so 
will Simple Simon,” he mused, as he 
stepped into the elevator and was»whizzed 
to the ground floor. “ By the way, I 
guess Simple Simon is now waiting pa­
tiently for me 'in the Herald Building. 
I’d better go to him at once, for he’ll 
be wondering what has become of me.”

As he stepped out of the Gondola 
Apartment House and found himself on 
Riverside Drive, he crossed the driveway 
to lean for a moment over the stone em­
bankment and gaze down at the smooth, 
black water of the Hudson.

Viewed from Riverside Drive, the 
Hudson River at night-time is weirdly 
picturesque.

A steamboat, ablaze with light, was 
gliding majestically up the stream. In 
the opposite direction a saucy tugboat, 
invisible in the darkness save for a small 
lamp at bow and stern, was making her 
way noisilv toward the sea. Across the 
river loomed the Jersey coast, ink-black 
except for the lights which dotted the 
margin of the shore.

Leffingwell lingered for a few min­
utes, admiring the view. Suddenly, as 
he glanced across the river, his attention 
was attracted by a tiny light, situated 
apparently a short distance inland at a 
point directly opposite where he stood.

It •seemed to him that this light was 
acting somewhat queerly. It was con­

stantly appearing, disappearing, and re­
appearing, and its intermittent gleams 
were of irregular duration.

During his service in the army he had 
seen enough of the work of the signal 
corps’to recognize the Morse code when 
he saw it.

He had never studied telegraphy, so he 
was unable to interpret these irregular 
flashes, but he realized that that little 
white light was spelling out a message 
to somebody on the New York side of 
the river.

A sudden impulse prompted him to 
wheel around and glance at the upper 
stories of the Gondola Apartment 
House.

In a little window on the top floor 
gleamed a tiny light—a light which was 
flashing and disappearing at irregular 
intervals in a manner similar to the light 
on the Jersey shore.

“Jumping Jehoshaphat!” he ex­
claimed excitedly. “ That light up there 
must be in one of the windows of Mr. 
Addison’s apartment. It looks to me as 
if I’ve already discovered something that 
those private detectives have missed.”

CHAPTER XL
SIMPLE SIMON’S tLI.-LVCK.

“ And you mean to tell me that my 
cousin, Tom Clark, is lying in a hospital 
at the point of death, eh?” said the man 
in the third row at Dell’s Theater to 
Simple Simon.

“ Yes. sir,” replied Simon. “ Least­
wise, the feller in the hospital looks 
enough like you to be your twin brother, 
so I suppose there ain’t no doubt that 
he’s your cousin.. An’ you say he’s a de­
tective. eh? Well, of course, my com­
rade didn’t know that at the time or he 
wouldn’t have interfered. I suppose you 
don’t happen to know why he was ful­
lerin' the young woman, eh?”

“ I don't know what young woman 
you’re talking about. You’re speaking in 
riddles; but if my cousin is lying un­
identified in a hospital I guess I’d bet­
ter go to him at once. So it was your 
friend who assaulted him, was it?”

“ Yes,” admitted Simple Simon sadly. 
“ But it was a fair blow and your cousin 
had a chance to defend himself: My 



messmate is now in prison as a result of 
the thing. I hope, sir. that if your 
cousin comes to his senses you'll speak a 
good word with him on behalf of my 
messmate. Tell him, please, that the 
boy meant no harm and had no idea that 
he was a detective, and try to persuade 
him not to be hard on him in court.”

“ I shall do nothing of the sort.” re­
torted the other angrily. “ If the un­
identified man in the hospital really is 
my cousin. I warn you that your friend 
will get all that is coming to him. Tom 
Clark has plenty of pull in this town, and 
whether he dies or whether he lives, his 
friends will see that he is fully avenged.”

Feeling exceedingly despondent as a 
result of this reply, Simple Simon’s first 
impulse was to go at once to Leffingwell 
to impart the unpleasant news to him.

But he suddenly recollected that he 
was still attired in the costume of a Ro­
man captain and that a flashing tin hel­
met adorned his fiery head. Realizing 
that he would cut a painfully conspicuous 
figure if he appeared on the streets in 
this extraordinary get-up, he deemed it 
expedient to go in search of his own 
clothes before taking any other step.

With this purpose in- view, he was 
about.to endeavor to climb onto the stage 
again when one of the ushers intercepted 
him and, leading him to a door at the back 
of one of the boxes, explained to him 
that he could get back by this means with­
out having to go through an acrobatic 
performance in full view of the audi­
ence.

When Simple Simon arrived behind 
the scenes once more, he was confronted 
by the angry stage-manager.

“You harebrained jackass! Y'ou 
wooden-headed simpleton! You red­
headed baboon! ” shouted the latter furi- 
ouslv. “ You’ve ruined the act—you’ve 
spoiled the whole show. What the dick­
ens do vou mean by these infernal mon­
key-shines? ”

“ I’m sorry.” replied Simple Simon, 
looking very sheepish. “ 1 didn’t mean 
to do it; but when I caught sight of that 
feller in' the third row. he looked so much 
like the chap I thought he was, that I 
forgot everything else. I promise you. 
sir. that it won’t occur again—”

“ Won’t occur again! ” roared the 
manager. “ You can bet your sweet life 

it won’t. I’ll be mighty careful in fu­
ture not to hire a man who looks any­
thing like you. Get your clothes, now, 
and get out of here, you freckle-faced 
clown, before i have you thrown out 
bodily. 1 intended to pay you two dol­
lars if you’d done your work properly; 
but now you won’t get a single cent.”

Gnder other circumstances Simple 
Simon would have been inclined to resent 
the abuse which the irate manager hurled 
at him ; but now his sense of guilt caused 
him to receive these epithets with meek­
ness and submission.

He lost no time in exchanging his stage 
costume for his own clothes, and hurried 
out into the street and proceeded as fast 
as his legs would carry him toward the 
lieraid office, in search of Leffingwell.

But Leffingwell was not to be found. 
Their friend, the clerk at the advertising 
desk, had gone home and another man 
was there in his place. The latter knew 
nothing about Leffingwell. and could give 
no information as to where he had gone.

For t,wo hours Simple Simon waited 
patiently.

Suddenly, happening to glance through 
the window into the street beyond, his 
eyes encountered a sight which made him 
gasp.

On the other side of Herald Square a 
young woman was stepping into a hansom 
fab. The cab was some yards away from 
where Simple Simon stood ; but his eye­
sight was good and. despite the distance, 
he was able to-recognize that young 
woman.

“ It’s her!" he gasped without regard 
to grammar. “ By all that’s wonderful, 
it’s her. This is the greatest piece of 
luck I’ve ever had in all my life.”

He rushed out of the door like a mad­
man, and reached the other side of Herald 
Square just in time to see the hansom, 
with the girl inside, starting up Broad­
way at a slow rate of 'speed.

“ Stop ! stop! ” he cried frenziedly, at­
tempting to give chase on foot and 
running in the middle of the street in 
reckless disregard .of the many vehicles 
hurrying in all directions. “ Stop ! stop ! 
For the Lord’s sake, stop! ”

But his voice was drowned in the roar 
of the traffic and the cab kept on its way. 
Observing which. Simple Simon groaned 
despairingly.



“What’s the trouble, mister?” cried a 
voice above his head.

Simple Simon raised his eyes and saw 
that it was a cabman seated on the box 
of an empty hansom who had addressed 
him.

“ That there cab! ” gasped Simon, 
pointing to the other hansom which was 
now almost out of sight. “ It’s got a 
young woman inside that I’d give a for­
tune to get hold of, and she’s getting 
away—blast my lubberly luck, she’s get­
ting away.”

“ Pooh! ” exclaimed the jehu, “ That’s 
a cinch. You want to catch that cab, 
eh ? , Well, get into my hansom, mister, 
and we’ll give chase. I’ve got a better 
horse than that guy and we’re bound to 
overtake him.”

Simple Simon lost no time in accept­
ing this invitation.*  He jumped into the 
vehicle with a single, bound, the cabby 
urged up his horse with an ostentatious 
flourish of his whip, and the chase was 
on.

The first vehicle had a good star® and 
the intervening traffic of Broadway 
forced Simple Simon’s cabman to pro­
ceed with caution; but they were able to 
keep the other hansom in sight all the 
time. Finally the latter turned down a 
side-street and proceeded ■ up Seventh 
Avenue, a much less crowded thorough­
fare than Broadway.

Here there was a chance for Simple 
Simon’s driver to put on more speed and 
quickly bring the chase to an end.

The first cab was not going particu­
larly fast, and a sudden spurt undoubted­
ly would have ehabled them to over­
take it.

Observing this. Simple Simon leaned 
out of the cab at a dangerous angle and 
yelled, to his driver: “ For land’s sake, 
man. go faster. Put on full speed and 
we'll overhaul her in a jiffy.”

Now, Broadway cabmen are world- 
famous for their cunning, and this one 
was no exception to the rule.

He was fully aware of the fact that at 
the rate the first cab was going it would 
be an easy matter for him to overtake it; 
but he also figured out that the longer 
the ride, the more money he might expect 
to receive from his grateful fare and, 
therefore, not having the slightest suspi­
cion of the latter’s impecuniositv, he se­

cretly resolved to prolong the chase as 
much as possible.

“ All right, mister,’’ he replied. “ I’m 
making tny horse go as fast as she can. 
We’ll catch them pretty soon, never 
fear' ”

But, as a matter of fact, he was se­
cretly reining in his steed and taking 
good care to see that they did not get too 
near the object of their pursuit.

Just then, the driver of the first cab 
glanced around and saw that he was be­
ing pursued. He lifted the trap on the 
roof of his hansom and imparted the in­
formation to the young woman inside.

Apparently the latter enjoined him to 
go faster and outdistance the pursuing 
cab, for Simple Simon suddenly saw him 
whip up his horse and proceed up the 
avenue at breakneck speed.

“She’s getting away!” shouted Simon 
to his driver. “ She’s getting away! 
She’s given the signal for full speed ahead 
and they’re leaving us badly astern. For 
the love of Mike, comrade, put on more 
steam or we’ll never catch her.”

His jehu saw that at the rate the first 
cab was now going he could safely afford 
to urge on his own horse without any 
danger of overtaking the former, so he 
slackened his hold on the reins and they 
began to make better time.

For nearly an hour the exciting chase 
continued, the first cab making frantic 
efforts to throw off the pursuing vehicle, 
and Simple Simon’s cab all the time man­
aging to keep the first one within sight, 
although never overtaking it.

More than once Simon leaned out of 
his hansom and hoarsely shouted to the 
driver of the cab ahead, beseeching him 
to stop.

But the latter paid no heed to his cries. 
In fact, every time he yelled the driver 
of the fugitive vehicle would whip up his 
horse and increase the pace.

At length, however. Simple Simon saw 
to his joy that the first cab was slowing 
down. A second later, it came to a full 
stop and the yourfg woman alighted.

His own hansom was about thirty yards 
away, and before they could draw nearer 
the young woman had handed some 
money to her driver, stepped hastily 
across the sidewalk and entered the door­
way of a big building.

When Simple Simon’s cab drove up to 



this building, he jumped out hastily and 
rushed to the door through which he had 
seen the young woman enter.

The door was ajar, and he was about 
to step inside when a young man, attired 
in a blue uniform with brass buttons, 
barred his way.

“ Well, sir? ” the latter demanded ag­
gressively. “What do you want?’’

“ I want to see that young woman who 
came in here just now.” Simple Simon 
explained.

“ Well, you can’t see her. She told 
me she doesn’t want to see you. She left 
a message for you, though.”

“She did. eh?” exclaimed Simple 
Simon eagerly. “ What was the mes­
sage, son? Speak quick.”

The youth grinned.
“ She told me that, if you came in here 

after her, I was to tell you that if you at­
tempted to follow her or bother her any 
more she would be compelled to have 
you arrested.”

“Good Heavens!” gasped Simple 
Simon. “ Did she really say that? Then 
she can’t know who I am or what I want 
to see her about—that’s certain.”

“ Oh, I guess she knows you all right,” 
snickered the young man. “ You’re the 
guy who follered her from down-town 
in a hansom cab, ain’t you? If I was 
you I’d cut out bothering her in future; 
for she’s the kind that means what they 
says, and first thing you know you’ll land 
in the coop.”

“ But I must see her and have a talk 
with her.” persisted Simon earnestly. 
“ She’s got it in her power to save my 
comrade from prison—perhaps from the 
electric-chair. All I want her to do is 
to testify in his favor. Surely that ain’t 
asking too much of her.”

But this argument was lost upon the 
youth in the blue uniform.

“ Well, the lady doesn’t want to see 
you, so that’s all there is to it,” he de­
clared with an air of finality. “ \ ou 
can’t make people see you, if they don’t 
want to, you know. This here is a free 
country. I advise you to go away and 
not annoy her any more. It’s too late at 
night to be coming around here to see 
people, anyway.”

Simple Simon realized that further ef­
forts to speak with the young woman just 
now were useless. He therefore decided 

to abandon the attempt for the present; 
but secretly resolved to obtain an inter­
view with her the next morning, even if 
lie had to force his way into her presence.

“ 1 suppose she lives here, eh?” he in­
quired cautiously.

“ Oh, yes, she lives here all right,” was 
the reply.

“And what is her name?” went on 
Simple Simon.

The young man answered this query 
by a sly wink of his left eye.

“Ain’t you a Foxy Quiller?” he 
jeered. “ But. smart as you may think 
yourself, you ain’t getting any informa­
tion out of me.”

“ Well, tell me whose .house this is. 
She don’t live in this big place all alone, 
does she? ”

“ All alone—of course not. Stop your 
kiddin’ now. There’s over sixty families 
lives here.”

“ Sixty families! ” gasped Simple 
Simon. “ Is it a hotel? ”

“ No, ’tisn’t a hotel. It’s the Gondola 
Apartment House. Now that’s all I’m 
going to tell you. You’ll have to go out 
now, for I’ve got to lock the front door.”

Simple Simon walked dazedly out of 
the place.

“ Sixty families living there! ” he mut­
tered. “Gee whiz! Seems to me I’ll 
have a mighty hard job to-morrow morn­
ing finding out which one of the sixty she 
belongs to. Is it possible that, after 
having such a stroke of luck in finding 
her, I’m going to lose her again without 
accomplishing anything? ”

As he reached the sidewalk he was ac­
costed by the driver of the hansom.

■ “ Hello, mister. I was beginning to 
think you was never coming out. Sup­
pose you got hold of your party all right, 
eh ? ”

“No, I didn’t,” replied Simple 
Simon moodily. “ She wouldn’t see me.”

“ Gee! That’s too bad. And after 
such a long and excitin’ chase, too. But 
of course it ain’t my fault, mister. You 
wanted me to catch that other cab, and I 
caught it all right. You can’t say that I 
didn’t carry out my contract.”

“ Of course not. I’m not blaming you 
at all. I’m very much obliged to you 
for your kindness, old feller.” replied 
Simple Simon heartily.

“ Don’t mention it. mister. Consider­



ing the distance and the way I had to 
whip up this poor old horse of mine. 1 
guess I’ll be pretty reasonable if I ask 
you for twelve dollars.”

“ I guess twelve dollars would be 
reasonable enough, if I had it,” replied 
Simon. “ But, I’m sorry to say. 1 haven't 
got a red cent.”

At this the cabby’s manner changed 
and he glared at his fare.

“ Come, now,” he said gruffly. “ don’t 
give me a game of that sort. You ain’t 
going to try to do me out of my hard- 
earned money, are you? Why. I’ve al­
most killed this here horse of mine on 
your account. Don’t give me any 
trouble, mister. Pay up like a gent.”

“But Ltell you that I haven’t got a 
cent.” protested Simon. “ I didn’t think 
you were going to charge me anything for 
riding in your cab. You didn’t mention 
anything about paying, you know. You 

-invited me to step in, and I stepped in. 
I thought you was driving me as a favor.”

“ Aw, go on. You didn’t think any­
thing of the kind! ” shouted the cabby 
furiously. “ You’ve got enough sense to 
know that you can’t expect to ride in 
cabs free, gratis, for nothin’. Stop your 
kiddin’ now and pay me my twelve dol­
lars, or I’ll call a cop and have you 
pinched.”

“ But I tell you I haven't any money ! ” 
cried Simple Simon. “If I had. I’d 
gladly pay you. I would indeed.”

It was plain from the cabman’s man­
ner that he did not believe this statement.

“ Now, see here, mister-” he said with 
forced calmness. “ I can’t afford to 
waste any time with you. If you ain’t 
goin’ to pav me that twelve dollars like 
a gent, you’d better step into my cab and 
drive around to the police-station. If 
you refuse to come with me peaceably, I’ll 
holler 1 Police! ’ until a cop comes, and 
have you dragged through the streets.”

“ All right, I’ll go*  with you,” said 
Simple Simon with a sigh. “If you 
want to have me locked up, you can go 
ahead; but I can’t see what good it’s go­
in’ to do you, my hearty. I can’t give ye 
any money if I haven’t got it. You can’t 
-get blood out of a stone. I’ll get in your 
cab and go with you to .the police-station, 
though.”

“One minute!” cried a voice. “You 
won’t do anything of the sort. Simple 

Simon. I’ll pay this fellow his twelve 
dollars—if you .are sure that he isn’t 
charging you too mucl>”

“ Leffingwell! ” cried Simple Simon in 
amazement. “ Well, I’ll be jiggered. 
How the deuce did you get here and 
where, by all that’s wonderful, did you 
get hold of twelve dollars?”

“ 1’11 explain everything to vou after­
ward,” replied Leffingwell. “ Here, 
cabman. Here’s your money. Now, be 
on your .way. Come with me across the 
street, Simple Simon. I’ve got some­
thing important to show you. I’m aw­
fully glad you’ve come, for I need your 
help mighty bad.”

CHAPTER XII.
“ HANDS UP.”

The cabman hastily grabbed and 
pocketed the bills which Leffingwell held 
out to him. Then, after directing a 
glance—half reproachful, half forgiving 
—toward Simple Simon, he jumped on 
the box of his cab and drove off.

Simon accompanied his friend across 
the driveway to the stone embankment 
overlooking the Hudson.

“ I’ve got some important news to 
tell you,” he said to Leffingwell as they 
crossed the street. “ Things have been 
happening since I saw you last. ■ I’ve 
found out something about that feller in 
the hospital.”

“You have, eh? Anything that will 
help Al?”

“ No. I’m afraid not. Quite the 
contrary, in fact. I’ve discovered that, 
in all probability, his name is Tom 
Clark; and that if so, he’s a detective, 
and had a right to be following that 
girl”

“ (lee whiz! ” exclaimed Leffingwell. 
“ That looks bad for our friend. Per­
haps, however, the fellow, even if he 
was a detective, had no legitimate excuse 
for following the young woman,” he 
added hopefully. • “ If only we could 
find her and learn the true state of af­
fairs.”

“ That’s another piece of news I’ve 
got for you, messmate. I’ve seen the 
young woman and found out where she 
lives. That’s how I happen to be here. 
I followed her from Herald Square in 



that cab. She lives in that big building 
across the street.”

“ Great guns' You don't say so' ’’ 
cried Leffingwell. “ \\ hy. that s the 
Gondola Apartment House. It’s mighty 
queer.”

“ Queer that she should live there, do 
you mean?” inquired Simple Simon.

“ Yes. Do you know wh.o else hap­
pens to live in that house? K. A. him­
self. Isn’t that a strange coincidence?”

“ Strange 1 I should say it was,” 
gasped Simple Simon, greatly aston­
ished.

“ Perhaps, though, it may be more than 
mere coincidence,” muttered Leffingwell, 
speaking more to himself than to his 
companion. “ Perhaps she is connected 
in some way with Mr. Addison’s ward 
and with that cad, Mitchell. Perhaps 
that is why she was out alone so late at 
night and why that detective was fol­
lowing her. I must ask Mr. Addison 
about her to - morrow morning. He 
didn’t mention anything about any other 
young woman in the case.”

“Who’s Mr. Addison, comrade?” in­
quired Simple Simon, to whom Leffing­
well’s words were meaningless.

“ I’ll explain everything to you later. 
If you are positive that that girl lives 
across the street, where we can get her 
at any time, we can afford to dismiss her 
from our minds until to-morrow morn­
ing. There is another matter which 
needs our immediate attention. Look 
across the river, old man. 'Do you see 
that light over there?”

“ I see several lights,” replied Simple 
Simon, gazing at the- Jersey bank. 
"Which do you mean?1’

“ I mean that tiny light directly op­
posite to where -we’re standing.”

“ The one that’s a short distance in­
shore, eh? I see it. What about it?”

“Notice anything queer about it?”
“ Why, it keeps going in and out— 

like—like as if somebody was signaling. 
By Jingo!” he cried excitedly. “That’s 
just what it is. Somebody is flashing 
a message to somebody over here. 
There’s no doubt of it.”

“ Exactly what I think! ” exclaimed 
Leffingwell with a smile of satisfaction. 
“ Old man, we’ve got to get a boat of 
some sort and get over to that light right 
awav.”

“ Why? What business is it of ours? ” 
inquired' Simple Simon. “ It’s probably 
some love-sick chap sending a spoony 
message to his sweetheart over here. 
Let ’em go ahead. It’s no concern of 
ours, comrade. Why should we go to 
the trouble ? ”

“ Til tell you why.” replied Leffing­
well excitedly. “ I happen to have a 
pretty shrewd idea who’s manipulating 
that light. Who do vou think it is, Sim­
ple? ”

'The other shook his head in perplexity.
“ Well, the chances are a hundred to 

one that the fellow who is doing the sig­
naling is Dick Mitchell, the deserter.”

“ Mitchell! ” gasped Simple Simon. 
" Well, I’ll be jiggered. What makes 
you think that? ”

“ I’ve the best of reasons for believ­
ing that such is the case. I’ll explain it 
all to you later on. Now, don’t you 
think it’s worth while, for us to get to 
that light as soon as possible? ”

“Worth while? I should say so. 
We must get across to the other side— 
even if we have to swim.”

“ I can’t swim it. I understand the 
tide of the Hudson is pretty strong, and 
I’m not a good swimmer. We must find 
a boat of some sort.”

“ All right. "We’ll climb down to the 
water’s edge and walk along a bit. No 
doubt we’ll come across a craft of some 
kind a little farther up or down stream.”

They descended through Riverside 
Park and walked along the tracks of the 
New York Central Railroad, which run 
along the edge of the river.

After walking some distance, they 
came to a boat-house, to the plank land­
ing of which several rowboats and naph­
tha launches were moored.

Simple Simon was in favor of appro­
priating one of these boats without ask­
ing leave; but the more prudent Leffing­
well proposed that they apply at the 
boat-house first and ask permission.

For some minutes thev knocked on the 
closed door of the wooden structure in 
vain. They had just come to the con­
clusion that the place was deserted, 
when suddenly the door was flung open 
and a sleepy looking watchman appeared, 
carrying a lighted lantern in one hand 
and a formidable - looking club in the 
other.



“What do yez want?” he demanded 
indignantly.

“ We want to borrow a rowboat for 
a little while.” Leffingwell explained.

“ Well, yez can’t borrow any boats 
here. This is a private clubhouse, and 
we don't loan out our boats. The pair 
of yez have an awful nerve knocking 
like that and waking me out of my 
sleep.”

“ We’re sorry to have waked you up, 
old man,” said Leffingwell soothingly. 
“ We wouldn’t have dreamed of doing 
it, I assure you. if it wasn’t a case of 
great urgency. We must have a boat to 
get across the river immediately. If 
you’ll be kind enough to loan us one of 
those you’ve got moored over there, we’ll 
promise you to take the very best of care 
of it and to return it to you in a few 
hours.”

The watchman shook his head em­
phatically.

“ No, yez can’t have any of our boats. 
I tell you this is a private clubhouse. I 
wouldn’t drame of—”

He stopped suddenly, for Leffingwell 
was holding up a crisp five-dollar bill 
before his eyes.

“ You see this five-dollar bill,” he said 
in a confident whisper. “ Well, if you’ll 
be a good fellow and grant our request, 
the money is yours. You shall have the 
boat back before daylight, and nobody 
but ourselves will know that it was 
used.”

“ Huh! ” growled the watchman, per­
ceptibly wavering as he eyed the five- 
dollar bill longingly, “ I’ll warrant the 
pair of yez are after no good, anyway. 
Why be yez wanting to cross the river 
at this hour of the night?”

“ We live on the other side,” Simple 
Simon explained shamelessly. “ We’ve 
been over here having a good time, and 
if we don’t get home pretty soon our 
wives will scold us. Maybe you're a 
married man yourself, old boy, and real­
ize what it is to have a scolding missus? ”

He winked at Leffingwell, as though 
to invite admiration of his cleverness. 
It occurred to the latter that if Simple 
Simon's explanation had been the truth, 
the watchman would have stood a mighty 
poor chance of having his boat returned 
to him that night; but, luckily, the lat­
ter was either too slow-witted to per­

ceive this point or else his eagerness to 
get possession of that five dollars dulled 
his sense of logic.

“ Well, all right,” he said, “ I’m run­
ning a risk of losing my job by doin’ it, 
but I guess I’ll accommodate yez. 
’Tain’t for the money, of course,” he 
added, taking the five-dollar bill, fold­
ing it very small, and putting it care­
fully in his vest-pocket. “ I’m an hon­
est man, and ain’t to be bribed; but I’m 
that good-natured I can’t refuse to do 
anybody a favor. Ye can have that end 
boat there. Here are the oars. Ye’ll be 
sure to take good care of her and bring 
her back before daylight, eh?”

“ Of course we will,” Leffingwell as­
sured him; and a few minutes later they 
were seated in the rowboat. Simple 
Simon at the oars and pulling across the 
river with a powerful stroke.

“ I guess we’d better land right oppo­
site to here and walk along the other, 
bank until we come to that light.” Lef­
fingwell suggested. “Otherwise Mitch­
ell mav see us land, and. becoming sus- 
picious. get away before we can get to 
him.”

Simple Simon thought well of this 
idea, so they made directly for the 
opposite shore and tied up the boat.

They tramped the Jersey shore until 
they came to the point opposite the tall 
Gondola Apartment House. Glancing 
across the river, they could see the light 
in the window on the top floor of the 
apartment-house still flashing its replies 
to the other light on the Jersey side.

This was a surprise to Simple Simon, 
for Leffingwell had not mentioned any­
thing to him about the light in the Gon­
dola : but the latter did not now stop to 
do any explaining.

“ This is the place,” he whispered. 
“ See. there’s Mitchell’s light still flash­
ing over yonder. I hope he doesn’t 
catch sight of us until we can get up 
close.”

The light was situated much farther 
inland than they had supposed. It was 
on top of a hill, and this had given it 
the appearance from the other shore of 
being much nearer to the water’s edge 
than was actually the case.

Leffingwell and Simple Simon climbed 
this hill without difficulty. As they 
drew near to the light, they discovered 



that the latter shone from a wretched- 
looking wooden-hut.

They were able to make out, too, that 
the light itself came from a powerful 
acetylene lamp, such as is used in car­
riages.and automobiles, and that its in­
termittent flashes were effected by a dark 
slide, which somebody was continuously 
opening and shutting.

Who this person was they could not 
perceive ; for, being behind the lamp, he 
was invisible; but Leffingwell did not 
entertain the slightest doubt that it was 
Richard Mitchell, the deserter, and his 
heart beat wildly with excitement and 
expectancy as they gained the summit 
of the hill and walked rapidly toward 
the hut, taking care to approach it from 
tlie rear.

They had reached the ramshackle 
structure which stood alone on a desolate 
stretch of land, and were about to break 
in the door and spring upon its occupant, 
when they were suddenly startled by a 
series of ominous growls; and a second 
later a ferocious bulldog sprang unerr­
ingly toward them, despite the darkness, 
and with a snarl of rage buried his teeth 
in the calf of Simple Simon’s right leg.

The latter gave a howl of pain as the 
sharp teeth sank into his flesh. He tried 
to free himself from the hold of the sav­

age brute; but the latter held on with 
the pertinacity characteristic of his 
species, indifferent alike to his victim’s 
frantic struggles and to the vicious kicks 
which Leffingwell bestowed upon his 
body.

Suddenly the door of the ’hut was 
thrown open and two men sprang out.

“ Throw up your hands I ” cried one, 
and Leffingwell saw, to his dismay, that 
both men held revolvers of formidable 
caliber, and that the one who had spoken 
was Richard Mitchell, the deserter.

In his rage and despair, he felt a wild 
impulse to throw himself upon the lat­
ter and seek to wrest his weapon from 
him, but the muzzle of Mitchell’s gun 
was leveled straight at his head and he 
realized that such a move would be 
equivalent to committing suicide.

“ What fools we were not to have 
armed ourselves before we came over 
here!'-’ he groaned, as he held his hands 
above his head.

Simple Simon’s long arms were also 
extended skyward.

“ All right, my hearties,” he gasped, 
“ I guess I know when I’m licked. I’m 
willing to strike my colors; but for the 
love of Mike, call off this confounded 
dog of yours, or I won’t have any leg 
left”

(To be continued.)

GETTING THERE FIRST.
By GEORGE M. A. CAIN.

What happened when Martin Moore sought to beat

the crowd in obtaining seats on a packed train.

“^^riLL I ever get a chance to say

Martin Moore mournfully put the 
question to himself as they came up to 
the long platform at the station.

“ Here I’ve spent this whole blessed 
day out here in this country with her, 
and I can’t seem to make things come 
around that way. Well, maybe there’ll 
be a show on the train.”

" I guess he doesn’t love me. after all,” 
Nellie Nugent was thinking mournfully 
to herself at the same moment. “If he 
did. he surely would have said something 

to-day. Or—-I wonder if he can be as 
bashful as all that?”

“Oh. dear, what an awful crowd!” 
she said aloud.

“Isn’t it terrible?” Martin groaned. 
His chances of getting in the important 
question in such a mob looked slim. 
About two thousand other young people 
seemed to have utilized the first warm 
holiday to come to this very spot.

“ Mr. Moore, couldn’t you put my 
purse in your pocket? I’m always afraid 
of losing it in a place like this,” went on 
Nellie.



“ Why, certainly,” Martin blushed with 
pleasure at this opportunity to do her a 
service.

They pushed their way through the 
throng toward the front of the platform, 
just as the long train with eight Pull­
mans and three, day coaches came hissing 
up the-track. Suddenly Martin discovered 
a new possibility of service.

“ \ ou’cl better let me jump on ahead 
and hold a seat for us. Otherwise we’ll 
be standing all the way.”

Suiting the action to the word, he 
shoved forward and seized the rail of the 
first day coach before it had come to a 
standstill. The train had taken on the 
three extra cars for the resort station, and 
the,.car in which Moore found himself 
was quite empty.

He made sure that its rear platform 
would stop about where they had been 
standing. Then he stood with his face to 
the rear of the car and watched, with a 
contented smile, for Nellie to come in.

In poured the crowd of young folk. It 
was but the work of an instant to fill the 
car to the limit of its capacity. Other 
young men seized seats and held them for 
their sweethearts just as Martin had 
beaten them in doing.

Laughing, calling to one another, ban­
tering acquaintances on being too slow 
to get anything better than the arm of a 
seat, they were a merry throng.

“ This seat is taken,” Martin smiled to 
the man who looked at him inquiringly 
after every other seat had been filled.

“ This seat’s taken.” he smiled again 
to another.

“ This seat’s taken.” he was repeating 
for about the twentieth time, when there 
was a sudden jerk under his feet, and he 
realized that the train had started.

He took another glance through the 
standing crowd in the aisle. Nellie, he 
reflected, was tall and wore a rather high 
hat of reddish color. He could see noth­
ing of either the girl or the hat.

With an unpleasant feeling that he 
might have to give up his seat to find her, 
he tried the expedient of standing on the 
cushion. He nearly toppled over into 
the lap of one of the few matrons aboard 
—one who already had a lapful of 
smaller people than Martin. But he saw 
nothing of Nellie.

Great heavens 1 Suppose she had not 

• got aboard' But she must be in the next 
car. Well, he would have to stand. It 
was only half an hour’s ride anyhow.

His seat was instantly seized by two 
young men who began to quarrel for the 
right of exclusive possession witli their 
respective girl companions.

As fast as he could he pressed toward 
the rear of tire car and through the crowd 
on the platform. And then his heart sank 
lower and lower as he wormed his way 
through the next car, looking at every 
face on either side, but not seeing Nellie’s.

The third car was the Jast. As he 
reached the rear platform his heart was 
beating violently somewhere in his boots. 
Nellie must be back there on the. station 
platform and would have to wait an hour 
and a half for the next train and fight 
her way aboard it alone, and they would 
have only the ferry ride in a crowded 
boat together, and—•

“ Great Scott, I’ve got her pocketbook 
and all her money and both tickets' ” 
was the sudden, awful recollection that 
now swept over him.

Only one thought now took possession 
of his brain. He must get off the train 
and go back to her. The engine had been 
slowly gaining headway with its eleven 
cars and an upgrade. But by this time 
it was well into a thirty-mile swing.

Martin climbed deliberatel}’ over the 
men on the steps, took one glance at the 
six-foot embankment, noted that it had 
soft grass at the bottom, and then jumped 
before any one of the crowd had quite 
grasped his purpose.

Rolling, rolling, rolling —• bump 1 — 
blackness.

But he was only stunned. He opened 
his eyes just as they got the train started 
again after picking him up and carrying 
him aboard.

“ Are you hurt? ” some idiot asked.
“ N—no,” he answered slowly.

“ Where am I ? ”
Before his question could be answered 

he was fully conscious and on his feet.
“ Let me off,” he cried. “ I don’t want 

to go on this train. I’ve left a girl back 
there. Let me through.”

“ You don’t try any more stunts like 
that, sonny.”

It was the conductor who blocked his 
way to the platform and held him by 
both his shoulders.



“ You’ll stay right here till this train 
stops in Jersey City,” he went on. 
“ You’ll get killed next time. You’re 
lucky you weren’t badly hurt this time.”

" But I can’t leave her there. I’ve got 
her purse and tickets.”

" You'll have time to telegraph from 
the terminal—the agent will fix it up.”

Martin thought a moment on this plan.
“ But there isn’t any telegraph office 

open in Midwood to-day,” he suddenly 
exclaimed.

“ Well, I can’t help it. You’re not 
going to get off this train till it stops. 
Here, Mike, just keep your eye on this 
chap. He’s crazy or drunk, I guess.”

The last two sentences were addressed 
by the conductor to a stalwart brakeman.

“ I guess I kin hold him,” Mike 
grinned.

But he didn’t have to hold Martin 
Moore. Martin was feeling too much 
shaken up to attempt any dispute about 
the right of way. A man who had held 
his seat up to this point looked into the 
pale face of the brakeman’s ward and 
calmly arose and forced Martin to take 
his place.

But his fall was no longer the cause 
of Martin’s weakness. He was picturing 
the forlorn condition of the girl he had 
left behind him.

Each moment he recalled some new 
detail of painfulness in the situation. 
And, wirether she ever managed to reach 
home or not, whether she was lost to all 
her friends, or would find some scheme 
for rescuing herself—even though he 
should get back to that miserable station 
and fetch her on the next train—she was 
lost to him forever.

She would never forgive him for leav­
ing her thus. Perhaps that was not the 
worst possibility involved—it was cer­
tainly the most painful.

•’ Jersey City ! ” the brakeman suddenly 
bawled almost in his ear. “ Now you kin 
get off if you wanter,” he added to 
Martin.

It was time to get active. He must 
try to telegraph. He must see if there 
was another train back. Even if his hopes 
were dashed for good and always, even 
though the girl was rightfully angry with 
him—past all chance of forgiveness—he 
must do what he could to get her out 
cf her trying position.

He arose stiffly. His knee hurt him 
slightly, and he put down his hand to 
rub it. He felt drying mud there. As he 
joined the pushing mob once> more and 
had to bide his time in reaching the 
platform, he tried to brush the spot 
away.

He managed to get a peep at.one or 
two other mud-spots and get them 
brushed off by the time he got to the 
steps of the car. Then he thought he was 
all right once more and hurried past the 
people in a mad rush for the telegraph 
office and a time-table.

“ Mr. Moore.’1
He turned half about as he ran, then 

stopped short and stood petrified.
Nellie Nugent was standing at the 

foot of the steps of the second” car 
through which he had passed.

“ Why, you look as though you had 
been through a mill—and seen a ghost. 
What have you done to yourself? I saw 
you go through the car looking for me, 
but you went right past without seeing 
me. Dear me,” she kept rattling on, 
“ that crowd was awful. They pushed 
me up into that other car before I could 
tell what was happening to me.”

“ But—your ticket—how did you get 
here? ”

“ I don’t know. You remember that 
sudden stop just a little after we pulled 
out? Well, the conductor was coming 
right for me then. He went back to see 
what was the matter, and when he came 
again, somehow he began at the seat be­
hind me and never came near me at all. 
But, oh, my, I’m all mussed up. Is my 
hat on straight?”

And then Martin Moore’s temper got 
the best of him. It was too much of an 
anticlimax.

“ Your hat! Thunder! You’re enough 
to make one mad. Ask about your hat 
when a fellow’s been- near killing him­
self and worrying himself to death for 
fear something had happened to the only 
girl he ever loved. It’s—”

JIartfh suddenly paused, grew red, 
stammered, stuttered, then gave up trying 
to say anything more. He had let the 
cat out of the bag.

His temper had got the best of his em­
barrassment. Nellie blushed too. She 
looked so pleased that Martin forgot his 
anger.



“Yes, Nellie, I really did mean it.” 
he finally heard his voice saving quite 
tremblingly.

And then he had got so far he had to 
say the rest.

“ Say. Martin,” she laughed gaily, 
when they were both out of words for 
telling how happy they were, “ I don’t 

believe you’d. have ever got up courage 
to say you loved me if I hadn’t asked 
about the hat.”

But she didn’t quite dare tell him how 
she had hidden behind the seat in that 
second car when she saw him coming— 
just to see whether he really cared enough 
to worry about her.

NOT FOR sale:
By ELBERT D. WIGGIN, 

Author of “ Nobody’s Fool."

The series of misadventures set on foot for one Austrian lieutenant 

of hussars after he had fallen in with an American party of three.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
Count Laszlo Chegnay, of the Austrian hussars, meets and falls in love with a 

young American actress named Muriel Bonner, an intimate friend of the beautiful heiress, 
Joy Van Brunt. Chegnay's friend. Captain Felix von Altdorff, is in love with Miss Van 
Brunt; but through a misunderstanding, aggravated by Max Horowitz, the gossip of the 
regiment, the two men come to consider themselves rivals.

Old General Chegnay, who wishes his son to marry Miss Van Brunt, reproaches 
Laszlo for his attentions to the actress and threatens to disown him. Laszlo, in a rage, 
resigns from the regiment and renounces his father.

Shortly after Laszlo has gained Muriel’s promise to marry him, an American named 
Caxton, seeing her on the stage, declares that she is. not Miss Bonner at all. Chegnay’ 
persuades him and Horowitz to keep silent on the subject. In seeking Muriel for an ex­
planation, Chegnay’ is attacked at the stage-door by two men and carried off.

Owing to a temporary’ trouble with her throat, the girl, who is passing under the name 
of Joy Van Brunt, has persuaded her cousin to impersonate her on the stage. She asks 
Muriel to put off telling Chegnay of the deception, believing that a continuation of the 
jealous misunderstanding between him and Von Altdorff will hasten the latter’s proposal. 
Von Altdorff asks Van Brunt for his daughter’s hand, and Van Brunt, with Muriel in 
mind, tells him she is engaged to Chegnay. Von Altdorff vows to prevent the marriage.

Caxton searches through the town for Chegnay. but can find no trace of him. At 
the theater entrance he meets Max Horowitz, who informs him that Laszlo has eloped 
with the heiress, Joy Van Brunt. Muriel, who is just leaving the theater, overhears the 
remarks and swoons.

CHAPTER XIII.
“ BELIEVE THAT HE IS TRUE.”

ET a cab, there,” commanded Cax- 
VJ ton sharply to Horowitz, who 

was standing as though stupefied,at the 
unexpected interruption. “ And be in a 
hurry, top, or we’ll have a crowd around 
here before we know it.”

Already’, indeed, one or two persons 
had stopped to gaze and offer sugges­
tions, while a newsboy had pelted off to 
inform the policeman at the end of the 
block that his presence was required : but. 
luckily, one of the funny little Vienna
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cabs hove in sight at that moment, and 
drew up at the curb in response to the 
American’s energetic hail.

Gathering up his unconscious burden 
in his arms, Caxton stepped into the wait­
ing vehicle, but paused with his hand 
upon the door as he recollected that he 
did not know the actress’s stopping place.

“ Here,” he hurriedly called to the 
hussar, who had followed him to the edge 
of the sidewalk. “ tell him where to go. 
You know the name of her hotel, don't 
you?”

Max rattled off a direction to the 
driver, then lifted his foot toward the
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carriage-step ; but to his surprise found- a 
brawny arm barring his progress.

“ No,” insisted Caxton uncompro­
misingly, “ I guess you’ve done enough 
damage for one afternoon with that 
gabby mouth of yours. Stand back, 
there'” He gave the little fop a push 
which sent him staggering half-way 
across the pavement, and with a slam of 
the door, and an imperative, “ Drive on 
there, Kutschcr!v the cab dashed away 
up the Ring.

Horowitz, his cap fallen off, his dig­
nity so grievously assaulted, the center of 
a jeering crowd, seemed for a moment 
unable, to find words to express his emo­
tions. but stood gazing after the disap­
pearing vehicle in silent rancor.

Then he drew himself up to the full 
height of his meager inches, and with eve­
ry hair of his stiff pompadour quivering 
in his terrible rage, he choked out thick­
ly ■

“ Oh, I shall spank him for this! Yes, 
I shall give him the—what is it, he says? 
—the spank such as his mama used to 
manufacture! ”

Happily oblivious, however, of the 
awful fate in store for him. the Amer­
ican was meanwhile employing all his 
resources in the effort to restore his 
charge to consciousness; and so well did 
he succeed, that before they had traversed 
half the distance to the hotel her lips 
parted in a little sigh of returning sensi­
bility, and her eyes fluttered open.

For a breath or two she made no move­
ment, merely staring up with uncompre­
hending bewilderment into Caxton’s 
face; then, as she recognized that it was 
a stranger bending over her, she gave a 
slight, startled exclamation and strug­
gled to arise.

“ What has happened?” she questioned 
confusedly.

“ There, there. Don’t get frightened. I 
am merely a fellow-countryman who for­
tunately happened to be on hand to ren­
der you some assistance. Better lie back 
against the cushions, and not try to sit 
up just yet. You have had a bit of a 
fainting spell, you know, but you are all 
right now, and we’ll have you safe at 
home in a very few minutes.” *

Her eyes, which had closed under his 
quieting reassurances, opened wide of a 
sudden, and again she started up.

“ Ah, I remember now 1 ” she mur­
mured. “ And I remember you, too. You 
are the man who was talking to Max 
Horowitz when he—when he—”

“ When he turned loose his last in­
stalment of balderdash, you mean?” the 
other interrupted with a’scornful sniff. 
“ My dear young lady, you surely are 
not. going to allow yourself to be dis­
tressed or annoyed by anything which that 
little beast may have to say? His scan­
dalous assertion is absurd upon the face 
of it.”

“ You know Lasz—You know Lieu­
tenant Chegnay, then?” she asked.

“ Oh, yes, I know him, and a splendid 
chap hje is, too. It is an outrage that the 
reputation of such a man should be at 
the mercy of this jackal! ”

In the attempt to calm her, Caxton 
waxed warm in his championship, quite 
forgetting how recently he had indulged 
in various suspicions on his own hook.

“You do not believe this accusation 
against him, then?” she questioned.

“ Believe it ? Why, I tell you it is sim­
ply ridiculous. Pardon me for my plain 
speaking, but it don’t take more than 
half an eye for anybody to see that the 
count is backing one favorite with his 
entire pile, and she is the woman sitting 
beside me.”

Muriel blushed hotly at this direct 
allusion, but her companion’s purpose was 
so evidently friendly that she could not 
well take offense. Besides, it cleared the 
ground in a way, and rendered easier the 
discussion with him of several questions 
which had been troubling her.

“Have you seen Laszlo to-day?” she 
asked, therefore, without attempting to 
disguise her eager interest.

“Seen him? No, but I would like to. 
Can you tell me where I might most 
probably find him?”

Again her face clouded.
“ Where can you find him? ” she cried 

passionately. “ That is the question which 
everybody is asking. Nobody has seen 
him; nobody knows anything' of him! 
Where is he, then? Why does he not 
come to me? How can I Iftlp but doubt, 
when he remains so unaccountably away ? 
And she, too, is gone! She said last night 
that Captain von Altdorff was jealous 
of her in regard to Laszlo. -How do I 
know that he did not have cause?”



“ Your cousin, Miss Van Brunt, is 
really gone, then? ” struck in Caxton, his 
own face suddenly growing grave.

Could it be, he wondered, that Max 
Horowitz had hit the nail on the head 
with his gossip, after all? Certainly, 
this assurance of the beauty’s flight, 
coupled with Chegnay’s inexplicable ab­
sence, gave decided color to the supposi­
tion.

“ Yes,” assented Muriel, “ she is gone; 
or, at least, she did not return home to 
luncheon, and she was still away when 
I set out for the theater. Papa—that is, 
her father, Uncle Cyrus, was in quite a 
stew about it; but I was as worried at 
not hearing from Laszlo, and so anxious 
to get away to rehearsal in the hope that 
he would come there, that I paid very 
little heed to her disappearance until I 
heard what that little wretch of a Horo­
witz was saying, and then it all came 
over me at once what her leaving 
meant.”

“ But you may be entirely mistaken,” 
argued Caxton, although he felt himself 
there was hardly a ring of sincerity in 
his voice. “ She may have returned by 
this time, for all you know; or, if still 
away, she may be detained by an acci­
dent ; or—or— Oh, a dozen things 
might have happened.”

“ No,” and the girl shook her head, 
“ she is gone; and I feel certain is gone 
for good. She left the house this morn­
ing for a ride in the automobile; but, 
when some distance out in the direction 
of the Arsenal, sent the chauffeur back 
with the machine, telling him that she 
felt like taking a walk and would pick 
up a cab when she got ready to return 
to town, which would certainly be, she 
assured him, in time for luncheon. But 
twelve o’clock came, one, two, and half 
past, when I started for the theater, and 
there was still no sign of her, while—”

But by this time the cab had drawn 
up in front of the hotel, and Mr. Van 
Brunt, who had been notified by some 
one over the telephone, hastened out to 
the curb to meet them.

He was full of anxiety and solicitude; 
but Muriel, hastily assuring him that she 
was all right, demanded to know if he 
had heard anything yet of her cousin?

“ Not a thing,” he returned perplexed­
ly. “ We know that she went to the
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Arsenal, but Captain von Altdorff as­
sures us that she left there before eleven 
o’clock, and from that time not a trace 
of her have we been able to discover. 
Nobody saw her along the road, no re- t 
port has come in to the police of any 
accident or casualty in which she might 
have been concerned. There is a silly 

■ rumor afloat.” he added hesitatingly, 
“ that she and Count Chegnay have gone 
away together; but—”

“ Then he, too, is still absent? ” broke ' 
in Muriel sharply.

“ Yes, no one has seen him, according 
to the report, since Max Horowitz left 
him talking to some American at the 
theater last night.”

Caxton, glancing up quickly, took a 
step forward; and Muriel, recalled by 
the action to his presence, hastened with 
many apologies to present him.

“No relation by any chance to my. 
old friend, Peter Caxton, are you?” 
queried the millionaire, as. lie cordially 
grasped the young man’s hand.

“ Only his son,” smilingly. “ But 
you will pardon me, Mr. Van Brunt, if 
I revert to what I overheard you saying 
just now, that no one had seen Count 
Chegnay after he was observed talking 
to me at the theater last night.

“ Surely,” he added as he turned to 
Muriel, “ surely, you yourself saw him 
subsequent to that, Miss Bonner?”

“I? Oh, no. I expected him to 
meet me at the end of the performance, 
but he did not come.”

“What?” The New Yorker was al­
most brusk in his excitement. “ He did 
not come back to you on the stage shortly 
after the curtain had risen on the second 
act ? ”

“ He most certainly did not. We 
parted when he brought me to the thea­
ter, and I have never seen him from that 
moment to this. But why do you ask, 
Mr. Caxton?” Her face had turned 
pale, and her hands were clasped to­
gether in startled agitation. “ And why 
do you look so strangely? Do you know 
more than has yet been found out ? ”

But, fearing the effect of any fresh 
shock todier already overwrought nerves, 
Caxton choked back the exclamation 
trembling on the tip of his tongue and 
sought to allay her trepidation by an 
affectation of indifference.



“ Oh, no,” he said carelessly. “ When 
you come to know me better, you’ll not 
be surprised at some of my abrupt 
changes of mood. It was merely that 
a suggestion came to me from something 
Chegnay said last night which may serve 
to account for his prolonged absence. I 
have not time to explain now; but, 
if you will permit me, I will drop in 
later in the evening to let you know 
whether I have achieved any results.”

“-Do so by all means' ” exclaimed 
Van Brunt heartily. “We will welcome 
you, news or no news; for I have yet to 
express my appreciation of what you’ve 
done for my little girl here, and then, 
too, there are dozens of questions I want 
to ask you about your father.”

But Muriel only lifted to him eyes 
which were still full of fluttering inter­
rogation-points.
' “ No,” Caxton said, as he took her 
hand in parting, “ I swear that there is 
nothing I can tell you now; but I hope 
to have good news before long. In the 
meantime keep up your spirits, and— 
believe that he is true.”

Then he stepped into the cab, which 
was still waiting, and gave the curt di­
rection :

“ Back to the Burg Theater.”

CHAPTER XIV.
A DUEL A LA AMERICAINE.

A narrow, littered alley choked with 
debris of all descriptions may present no 
unusual appearance to the casual passer­
by, and yet be replete with significance 
to the man who studies it aright, and 
who knows just what he is looking for.

So, a thousand men may pass over 
some rocky stretch of land and unwitting­
ly go their ways, while the thousand and 
first, noting with expert eye the signs of 
petroleum, buys it in and reaps a fortune.

And in the investigation which he had 
on hand, Caxton emphatically “ struck 
ile ” in a very brief space of time.

The daylight was still good when he 
arrived at the theater, and, consequently, 
although many feet had trodden the way 
that day, he had small difficulty in de­
ciphering the marks of a struggle still 
written in the ooze and slime upon the 
bricks of the passage.

Here he could see where some one had 
slipped and fallen, leaving a broad 
smear across the muddy pavement, while 
all around it were the prints of hands, 
and knees, and -feet, and close at hand, 
upon the side of a box, drops of dried 
blood, showing plainly the nature of the 
desperate encounter which had been 
waged.

Nor was this all; for at a little distance 
away Caxton found a spot behind a heap 
of barrels where two men had evidently 
lurked in ambush, waiting for their in- 
te'nded victim.

The mire here was trampled as with 
considerable vigor, and there were ciga­
rette-butts and burnt matches strewn 
about, some of them hastily extinguished 
as though the smoking had been inter­
rupted by the approach of an occasional 
passer-by.

Moreover, the footprints at this point, 
as Caxton discovered by a careful exam­
ination, were the same as those which 
gave such telltale testimony about the 
scene of the conflict.

Following them up, then, from this 
latter situation, he found that they led in 
a procession of pairs—but slowly and 
heavily as though the two men had been 
carrying a cumbersome burden—into a 
diverging and still narrower alley, and 
thus out to a side street, where all trace 
of them was lost.

He glanced up at the surrounding 
buildings and studied the locality care­
fully, wondering if by any chance the 
captive had been immured' so close at 
hand.

But it required only a brief scrutiny 
to decide that this notion was unlikely. 
The structures all around were solid, re­
spectable warehouses and business places, 
closed at night, and not at all of the sort 
to lend themselves to such illicit trans­
actions.

“ No,” concluded Caxton shrewdiv. 
“ there was probably a cab or vehicle of 
some kind waiting in this dark thorough­
fare, and he was hauled off to some other 
part of town. The trail undoubtedly 
ends for me here, and I shall have to pick 
it up again as best I can—a task which 
means that I shall have to obtain more’, 
information than I possess at present ; 
for, although it’s as plain as the nose 
upon one’s face that the poor chap has



been kidnaped, I will have to gain some 
idea why, and by whom, before I can set 
about finding him.”

Having thus summarized the situation, 
and satisfied himself that there was noth­
ing more to be learned by lingering about 
the somewhat malodorous passageway, 
the amateur detective turned his steps to­
ward his hotel; for he felt that he had 
put in a rather exacting day, and that a 
bath and dinner were necessary to his 
welfare, ere he should delve any deeper 
into the investigation.

However, as he strode briskly up the 
wide, tree-embellished avenue, he could 
not keep his thoughts from dwelling upon 
the strange tangle of circumstances into 
which he had so involuntarily been drawn.

“Nice little riddle, ain’t it?” he 
mused, instinctively lifting his hat and 
rumpling his close-cropped hair. “ One 
of the kind that comes in a pound of tea 
with an elegant, silver-plated water­
pitcher as a prize to the lucky guesser.

“ First, there is the mix-up of the two 
girls; but that isn’Chard to unravel, now 
that I have got a line upon it. If I had 
nothing else to go on. old Van Brunt’s 
attitude would have giv^n me the cue 
there; for a man isn’t ordinarily more 
concerned over -the fainting fit of a mere 
niece than he is over the disappearance 
of his daughter, and Cyrus, I am bound 
to say, w-as bearing the loss of his sup­
posititious ewe lamb with remarkable 
equanimity.

“ I can see, too, how he came to stand 
for the deal, which is the thing that 
chiefly puzzled me at the start. He was 
not willing that his daughter, for all her 
voice and talent, should go openly upon 

» the stage, but has permitted himself to 
be wheedled into sanctioning this arrange­
ment off here, where her identity was not 
likely to be spotted, and she could in­
dulge her stage-struck yearnings under 
cover of her cousin’s name.

“ Yes, that is all reasonably plain. The 
actress is the heiress, and the heiress is 
the lady who, in ordinary times twinkles 
before the footlights. The little romance 
of Muriel is also in evidence, and the 
fact, as well, that ‘ Cousin Joy ’ has been 
using Chegnay to stir up the jealousy of 
a certain Captain von Altdorff.

“ But from that time on the strings 
arc so inextricably mixed and interwoven 

that it would take a Philadelphia lawyer 
or a 1 mystery novelist ’ to successfully 
straighten them out.

“ Chegnay is kidnaped and carried off. 
Why ? * Cousin J oy ’ also mysteriously 
disappears. Again we ask the reason. 
Is there any connection between the two 
incidents, or are they simply coinci­
dences?

“ Did the woman leave of her own 
free will, or was she, too, constrained by 
force? If of her own free will, is she 
then a party to Chegnay’s seizure? Or, 
if through force, for what reason—ran­
som, or another motive?

“ Oh, I could go on asking questions 
from now until doomsday,” he broke off 
impatiently, “ and still come no nearer 
an answer. It all seems like a maze, to 
which one can find neither beginning 
nor end.

“ And. really, I am not particularly 
concerned about the girl.” he reflected. 
“ Not so much as I should be, perhaps. 
But, somehow, I have a feeling that she 
is in no particular danger, and will come 
out on top all right.

“ It is poor Chegnay’s predicament 
which worries me, for there is no doubt 
that he is gone because he could not help 
himself, and Heaven alone knows what 
peril he may be facing in this old, 
‘ Dark-Ages ’ country.

“ Why was he set upon, I wonder? It 
couldn’t have been for money, since they 
say the family is poor. What, then, was 
the motive? An old grudge, or a present 
injury? Love, jealousy, fear, or revenge? 
I shall have to puzzle out an answer to 
that before I can decide who is back of 
the affair, and what has become of him.”

Absorbed in these meditations, the 
American had been proceeding steadily 
along with his eyes upon the ground 
and all his faculties engrossed; but now 
as he came into the shadow of the stately 
Stadthaus with the sunset gilding its 
Gothic spires, he heard his name spoken, 
and, glancing quickly up, found himself 
confronted by the frowning visage of 
Max Horowitz,

“Mein Herr,’’ said the little hussar 
haughtilj’’, “ you are offensive to me! ”

Caxton gave him a half comprehend­
ing stare.

“ Offensive to you? Why don’t you 
keep away from me, then?”



Caxton strove to pass around the fel­
low and continue on his way, but Horo­
witz kept sedulously thrusting himself in 
front.

“ But you do not understand,” he jab­
bered excitedly. “ I say, you are offen­
sive to me. That means I resent the in­
sults you have shown me—one push upon 
the chest and words of no uncertain 
meaning. Hence, I demand from you 
immediate satisfaction.”

“Oh?” At last the New Yorker 
caught his intention. “ You’re after hit­
ting off a duel with me, eh? ”

“ Yes, mein Herr, I hereby formally 
challenge you to one spank' ”

For a moment Caxton tried to retain 
his gravity, but it was no use. The con­
trast between the little chap’s deadly seri­
ousness and the ridiculousness of the 
proposal was too much for him, and 
after almost strangling himself in the 
effort to desist he broke into a hilarious 
explosion which lasted until the tears 
ran down his cheeks.

“Ha, ha, ha!” he gasped. “You 
challenge me to one spank, eh? Well, if 
this isn’t comic opera for you with a 
vengeance! What are the weapons to be, 
lieutenant—slippers, or paddles?”

But his mirth found small echo in the 
breast of the doughty challenger. Re­
alizing now that he had made a dreadful 
mistake of some sort which would ex­
pose him to derision in all the clubs and 
cafes, Horowitz was stirred up to a pitch 
of almost insane fury.

He' danced around the American like 
an enraged mosquito, pouring out a tor­
rent of mouth-filling German oaths, and 
piling one insult after another upon his 
enemy, until at last, exasperated beyond 
control, he dealt the other a vicious kick 
upon the shin, and at the same moment 
jerking out his sword, exclaimed:

“ Now, Yankee dog, I shall kill you! ”
Caxton had laughed steadily through­

out all his gyrations, nor is it likelyr that 
the production of the weapon and Hor­
owitz’s sanguinary threat would have 
checked him. But that kick hurt.

He drew-up his foot for a moment 
with a half exclamation of pain; then, 
a quick glance of ire coming to his eye, 
he reached out and, twisting the sword 
from his adversary’s grasp, tossed it con­
temptuously to the ground.

“ Challenge me to a spank, do you? ” 
he gritted from between his teeth. “ Well, 
you shall have it all right, you little cur; 
and, by Jove, it shall be such a one, too, 
as will teach you never again to hit be­
low the belt, or to draw a knife when 
you are having a dispute with a gentle­
man ! ”

Whereupon, suiting the action to the 
word, he seized his now terrified assail­
ant by the ear, and, dragging him squeal­
ing and protesting to the convenient steps 
of the Stadthaus, proceeded to lay it on 
in good, old-fashioned, style, to the as­
tonishment and awe of a rapidly assem­
bled crowd of citizens.

“ There,” he said, releasing the di­
sheveled officer when his hand at last be­
gan to grow weary, “ I guess you’ll find 
your trousers have been dusted suf­
ficiently to last you quite a spell,” and 
would have started off again toward his 
hotel.

But at that moment a couple of gen­
darmes, pushing their way through the 
press with drawn swords, ranged them­
selves on either side of him and sternly 
bade him halt.

“ Do you desire to have him taken 
into custody, lieutenant?” questioned 
one of them respectfully, addressing the 
hussar, who was standing at one side, 
trying to readjust his rumpled raiment.

Horowitz nodded vengefully.
“ And to press the charge against 

him? ”
Again a nod of acquiescence.
“ Ah, a fine for me, eh ? ” broke in the 

American cheerfully. “ Well, lead on, 
my merry men; it will have been worth 
all it costs, and I- guess I have enough 
in my pocket to settle. Or, by the way, 
what is the customary charge here for as­
sault and battery? I may have to stop 
in at the hotel.”

“ But this is not assault and battery, 
mein Herr ’’ gravely interposed one of 
the officers. “ You are guilty of having 
raised your hand against an officer in the 
active service of the emperor! ”

CHAPTER XV.
SUSPICION FINDS A TARGET.

Mr. Va?j Brunt and Muriel waited 
impatiently at the hotel long after din­



ner that evening for the American’s 
promised return.

The girl had already sent word to the 
theater that it would be impossible for 
her to appear that night, and that her 
understudy would have to go on; for, 
even though there had been no other rea­
sons to prevent her taking her part, she 
would never leave the house while she 
remained in expectation of Caxton’s re­
turning and giving his reasons for that 
whispered, “ Believe that he is true! ”

When ten o’clock had struck, however, 
and still there was no sign of the man, 
both of the watchers felt inclined to de­
spair, and Muriel at last consented to pay 
some heed to her father’s oft-repeated 
importunities that she should retire and 
take some rest.

Then, just as they were giving up the 
final hope, came a penciled note from 
the municipal prison, explaining the 
cause of the delay, and setting forth the 
predicament of the writer.

“ Since, therefore, it will be impossible 
for me to come to you, Mr. Van Brunt,” 
the missive concluded, “ I am taking the 
liberty to invite you here. Not on my 
own account, I assure you; but to ac­
quaint you with certain facts I have un­
earthed, and which have a rather serious 
bearing on the problem we are trying to 
solve.”

“ By Glory, he must have found out 
something about her,” commented Mr. 
Van Brunt, glancing up quickly.

“Her?” repeated Muriel contemptu­
ously. “ It’s about Laszlo he is speak­
ing. And, oh ”—her face growing pale 
—“ he says it is something serious. 
Hurry, father, hurry! We must go to 
him and learn what is the trouble at 
once! ”

“ H’m! ” Mr. Van Brunt was again 
examining the communication. “ I guess 
vou are right, my dear; for here, at the 
bottom, is a line telling me not to alarm 
you. Why, I wonder, can’t people give 
directions of that' sort where a person 
will see them before one goes blundering 
ahead into what he isn’t intended to 
read— Yes, yes, my dear, I’m starting 
right away,” for Muriel was tugging im­
patiently at his arm.

“What?” he exclaimed a moment 
later, when he reentered the room with 
his coat and hat and saw her hurriedly 

arranging her veil before the glass. 
“ Surely, you are not thinking of going, 
too ? ”

“ Certainly I am,” she insisted. “ Do 
you think I could wait here quietly for 
you to bring me the news, when all the 
time Laszlo may be in 'some deadly 
peril ? ”

Nor from .this purpose could all his 
protests and objections swerve her, until 
finally, seeing that, as she asserted, fret­
ting at home would be worse for her 
than any shock she might meet, he gave 
a reluctant consent.

Indeed, she was all impatience to get 
to the station-house, and resented every 
second of delay, coming even to the point 
of a quarrel with her father, because he 
insisted on stopping at detective head­
quarters to offer a new reward and in­
stigate still more strenuous measures in 
the search for Joy.

“ Why, daughter, you certainly want 
me to make every effort toward the find­
ing of your cousin, don’t you?” he asked 
reprovingly.

“ Ye-es,” she assented; then broke out 
with a sudden burst of honesty: “ I sup­
pose it is horrid of me, and maybe I am 
all wrong about it, but, somehow, I can’t 
work myself up to any particular alarm 
over her. It is a puzzling affair; but, 
somehow, I can’t- get the idea into my 
head that she is in any especial straits, 
or that she won’t turn up in due time as 
right as a trivet."

Almost exactly the words which Cax­
ton had used in regard to the missing 
beauty; and now it appeared that there 
was a third sharer in the sentiment, for 
old Cyrus, after a pause, confessed:

“ Well, do you know, girlie, I’ve been 
feeling a good deal the same way myself, 
and I have been more than half ashamed 
of it. Of course, I’ve rushed around and 
pretended to be concerned all right; but 
—dash it all! a man can’t put enthusiasm 
into a job of the sort, when he doesn’t 
really believe that there, is any danger.

“ Fact is, I’ve been pretty well con­
vinced in my own mind all the time that 
the gossip was true, and she’d lit out with 
young Chegnay.”

“ Papa! ” exclaimed Muriel indignant­
ly, forgetting that only a short time be­
fore she had inclined toward the same 
theory herself.



“Well,” muttered Van Brunt, “if it 
isn’t that, I’m free to confess that I can’t 
make head or tail of her leaving in this 
way. For, as I tell you, I am almost 
willing to take oath that she left of her 
own accord.

“ Yes,” he continued, “ and, what's 
more, girls don’t leave in that sort of 
fashion unless there is a man at the bot­
tom of it. Now, if that man wasn’t 
Chegnay, who was it? He was the only 
one I ever saw philandering around her 
to any extent.”

“Why might if not have been Captain 
von Altdorff? ” suggested Muriel.

“Von Altdorff? Pooh! He is head 
over ears in love with you! ”

“ Captain von Altdorff in love with 
me? Why. I never dreamed of such a 
thing.”

“ Nevertheless, it is true. He spoke to 
me about it this morning, and when I 
told him you were already betrothed, he 
acted like a crazy man.”

Now, Muriel, sweet, modest girl that 
she was, was still a woman; and no 
woman is ever .surprised at- hearing that 
any man, no matter how unlikely a one, 
has fallen a victim to her fascinations.

On any other subject of.equal improb­
ability she would almost certainly have 
cross-questioned her father and speedily 
have detected his error; but, since there 
was nothing remarkable to her in the 
statement so positively made, she accept­
ed it at face value.

True, she wondered a little that Von 
Altdorff had given so few signs to her of 
his consuming passion; yet that was 
easily explained, too, by the man’s natural 
repression and ceremonious regard for 
etiquette. Doubtless, he had deemed it 
in bad taste to show any evidence of his 
preference before he had first spoken to 
her natural guardian.

At any rate, she had little opportunity 
to ponder over the matter, for by this 
time they had reached the entrance to the 
big prison, and were soon being conduct­
ed down the long corridors to the cell of 
the “ spankologist.”

“ Well, this is certainly kind of you, 
Mr. Van Brunt,” Caxton greeted them, 
poking a grateful face up to the bars. 
“ And Miss Van Brunt, too. That is 
more than I had expected; for I thought 
ladies never came to visit a prisoner un­

less he was a murderer, and I, worse luck, 
didn’t have the gumption to finish my 
job.”

He rattled on in this way, joking and 
making fun in the hope of getting a word 
in private to Van Brunt; for he feared 
to tell his discoveries in front of the girl, 
lest she should be overcome.

Muriel, however, had braced herself 
for the reception of bad news, and she 
speedily gave him to understand that she 
was there to learn and act upon whatever 
information he had been able to find out 
concerning her lover.

Even with this plain intimation, Cax­
ton still hesitated to speak out; but re­
ceiving at last a nod of assent from the 
father in response to his own furtive 
glance of inquiry, eventually consented 
to unburden himself.

He told the whole story without re­
serve, commencing with his unlucky 
recognition, or rather lack of recognition, 
of the Mlle. Modiste—a revelation which 
brought forth sharp exclamations of ex­
citement from both his hearers.

Unheeding their interruptions, how­
ever, he rapidly recounted the choking-off 
of Max Horowitz, the appearance of 
“Cousin Joy” upon the scene. Laszlo’s 
hurried dash toward the stage, and his 
own fruitless waiting and subsequent un­
availing search throughout the city.

Then in a considerably graver tone, and 
with fuller details, he took up the story 
of the discoveries he had made in the pas­
sageway, describing so vividly the evi­
dence he had uncovered, and drawing his 
deductions so clearly, that as they listened 
his audience of two could almost see the 
jaunty form of the young officer hasten­
ing through the noisome alley, the crouch­
ing forms of his assailants ready to spring 
—could almost hear the impact of the 
shock, the stifled cry and slipping fall, 
the hoarse breathing of the struggle, and 
the sigh of satisfaction from the ruffians 
when their captive was made fast.

Muriel never removed her glance from 
his face all the time his story*  was in 
progress, only her big eyes grew wider 
and wider, and Caxton could see that she 
occasionally had to bite her lips in order 
to repress a moan.

She did not give way or swoon, but lis­
tened unblenchingly and with an almost 
strained interest to the very end.



So, at last, the tale was concluded; 
and, with only the briefest pause, Caxton 
turned to them for their verdict.

“ It seems to me unquestionable from 
all this,” he summed up, “ that Chegnay 
was overpowered and abducted; but 
whither he was taken or to what end are 
questions that, I must confess, are still 
beyond me. Do either of you know of 
any enemy that he had, or of any person 
with a strong enough motive, for wishing 
him out of the way? In short, of any­
body who would have been likely to do 
this thing? ”

Muriel and her father gazed at each 
other with a common suspicion dawning 
in their eyes; and then, as though by a 
mutual impulse, their lips framed in 
unison the one name:

“Von Altdorff!”

CHAPTER XVI.
• PLANS AND PURPOSES.

The three talked over the matter to­
gether for a long time. Both the mil­
lionaire and his daughter felt that it was 
not a time for false reserve or half con­
fidences, and they therefore unbosomed 
themselves freely to this new friend.

As a result, Caxton could not help but 
agree with them that Von Altdorff was 
at the bottom of the villainy.

“ But what of the disappearance of 
1 Miss Van Brunt ’? ” he suddenly asked, 
reminded that there were still some, loose 
ends to the problem upon which they 
were working. “ That we must regard 
as a separate incident, I take it, not con­
nected in any way with the Chegnay af­
fair? At least, Von- Altdorff had no mo­
tive to spirit her off?”

“ Well, I don’t know,” rejoined Van 
Brunt thoughtfully. “ He was the last 
person to see her. Ha! ” struck by a 
sudden suggestion. “ Might it not be 
that he has kidnaped her, too, in order 
to quiet the apprehension of Chegnay’s 
friends by giving color to this elopement 
story which has- been so industriously 
circulated? ”

Caxton started to look incredulous; 
but changed his mind, and drew a deep 
breath instead.

“ By George, I believe you are right! ’’ 
he burst out excitedly. “ I remember 

now that that little reptile of a Horowitz, 
when he first repeated the scandal to me, 
mentioned something about having got 
it from Von Altdorff, or Von Altdorff 
being his authority, or something of the 
kind.

“ Yes, sir,” starting to his feet and 
beginning to pace up and down his cell, 
“ I’ll bet that is just what has been done. 
Oh, the crafty, scheming hound! The 
cold-blooded scoundrel! To drag a 
woman ■ into his dirty business, and an 
American girl at that! If Uncle Sam 
doesn’t demand his head for this, and 
on refusal blow the whole Austrian em­
pire off the map, I shall feel almost like 
renouncing my allegiance.”

Caxton was working himself up into 
quite a frenzy, for the idea of an injury 
being inflicted upon a woman, and espe­
cially one of his own countrywomen, 
roused all his chivakic ire; but Mu­
riel’s voice, cold and clear, broke in upon 
his outburst.

“ I don’t think there is any necessity 
for you to get so excited, Mr. Caxton,” 
she said; “ for, if matters are as you 
suspect, I fancy my cousin is much less 
worried than you. It would simply 
mean that Captain von Altdorff would 
have to marry her at the end of her im­
prisonment ; and, since that is what she 
has been angling for ever since she came 
to Vienna, nothing would suit her better.

“ I am not harsh or heartless,” she 
averred, answering the glances of re­
proach which both of them cast toward 
her; “ but I know my cousin as only one 
woman can know another, and I am not 
in the least degree alarmed about her. 
She is amply able to take care of herself, 
it is reasonably sure that no accident has 
befallen her, and if she has stumbled into 
Von Altdorff’s clutches, I say again that 
it is just where, she would w’ish to be, 
and that she wouldn’t thank any one who 
attempted to rescue her,

“ It seems to me that we would much 
better devote our time to devising some 
plan whereby to help Laszlo.” Her 
voice softened, and her face lost the 
asperity it had assumed when speaking 
of her cousin. “ His peril, as we know, 
is a very real one; for there is no telling 
to what lengths Von Altdorff’s hatred 
may not carry him. And every moment 
may count now in his need for succor.



“ Oh, is there nothing that we can 
do?” She lost control of herself for a 
moment, and began wringing her hands. 
“ We must do something! Something 
right away 1 ”

She raised her eyes in tearful appeal 
to Caxton j and he, feeling a lump of 
pity rise in his throat, kicked savagely 
at the door of his cell in order to relieve 
his feelings.

“ There is, of course, nothing that I 
can do, Miss Van Brunt,” he said husk­
ily, “ caged up here as I am by my own 
foolishness; but even if I were free, I 
don’t see that I could do any more just 
at present. We can’t go to Von Alt­
dorff and charge him with' this thing on 
mere suspicion, don’t you know; we can’t 
even have him get onto the fact that we 
suspect. He is a deep one. and we must 
be just as deep to catch him.

“No,” he went on; “it strikes me 
that, at present, our only play is to lay- 
low until we find out definitely where 
he has Chegnay confined, and what his 
intentions are concerning him. And, un­
less the chap gets frightened, that ought 
to be no very difficult task; for he will 
almost certainly visit his prisoner from 
time to time. __Of course, skilled detec­
tives should be employed to shadow him 
every- moment; but I have no doubt that 
your father will attend to that.”

“ You bet I will.” Mr. Van Brunt 
nodded a hearty assurance to his daugh­
ter. “ The best that money- can procure 
shall be at your disposal. And now, 
dawtie ”—throwing an arm about her 
shoulder—“ don’t you think we had bet­
ter be going? This has been a long and 
trying interview for you; so let us thank 
Mr. Caxton for his kindness and—

“ Er—by the way. my dear boy.” inter­
rupting himself with a considerable show 
of compunction, “ how about your own 
plight? We have been terribly thought­
less, running on here concerning our own 
troubles, and paying no attention to the 
hobble in which you are placed. You 
must have bail at once, of course. Just 
wait until I can get the little girl here 
safe home, and I will be back at once to 
arrange about it.”

“ No.” Caxton stayed him with a 
gesture. “ It would do you no good to 
come back. As it happens, I am in on 
a non-bailable charge.”

“ Non-bailable? You don’t mean to - 
tell me that you injured your man to 

.that extent?”
“ Only in his feelings and the seat of 

his trousers,” the New Yorker smiled 
ruefully; “ but that, it seems, is a griev­
ous transgression over here.' I have 
lifted my impious hand against one of 
the bulwarks of the empire.”

“ But this is ridiculous, unbelievable! ” 
sputtered the millionaire. “ The idea of 
holding a man without bail on such 
grounds! I’ll bet there is an attempt at 
graft in it. Have you seen counsel yet, 
my- boy? ”

“ Oh, yes. I’ve had a couple of law­
yers here, and the secretary of legation, 
and I don’t know who all; and, as near 
as I can find out. the thing is regular 
enough. They tell me I can’t hope to 
get out under six weeks, anyhow; and. 
indeed, that I’ll be lucky if I don’t get 
a year or so in one of their jolly old for­
tresses.”

By this time, Mr. Van Brunt was 
worked up almost to the explosion point, 
and Muriel, all her compassion stirred, 
was eagerly beseeching him to intervene.

“ You won’t let them do that, papa? ” 
she entreated. “ You’ll find some way 
of keeping Mr. Caxton from going to a 
fortress, won’t you?”

“ You bet I will ’ Six weeks here, and 
send him to a fortress, indeed1 Why, I 
never heard such poppycock in all my 
life!

- “ What time is it? ” snapping open his 
watch. “ That makes no difference, 
though. I’ll see the minister of public 
justice before he’s an hour older, if I 
have to drag him out of bed. Come on, 
Muriel ; we have no time to waste. 
Peter Caxton’s boy staying here six 
weeks, and then going to an Austrian 
fortress, for slapping over a little, 
puffed up. epauleted toad 1 Not if the 
court knows itself. Come on. my dear ; 
we’ve got to be stirring our stumps, and 
get him out this very night. Whv, they 
couldn’t have tried to do much worse to 
him if he had gone up and pulled the 
whiskers of old Franz Josef himself! ”

The little man was in a perfect 
“ sweat ” now to be off; but Caxton, 
naturally anxious though he was to be 
released, still detained the pair to add 
a word of farewell to Muriel.



“ Don’t permit yourself to get wor­
ried now, Miss Van Brunt,” he urged. 
“ It looks a shade ticklish for Chegnay, 
we’ll all have to admit; but there’s a 
good deal gained in knowing that we 
are on the right track, and whether I get 
out to help in the work or not, I am 
very sure that he’ll be found.

‘‘Just you keep up your courage and 
feel, as I do, that everything is going to 
come out all right. Remember that I 
told you, this afternoon, not to doubt, 
and I’ve proven to you that I was not 
mistaken. Well, now I say to you with 
just as much certainty: Do not be 
afraid! ”

CHAPTER XVII.

caxton’s rash promise.
Neither Mr. Van Brunt nor the pris­

oner himself had -any real doubt that, 
with the powerful influence of the great 
financier exerted in his behalf, Caxton 
would speedily be free; but they had 
failed to take into account the leisurely 
processes of a Highly formal and bureau­
cratic government.

The minister of justice did indeed de­
scend in dressing-gown and slippers in 
response to the copper king’s imperative 
demand to see him; but, although he 
was all deprecation and regret, he could 
not- be brought to • the point of issuing 
an order for the American’s release.

“ If it were a murder, now, or a bur­
glary, or a matter of that sort,” he ob­
served, tapping his fingers on the table, 
“ something might be done ; but this, you 
must understand, mein Herr, is a grave 
dereliction. It will have to take the 
regular course, I am afraid, although I 
think that I can safely promise you no 
stringent penalty will be inflicted upon 
your young friend. And, of course, we 
will do all in our power to expedite the 
process of justice.”

“ Er—yes—hum,” commented Cyrus, 
realizing at last that this was the best 
he could get. “ And how much longer 
would you say, then, that the poor boy 
will have to stay in jail?”

“ Oh, not more than a few days. Or­
dinarily it would take six weeks or more 
before a hearing could be arranged, but 
under the circumstances I think that we 

can hasten that up quite a deal. Or, 
indeed, we may possibly—only possibly, 
mind—discover a way to permit of bail, 
which would let him out even sooner. 
Trust to me, Mr. Van Brunt, I will 
exert every energy in his behalf.”

Perhaps he did, for really every one 
about the ministry seemed awestruck at 
the speed with which the case was ac­
celerated. But to the Americans watch­
ing the process, it all seemed wofully 
slow and cumbersome,, and Van Brunt, 
before the arbitrament was finished, de­
clared witheringly that enough red tape 
had been used to carpet a road forty feet 
wide from Portland, Maine, to Portland, 
Oregon.

He spent half his time gyrating be­
tween the American embassy and the cab­
inet offices, but although he fumed and 
fretted, besieged and even tried to bribe 
high officials, stormed, protested, actually 
carried his complaint, against all prece­
dent, to the Kaiser himself, the case still 
stretched to a weary length.

Papers went from one clerk, and from 
one bureau, to another, to be signed, coun­
tersigned, vised and indorsed, and this all 
consumed time, until at last the “ few 
days ” so blandly promised by the min­
ister had extended themselves into pretty 
near a month.

Meanwhile, the captive, was bearing his 
fate with more resignation than might 
have been expected of him.

“ It is not just exactly the way I 
planned to spend my vacation on the 
‘ beautiful, blue Danube, ’ ” he would 
say philosophically, “ but there are com­
pensations. If this had not happened I 
would never have known how deliciously, 
picturesquely profane Mr. Van Brunt 
can be over the pig-headedness of these 
foreigners, nor would I have had the 
pleasure of these daily visits from Miss 
Van Brunt. The only thing I can really 
regret is that I am shut off from taking 
an active part in the search for poor 
Chegnay.”

And, indeed, he did get along, surpris­
ingly well, for although the confinement 
naturally chafed on one of his stirring 
temperament, he found plenty to occupy 
his time.

There were the reports of the detect­
ives shadowing Von Altdorff to be gone 
over, for one thing, and new suggestions 



and directions, to be contrived in order 
to improve the system of espionage. Mr. 
Van Brunt had turned over all this busi­
ness into the hands of himself and 
Muriel, and there were consequently long 
consultations between them each day, and 
eager discussions as to the steps which 
ought to be taken and the methods fol­
lowed.

Yet, for all their careful planning, and 
for all the money and effort which was 
expended, Caxton had to admit that the 
results achieved were surprisingly 
meager.

Not a scintilla of evidence had been 
found to disclose the present hiding 
place of either Chegnay or “ Cousin 
Joy; ” not a suspicious move, a question­
able action, were the sleuths able to re­
port upon the part of Von Altdorff.

He went about his business in quite 
his usual way, they said, calm, staid, 
repressed, all his time spent between his 
lodgings and the Arsenal, for the big 
new air-ship recently constructed had 
sustained a serious accident, and he was 
pushing the repairs upon it with the ut­
most energy.

As for the rest, claimed the detectives, 
he sent no notes or messages, conferred 
with no persons who could not be easily 
accounted for, received no mysterious 
correspondence, conducted himself in 
every respect as anything but a man en­
gaged upon a secret or illicit enterprise.

“ Can it be that we have made a mis­
take in suspecting him? ” questioned 
Caxton, glancing up with a frown from 
one of these daily reports of such pro­
voking similarity. “ He ought certainly 
to have done something to show his hand 
by this time.”

“ Oh, no, no,” protested Muriel ear­
nestly. “ We have made no mistake, I am 
sure. Who else would have had any 
motive?”

“ Then, it must be,” decided the 
American, “ that he has fallen to the 
fact that he is being watched. We will 
have to call off our spies and adopt some 
new plan in order to outwit him.”

“ What sort of a plan? ” she queried.
“ Well, I don’t know just what, ex­

actly,” Caxton confessed, at a loss for 
the time being himself. Then, as he saw 
the despairing look come over the girl’s 

(To be continued.)

face, grown so white and wan during 
these days of anxiety and suspense, he 
caught himself together, and feigned an 
assurance which he did not feel.

“ That is,” he hurried on with a buoy­
ant air, “ I have a scheme in mind which 
I think is almost certain to bring success. 
Really, a sure thing at last, I verily be­
lieve. I have been considering it for some 
time, and—”

“ Why haven’t you suggested it before, 
then?” she demanded with some as­
perity.

“ Well—er—why, you see, it requires 
my personal participation, and while I 
was caged up here I thought the best 
thing we could do was to use the detec­
tives, but now, since I am to be released 
to-morrow—

“ What is the plan?” she questioned 
eagerly.

“ Ah, don’t ask me that just yet. I 
want to turn it over in my mind this 
afternoon and consider all the details 
first. But to-morrow morning, just as 
soon as I am free. I will come to you 
and arrange for immediate and more 
active operations.”

She was still curious, but he eventually 
managed to put her off with the-caution 
that -walls—prison walls, especially— 
have ears, and that perhaps the failure 
of some of their previous plans was due 
to their having been too openly discussed.

So, after making him repeat his prom­
ise that he would come to her the moment 
he was free, she consented to bide in 
patience until then, and took her de­
parture.

Left to himself, Caxton gazed after 
her retreating figure in unmistakable 
quandary.

“ A brand-new plan to trip up Von 
Altdorff and locate Chegnay at once, 
eh? ” he ejaculated. 11 And where in Sam 
Hill am I going to get one which hasn’t 
been thrashed over and discussed between 
us a thousand times?

“ Well,” wrinkling up his brows and 
taking a fresh hitch upon his suspenders, 
“ I guess it’s up to me, somehow, to 
make good.”

But he had little notion then of the 
plan which did finally suggest itself, or 
of the startling adventures into which it 
was going to lead him !



THE GOOD SAMARITAN.
By ROBERT RUSSELL.

A strange story of apparently every-day happenings, with something 

back of them at which the reader is not likely to guess before the finish.

THE woman’s attractive eyes smiled 
on the three urchins as they picked 

up their hats and started for the door. 
The youngest seemed to be ..bout twelve, 
and the other two somewhat older.

“ Remember all I have told you. 
boys,” she said, “ and don’t forget about 
the great men of whom you have all 
heard. If you want to be like them, 
just remember.”

The door closed and the boys stood for 
a moment in the bright summer sunlight.

“Ain’t she a dandy, Mike?” This 
from the youngest of the trio.

“ She kin have all I got—an’ me too,”^ 
answered Mike with enthusiasm.

The third boy seemed satisfied to ex­
press his admiration for their preceptress 
by a lifting of his eyes and a low whistle.

There were so many things to attract 
the boys this Saturday afternoon; and 
their tastes seemed to differ so widely 
that it was not long before they sep­
arated, each seeking the sources of en­
joyment that appealed to him most.

They were shabbily dressed, and their 
pinched faces gave little indication of 
many pleasurable hours; but the keen 
intelligence noticeable in their eyes made 
it evident that in some manner amuse­
ment would be theirs.

The two older lads hurried off in one 
direction; while the youngest, apparently- 
debating ’a moment, finally began to 
saunter leisurely toward the crowd that 
stood waiting for a down - town car. 
Wedging his way between two very- 
large men, he remained nonchalant until 
the car came along : and then, as quick 
as a flash, darted into a seat, and be­
came apparently extremely interested in 
the scenery7 about him.

Finally the conductor came along.
“ Your fare, son,” he said.
“What?” exclaimed the boy.
‘Fare,” repeated the conductor, a lit­

tle Hss kindly.

“ Gee,” said Joe, in apparent disgust, 
“wot cher t’ink I am, a millionaire? 
Didn’t I pay me fare long ago?”

“ None of that, kid,” replied the man 
in uniform. “ Come, get off; you can’t 
string me.”

“An’ me'givin’ ye me last nickel,” 
wailed the youngster, “ an’ me mudder 
sick.”

But the conductor was obdurate and 
seized the boy roughly by the shoulder.

“ Come, off you go! ” he said.
But an old gentleman who had heard 

the colloquy from a rear seat now took 
a hand in the proceedings.

“ Hold on, conductor,” he called out, 
“ I’ll pay the boy’s fare.”

The conductor’s hand was instantly 
withdrawn, though perhaps with some 
reluctance; and he turned to the old 
gentleman, who, to Joe’s great gratifica­
tion, handed the man the necessary five 
cents. It did not take the boy long to 
slide back into a seat next that occupied 
by his benevolent friend.

“ Say', mister,” he began, “ I’m t’ank- 
ful to ye. Ye see me mudder’s sick, an’ 
I been fur de doctor.”

“ All right, my' boy; even if you’re not 
telling the truth, the loss of a nickel 
won’t hurt me—and, perhaps, you can 
point out some of the important build­
ings we pass. I’m a stranger here.”

It was with great, delight that the boy 
thereupon became a veritable guide-book 
for the credulous old gentleman; and 
there was little about the city upon which 
the youngster, born and brought up 
here, could not expatiate. And occa­
sionally, too, with a sense of humor not 
to be expected in one of his years, he 
intentionally misstated some unimportant 
fact, to the great amusement of some of 
the other passengers.

They were passing one of the great 
life-insurance buildings, when the boy re­
marked :



“ Now, dis here buildin’ is de home of 
a company wot protects de savin’s of de 
widows an’ orphans. De Governor of 
de State has said dey was sompin’ wrong 
’bout de management: but de Governor 
wuz playin’ to de gallery—an’ not’in’ 
ain’t been done 'bout it, dey say.”

On another occasion a well - known 
figure in the financial world whizzed by 
in an automobile, and the boy quickly 
attracted the old gentleman’s attention 
to him.

“ That guy’s bubble looks like it wuz 
goin’ faster dan de law allows—but dat’s 
a mistake — it ain’t — and, ’sides, de 
’thorities feel sorry for him an’ don’t 
want to fine him—he’s just lost a million 
dollars playin’ de stocks in Wall Street.”

“ And how do you know all this, my 
boy?” finally exclaimed the old gentle­
man.

Joe looked up at him with a natural, 
wondering expression.

“Ain’t ye got to know all ye kin? 
Don’t it all help ye to be a big bloke—‘ 
ain’t ye got to keep yer eyes open? An’ 
askin’ questions—an’ listenin’ w’en de 
guy dat’s talkin’ don’t pay no ’tention? 
Say, mister, who wuz de biggest bloke 
wot ever lived?”

It was rather a poser for the old gen­
tleman ; but, after a moment’s considera­
tion, and with the benevolent spirit 
which had prompted him to pay the 
boy’s fare, he entered into a short dis­
sertation on the great characters of his­
tory. He was a well-informed man, and 
the boy’s eager mind drank in every 
word with surprising interest.

At last Joe’s friend reached the street 
where he desired to alight, and, thank­
ing the boy for the valuable information 
he had given him, took his leave.

Joe’s eyes followed the portly figure 
yas the old gentleman became lost to sight 
in the hurrying crowd. The boy then 
surreptitiously took from his pocket a 
large fifty-cent piece and gazed at it a 
moment.

“ An’ I made him pay me fare,” he 
soliloquized. “ Wid dis shiner in me 
pocket all de tune.”

The figure of the teacher he had re­
cently left rose before him, standing be­
side the old gentleman who had just 
befriended him, and the youngster shook 
his head in puzzled doubt.

“ I wonder if wot dey bot’ say is 
true? ” he mused.

Down the avenue the car sped on; and 
when it had reached the end of the line, 
Joe alighted and sought a bench in the 
little park which marked the city’s limits.

Before him stretched the wmters of a 
great harbor, its shore lined by wharves, 
over some of -which were huge signs tell­
ing of the destinations of the boats which 
sailed from them.

One sign especially attracted the boy’s 
attention, as it always did—the sign of 
the Mecca of all pleasure-seekers in this 
great city. But even its allurements did 
not dispel the thoughts which crowded 
into the brain of this urchin of the 
streets, wise far beyond his years, but 
ignorant until recently of the knowledge 
which the streets do not bring.

“ It’s too much for me,” he muttered 
at last, and then his bright eyes began 
'to take in the things about him.

II.

John Stuart was rather an imagina­
tive young man; and it was often his 
unconfessed pleasure to sit on one of 
the benches of the park which faced his 
office, and speculate as to the thoughts 
and aims of those poor forlorn persons 
who, for hours each day, would sit there 
in the sun, or perhaps rain, with scarce­
ly a movement.

Nor was it all imagination which wove 
the stories concerning them that his 
brain would conjure up, for Stuart had 
not always been as prosperous as he was 
this Saturday afternoon -when he stepped 
-from the door of the great building. 
Toward the park he. took his way, and 
sought a bench where the sun was not 
quite so hot and where the breeze seemed 
to penetrate.

As he seated himself, the other occu­
pant of the bench, a boy of about twelve, 
looked up at him, and Stuart returned 
the glance wnth interest.

He was prone to like or dislike a coun­
tenance at first sight, and Joe’s intelli­
gent eyes at once aroused his curiosity.

“ Fine day, my boy,” he remarS?d. 
“ You ought to be playing baseball or 
something like that.”

“ I got fifty cents,” observed Joe, with 
amazing irrelevance.



“ So have I,” replied Stuart.
But the answer seemed to displease 

the boy, for he was quick to resent sar­
casm ; and, with a comprehensive look 
from the other’s feet to his head, he 
turned away, and again was lost in a 
contemplation of the huge and attractive 
sign telling of the delicious destination 
of the boat, due to sail in a short time.

The boy’s reception of his tactless re­
mark was just the thing to interest the 
young man, and he again sought to open 
a conversation.

“ But I want to spend mine.” he said. 
“ Let’s have some—some—peanuts.”

Again Joe looked at Stuart with a dis­
dainful glance.

“ Say, mister, wot cher t’ink I am—a 
beggar?”

“ Of course not, my boy—only can’t 
one gentleman treat another? What is 
your name? ”

“ Me name’s Joe,” replied the young­
ster firmly, “ an’ let me tell yer dat if 
yer want ter talk ter me, it ain’t no use 
ter jolly. I’m wise-—see? ”

Stuart was really interested now, and 
he was learning a lesson which his pre­
vious experiences had not taught him ; he 
intended to profit by it, too.

“ All right, Joe. we understand each 
other. You say you’ve got fifty cents— 
perhaps you’ll treat me to some lemonade, 
which I see they sell over there, and after 
that I’ll suggest that, we do something at 
my expense which will cost just as much. 
How about it ? ”

“ I don’t want no lemonade,” said Joe.
There was silence for a few moments, 

and finally the boy, with something of 
the manner one would expect in one of 
his years, turned to Stuart.

“ Did,you go to college? ” he asked.
“ Yes,” replied the young man in sur­

prise. “Why?”
“ Wot wuz de biggest bloke you ever 

heard of? ”
As the old gentleman in the car had 

been puzzled for an answer, so now this 
young man was equally at a loss for an 
immediate reply. For a few moments he 
sparred for time, with, the boy’s bright 
eyes upon him -all the while, but at last 
he was forced to go into detail and men­
tion the different names which “were by­
words in history.

But Stuart was neither learned nor re­

ligious, and he soon sought to change the 
drift of the conversation, his interest 
having in no way abated, however.

“ Say, Joe,” he said at last, “ I like 
you, and think it would be great sport to 
take a sail on that boat. I—I’ve got 
money enough for us both—if it costs 
more than your fifty cents for your part. 
Come on.”

“ I'll come,” replied the boy eagerly— 
and then added shrewdly, “ if I kin keep 
me fifty cents.”

“ All right, come along.”
The big boat was not crowded, and 

Stuart and Joe found places where they 
were practically alone. The lively music 
of the band seemed to get into the boy’s 
blood, and it was with apparent willing­
ness that he left the serious subjects they 
had been discussing. He became for the 
first time that day a youngster alive to 
the pleasures about him.

In this mood Stuart knew how to enter­
tain him, and entertain him he did with 
all the stories in his repertoire.

The boy seemed to be thoroughly fa­
miliar with such historic characters as 
Jesse James, the highwayman, Old 
Sleuth, the detective, and was perfectly 
willing to hear new and imaginative ac­
counts of their doings.

The trip to the pleasure resort was all 
too short for them both, for Stuart really 
felt the consciousness that he was giving 
this lad a day of real enjoyment. But 
the greatest heights were reached when 
the pair landed at the boat’s destination 
and began a round of the wonderful 
shows installed there for the delectation 
of visitors.

Nor was Stuart backward about spend­
ing his money. The two of them raced 
around the tan-bark arena on tired 
ponies; had the delicious sensation of 
“shooting the chutes”; were thrown 
against each .other in “bumping the 
bumps ”; and, in fact, tried everything 
that seemed to offer the least prospect of 
pleasure. Finally they were both so ex­
hausted that Stuart’s tentative suggestion 
that they return to the city was readily 
accepted by the boy.

But their last visit to one of the gaudy 
booths brought seriousness to Joe again.

For some reason he was attracted by a 
fortune-teller’s sign, and asked his com­
panion if they might try the skill of the 



foreign-looking woman who presided 
over it.

The boy was very solemn when he 
emerged from behind the mystic folds of 
the tent.

“ She said dat I wuz to be a great 
man,” he announced slowly.

“ And so you probably will,” quoth 
Stuart encouragingly.

“ A feller’s got to mind wot he’s told 
to do dat—ain’t he?” went on the boy 
in all seriousness.

“ He certainly has,” returned the 
young man.

With a slight sigh Joe followed the 
other onto the boat, and they secured 
places in a remote quarter.

It was dark now, and Joe became very 
tired. Stuart thrilled him with all the 
exciting tales of the great outlaws and 
criminals, but it seemed of no use, for at 
last the little fellow curled up against 
the young man’s breast and went to 
sleep.

Stuart himself was quite worn out, and 
it was upon a slumbering pair that the 
first lights of the distant city shone.

Joe was the first to rouse himself, and 
he lay there for some time gazing out over 
the water at the brilliance beyond.

“ Say, mister,” he said at last.
“ Yes,” responded Stuart.
“ Dey wuz one great man you didn’t 

tell me ’bout. A old guy in de car to­
day toldx me ’bout a bloke wot got hurted 
onct an’ £ feller comes along an’ looks at 
him an’ den goes on—an’ .den, says de 
old guy, anodder feller comes along an’ 
picks up de feller wot got hurted an’ 
takes care of him. De old guy said he 
wuz a great man—Smyrden, I thinks he 
called him.”

As had occurred often during the day, 
the young man had to think quickly for 
a moment.

“ Of course.” lie said at last, “ the 
Good Samaritan—yes, Joe. he was a 
great man. It would be a lot better for 
us all if there were more like him.”

“ An’—an’,” went on the boy slowly, 
“ can a bloke get ter be great if he’s like 
dat? ”

The whole question of this world’s re­
wards for good deeds flashed through the 
young man's brain. Could he put a 
doubt in this boy’s mind?

“ That’s what we believe, Joe,” he said 

at last. “ At any rate, a man will be far 
happier if he’s like that.”

“ ’Cause,” continued the boy, “ I ain’t 
heard much ’bout them kind of fellers— 
till to-day—an’—an’ you wouldn’t fool 
a bloke, would yer? ”

The boat was already in the dock and 
Joe and Stuart were pushing along with 
the crowd as the young man, now quite 
serious, gave his reply:

“ No, Joe,” he said, “ I would not fool 
you.”

“ Den,” began the boy, “ ain’t you 
somethin’ like that Smyrden feller, I—”

But a sudden movement of the crowd, 
a shifting of the gangplank, and a sharp 
cry of warning from one of the boat­
hands interrupted Joe in his sentence. 
And, then, diving after Stuart onto the 
pier, he saw the latter fall, his leg 
crushed between a pile and the plank 
upon which the excited crowd stood.

Immediately many hands were out­
stretched to lift the unconscious form of 
the young man and to release his leg 
from his pinioned position. The crowd 
reached shore in safety, but Stuart was 
laid on the ground, his face pale, his 
right leg twisted and broken.

It was the boy who took immediate 
charge of the situation.

“ Git a kerridge, quick! ” he cried.
“ An ambulance would be better,” said 

some one. “ Perhaps he can’t pay for a 
carriage.”

“ Git a kerridge, I tell ye! ” again 
shouted the excited little fellow; “he’s 
me friend.”

The very earnestness of the boy was 
compelling. A carriage was at hand, and 
Stuart carried to it and placed inside in 
as comfortable a position as possible. Joe 
in the meantime was instructing the 
driver.

“ Drive to de nearest horspital—an’ be 
blamed quick about it,” he said.

With a slight smile at the boy’s com­
manding manner, the cabby started off, 
Joe inside, trying his best to ease the in­
jured limb of the unconscious man.

The hospital was soon reached and 
Stuart carried up the broad stairs.

“ Say, you,” said Joe to the orderly, 
“ ain’t dey some corner, er sumpin, 
where dis feller kin be alone—he 
wouldn’t want ter be lyin’ ’mong all dose 
hoboes,” pointing a dirty finger at the 



unfortunates who occupied the public 
ward.

“ We have a private room, my boy,” 
replied the orderly, “ but it costs twenty- 
five dollars a week in advance.”

“ Put him dere, den,” replied the'young 
commander at once.

While they were carrying out Joe’s in­
structions, the boy descended to the 
cabby.

“ How much fur bringin’ us here? ” he 
inquired.

“ Three dollars,” answered the driver.
“ Aw, come off. I’ll give ye dollar an’ 

a half,” and the youngster pulled some 
bills from his pocket and handed the re­
quired amount to the man, who was too 
surprised to object.

He drove off, shaking his head in won­
der.

Next Joe sought out the orderly and 
handed to him the amount he had said 
the room would cost, and again there was 
great surprise.

Then into the room where Stuart lay 
hurried the boy. The young man had 
regained consciousness by this time, and 
though the pain from his leg was still 
severe, he was eager to ask Joe how it 
had all happened-

“ I didn’t know where ye lived,” con­
cluded Joe, “ an’ so brought ye here.”

But the entrance of the doctor put an 
end to the conversation.

“ Come, my boy,” said the surgeon, 
“ you must go out till we have set this 
gentleman’s leg—then you may come back 
if you want to.”

It was a very impatient boy who waited 
during what seemed like hours to him, 
but at last the doctor told him that he 

might’’ return to his friend, and eagerly 
he reentered the room.

Stuart was conscious and comparative­
ly free from pain.

“ Now tell me all about it, Joe,” he 
said. “ I suppose I was hurt getting off 
the boat and was brought here in an am­
bulance. It’s tough luck, but a broken 
leg is not as serious as a crushed skull.”

It seemed' hard for the boy to begin 
his story, but the words came to him at 
last, and as he continued, Stuart listened 
eagerly, lost in wonder at the tale.

“ Yes,” began the boy slowly, “ you 
wuz hurt gettin’ off de boat, but dey’s 
sumpin else I want ter tell ye. I alius 
wanted ter be a big man — like Jesse 
James—er somebody wot just took wot 
dey wanted. Cornin’ up in de boat I pre­
tended ter be asleep—■an’ pinched yer roll 
of money. Den I begins ter t’ink ’bout 
de odder great men dat 'de old man in de 
car told me ’bout—and wot you told me 
’bout—an’ den ’bout dat Smyrden feller 
—an’ I t’ought I’d rudder be like him 
—an’—an’ you. So I wuz goin’ ter give 
yer money back—w’en ye ’ got hurted. 
But here it is now. I spent some for de 
kerridge.”

“ Oh, Joe, my boy, how could you do 
it after I’d given you such a good time? ”

“ I dunno—’cept dat it wuz de only 
way I_ knowed ter be big. An’ den I got 
t’inkin’—and—yer see, Mrs. Burns has 
been teachin’ t’ree of us—Mike, Humpty, 
an’ me how ter do it—how ter steal. We 
t’ought she wuz fine—but—but I’d rud­
der be like you and dat Smyrden bloke.”

There was a moment’s silence. Then:
“ I’ll try to help you, Joe—and you’ve 

helped me.”

A MATTER OF CHOICE.
I sat me down ’neath the hill of sorrow—• 

And sorrow’s a high hill, covered with stones—
I sent to the neighbors for trouble to borrow,
I wept to-day for the woes of to-morrow, 

And all of my friends might hear my groans; 
They stopped their ears, for they heard my moans.

I hurried away where joy’s stream is flowing— 
Joy’s is a full stream, that never is spent—

I waded in without any showing,
I laved me deep where its tide was going.

Now my friends would share in my deep content;
Where I borrowed trouble, my joy is lent.

Grace MacGo;wan Cooke.



TROUBLE IN BUNCHES.*
By SEWARD W. HOPKINS,
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A matter of one American obliging another starts with a mistake, 

opening the way to crimes, casualties, and catastrophes galore.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
Robert Fraser, a young American doctor who is stopping at the1 town of Santa Rosa, 

in South America, is persuaded by a fellow countryman, Jim Balover, to aid his elopement 
with Isobel Fernandez, the daughter of old Don Manuel Fernandez, Santa Rosa’s banker.

Arriving at .a deserted casa, where Balover is to meet him, Fraser finds, to his con­
sternation, that he has made off not with the sefiorita. but her cousin, Miss Kate Arnold, 
who has been turned out of Manuel's house for taking Isobel’s part in her love-affair.

Balover arrives with the news that Manuel has disappeared, and that orders are 
posted in the town to shoot either himself or Fraser on sight.

Fraser, riding in pursuit of Miss Arnold’s maid. Mary O’Donnell, who has left the 
party on some mission of her own, is held up by bandits and led off to their lair in the 
mountains. Here he finds Don Manuel, who is being held for ransom. He is promised 
his freedom if he will go to Santa Rosa and bring the ransom money from the bank. 
He does so in safety, learning in the town that Isobel Fernandez has disappeared. Balover 
and Miss Arnold, too, are gone from the deserted casa.

In the mountains again, he finds that the brigands have left their fortress, and on a 
second trip to Santa Rosa he learns that they have been attacked by the soldiers, the 
leader having shot Fernandez before being captured. Fraser returns to the casa to spend 
the night. He is awtikened by the touch of a hand feeling for the bag of ransom money 
which he has hidden in his shirt.

CHAPTER XIII.
THE ATTACK IN THE FOREST.

IT was with the greatest difficulty and 
exercise of will-power that I kept 

my breathing regular, like a man asleep.
My mind was in a turmoil. I had no 

wish to be killed, nor did I feel like 
lying there, supine and nerveless, and 
letting a miscreant of a brigand get away 
with the bag of money.

I did not know how much there was 
in the sheepskin bag. I had not been in­
terested enough in the matter to look at 
the order Don Manuel had given me. 
Nor had I paid any attention while 
Senor Pinero was counting it out.

I knew, however, that the amount de­
manded of Don Manuel must be large. 
And I now regarded myself as the cus­
todian of that money for Isobel Fer­
nandez. If Pinero had fled with the 
funds of the bank, that bag might con­
tain all that Isobel had in the world.

* Began. February Argosy

While my whirling brain was thinking 
of these things, I felt a gentle touch of 
fingers on my throat, then the point of 
a dagger.

Like a flash, it came to me that not 
only was I to be robbed, but murdered 
as well. There was now no hesitation. 
With a sweep of my arm I brushed aside 
the two hands and sprang to my feet. >.

There was a muttered curse from the 
man, who had not expected a sudden 
movement of this kind from a fellow he 
supposed to be asleep.

I did not wait for an attack. I struck 
out in the dark, and, happily, aimed true. 
My fist caught his face, and I heard him 
fall.

But he was up again, with a growling 
sort of continual curse, and I had no 
time to do anything but guard myself as 
well as I could in the dark.

Fortunately, my assailant was clumsy 
at the assassin business, and his rage was 
so great he now made no attempt to keep 
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quiet and hide his movements. His 
curses were so constant, and his breath­
ing so heavy, I could tell where he was 
as well almost as though I could see 
him.

I kept striking out, sometimes hitting 
him and sometimes not, and never stood 
in the same spot more than a second. 
I could hear him grunt as he made ter­
rific lunges at where he supposed me 
to be, and at last he grew more careful.

As his care increased, so did my dan­
ger. He now seemed to be adopting my 
own tactics. And I had greater difficulty 
in finding him.

Then there was a sudden lunge, an 
exultant cry from him. and I felt the 
knife jab into my shoulder.

The pain, and the knowledge that my 
life was in such danger, maddened me, 
and drove all the caution I had from me. 
Unmindful of what the consequences 
might be, I leaped forward with both 
hands outstretched before me. and by 
good luck clutched him at the throat. 
He struggled, and I felt the knife again 
in my arm.

Driven now to a desperation I had 
never felt before, I put all the strength 
I had into my hands and pressed my 
thumbs against his windpipe. There was 
a choking, gasping sound. He wriggled 
in my clutch, but I had him firm, and 
he seemed to have no more fight in him. 
Then I heard the knife drop on the floor.

“ Mercy, seiior! ” he gasped with a 
gurgling sound. “ Do not kill me.”

“ Mercy—to you ! ” I cried, shaking . 
him like a rat. “ You were showing me 
mercy when you were about to murder 
me in my sleep. And you dare beg for 
mercy? ”

“No, seiior—no!” he said. “I was 
but going to cut open your shirt. You 
have the money from Don Manuel’s 
bank.”

“ But it isn’t your money.” I retorted.
“ It is nobody’s. Don Manuel is 

dead.”
“ It is his .daughter’s, and she shall 

have it,” I told him. “ I’ll soon put 
you where you won’t need money.”

Even as I spoke I could feel his throat 
stiffening, and he began to sink. With 
a terrific grasp, T gave him the last clutch 
and hurled his body from me.

I heard him fall with a groan.

I hurried and lit my bull’s-eye lantern 
to have a look at him. His face was 
somewhat familiar. He was one of Pe­
dro’s gang. If Pedro was captured, this 
fellow would take the money for him­
self. I looked at him again. It was the 
fellow I had seen rifling Pedro’s chest.

“ So,” I said, “ it seems that those who 
said there was honor among thieves were 
mistaken. Well, he is still breathing. 
I have no wish to commit murder, so 
out of here I go.”

Making sure that my revolver was 
loaded, 1 shut off my light with the 
slide, without putting out the flame, and 
went outside.

At first 1 wished I had a horse, but 
reflection told me that even if I had 
I would be no better off. A horse could 
not take me far enough to get out of 
the danger zone, unless he took me too 
far away for me to be of any assistance 
to the others I wished to find and help.

I knew the land was level on the plan­
tation, and started off across the fields, 
keeping my lantern and revolver ready 
for instant action. But nothing inter­
fered with my progress.

I walked on and on, until I struck 
some woods. I could not expect to make 
my way through these without a light, 
so I risked using the lantern. After go­
ing in a crooked, winding path through 
these woods, I heard the ripple of a 
little stream and halted.

Here was as good a hiding-place as 
any I knew of. I knew a dry, grassy 
plot near the stream, and fixing my lan­
tern on a stick, to throw the light on 
me, I took off my jacket and shirt to 
bathe my wounds.

These, though not dangerous, as I 
knew, were becoming painful. My arm 
was growing stiff.

I felt better, though, after laving the 
wounds with the cool, clear water of the 
stream, and then, tearing off a strip 
from my shirt, I bandaged my arm as 
well as I could.

The wound in my shoulder I could 
not handle so easily, and, in fact, it did 
not need it. The knife had struck a 
glancing blow there, whereas it had gone 
almost entirely through my arm.

The bleeding having been stopped to 
a great extent, I sat down, feeling weak 
and exhausted.



I need not say again that I sat there 
thinking over the mess I was in. all 
owing to my own blunder. Yet it was 
not all my blunder, either. If the 
brigands had set out to watch for an 
opportunity to capture Fernandez that 
night, they would have taken him just 
the same, whether the girl in the car­
riage was Kate Arnold or his daughter 
Isobel.

Daylight was coming. What I had to 
think of now was my future. I could 
not roam the woods and accomplish any­
thing for those upon whom I looked as 
my friends, although I had seen so little 
of Kate and Balover, and had never seen 
Isobel at all,

I remembered what had been said 
about Padre Miguel and his little mis­
sion. I had never met the padre, but I 
had met others of his cloth, and had 
found them universally kind - hearted 
men, and read}' at all times to help a 
person in distress regardless of nation­
ality or religion. I resolved to find 
Padre Miguel and ask his advice, even 
if I did not succeed in getting his assist­
ance.

I did not make any attempt to shoot 
anything for my breakfast, believing 
that Padre Miguel would give me a meal 
at the mission.

I put out the light of my lantern 
when daylight became strong, and stowed 
the little toy in my pocket. Then, with 
my revolver in my side-pocket grasped 
by the hand of my uninjured arm. I 
started.

I had not gone more than a hundred 
feet along the stream when I heard "a 
shout, and a rifle-shot, and a bullet went 
whizzing past my head.

“ The American ! The American ! ” 
came a cry, and there was another shot.

I could not see the new assailants, 
and did not know whether they were 
soldiers or bandits. And, in fact. I 
didn’t care. I could not look for any 
mercv from either. There wasn’t intel­
ligence enough among the common sol­
diery for me to expect them to listen 
to a long explanation of affairs, and the 
orders had been to shoot me on sight. 
As for the mountain robbers, they want­
ed my life and Don Manuel’s gold.

I could hear several voices shouting 
back and forth among the trees, and 

knew that fighting was out of the ques­
tion.

So, dodging in and out. keeping in 
the shelter of tree-trunks as much as pos­
sible, I started to run. If I could onlv 
reach the mission of Padre Miguel be­
fore 1 was shot, I felt that I would be 
safe.

I was as good in the woods as my pur­
suers. for they seemed to be dropping 
behind.

After I had traveled in this difficult 
manner for some time, hearing shots and 
shouts, I found that the trees were be­
coming scarcer and the ground rising. 
I had not taken the correct course to 
the mission, but had gone to the very 
strongholds of the robbers.

As I sprinted across a bare space 
about three hundred feet wide, I heard 
several rifles fired. They seemed to be 
behind me, before me, and on either side.

I was hit. With a gasp. I fell head­
long and knew no more.

CHAPTER XIV. 
mary’s father.

Whex I first began to recover con­
sciousness, I felt a bewildering sense of 
being somewhere I never was before. I 
heard a confused murmur of voices all 
around me, and, after my straining ears 
had listened a few minutes, I was aston­
ished to find that they were speaking 
English.

It was still daylight, and the place I 
was in was light enough, but strange- 
looking. Then it dawned upon me that 
I was in a tent.

And while I was listening to the voices 
of men talking, there came a gentle foot­
fall near me, and a soft hand touched 
my forehead. I glanced up, and the sud­
den spasm that sent my heart to beating 
at a terrific rate almost made my wounds 
bleed again.

I was looking up into the lovely face 
of Kate Arnold.

“ Miss Arnold! ” I murmured.
“ You are yourself, then, thank 

Heaven,” she said. “ We didn’t feel 
sure you would ever know us again.”

“But where — what place is this? 
How is it I am in the same place vou 
are?”



“ That,” she answered, " is more 
chance than anything else, but a very 
fortunate chance it is.”

“What’s this? Fraser conscious?” 
came the voice of Balover, and his boy­
ish face was soon bending over me.

“ Sure, an’ I hear talkin’,” said the 
voice of Mary O’Donnell, and the cour­
ageous Irish girl joined the other two.

“ Am I delirious? ” I asked. “ Is this 
all a dream? Now bring Isobel Fernan­
dez, and you’ll be complete.”

“ I wish we could,” said Balover. ,“ I 
only wish Isobel was with us in this safe 
retreat. But the poor girl is on her way 
to Spain now.”

“ Well, then,” I replied, trying to de­
cide whether it was my own voice I heard 
or a dream voice, it sounded so queer, “ if 
it will do you any good to know it, Isobel 
Fernandez is no more on the way to Spain 
than you or I.”

“ What? Did the old don relent after 
all? Did the Cristobel sail without 
her? ”

“ The old don didn't relent and. so far 
as I know, the Cristobel hasn’t sailed. 
And the old don is dead.”

“Dead!” cried Kate Arnold. “My 
uncle dead?”

They drew camp-stools near my cot 
and listened with staring eyes as I re­
lated all that had befallen me, and all I 
had learned in Santa Rosa about Don 
Manuel and Isobel.

Balover was the most affected.
“My poor girl—my Isobel!” he mur­

mured as he paced the narrow limits of 
the tent. “ Alone with her dead! I 
must go to her.”

“ But you will be shot! ” exclaimed 
Kate.

“ Then—I'll be shot, that’s all,” said 
Balover. “ I was afraid of a bullet when 
I thought I was to meet Isobel, but now 
I’ll risk anything to go to her.”

“But didn't you lister, to me?” I 
asked, almost in anger. “ Didn’t I tell 
you she had gone? Either run away her­
self or been captured by somebody and 
carried off? ”

“ I don’t believe anybody would try to 
harm Isobel,” said Balover. “ She was 
always good to the poor. Nobody would 
or could have a grudge against Isobel. 
She may have gone away to escape the 
ship to Spain, but when she hears that 

her father has'been taken home dead she 
will return. I shall find her at home.”

Mary said nothing. This was a cir­
cumstance in which she could not advise.

“ I’m off,” went on Balover. “ I can't 
wait another minute. I’ll take care of 
myself, never fear. 1’11' bid your father 
adieu and thank him, Mary, for all he has 
done.”

“ Sure, he'll call ye foolish for goin’,” 
said Mary.

“ What was that Balover said? ” I 
asked wonderingly, as Balover went out, 
“ Mary’s father? What does that mean? 
I never heard of Mary’s father being here. 
Anyway, I don’t know where ‘ here ’ is.”

“ Do ye remember the time I asked ye 
where was the source of the Rio Rico?” 
asked Mary.

“ Yes. You told me that one saw his 
sweetheart there.”

“ Well, now alanna! Ain’t ye lookin’ 
straight into the eyes o’ Kate Arnold ? ”

“ Mary! ” cried Kate in reproach.
Her face became suffused with blushes.
“ Sure, it’s only a joke I’m after gettin’- 

off. miss. But true it is for me.”
Kate laughed at this.
“ How many of the expedition are your 

lovers. Mary?”
“ All of thim,” said Mary with a laugh. 

“ There's luck in havin’ plenty. You’re 
beholden to none.”

" But quench my curiosity, somehow,” 
I insisted. “ Why is Mary’s father here, 
and what place is it? ”

“ Well, it's two places,” replied Kate. 
“ Ostensibly iteis the camp of the Ura- 
para Mining Company, operating under 
a concession. As a matter of fact, it is 
just as much the headquarters, of a force 
of filibusters who make a living stirring 
up strife and having revolutions in such 
countries of South America as are in a 
state of unrest, as most of them are all the 
time.

“ Mary’s father. I believe, has nothing 
to do with the filibustering part, but is 
the boss of the mining operations. He 
has very little liking for the natives, and 
no objection whatsoever to anybody get­
ting up a revolution who wants to do so. 
He says that things are so bad now that 
no revolution can make them any worse, 
with just a little possibility of improve­
ment.”

“ And is there an army encamped so 



near Santa Rosa and I not know it?” 1 
asked in amazement.

Kate laughed merrily.
“ No,” she replied. “ Who ever heard 

of an armv of filibusters in South Amer­
ica? They only carry on a war with talk. 
There are three or four of the crowd 
here—not to fight, but because the gov­
ernment of the United States has urgent 
business with them. The others are up 
there now, trying to obtain contributions 
to buy unlimited munitions of war to 
bring down on gunboats and overturn 
everything in sight.

“ But don’t worry,” she went on. 
“ There is not the least probability of 
war. They will get some money from 
people in the United States who are ready 
to give to any crazy project, and they 
may, by diplomatic and skilful corre­
spondence, intimidate the government 
here into buying them off. But there 
will be no war. I heard the matter 
spoken of at Don Manuel’s.”

Just then a tall, powerfully built man 
entered the tent.

“ How’s the doctor?” he asked.
“ This is Mary’s father, Mr. O’Don­

nell,” said Kate.
“ You had a narrow squeak, boy,” ex­

plained the' mining boss. “ When we 
reached you they were almost on you. 
You fell in the open space with two bul­
lets in you.”

“ I am too bewildered to understand.” 
I answered. “ I remember running, but 
when I was struck I lost all conscious­
ness.” n

“ Vou needn’t be te'lling us that.” he 
said with a laugh. “ You wouldn’t be 
hollering about Miss Arnold's beauty so 
loud if you had your senses.”

Kate blushed again.
“ Did I ? ” I asked her.
“ I believe you said several incoherent 

and ridiculous things.” she answered. 
“ But, never mind, you are in your right 
senses now.”

“ I am,” I admitted. “ And just as 
ready to sing about your beauty.”

“ There! I’m going,” she said, and 
she walked out of the tent.

“How did you all get here. Mary?” 
I inquired.

‘‘ You remember whin I left the old 
ruin? Well, I rode farther than I 
thought, and missed the road to the left 

where you told me to turn, but found an­
other one that brought me here. It was 
that way I missed the robbers, no doubt. 
I told my father all about the business 
ar cl he set out with three or four men 
and horses and brought Miss Kate and 
Mr. Balover here. He missed you. and 
we couldn’t imagine what had happened, 
although Mr. Balover and Miss Kate 
said you had started after me. An’ my 
father an’ his men have been out hunting 
for you ever since. He came upon a 
band of robbers and had a battle with 
them, but you weren’t to be seen.”

“Nor Don Manuel?” I asked.
“ Nor Don Manuel,” said Mr. O'Don­

nell. “ I know him well. He was not 
with the band I met. I would have 
rescued him had he been with them.”

CHAPTER XV.
A LETTER FROM PRISON.

The days passed pleasantly. Con­
valescence is always pleasant. And with 
Kate Arnold for a companion, and Mary 
O’Donnell’s ready wit, and the good food 
with which the mining-camp was sup­
plied, my lot seemed, for the time being, 
to be cast on pleasing lines.

For several days Miss Arnold sat and 
read to me, or talked about New York, 
and sometimes to the accompaniment of 
a guitar she borrowed from one of the 
miners, she would sit near the foot of my 
cot and sing.

And then when I could move about we 
took short but exceedingly pleasant walks 
along the Rio Rico, there but a tiny, rip­
pling stream, and would stop and rest 
under great spreading trees before we 
walked back to camp and dinner.

Under these agreeable circumstances I 
could not help getting well. And there’s 
another thing I could not help—falling 
in love.

By the time Balover had been gone 
long enough to make us anxious concern­
ing him, I was in a fever of love. But 
the conditions, the uncertainty in which 
we lived, made me hesitate to declare 
that love, and Kate’s own modest bearing 
gave me no idea of what her thoughts 
were toward me.

I felt that to force my attentions upon 
her now would seem like taking undue 



advantage of the unfortunate situation 
we were all in.

“ I wonder,” I said one day. as Kate 
and I were strolling along by the river­
side, “ where Balover is. I hope he 
hasn’t got himself in any more trouble.”

“ I don’t know,” she answered dubious­
ly. “ I felt when he went away that it 
was not for the best. But, then—what 
could one say? I could not attempt to 
dissuade him from going to the girl he 
loved. I’m sure I would not think much 
of a man who professed to love me who 
would not risk something to come to me 
if he thought I was in trouble.”

“Wouldn’t you?” I asked. “I 
would—”

I almost had said it—had almost de­
clared myself, when I had resolved not 
to do so until we were in safety, when 
she clutched my arm and pointed to some 
bushes not far away.

“ Look there,” she whispered. “ I 
am sure I saw a man skulk behind those 
bushes.”

“ Are you sure ? ” I asked, taking my 
revolver from my pocket.

“ Certain. . But give him a chance be­
fore you shoot.”'

“ Yes, and let him shoot us first? I’ll 
have him out of there.”

I was just leveling the revolver to fire 
into the clump of-brush when a dark 
face showed above the branches.

“ Don’t shoot ‘ ” he called out. holding 
up his hands to show that he had no 
weapon. “ I come as a friend from a 
friend of yours.”

■“ A messenger from Balover,” I said 
to Kate, lowering the weapon. “ He’s 
in trouble, sure as blazes. Come here, 
then, and give your message.”

The fellow advanced, hat in hand. 
He looked weak and hungry.

“Sc&r and seiiorita;' he began, bow­
ing particularly to Kate, “ I have had a 
terrible time finding you. I suppose, of 
course. I speak to the American medico, 
Seiior Fraser?”

“ Yes. I am Dr. Fraser.” I answered.
“ This is Miss Arnold.”

“ Good. Well, I have been two days 
and nights searching the hills. Senor 
Balover had no chance to tell me just 
where you were, and I did not know. I 
dared not ask, or I would have been 
sent back to prison.”

“ Prison! ” I cried. “ Is Balover in 
prison?”

“ He is, seiior,” said the messenger. 
“ And, if the reports are true, they in­
tend to shoot him. But of that I have 
no proof. We have little opportunity 
to speak to one another in the prison at 
Santa Rosa. But Senor Balover man­
aged to write a letter. He couldn’t 
escape because he is in an underground 
dungeon from which there is no outlet.

“ He called to me one day as I was 
walking over an iron grating that lets 
light into his cell. He knew I was a 
prisoner. The keepers wear a sort of 
uniform. Well, senor, he handed me 
this letter, and asked me to see that it 
was carried to you in Senor O’Donnell’s 
camp. Then a keeper came along, and 
we could talk no more.

“ It just happened that I had plotted 
to escape that night, and I did. But I 
did not see Seiior Balover again. I had 
to search for you, and now I am pleased 
to find you and deliver the letter.”

“ You must be half famished,” I said. 
“ Go right on till you find a little en­
campment with two or three tents and a 
few log houses. Ask for Mr. O’Don­

nell. Tell him we sent you for a'square 
meal. He’ll give it to you.”

I also gave him a coin.
“ Thank you, seiior,” he said, bowing 

again as he started toward the camp.
“ Sit down here,” I told Kate, finding 

a favorite seat of ours near the river­
bank. “ Let’s see what poor Balover 
has to say.”

I opened the letter and read it aloud:

"My dear Fraser:
“ I shall probably never see you, 

Miss Arnold, or Isobel again, so take 
this method of bidding you all farewell. 
And I thank you for trying to help me 
when I needed help. It wasn’t your 
fault that you ran away with the wrong 
girl. I should have told you Kate 
Arnold was visiting Isobel, but I had 
no idea she was to start, for Buenos 
Ayres the same night that Isobel was 
to start for Spain.

“ I regret now that I asked you to 
take the risk, for you and Kate are in 
trouble and danger, and Isobel and I are 
worse off than if we had kept still and 
she had gone on to Spain. It must be 
easier to get out of a convent in Spain 
than it is from this dungeon.



“ I will explain what happened. If 
you can’t read the scrawl very well, do 
the best you can. All the light I get is 
from an old iron grating that covers a 
hole in the ground above my dungeon. 
I suppose I could knock out the rusty 
grating, but the hole is too small for me 
to crawl through, so it would do me no 
good.

“Well, here goes: When I left you 
I walked into Santa Rosa, big as life, 
having been two days on the road. I 
lost my way.

“ Nobody seemed to pay me any at­
tention, as sensations are short-lived 
here. They follow each other in such 
rapid succession that one drowns the 
other out. The latest is the arrival of 
a gunboat from Holland, or Germany, 
or some European power, with the 
threat that a good portion of the coun­
try will be plowed up with cannon-balls 
if this government doesn't pay its debts.

“ I went direct to the house of Don 
Manuel. Say, if anybody ever tells you 
again that the old dub is dead, just 
give him one for me while you are at 
it. If he’s a dead one, I don’t want to 
meet his kind any more alive than he is 
at this very minute.

“ He was wounded in a skirmish the 
robbers had with a bunch of soldiers 
Seiior Pinero sent out to find the don. 
Well, the soldiers got him alive and 
brought him home, and he's the most 
enraged lunatic I ever saw. When I 
went in he sat in a big chair, and when 
he saw me I thought he’d burst a blood­
vessel cursing at me.

“ Isobel is not yet found. I can’t im­
agine what the girl did with herself. 
Anyway, she’d better keep away from 
her father now. If you see her. tell 
her he will kill her.

“ He says you stole the money you 
got from the bank. He says Kate stole 
the money he gave her to take to New 
York. He thinks you and Kate eloped 
with each other.

“Well, you did. but not as he means.
“ He called some servants and had 

me held. Then he sent for officers and 
soldiers, and I was marched off to the 
Santa Rosa prison. It's a delightful 
place. Rats in the cell, and slimy walls, 
and wet floors. I don’t get half enough 
to eat, and every time a keeper brings 
me my miserable food he gives me a 
punch in the face or a kick—just for an 
appetizer, I suppose.

“ I don’t know how long I'll be here, 
or what they intend to do with me. But 
from what prisoners have told me from 

the .prison-court, or patio, through the 
iron grating, the talk is that 1 am to be 
shot.

" So, if you do not hear from me 
again, good-by. You will know what 
my fate has been. Give my farewells 
to Kate and Mary and Mr. O'Donnell. 
And if you ever see Isobel, tell her I 
died with her name on my lips, brave­
ly, and would die a hundred times for 
her dear sake. Yours.

“Jim Balover.’’

CHAPTER XVI.
A RESOLVE.

I sat gazing vacantly toward the little 
river, the letter hanging from my hand.

“ Well ? ” said Kate, as though to re­
call me from a dream.

“ That,” I replied, “ is what I call, a 
manly letter. Not a whimper about his 
fate: ’ No regrets except that be got us 
all in the scrape. He’s a fine fellow, 
Balover.”

There was a quick indrawing of her 
breath, and I turned my head to look at 
her. She was looking at me.

And such a look' as she was giving 
me! I cannot describe it. But I shall 
never forget the complex emotions that 
glowed from her eyes, that sat on her 
quivering lips, and showed in the pallor 
of her cheeks.

There .was something in it that seemed 
to rebuke me—something that stung me 
into life.

“ You are right,” I said, although she 
had not uttered a word. “ Instead of 
sitting here doing nothing, I should be 
in Santa Rosa trying to help Balover. 
You are right, Kate—Miss Arnold. I’m 
off at once.”

She put out her hand and placed it 
on my arm as if to detain me.

“ You art; mistaken,” she said. 11 You 
think that I was—was—”

“ You looked it, and you were right. 
It is cowardly for me to remain here 
with Balover in such terrible danger. I 
shall go to Santa Rosa at once.”

“You—are dreadfully mistaken,” she 
said again. “ I—”

Her-voice seemed choking.
“ What is it, then? ” I asked more gen­

tly, for I saw that the girl was almost 
in tears.



I fancied for a moment that she might 
evbn be in love with Balover herself.

“ I—knew you would go,” she said 
falteringly.

“ Yes,” I told her, “ I will go. Bal­
over must not be left to die like that.”

“ But—what can you do?” she asked. 
“ You will be shot yourself. It was that 
that almost—almost—”

“Almost? Almost what, Miss Arnold? 
You surely would not have me remain 
here in safety when Balover is suffering 
as he is, and the prospects of a speedy 
death are before him.”

“ If you could accomplish anything I 
would not say a word against your go­
ing,” she answered.

“ And do you now? ”
“ Yes. I cannot see where you will be 

of any service to Balover. You are even 
worse in the estimation of the alcalde 
of Santa Rosa than he is.”

“ We have not tried the American 
consul.”

“ Of what use? ”
“ I’ll try. 1’11 either have Balover out 

of that prison or—”
“Or what—what will you do?” she 

asked.
“ I’ll join him and be shot with him.”
She seemed to gulp down a sob. Then 

her eyes took on a strange look, and be­
fore I could even guess what her real 
emotion was she had fallen flat on the 
grassy bank in a dead faint.

“ Kate 1 Dear Kate ! ” I cried. “ What 
is the matter? Don’t you want me to 
help Balover?”

Of course she made no answer. I 
rushed to the river and got some water, 
and worked over her. In a short time 
she returned to' consciousness, and as she 
did so she grasped my hand.

“ I knew you would go,”-she said, in 
a low voice. “ I cannot tell you not to. 
It would be useless. I know. But—oh, 
be cautious. Don’t get into their hands.”

“ Why, Kate I ” I said. “ Do you— 
care? ”

She turned her face away from me, 
but from her lips came the whispered 
word: “Yes.”

“Come back to O’Donnell." I said, 
as I helped her to her feet. “ You will 
be safe with him, no matter what hap­
pens to me.”

She suddenly burst into tears.

“ Kate 1 ” I said. “ You didn’t cry 
when Balover went to find Isobel. Why 
do you cry now?”

I received no answer. Her sobbing 
increased.

“ Kate,” I said, stopping her, “ is it 
because—dare I think it is that you care 
for me? ”

The tear-dimmed eyes looked straight 
at mini*  But not a -word came from her 
trembling lips. Yet there was something 
in her look that gave me my answer.

“ Kate,” I said, “ I was never going 
■to speak of my love for you until we 
were in a position where it would not 
appear that I was taking advantage of 
your helplessness. But, Kate, in our 
short acquaintance I have learned to love 
you. It is scarcely the time to speak of 
that now, nor is it the place. But a 
word to show that you do. like me will 
strengthen me in what I have to do.”

The hand she had on my arm trembled, 
but grasped me closely.

We reached the camp, and I mo­
tioned to Mary’s father that I wished to 
see him alone. He came to me at once.

“ Mr. O'Donnell,” 'I said, “ that man 
you are feeding brought me a letter from 
Balover. He is in the prison at Santa 
Rosa. I suppose the man has told you.-’

“ Yes, he told me all he knew about 
it. He seems to think they have deter­
mined to shoot the boy.”

“ So Balover says. I am going to leave 
Miss Arnold in your care, while I go 
to Santa Rosa and see what I can do.”

“ Oh, no. I can’t agree to that. You 
are brave enough, certainly. But with 
all that is hanging over your own head 
you will be in greater danger than he.”

“ Still, I can’t leave him there without 
an effort in his behalf.”

“ I can’t consent.”
I looked at him in surprise. I was 

certainly the master of my own actions. 
O’Donnell, whatever he might feel as a 
friend, had. of course, no authority over 
me.

“ I am sorry you wish me to be a 
coward.” I replied.

“ I don't. I know you are not a cow­
ard. I don’t want you to be a fool. 
Look at her.”

He nodded toward Kate. I saw at 
once that the spirit of dejection had 'come 
upon her with more force than ever.



“ The girl loves you.” said O’Donnell.
“ You cannot throw your life away.”

“ I will talk to her,” I told him. and 
I walked toward Kate.

“ Kate,” I said, “ please don't take it 
so. You don’t want me to be a coward, 
do you? ”

“ You couldn’t be.”
“ Then let me go to help Balover with 

your smiles instead ef tears to remem­
ber.”

“ But if you are shot?”
“ I don’t think it will come to that. I 

must try to help Balover.”
“ Well—I know you will go,” she said.

“ And—whatever happens—if you are—”
She could get no further. Her voice 

broke, and she leaned heavily against me.
“ Kate,” I said, “ do you love me? ”
“ Yes,” she whispered.
“ Then your love will strengthen me. 

and I’ll come back to you. Kiss me. 
Kate, and let me go.”

I kissed her. There was no more weep­
ing, no murmurings, no objections.

“Mr. O’Donnell,” I said, “isn’t there 
a suit of clothes in the camp that would 
fit me? The things I have on are too 
well known.”

“ Yes,” he said with a grave face. “If 
you will go. I’ll fit you out. But I fear 
this, my boyl I fear it.”

CHAPTER XVII.
IN THE HANDS OF ENEMIES.

It did not take me as long to reach 
Santa Rosa as it had Balover. I knew 
the roads better than he did, and Mr. 
O’Donnell lent me a horse.

It was toward the close of an oppres­
sively warm day that I rode into the 
town. Everything was quiet, and I 
smiled as I thought about what Balover 
had said concerning the short life of a 
sensation in Santa Rosa.

Even the threatened bombardment of 
the place by a foreign ship was not 
enough to keep the gay and careless 
people excited.

Nobody seemed to pay me any atten­
tion. Had I not been chained with ties 
of love and friendship, I could have 
gone straight to the station and boarded 
a train for Buenos Ayres without being 
molested.

But it was far from my purpose to 
escape into Argentine alone. If I could 
not take Kate with me I would not go.

I found the consulate closed.
Just what to do then puzzled me. I 

wanted particularly to see the consul first. 
1 asked a bystander where he lived.

“ The American consul,” he answered, 
“ lives on the hill back of the school. 
But he is not there now. There are for­
eign ships in the harbor, and he is busy 
with matters of state.”

Disappointed in this quarter, I rode 
along the street, pondering as to what 
my best plan of operation should be.

I had the money I had taken from Don 
Manuel’s bank. As he had escaped the 
bandits without the use of this, it should, 
of course, be returned to him.

I rode to his house. I had no fear of 
Don Manuel, as returning his money 
would undoubtedly place me on a better 
footing with him.

By the time I reached the house it was 
quite dark. 1 had just dismounted when 
somebody rushed from behind a large 
tree.

“ Ah, at last! ” I heard a voice ex­
claim. I reached for my pistol; but be­
fore I could use it I felt a sudden, sharp 
pain, as a knife was driven into my side, 
then withdrawn and driven in again.

Gasping and trying to call out for 
help, I sank fainting to the ground. 
There was a quick examination of my 
clothing.

The sheepskin-bag was found. With 
a muttered expression of pleasure, the 
robber hurried away.

The house of Don Manuel was in a 
lonely spot. I lay there for some time. 
There were moments when I lost myself, 
and at others I felt strong enough to 
rise.

At last, with a great effort, I did get 
on my feet.

There was no use trying Don Manuel 
now. I had lost his money. The return 
of that had been the only talisman I had 
to win anything like friendship from him.

Where to go I did not know. It 
would never do, certainly, to go to Hen­
rique’s inn. I did not know how seri­
ously Henrique had been wounded ; but 
he had been robbed, which was worse, in 
the estimation of these people, than to 
be stabbed or shot.



My mind was befogged; I was weak, 
and my steps irregular and uncertain. 
I staggered along till 1 came to a small 
cafe. This I entered and called for a 
drink of brandy. If I could find a native 
surgeon, I knew- he would help me and 
keep my identity a secret.

While I sat at a table sipping the 
cognac, a man entered. He glanced 
around, evidently seeking a place to sit: 
and finding my table in use only by my­
self, he sat down there.

“ Pardon. By your leave, seiior/' he 
said.

There was something about his voice 
that was familiar. I looked at him 
carefully. He was well dressed, but the 
dark face was one I knew.

It was the man who had worked for 
me, and from whom I had taken the 
clothes to disguise me when I drove Don 
Manuel’s carriage to the old ruin.

I dared not address him as an ac­
quaintance. Tfiere was no doubt in my 
own mind, having seen what he used to 
wear and the expensive way he was 
dressed now, that he had stabbed and 
robbed Henrique and laid the blame on 
me. He did not want much, just a 
drink; and, having drained the glass, he 
walked out.

I finished my cognac and asked the 
proprietor where I could find a surgeon.

He told me, and I started off.
No sooner had I reached the street 

than heavy hands were laid on me.
“ You are wanted.” said a voice. 

“ You are a prisoner.”
“ Unhand me!" I cried. “ I am an 

American citizen.”
“ You are, indeed.” said my captor 

with a sneer. “ You are one who robs 
a banker, runs away with young women, 
and stabs an innkeeper. Here, you, 
Jose, follow up close, and stick him with 
a bayonet if he lags behind.”

I saw that I was in the power of a 
number of soldiers, and was too weak to 
make any attempt to fight.

“ To the alcalde;’ said the leader.
“ This will please him much.”

I had never spoken to the alcalde of 
Santa Rosa, and had no idea what sort 
of man he was. I had seen him, driving 
about in a fine carriage; but, beyond the 
fact that he was rich and powerful, I 
knew nothing about him.

I felt myself growing weaker, after 
the stimulating effects of the*  cognac had 
worn off; and by the time we reached 
the house of the alcalde I could scarcely 
stand, and my wounds were still un­
cared for.

At the door a few words from the 
leader among my captors gained us ad­
mission. We were taken at once to a 
spacious library, where the alcalde — a 
stern, sour-faced man—sat reading.

When he saw soldiers entering with a 
prisoner he faced them.

“What is this?” he demanded an­
grily. “ You disturb me in my hours of 
retirement? Who is this man? Why 
did you not lock him up till to-morrow? ”

“ Excellency.” said the leader, “ we 
are but obeying orders. Do you not re­
member that we were to bring him to 
you at once when he was caught, if he 
was caught alive?”

“What? Who is this?”
“ The American who has played so 

many tricks, your excellency. He ran 
away with the niece of Don Manuel 
Fernandez, and then obtained a large 
amount of money from Don Manuel’s 
bank and disappeared.”

“ Ah ! I remember. So. instead of a 
professional gentleman, you are a thief,” 
said the alcalde, eying me coldly.

“ I am not a thief,” I answered. “ The 
money was taken from the bank on*  an 
order from Don Manuel himself to get 
him free from some mountain robbers 
who had him in their clutches. When 
I returned there was nobody in their, 
stronghold. The soldiers had been there, 
and they had captured some of the rob­
bers and set Don Manuel free.

“ I had the money—that is true. I 
returned to Santa Rosa, intending to give 
the money to the bank. I learned that 
Pinero had gone with the funds, and the 
bank was closed. I also heard that Don 
Manuel was dead.

“ The money then belonged to Don 
Manuel’s daughter, and 1 did not know 
where to find her.”

The alcalde looked at me sharply, and 
in no friendly way.

“ You tell a story that sounds well, 
but I do not believe you. If you do not 
know where the s.cnorita is, who does?”

“ I don’t know. I never saw Isobel 
Fernandez in my life.”



“ You stabbed and robbed Henrique, 
tlie innkeeper.’’

“ I did not.”
“ You ran away with the niece of Don 

Manuel.”
“ I fancied it was Isobel, and I thought

I was driving her to meet her sweet­
heart.”

A heavy look came on the alcalde’s . 
face. dragged away. 

(To be continued.)

“ Where is Don Manuel’s gold now? ” 
“It was stolen .from me this evening. 

I am wounded—the robber drove a knife 
into me twice.”

“ Lies—all lies. I do not believe your 
countrymen. I do not believe you. 
Take him to the Santa Rosa prison. We 
will deal with his case to-morrow.”

And without further ceremony I was

CARR I E D BEYOND.
By F. K. SCRIBNER.

The trifling misadventure with a satchel that threatened disaster to an important 

business deal, capped by an encounter in the woods as the finishing touch.

“ TA AV ISON,” said the senior part- 
ner, “it is up to you to take 

those plans and specifications up the 
river; I would go myself, but an impor­
tant engagement puts that out of the 
question.”

“ But I thought—Mr. Dawson was—” 
I ventured.

“ Mr. Dawson has just phoned down,, 
or, rather, his wife phoned, that he fell 
over something before breakfast, and is 
laid up with a sprained ankle. This is 
too important an affair to trust to any 
one besides ourselves ; as Dawson and I 
are out of it, it's up to you.”

I had been for eight years with the 
■firm of Bridwell & Dawson, architects, 
when Fortune smiled and I was admitted 
to partnership as junior member. This 
had occurred only two weeks, before the 
conversation given above; and for that 
reason it was, as Mr. Bridwell put it, up 
to me to take the drawings up the 
Hudson.

And the entire staff had been at work 
upon those drawings for a good month 
back, under Mr. Dawson’s generalship. 
There was a big contract coming to some 
one of the various architects in the 
metropolis, and we proposed to be in the 
running.

Some months before, there had ap­
peared out of the West a personage with 
a bank-account as long as the Erie Canal 
and an ambition not to hide his light 
under a bushel. He had rented a place 

forty miles up the Hudson, looked over 
the ground at his leisure, and then in­
vested in acres of meadow, hill, and 
forest, which should form an immense 
park ; a •'setting befitting the modern 
palace which he proposed to erect in the 
midst of it.

And the plans upon which we had 
been working for weeks were to be sub­
mitted that afternoon, with probably a 
score of others from rival architects, to 
the critical eye of the man who would 
not permit a few hundred thousand to 
stand in the way of his latest ambition.

That was the situation in a nutshell; 
the labor on which we pinned our hopes 
was finished and resting in the big safe 
behind Mr. Bridwell, and it was up to 
me to carry the bulky package to Maple­
wood and return either a victor or among 
the vanquished.

“ I wish,” I ventured a trifle nervous­
ly. “ that Mr. Dawson could handle this 
affair : you see. he understands just how 
to put up the best explanations and—”

My companion was polishing his eye­
glasses vigorously, for perhaps he, too, 
was a little nervous.

“ But Dawson is out of it. and. after 
all. I don’t fancy the explaining will cut 
so much figure. I understand this Far­
rington knows his own mind, and it’s the 
drawings and specifications he’ll look at. 
They’ll speak for themselves, and per­
haps the less said the better. I’m told 
he is a bluff, hearty chap ; and if he does 



not like what you show him, all the talk­
ing in the world will be so much wasted 
energy.”

On further consideration, the task did 
not look so very difficult; I even began 
to feel a sense of satisfaction that / was 
to be in at the finish. Had I known 
what Fate held in store for me—but that 
will appear later.

My companion referred to a memo­
randum.

“ He has set the hour at seven this 
evening, when all the plans are to be 
submitted ; there will be a crowd of you. 
and a good long session probably, but it's 
seven he’s made it. I’m told he is strict 
about keeping an appointment, and any 
one who fails to show up won’t stand 
much show with him. There is an ex­
press leaving the Grand Central at five 
this afternoon, first stop Maplewood. 
That will give you time to get dinner 
there and be on hand at seven. I need 
not caution you to make no misses, for 
you understand the importance of this 
thing as well as I do. I’ve a fancy Daw­
son’s ideas will carry the day; if they 
do, perhaps we’ll all take a trip to 
Europe.”

“ I’ll be on hand, sitting on his gate­
post before seven; trust me for that,” 
I answered lightly.

And then I got the plans out of the 
safe and studied them carefully, sheet 
after sheet, although I knew every line, 
curve, and square by heart.

During the lunch hour 1 went home 
and dressed for the journey ; I even took 
the precaution to drop in at the station 
to assure myself my train left at five 
o’clock, and to purchase my ticket. There 
was going to be no mistake there.

A little after four I went to the safe 
again and took out the package. It was. 
as I have said, rather bulky, and I de­
cided the safest way to carry it was in 
a satchel. I locked the latter carefully, 
got into my overcoat, and had a parting 
word with Mr. Bridwell.

“Good luck!” said he. “And wire 
to the house if the thing is decided by 
midnight. I fancy, though, it may be 
an all-night session; why Farrington 
does not choose to do his business in the 
daytime I don’t know, but I suppose he 
has his own hobbies. Of course, you’ll 
stay at the hotel up there, in any event.”

I called a cab and started for the sta­
tion. I did not propose to get blocked 
in the Subway, or anything of that sort. 
If 1 had been carrying a bag of diamonds 
I would not have felt more responsibility 
than I did with the contents of that- 
satchel.

There was a fair-sized crowd sifting 
through the gate when I joined it and 
presented my ticket; ahead of me I saw 
several architects, making for the line of 
waiting coaches, and it was not difficult 
to guess their point of destination. I 
found a comfortable seat in the smoker, 
lighted a cigar, and, with the satchel on 
the cushion beside me, felt pretty well 
satisfied with things in general.

The train was due to reach Maple­
wood at 5.40; I should have time and 
to spare between then and seven.

It was three minutes to starting time; 
as is usually the case, there began a rush 
of belated passengers into the can. There 
were plenty of seats, but one of the 
strangers, drifting up the aisle, halted 
beside my own and gazed down upon the 
satchel at my elbow.

“If you don’t mind! ” quoth he, and 
took a step forward.

I did mind, for there was plenty of 
room elsewhere, but I could not deny 
him the privilege of occupying the seat’ 
with me. I removed the satchel with as 
good a grace as possible and set it upon 
the floor between my feet and the under­
side of the seat.

He removed his coat, laid it over the 
back of his half, and dropped down be­
side me. He was a bulky personage, and 
I squeezed nearer to the window, and in 
doing so pushed the bag a little farther 
under the seat.

The air in the car was close, and it 
did not require many seconds to tell me 
my companion had imbibed liberally be­
fore boarding the train. He settled him­
self comfortably, passed a few remarks, 
and looked at his watch. Just then the 
train began to move slowly.

“ Going to Albany?” he inquired.
I replied in the negative.
“ Well. I am,” said he, “ and I’m go­

ing to take forty winks right off the 
reel; was up all last night, and can’t 
keep my eyes open,” and he yawned 
vigorously.

I puffed away on my cigar and looked 



out of the window, being in no mind to 
enter into an extended conversation with 
my bibulous friend.

He thrust his ticket into the top of the 
seat in front, settled himself more com­
fortably, and closed his eyes. By the 
time we had crossed the Harlem, he was 
breathing heavily, in gulps and jerks.

The train swung along at a merry 
pace, and I became preoccupied in think­
ing of how fine it would be to secure the 
contract. All sense of time must have 
slipped away from me. for before I real­
ized we could have covered forty miles. 
I felt the speed of the train diminish. 
Then came the grinding of the brakes, 
and a loud voice announced — "'Maple­
wood.' "

I made a grab for my overcoat and 
reached down for the satchel. The mo­
tion of the cars had jammed it under the 
seat, with the handle out of reach ; but 
I grabbed it by either end. and pulled. 
The thing wouldn’t budge.

To get more room, and without stand­
ing upon ceremony, I elbowed the sleeper 
roughly ; he grunted and jerked one foot 
sidewise against the bag. wedging it 
more firmly between the floor and the 
bottom of the seat. " And just then, from 
outside, came the warning cry “ All 
aboard! ”

In desperation. I dropped to my knees 
and clutched the satchel in both hands, 
tugging at it with all my strength. But 
it might as well have been nailed to the 
floor; I could not move it an inch.

I felt the first quiver as the train began 
to move.

I hurled myself against the leg of the 
sleeping brute who had unwittingly add­
ed to my wo. I tugged and pulled, but 
the bag remained as though held in a 
vise ; and the express was gaining head­
way.

The occupants of the seat in front 
heard the commotion and looked around, 
craning their necks to see what was the 
matter.

“Something stuck?” remarked one 
pleasantly.

“ Yes! ” I almost yelled. “ and I want 
to get off here."'

“ Better hurry up. though I guess it’s 
too late, anyhow,” observed the other 
man in front.

Then he did what might have mended 

matters had it occurred a minute sooner: 
and that was to proffer a suggestion.

“ You can’t get that bag by pulling and 
yanking, young fellow, but if you’ll lift 
the cushion I reckon you can reach down 
and shove it out.”

I had not thought of that, but clutched 
at the idea as a drowning man would 
clutch at a straw. The yokel snoring on 
the seat must have weighed in the neigh­
borhood of two hundred and twenty-five, 
but I dumped him over with an ease 
which would have astonished me had I 
had time to think of it.
• It certainly surprised him beyond meas­
ure. He sprawled half into the aisle 
while I jerked up the cushion and, reach­
ing down, gave the bag a violent push. 
It slid from under the seat, free and clear.

With a gasp of relief I grabbed the 
handle, brushed past my angry com­
panion, and rushed down the aisle toward 
the door. The express was now under 
good headway.

At the door -I plunged into the brake- 
man.

“ Let me off! ” I panted.
“ You can’t get off, now. Do you want 

to break vour neck?” he growled.
I had- collided violently with his 

stomach, and he was annoyed.
“ But I've got to get off at Maplewood 

—get out of my way. will you? ” I yelled.
“ Maplewod is a mile back: you’ll have 

to go on to the next station. Why didn’t 
you get a move on you when I called?” 
he retorted, still blocking the doorway.

“ Then stop the train—I’ve got to get 
off ! ” I shouted.

“ Stop nothing, friend.” he answered. 
Then, as an afterthought: “ Do you think, 
because you fellows fall asleep and pass 
your station the company’s going to stop 
an express to accommodate every Tom, 
Dick, and Harry? Go and cool off. and 
wake up in time next trip.”

The train was now rushing forward at 
a rate which put an end to all thought of 
making a jump of it. I gazed wildly up 
and down the aisle; most of the passen­
gers were looking at me. grinning broad­
ly. I saw the conductor at the farther 

- end and rushed toward him.
“For Heaven’s sake’” I panted, 

“ stop and let me off. I’ve got to keep 
an appointment in Maplewood within an 
11 our.”



“ Sorry,” he replied calmly, “ but you 
know we can’t stop an express on such an 
excuse as that. Get off at the next sta­
tion and take a train back.”

“ I’ll give ten dollars—” I began.
“ Couldn’t do it for a hundred,” he an­

swered. and pushed past me down the 
aisle.

Desperate. I followed.
“ What’s the next stop, and when can 

I get a train back to Maplewood? ” I de­
manded.

“ Glendale—eighteen miles up the 
line.” He looked at his watch: “ You’ll 
miss the six-fifteen, for we’re late, but 
there’s a local leaving Glendale at seven ; 
it will get you to Maplewood in an hour.”

It would bring me to Maplewood at 
eight o’clock; hope awoke again in my 
breast. Even if I was an hour late it 
could probably make little difference: 
we would still bejn the running with 
Mr. Farrington.

1 dropped into a seat and counted the 
minutes until we should arrive at Glen­
dale. When the express came to a stop 
1 was the first to reach the station plat­
form.

I made a bee-line for the ticket-agent.
He was busied with the telegraph in­

strument. but after a few moments left 
the table and came to the window. The 
express had already pulled away from the 
station and the rear lights were disap­
pearing in the distance.

“ I want to get back to Maplewood ; 
the first down train leaves at seven?” I 
queried.

The reply of the ticket-agent came like 
a dash of ice-water.

“ It should leave at seven, but there 
will be nothing doing to-night. There is 
a wreck above us on the down track, and 
no trains can get through under five or 
six hours. If vou can get away from 
here by midnight you’ll be lucky.”

“ And I can’t get back to Maple­
wood?” 1 hardly recognized my own 
voice as I put the question.

“ Not before midnight.” he replied 
briefly, and went back to the telegraph­
key again.

For several moments I stood motion­
less, too dazed to think coherently.

I was eighteen miles from Maplewood, 
it was after six o’clock, and there was no 
possibility of a down train for five hours 

or more. At the end of that time there 
could remain no hope of submitting our 
plans to Mr. Farrington.

I felt a lump rising in my throat and 
little chills creeping up and down my 
spine. I walked over to the cooler and 
gulped down a swallow of. tepid water; 
then dropped the bag on a seat and stared 
at it blankly.

Half an hour before its contents might 
have been worth thousands of dollars; 
now the bundle of papers would not 
bring the value of a twenty-five-cent neck­
tie.

But presently I recovered my nerve a 
bit and returned to the window, a last 
desperate expedient in my mind.

” My friend,” I asked, “ do you know 
of any one in this neighborhood who 
keeps an automobile? I want to get to 
Maplewood, and I want to get there 
quick.”

The agent shook his head.
“ There were three or four in town, 

but 1 reckon they are not in commission 
now : gone to the city, or laid up for the 
winter,” he replied shortly.

“ And it’s eighteen miles to Maple­
wood ? ”

“ You’ve hit it; and say—you can’t go 
by train, nor in an automobile, but you 
might drive over; the roads are pretty 
good all the way.”

I had thought of that, but not seri­
ously, for my experience of livery horses 
was not encouraging when it became a 
question of racing against time. But now 
it must be that or nothing; by driving 
the eighteen miles I might reach the Far­
rington place in time to put in our plans. 
By staying where I was until a train came 
along was to surrender all hope of ac­
complishing anything.

In fact. I felt I should go under alto­
gether if I waited in that stuffy little sta­
tion half an hour longer ; I wanted air 
and action of some sort.

The agent was leaning on the inner 
side of the window, smoking a cigarette 
and looking me over.

“ Traveling-man ? ” he queried non­
chalantly.

“ No—nor a book-agent,” I replied 
savagely.

“ Train carried you beyond Maple­
wood ? Perhaps you missed a dinner en­
gagement? ”



“ The train certainly did carry me be­
yond Maplewood,” I managed to get out.

“ And you want to get back there— 
p. d. q.? ”

“ I’d give twenty-five dollars to be 
there now,” I answered, and felt like 
kicking him, he looked so comfortable 
and satisfied with things in general.

“ If you’d be willing to give up ten. I 
reckon you might fix it.” said he, emit­
ting the words and a cloud of smoke in 
unison.

“ I presume a liverv would take me 
over for that, and I might reach there by 
daybreak,” I retorted.

“ Livery nothing• There is a man up 
the road has got a horse that can do a 
mile in the best time you ever saw—for a 
roadster; he isn’t in the livery business, 
but I reckon a ten-spot would fix it for 
you. Short of the down local, which 
isn’t coming, or an automobile, that horse 
will deliver the goods better than any­
thing in these parts. Might try it—if you 
want to put up the ten.”

He delivered himself of this informa­
tion much after the manner of a judge 
rendering an important decision.

I grasped at the hope eagerly. ■
“ If it'ean get me there in—” I began, 

but he interrupted with a wave of the 
cigarette:

“ Don’t worry, you’ll get there; go 
straight up the road half a mile. It’s the 
first big white house on your left. Ask 
for Mr. Frost, and mention that I sent 
you.”

The telegraph instrument began to 
click, and he turned abruptly. I caught 
up the satchel, buttoned my coat, and 
bolted through the door. I think I cov­
ered that half mile in record time, and 
presently stopped, panting, before the 
door of the Frost domicile.

Luckily the fellow was at home, and 
was nothing loath to make ten dollars. 
He assured me the horse was fresh and 
could get me to Maplewood before I had 
half begun to enjoy the ride. His son, a 
youth of fifteen, would drive, and bring 
the horse and buckboard back in the 
morning.

There was a watery moon, and the sick­
ly atmosphere matched my feelings, but 
as we sped along and I saw the horse 
could really go, some of the depression 
left me. With the satchel held securely 

on my lap. under the robe, and the mare 
making the pebbles fly, I even tried to 
be cheerful.

We must have covered six miles or so, 
and the light buckboard was bumping 
and rattling merrily along, when we 
struck the foot of a steep hill. It was 
just light enough to distinguish the road 
ahead fairly well and to see that we were 
in a"pretty lonely section of the country; 
not a house in sight, and a strip of tim­
ber along one side of the highway.

The boy eased up the horse and we be­
gan to climb the hill; I promised myself 
to make up for the delay when we 
reached the top. But "we never reached 
it: at least, not as I expected.

From the right, out of the shadow of 
the grove, two figures suddenly darted ;• 
before I could realize what was happen­
ing ore had the horse by the head and 
the other was at the side of the buck­
board. We came to a sudden stop.

“ Get out! ” ordered a gruff voice, and 
the speaker laid a hand on the robe.

Then it flashed upon me that we were 
the victims of a hold-up. I remembered 
having read in the papers of the fre­
quency of such operations in the section 
through which we were driving, but until 
that moment I had forgotten it.

I looked down at the man beside the 
buckboard, and what I saw was not over­
pleasing under the circumstances. He 
was a big. burly fellow, with the shoul­
ders of a prize-fighter, and, besides, was 
armed with a good-sized club as long as 
my arm.

“What do you want?” I asked in as 
calm a tone as I could muster.

” Get out. and we’ll talk it over; per­
haps we want to show you a bit of beau­
tiful scenery—scenery by moonlight,” he 
growled with a harsh chuckle.

“But I’m in a hurry,” I ventured; 
“ it’s necessary to—”

It was a feeble attempt under existing 
conditions, but I blurted out the first 
thing which came into my mind. The 
man holding the horse began to swear.

“Jerk him overboard, Dave; we can’t 
fool here all night. If he won’t come 
down give him one where it will count,” 
he added impatiently.

“ Oh. he’ll come down quick enough,” 
the other replied.

I could see that he had sized me up as 



possessing little nerve, judging probably 
from my inane remark about being in a 
hurry.

This aroused me to action and I did 
what was doubtless a decidedly foolish 
thing under the circumstances. 1 grabbed 
the reins and whip from the boy’s hands, 
yelled to the horse, and brought the lash 
smartly down upon its back.

The beast plunged and strained at the 
lines, but the man ahead held on firmly, 
though 1 believe he was dragged a dozen 
feet or more. At the same moment his 
companion grabbed me by the leg and, 
despite my struggles, pulled me roughly 
from the seat into the road, the robe and 
satchel sliding after me.

Fortunately, I was not hurt, and was up 
in a minute, only to be seized by the col­
lar in a grasp I realized there was no 
shaking off.

“Played funny, didn’t you?” laughed 
my captor harshly.

And then the thing happened, which, 
had it occurred before the fellow seized 
my leg, might have saved the situation. 
The horse, a high-strung animal, jerked 
its head loose from the clinging fingers; 
the man went backward into the ditch, 
and beast and buckboard—the frightened 
bov clinging to the seat—dashed up the 
hill.

A vollev of oaths followed them. but. 
as the man crawled out of the ditch and 
limped toward us, his companion gave 
me a sudden twist.

“ Let ’em go. Bill. We don't want to 
pinch the nag. and the boy hadn’t a 
nickel in his jeans; we've got what we 
wanted here.’’ said he triumphantly.

Then, when the other had taken a po­
sition which must cut off retreat if I 
tried to run. he let go my collar.

“ Shell out, and be quick about it 1 ” 
he commanded savagely.

There was nothing else to do, for I 
preferred that to having them go through 
me.

I banded over my watch, a handful of 
change, and my wallet, containing in 
the neighborhood of fifty dollars. Per­
haps I should not have given up these 
things so readily had it not been for the 
bag lying under the robe by the side of 
the road. I hoped, having received my 
valuables, the fellows would be satisfied.

But mv experience with gentlemen of 

their kidney was limited. The man to 
whom I handed the articles looked them 
over and dropped them in his pocket, 
then nodded to his companion.

“ Go through him. Bill, there mav be 
another wad on him ; and I reckon there’s 
a scarf-pin and such trinkets lying loose 
somewhere,” said he shortly.

Before I could remonstrate he grabbed 
me from behind and held on while the 
other followed out his suggestion. 
The letters and papers I carried in my 
pocket they tossed into the ditch : even 
a small knife and a couple of lead pen­
cils went to make a part of their plunder.

When the fellow let go I backed off, 
biting my lip to keep back the words 
which might have got me into more 
trouble. My foot touched the robe and 
a sudden resolve possessed me.

I realized they would not leave it lying 
in the road and must discover the satchel; 
that they would appropriate the latter 
was now a certainty. Possibly, having 
examined its contents, they might throw 
the whole after my other papers, but I 
was not certain. The thought that they 
might carry away bag and plans filled 
me with desperation. I resolved to take 
a chance, no matter what happened.

And. unsuspecting, they furnished me 
the opportunity. It was “ Dave ” who 
issued the command:

“ Get out of that coat; I guess we 
can make use of it' ”

It was my overcoat they wanted, and 
just then I was perfectly willing to 
dispense with the article in question. 
When one contemplates sprinting down 
a lonely country road with two deter­
mined tramps in pursuit a heavy winter 
overcoat is a hindrance.

I did not move quickly enough, and 
the command was repeated, this time 
with a savage snarl.

“ Shed the coat 1 Do you think we 
can stand around here all night?”

I unbuttoned the garment and slipped 
off one sleeve : then I pretended some­
thing had stuck and the other sleeve 
would not slide off easily. I went through 
various contortions, and they watched 
me. unsuspecting.

Suddenly, I bent down and slipped 
my arm from the sleeve, and, as I felt 
mvself free of the coat, made a quick 
dive, hurled aside the robe, and caught 



up the bag. Another instant and I was 
sprinting down the road, teeth tightly 
clenched, my heart pounding like a trip­
hammer.

I fancy the pair of highway robbers 
were the most surprised men in West­
chester County. I had covered a dozen 
yards before they realized there had been 
a shift in the program.

I heard a shout behind, the clatter of 
feet, and knew they were after me.

. Looking back at it, I do not re­
member feeling any serious doubts as to 
the outcome of the race along the lonely 
highway. I had a fair start, and it was 
no great trick to outdistance the lumber­
ing tramps following in my wake. But 
I remember that the thought flashed 
through my mind that I was running the 
wrong way—away from Maplewood.

For a quarter of a mile or so the road 
was straight, and beyond a rather sharp 
turn; we were racing toward it. the 
tramps losing gradually, when suddenly 
something happened. Around the turn 
ahead rushed a pair of glaring eyes, and 
the thrum, thrum of a speeding auto­
mobile came to me through the night.

Blinded, I swerved to the side of the 
road ; there was a rush of air, a medley 
of voices, and, turning to look behind, I 
saw the red and green of the rear lights 
of the machine.

For a dozen rods it kept on its course, 
then slowed down and stopped in the 
middle of the road. I turned in my 
tracks and walked slowly back.

A man in a great fur coat and gog­
gles greeted me. Fie had been puffing 
on a big cigar, and waved it in the air 
as he put the query:

“ Training for the Marathon, or what 
the devil are you up to? Another mo­
ment and we might have run you down.”

J was breathing in short gasps, and 
for several moments could not answer 
him. Then, disjointedly. 1 explained the 
situation. He gave a low whistle, puffed 
for a moment on the cigar, and proceeded 
to look me over.

“ Fancied I saw some one take to the 
fields ahead of us: must have been your 
late friends of the road.” said he, and I 
fancied I detected a trace of humor in 
his voice.

This nettled me.
“ You may consider it a joke,” I re­

torted hotly, “ but I fail to see the fun 
in the thing. I’ve been robbed of about 
everything except my clothes, and I’m 
stranded here, with the prospect of hav­
ing to walk the rest of the night before 
finding a hotel which will put me up.”

“Which way were you going?” he 
asked shortly.

“ Maplewood' and if ever a man was 
in a hurry I am,” I answered, and I 
fancy my voice broke a little.

He waved the cigar toward the ma­
chine.

“ Going to Maplewood myself, and 
there’s always room for one more. Come, 
get aboard; I’m in something of a hurry, 
too,” he jerked out in a friendly tone.

Then his glance traveled to the bag.
“Saved something from the wreck?” 

he queried.
“ Yes, thank the Lord,” I muttered, 

and followed him to the car.
The huge machine, was panting and 

quivering as we boarded her. I took' the 
vacant front seat, while my companion 
climbed into the rear, beside another fig­
ure, muffled in furs. The chauffeur 
pulled a lever and we shot forward at a 
bound, covering the ground over which 
I had raced a few minutes before, up the 
hill, and past the spot where the tramps 
had stopped the buckboard.

The wind whistled past my ears and 
penetrated to the marrow of my bones, 
but I could have raised my voice in a 
paean of thanksgiving. The satchel was 
safe and I was speeding toward Maple­
wood at the rate of fifty miles an hour.

A hand rested on my shoulder, and 
the voice of the man of the goggles 
sounded in my ear.

“ Here, take this 1 ” said he shortly, 
and threw a fur robe over my shoulders.

Then we sped on, past silent farm­
houses, up and down hill," across the 
levels ; and. after a time. I saw the glim­
mer of lights far ahead of us.

I knew it must be Maplewood, and, 
instinctively, my hand went to my watch­
pocket ; then I swore softly and dropped 
it again on-the precious bag in my lap. 
A voice came out of the gloom behind.

“ That is Maplewood. We will make 
it in twenty minutes,” it said cheerily,

It could not have been more than fif­
teen when we entered the outskirts of 
the town and slowed down a trifle.



1 leaned forward and looked at the 
clock fastened to the front of the ma­
chine... I_could not see the dial distinctly, 
but the hands seemed to point to ten, or 
after. Three hours or more late for the 
appointment with Mr. Farrington! I 
groaned inwardly.

We turned into the main street and 
approached an illuminated building, 
which I judged must be the hotel. I 
turned my head toward the back seat.

“ Thank you,” said I, “ if that is the 
hotel would you mind putting me down 
here? My indebtedness is perhaps greater 
than you realize. Words are inadequate 
to express—”

“ Then don’t try to,” interrupted the 
owner of the car cheerfully. “ I am only 
sorry we could not catch one of those 
rascals. Hope they did not strip you 
completely."

“ Like a fowl prepared for the spit, 
but they didn’t get the satchel,” T an­
swered : and something in my voice, per­
haps a note of triumph, aroused his 
curiosity.

“ I’d like to know your name. It’s 
rather out of the ordinary—rescuing a 
fellow citizen pursued by highwaymen. 

'You will pardon the curiosity?” said he.
And I told him my name, adding that 

I was a member of the firm of Bridwell 
& Dawson, architects. Then, as the car 
came to a stop, and I arose to descend, 
I asked:

“The Farrington place? Might I in­
quire if it is within quick walking dis­
tance, so that I can save the time of get­
ting something to take me over at the 
hotel? ”

It was a polite hint that he might ac­
commodate me further. Under ordinary 
circumstances I would hardly have made 
the suggestion, but the minutes were 
flying, and all I considered was to. reach 
my objective point in the shortest time 
possible.

His reply was short, and to the point:
“ Stay where you are! ” and he mo­

tioned to the chauffeur to go ahead.
“ Thank you,” I murmured. “You see, 

I have an important engagement with 
Mr. Farrington, and it’s very late already, 
else I would presume no further on your 
kindness.”

He did not reply, and the car, gaining 
headway, dashed along the wide street
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of the town. For half a mile we fol­
lowed this, then swept to the left 
around a wide curve, into another road, 
and the lights of a big house gleamed 
some distance ahead.

The sight of them was at least en­
couraging. Had the millionaire’s place 
been in darkness I had scarcely ventured 
to call on him that night.

We turned in between two huge stone 
pillars and swept up a wide drive; the 
chauffeur brought the machine to a stop 
at the foot of a flight of stone steps. At 
the same moment a door was thrown open 
and a figure in somber black appeared 
on the veranda.

He .came down the steps quickly and 
opened the door of the machine. A voice 
behind me asked sharply:

“ Get my wire, Dobson? ”
And the butler answered:
“ Three hours ago, sir. The gentle­

men are waiting in the library, accord­
ing to your instructions.

For the moment I could not fully 
grasp the situation; then it dawned upon 
me, and I could have shouted for joy in 
the relief which came to my distracted 
mind. I turned to the figure in the fur 
coat, which had already descended from 
the automobile.

“You are Mr. Farrington?” I man­
aged to ejaculate.

“ Right you are, and it would appear 
that each of us is a trifle late for his 
engagement. I presume you have come 
to submit plans from Bridwell & Daw­
son,” he added, and motioned me to ac­
company him into the house.

In the hall the sound of voices came 
to me through an open door at the far­
ther end.

“ You’ll find your friends in there, and 
I’ll have to apologize for keeping them ' 
waiting these three hours or more, but 
it was the machine did the mischief,” 
explained the millionaire. “ We broke 
down five or six miles beyond Glendale, 
and I had to wire to hold the gentlemen 
here until we could get straightened out 
and start the thing again. As luck would 
have it the railroad went out of business, 
or I could have taken a down local at a 
little station near the scene of the break­
down,” explained the millionaire quietly.

Then, with a faint smile:
“ And, pardon me, but I’m a little curi­



ous to learn how I came to pick you up 
on that lonely road between here and 
Glendale. I imagined all you gentlemen 
were coming from New York—to keep 
the appointment at seven.”

Then, in a burst of confidence, I told 
him just what had happened, and how 
the train had carried me past Maple­
wood while I was struggling to pull the 
satchel from under the seat in the smoker.

“ And that’s why you were sprinting 
up the road, hanging onto the bag. 
Well, perhaps it was fortunate I came 
along,” was his only comment.

We found a dozen architects waiting 
in the library. If they were surprised to 
see me enter in the wake of Mr. Far­
rington I did not notice it. After a few 
words of explanation the millionaire 
looked at his watch.

“ I’ve ordered some light refreshment, 
gentlemen, which will be here presently; 
then, as it is rather late, I would suggest 
vou leave your papers here and I’ll look 
them over. In the morning—say at nine 
—we can get down to business. I can 

promise you 1 won’t be late for that ap­
pointment.”

In the Maplewood Hotel I slept 
soundly that night, for it seemed as 
though a thousand-ton weight had been 
lifted from my shoulders. I even for­
gave the tramps the indignity I had suf­
fered at their hands, and the loss of my 
watch and money; for, had they not 
held me up, Mr. Farrington’s machine 
would have whizzed past that buckboard, 
and I must have put in the most miser­
able night of my life.

I kept the appointment at nine the 
next morning, in company with my fel­
low architects. Mr. Farrington promised 
to announce his decision in the afternoon.

He did—and we won. But whether 
he was prejudiced in my favor, or Mr. 
Dawson’s ideas carried the day, I have 
never been able to determine to a cer­
tainty. I did ascertain, however, that the 
boy got back safely with that horse. As 
for my money and jewelry, I was too 
happy over securing the Farrington con­
tract to worry long over their loss.

CHICAGO BY THURSDAY.
By EDGAR FRANKLIN,

Author of “Washington—or Worse?” “The Price of Silence,” “In'Savage Splendor,” etc.

The thunderbolt suddenly dropped in the path of a , 

business man on his last lap to a ten-thousand dollar goal.

CHAPTER XIII.
BY BACK WAVS.

CLIFFORD rubbed his eyes and 
stared again.

There, emphatically, it was—the ab­
breviated racing machine they had left 
standing beside the road. Or—perhaps 
—he might be mistaken ; his excited eyes 
might have taken a mere coincidence for 
startling fact, and — he turned to his 
driver:

“ Is that the car we started with? ”
“ Yes.”
“ Sure? ”
“ Just as sure as I know I’m standing 

here.”
“ But how—”

• Begun January ARGOSY.

The chauffeur advanced into the room, 
carefully closing the door behind him, 
and planted his hands on his hips.

“ I went down there to see whether 
Bowers had anything ready to eat,” he 
announced, almost in a whisper. “ They 
were making the coffee, and I was going 
to wait for it, when I heard the noise 
of that motor.”

“ And—”
“ Well, you can’t fool me on that 

motor. I’ve driven it too many times, 
mister. I chucked the coffee and rolls 
game when I heard that thing stop in 
front of the house, and started for the 
front myself. And—there—he—was!”

“Who?”
“ The feller in the gray duster that 

Single copies, 10 cents.



held us up last night,” said Clifford’s 
chauffeur, in melancholy triumph.

“Are you positive of that, too?” 
Clifford almost gasped?

“ I couldn’t swear to it in court, .be­
cause I didn’t see his face. But he was 
standing out there on the porch a minute 
ago, talking to Bowers and with his back 
to me ; and if it wasn’t the same guy we 
tied to the tree last night, I’ll eat my 
hat.”

“ But—
“ And they’ve got a woman with them 

now, what’s more 1 ”
“A woman!”
“ Um-um ! ” said Bill. “ Young woman 

with blond hair. She’s all done up in 
motor-togs, too, and she was just getting 
out of the car when I spotted them. And 
there was still another chap got out 
from the little seat in back, and he looked 
as if he’d got his in the way of a soaking 
last night, and—”

He stopped, for Clifford’s face was 
working, and Clifford had broken in with 
a solemn, tense :

“ Bill, are you absolutely positive that 
that is the car we abandoned last night, 
and that the man you saw was El- 
thorpe? ”

“ As near as a man can be.”
“ Then how in blazes are we going to 

get out of this and get away from 
them?” Clifford demanded.

The chauffeur sat down on the edge 
of his rumpled bed and smiled medita­
tively. Bill, apparently, -was a phleg­
matic person, addicted to slow thought; 
for a minute passed before he answered:

“You don’t want to meet ’em?”
“ No.”
“ Well, then, the car’s out back—our 

car, I mean — and it won’t take more 
than thirty seconds to start her going.”

“ But is there any way of getting out 
without passing the front of the house? ”

“ We can walk out to the back-porch 
roof and climb down the posts,” Bill 
suggested calmly.

“ And after that? ”
“ Beat it by way of the back lane here. 

I know the place, all right, and I know 
how to get clear.” The chauffeur smiled 
in almost childish satisfaction. “ If we 
do get clear without being discovered, 
we can hit the highway half a mile from 
here and—then for Chicago ! ”

Clifford was struggling into coat and 
duster, and as he buttoned the latter he 
smiled grimly:

“ Bill, one day you’re going to b£' 
President. Lead the way. It’s all be­
yond me. You can take charge. Go on ! ”

By way of reply, the driver arose and 
opened the door without a sound. He 
glanced back at Clifford—perceived that 
he was following actually upon his heels 
—and started on tiptoe down the short 
Jtalhvay.

Half a dozen yards, and the chauffeur 
was raising a window soundlessly.

Outside, a corrugated iron roof was 
revealed, and on to it Bill stepped quiet­
ly. A momentary survey- of an extreme­
ly untidy yard, and he dropped flat and 
silently slid over the edge.

His feet kicked for a while—and with 
a contented smile Bill’s face disap­
peared as he slid down a post.

Clifford followed suit rapidly. Such 
small considerations as possible broken 
arms or legs were hardly to be noticed 
now, for that “ Chicago-by-Thursday ” 
notion was working into his head again. 
If they could only get down alive and 
get away without being noticed—

A pair of arms grasped him about the 
shoulders and lifted him to the ground, 
and in the rosy dawn Bill whispered 
gleefully:

“ Say, some lobster’s even run-the car 
out for us. They’re cleaning the barn 
and—”

His whispering died away as he 
stepped stealthily into the big gray ma­
chine and turned the throttle. Clifford, 
without instructions, took his own place 
as the other stepped out again with the 
big crank in his hand.

In the infinite stillness a roar went up.
With a jerk, the crank came loose, 

and Bill was back in the car and with 
his hands on the wheel. The big car 
backed for a few feet, wheeled, shot 
through some open bars in a fence, and—

And after that, for a little space, 
Clifford lost track of things in general.

He knew that he was sitting on El- 
thorpe’s soft hat. that being the only 
practical method of keeping it with him. 
He knew that he was trying hard to put 
on a pair of goggle^, and that somehow 
his head declined to remain in the same 
position for sufficient time to accomplish 



the desired result. He knew that Bill 
■was leaning over the wheel, secure in 
goggles and wind-shields, and that the 
car must be making at least a thousand 
miles an hour!

And then they slowed down for an 
instant — whirled to the right — struck 
macadam road again—and whirled on!

After which Clifford’s mentality sub­
sided altogether for a while. At this 
rate, they’d reach Chicago in time for 
breakfast easily. They could hardly be 
taking more than five minutes to cover 
a county, because isolated farmhouses 
shot past so swiftly that they looked like 
a row of suburban villas.

Towns were mere dots, with an occa­
sional constable waving his arms—with 
an occasional shot fired wildly at their 
tires—with an occasional shriek ringing 
in their ears. Some one, here and there, 
seemed to be protesting, but—what did 
it matter? The gray car careered on 
happily.

There was a slowing down; then, as 
Bill turned to his employer and re­
marked :

“ This machine ain’t got a gasoline 
corner on the country. We’ll have to 
go into Fort Wayne nice and respectable, 
and get something for her to feed on. 
She ain’t goin’ sweet no more.”

“Fort—Wayne!gasped Clifford.
“Sure! We went over the Indiana 

line some time back. We can get a meal 
there, too, if you—er—insist.”

“ Well, I insist,” said-Clifford grimly.

Like some other places in the country, 
Fort Wayne has one or two unostenta­
tious eating saloons.

For one of them—an abnormally quiet 
place on an abnormally quiet side street 
-—was able to furnish really eatable 
food at a price not calculated to ruin the 
appetite.

Beside a table at one of the little cur­
tained windows, Clifford sat and yawned.

The steak was cooking somewhere in 
the near neighborhood. A volatile hint 
of frying potatoes came pleasantly from 
somewhere, and a faint aroma of coffee 
filtered into the tidy apartment, with its 
half dozen deserted tables.

Bill was attending to water and gas­
oline in the garage next door, and for 
the moment Clifford could dream lazily 

if it pleased him — and it certainly 
pleased him just now. He rested an 
elbow on the table, and he rested his 
chin on his hand and speculated sleepily 
on things in general.

They—he and Bill and the car—were 
winners.

They were able to beat all the trains 
in existence! They could take twelve or 
fourteen Elthorpes and eat them alive! 
They could get to Chicago despite all 
the general alarms that could be sent 
out by all the police in the country.

In fact, the triumvirate was just 
about right; and, as a waiter appeared 
with a tray piled high, Clifford gave a 
last delicious yawn and leaned back.

The steak was perfect. The potatoes 
would have roused hunger in a wooden 
Indian. The coffee fairly—oh, the cof­
fee was beyond words! Clifford grinned 
at the entering Bill as he would have 
grinned at a .brother.

Bill sat down with scant ceremony, 
redolent of gasoline and the brown soap 
that had removed the grease from his 
hands, as Clifford carved. He received 
his portion of good things with enthusi­
astic thanks and went purringly to work 
with knife and fork.

For Clifford’s part, he attacked the 
edibles with a little less delicacy than 
was customary. As a matter of fact, he 
hadn’t seen real food since that fatal 
.meal yesterday with Elthorpe, and as 
the first bit of meat touched his tongue 
he—-

He started violently! Bill was out of 
his chaif and staring toward the street 
with a husky, excited:

“ Say! For the love of— Say, mister! 
Look! ”

Clifford gulped and stared out of the 
window.

Below—and empty—stood the white 
car once more!

A minute that seemed an hour finally 
came to an end!

The two men looked at each other, and 
Clifford was the first to speak.

“ Bill,” he said solemnly, “ is that 
thing our particular hoodoo, or—”

“ Well, whatever it is, it’s here! ” the 
chauffeur responded, as he tugged the 
napkin from his collar and laid aside 
knife and fork.



“ But—”
“ And the bunch that came in it must 

be in the dining-room down-stairs! ” the 
driver went on. “ D’ye want t’ duck ’em 
this time or not? ”

“Duck them?” cried Clifford. “Of 
course I want to! I want to get away, 
but—” And another look at the car all 
but staggered him!

How under the sun had it managed to 
keep such track of them? The little 
thing hadn’t been able to escape the big 
gray automobile last night; how, then, 
had it developed sufficient speed to over­
take them now? How—-

“ Well, then, there’s some more porch­
climbing for ours, I guess!” Bill sug­
gested tersely. “ And if you don’t want 
to talk things over with the crowd in 
that car, you’d better hurry! ”

Clifford followed speedily. The chauf­
feur stepped into the corridor of the 
upper floor and glanced about. He 
turned with a grim smile.

“ There’s no back way here, mister! ”
“ Then—”
“ Then we’ll have to go down the side 

stairway to the street and make the big 
run for the garage next door.”

“ Go first! ” said Clifford.
Bill descended swiftly and without a 

sound.
“ I’ll blow the horn once when she’s 

ready! ” he called back softly.
'Whereupon he disappeared—and Clif­

ford spent two anxious minutes wonder­
ing whether any one was coming out of 
the side door of the ground floor dining­
room — wondering whether the courts 
would ever impose a penalty upon him 
for leaving unpaid meals and hotel bills 
—wondering whether—

A single blare of an automobile-horn 
split the air, and he raced down to the 
street and into the car!

The machine whizzed away without 
another sound. It rounded the corner 
and made up the avenue. Five or six 
blocks, and the restaurant was a mere 
memory, and they were spinning through 
the business section of the town.

Ten blocks, and a cloud of smoke over 
a big, red brick structure impressed itself 
suddenly and violently upon Clifford’s 
mind !

“What’s that place, Bill?” he in­
quired.

“ Railroad station, I guess. Looks, 
like it.”

“ Pull up there, then. It’s just pos­
sible I can make better time to Chicago 
on the train, if there’s one due, and—”

The car stopped, and he stepped out.
“ Bill,” he said quickly, “ if I can get 

a train, can you run on to the city and 
throw people off the track, if they’re try­
ing to follow in that little white car? ”

The chauffeur nodded.
“ And if you land—here—at this ad­

dress—” Clifford handed him a card— 
“ and ask for me, I’ll make good to you. 
If there’s no train going, I’ll be back in 
half a minute.”

He darted into the station, and steered 
straight for the ticket-office.

Somewhat excitedly he confronted the 
gentleman behind the barred window 
with:

“ When does the next express leave for 
Chicago?”

The man sat up and stared.
“ It came in about half a minute back, 

and it’ll be leaving in another half-min­
ute. It’s waiting now, and—”

“ Give me a ticket! ” said Mr. Clif­
ford. “Quick!”

There was a sudden tugging at the 
ticket-rack, and a long strip of stiff pa­
per went toward Clifford.

He grasped it, and thrust a ten-dollar 
bill through the little opening under the 
brass bars. Without thought of change, 
he raced toward the train-gates where the 
gateman was shouting forth the news 
that the Chicago express was about to 
depart.

And in some forty seconds he was set­
tled in a Pullman chair, and the train 
was pulling out.

CHAPTER XIV.
CHICAGO ON THURSDAY.

When Charles Henry Banderson, pres­
ident of the company, who abhors rail­
way travel, will journey from New York 
to Chicago, and settle down comfortably 
in the latter office of the firm, and even 
smile, there is something afoot!

Mr. Banderson, on this particular 
morning, smiled broadly.

It was early, unconscionably early— 
too early even for the arrival of any one 



but the junior office-boy. The big suite 
of big rooms were grave-like in their ut­
ter stillness.

But Banderson smiled on and enjoyed 
the calm, for this was the day of peace 
and calm in that particular company. 
This was. the large, glorious day when 
Clifford would arrive with his huge task 
finished.

This was the day when the directors 
would come together, and the lawyers, 
and a little army of stenographers; and 
all the final transferring of property 
would be done—and the concern would 
at last have realized the dream of Ban- 
derson’s latter years, and would have be­
come a trust.

And it was worth every bit of the ex­
pense and the struggling to which they 
had gone! It was worth even the wild 
rush which Banderson had made from 
his sleeper to his hotel, and from his 
hotel to the office; and for Banderson, 
with his luxuriously lazy personal tastes, 
that meant something.

Now it was all, all right' Clifford 
had covered everything splendid, bright 
youngster that he was! Clifford would 
be here by ten, to an absolute certainty, 
with every last detail perfected. Every­
thing was satisfactory as mortal could 
desire, and—

Mr. Banderson sat up' What sort of 
office management allowed the employees 
to race through the rooms like a pack of 
wild horses ? And the steps were coming 
through the anterooms to his own sanc­
tum, and—

The door went open with a wild crash, 
and into the private office plunged J ohn 
Lester, secretary of the company! His 
eyes were rather wild, and his breath 
was coming hard.

He gave to Banderson a handshake, 
as perfunctory as if they had parted yes­
terday instead of nearly a year back. He 
fairly kicked a chair to the side of the 
big desk as he opened the conversation 
with a violent:

“ Well, what the devil are we going 
to do about it, anyway? ”

Mr. Banderson removed his glasses 
and polished them as he stared at Lester 
and demanded:

“Do about what?” *
“ Eh? ” Lester mopped his brow and 

stared. “ Say 1 I raced to your hotel 

this morning and found that you hadn’t 
even gone to your room, and that you 
were down-town here, and—good Lord! 
Haven’t you read about it in the papers? ”

“ I haven’t even opened a paper yet. 
I—”

“ Well, you don’t have to' open this 
one ! It’s all on the front page! Here! ’’

Banderson accepted the sheet in mild 
reproof and adjusted his glasses once 
more; and then he dropped it to the floor 
with a little shriek!

For before him, in big, black type, 
stood:
“GEORGE CUFFORD. ALLEGED MURDERER, 

NOT YET APPREHENDED 11”

“ Well, what in the name of—” Ban­
derson began.

“ It looks like an infernally clear case 
against George' ” Lester said, as -he 
found a fresh handkerchief and mopped 
anew.

“ But — ” Banderson removed his 
glasses again. “ Why—bosh ! ”

“ Bosh all you like! It seems he had 
to room with somebody else, back there 
at Downsford, Ohio—and they found 
the other fellow with his skull crushed 
in; and George had all his money and 
rings and watches, and God alone knows 
what else! ”

Lester paused for breath, and then 
raced on.

“ And not only that; but he got clear 
from jail somehow or other, and left the 
town without leaving a trace behind him; 
and now he’s loose—somewhere or other 
—with all the papers in the case—and 
Austen wired that he’d closed up every­
thing. and that Clifford had every blessed 
document—and now he’s a fugitive from 
justice, and he’s got—”

Mr. Banderson picked up the dic­
tionary, which reposed at his elbow, and 
banged the desk. Lester came to an 
abrupt stop, and heard:

“ Lester, there are times when it pays 
not to be so hysterical. George has been 
with this concern for several years. I 
know him well. I know perfectly well 
that he hasn’t murdered anybody, what­
ever all this darned nonsense may be 
about. I know that he’ll turn up here— 
to-day, Thursday—with his papers, if 
he’s alive. I know—”

“ Well, you know a blamed sight more 



about it than anybody else in this section 
of the country then. I—”

“Hush!” Mr. Banderson placed his 
glasses very precisely on the end of his 
nose and scowled. “ The clerical force 
seems to be arriving out there, and it 
isn’t necessary—”

A violent knock came at the door of 
the big private office. Banderson himself 
arose and opened it—and it was no more 
than half-opened.when a youth in goggles 
and long duster, plentifully covered with 
dust, stalked into the office and looked 
about.

“ Mr. Clifford here yet? ” he inquired.
“ Mr. Clifford is expected momenta­

rily ! ” said Banderson icily. “ About 
what do you wish to see him? ”

The young man straightened up and 
stared slightly. Bill was a person not 
always awed by wealth or authority.

“I’ll tell him when I see him!” he 
smiled, with entire respect. “ He ain’t 
got here yet?”

“ He is not—”
“ Well, I’ll wait, sir ! ”
The automobile visitor touched his cap 

and backed straight out. Banderson 
watched him take a place on a bench in 
the waiting-room, and—closed the door.

“Lester, who the—er — blazes was 
that?” inquired the president, as he re­
turned to his chair.

“Well, how on earth do I know?” 
demanded the secretary.

“ He was after Clifford, and—”
“ And there are apparently a dickens 

of a lot more people after Clifford, too, 
Banderson! That fellow’s put the big­
gest crimp in us that any man in the 
country could to-day ! ”

“ Nonsense! ”
“ He has, I tell you! He’s got every 

paper that we want. If we don’t get 
the bunch together and put through those 
blasted options—why, the other side of 
the game’s going to walk in and offer 
enough coin to cover all we’ve paid, and 
more ; and then—”

Mr. Banderson pointed a white and 
well-kept finger at his associate.

“ If you’ll sit down for a minute, and 
tell me what it’s all about—” he began.

“ But, Banderson! Don’t you under­
stand that Clifford’s only closed con­
tracts, if it comes down to facts—don’t 
vou understand that the other side of 

the deal positively have the coin, and 
that they’re able to make blamed near 
every one back up on his option, partic­
ularly when they’re taking all sorts of 
responsibility on lawsuits? Don’t vou 
understand—”

“ Lester, I’ve been in this business 
since perhaps five years before you were 
born, and I understand one or two of 
the elementary details. And now—”

“ Yes, now—”
“Now” presented itself in the ex­

tremely informal opening of the door!
An extremely tall and extremely hag­

gard man walked into the office without 
announcement. He also was arrayed in 
a long duster, with goggles shoved to 
the top of his cap. He also looked 
around with:

“ Is Mr. Clifford here yet? ”
“ He is not! ” snapped Banderson. 

“ And if you’ll have the goodness to—”
“ I know I had no right to come in 

unannounced,” said the stranger. “ In 
fact, I had to nearly macerate your office- 
boy in order to have him allow me to 
come up the corridor. But I want to 
see Mr. Clifford, and—”

Banderson rose.
When Banderson rises it' is really 

slightly impressive. Banderson had risen 
once or twice in a fashion that made 
financial czars shake violently. On this 
particular occasion he rose to several in­
ches more than his normal height, and 
transfixed the tall and dusty visitor with :

“ Get out of this office, sir, or I shall 
have vou thrown out! ”

“ Well—”
“ If Mr. Clifford comes this morning, 

and wishes to interview you,. I shall ad­
vise you of the fact. Leave your name 
with the boy at the desk.”

“ Mv name is—”
Banderson advanced hurriedly. The 

tall, thin man hesitated a little while— 
chuckled under his breath—turned, and 
walked out of the office.

When Mr. Banderson reached his desk 
again there were little beads of perspira­
tion on his forehead.

“ Lester! ” he said. “ You know more 
about the geography of this office than I 
do. Isn’t there some way of getting Clif­
ford up-stairs without his being seen by 
these confounded idiots? Isn’t it pos­
sible—”



“ If a man can get a flying machine 
he doesn’t have to use the elevators. 
That’s about all I can suggest.”

“ But there must—why, it’s all so ut­
terly absurd—George Clifford never—”

“ George Clifford may never have done 
anything more awful than swatting an 
occasional fly, Banderson, but he’s got 
about the clearest case of murder in the 
first degree against him that ever was, 
and—”

Lester paused abruptly.
In the big, square outer office, which 

formed the anteroom for all the private 
offices, a Kansas cyclone seemed to have 
gone astray.

There was a crash I There was another 
crash ! There was a third crash !

And the glass door of Banderson’s 
private office added to the amusement by 
breaking into, several thousand small 
pieces..

The head of the thin man appeared for 
the twinkling of an eye. A large hand 
followed it and dragged it back. A 
still larger hand appeared and took a 
new grip—and the thin man vanished I

The crashing went on for perhaps half 
a minute.

Whereupon, the door opened and Clif­
ford himself strolled in; eyes wide, and 
perspiration pouring from his brow.

He walked straight to Banderson’s 
desk. He brought from his pockets two 
huge bundles of thick envelopes, and he 
threw them on the desk.

“ There,” he almost roared, “ are all 
the deeds, options, mortgages, assign­
ments in the country that apply to us! ”

“ George! ” Banderson all but licked 
his lips.

“ And I’ll guarantee that they’re all in 
good form, too. I dug out a notary when 
I landed here around five this morning, 
and I’ve assigned every blessed thing to 
the concern, and—” a little gulp came 
into his voice— “ now I’m going back 
to Downsford, Ohio, and face a few 
murder charges, and have a man released 
from a tree in the woods, and—”

" flZy dear Clifford” Banderson be­
gan, in his calmest of all calm tones. 
‘ 1 I f—you—will —be—so—kind—as—to 
—sit—down ! There seems to have been 
introduced into this office, on this par­
ticular morning, an element of hysteria 
which—”

An entirely new crash drowned his 
voice.

Mr. Banderson shot to his feet with a 
roar.

“ Lester! ” he shouted. “ Is this a 
prize-ring or a business office? Is there 
supposed to be no discipline here, or—”

The door crashed down—a wreck.
Clifford, staring almost frantically 

toward the outer office, saw his chauffeur 
sitting dazedly upon the floor in the big 
anteroom; while the tall, thin man, 
whose duster he had taken the liberty of 
tearing as he passed to the private office, 
was walking through the shattered tim­
ber into the private domain of Mr. Ban­
derson.

The tall man also was distinctly angry. 
He made for Clifford, and paused within 
a yard of him with:

“ This is Mr. George Clifford?”
“ It isl ”
The thin stranger straightened up with 

a groan of very genuine weariness.
“ My name’s Barton! ” he announced. 

“ I’m a detective. I was hired by Har­
ding, in Downsford, in the murder case. 
Since I started work I’ve been chasing 
you all over the Middle West in auto­
mobiles.”

“ You—”
“ Yes, and I got all the work done be­

fore I left the town! ” the stranger went 
on angrily. “ I found a bell-boy and a 
maid in the hotel who had seen your vic­
tim get out of bed dead drunk, and fall 
and smash his head against the brass bed­
post. They cleaned up the mess—then 
got cold feet, I presume—and they kept 
their mouths shut when they saw his valu­
ables gone! ”

“ Hey? ”
Clifford started out of his chair. Bar­

ton dropped into another.
“ You’ve got the whole story—if you 

hadn’t been chump enough to break jail, 
you’d have had it by three or four on 
Tuesday. District attorney’s all ready 
to turn you loose—and—and—” Mr. 
Barton choked a little and pulled himself 
together. “ And I’ve been chasing you 
ever since. I’ve stolen somebody’s ma­
chine when I found it in the woods while, 
I was chasing you in a heavy-weight tour­
ing-car. I’ve shoved the little white thing 
on to one train and off another. I’ve 
dragged that poor devil of a bell-boy, 



and the girl, too, around the landscape 
till they can go to sleep standing up any­
where. I’ve turned automobile thief, and 
—by thunder ! I even abandoned some 
screaming idiot in the woods when I stole 
the car. I followed you to'the blasted 
little joint Bowers keeps away back there, 
because it was the only place in the neigh­
borhood I knew, and—”

There was a big leather couch across 
the room—the couch upon which Ban­
derson was wont to repose on his rare 
visits to the Chicago office. Clifford 
gravitated toward it, and sat down rather 
noisily.

His eyes were popping in the direction 
of the' tired Mr. Barton ; a minute or so, 
and his lips began to work again:

“ Do you mean to say that you’ve 
cleared that presumed crime away from 
me, Barton?” he cried.

“ Eh? Certainly.” Barton indulged 
in a long yawn. “ There was a lot of 
luck about my work, Clifford, but—say! 
It didn’t take over three hours to get 
what I wanted in the way of evidence.”

Clifford continued staring.
He was beginning to understand sev­

eral matters.
For one thing, he seemed to have been 

absolved of murder! That in itself was 
about as glorious relief as man could 
desire.

THE

He began to understand, too, the re­
markable reappearance of the little white 
racer at Bowers’s yesterday morning. He 
began to understand the presence of the 
unfortunate woman — and he began to 
understand several other things as well.

But more than all he began to under­
stand that he was there! That he had 
delivered his papers intact. His mis­
sion, with all its queer freaks, was over 
successfully.

And suddenly, as Banderson, and Les­
ter, and Barton began to chatter excitedly, 
a tremendous relax came over him, and 
he stretched out flat upon the couch; 
and his eyes closed as if leaden weights 
had been laid upon them.

Things were floating deliciously above 
him—rosy pictures of innocence, and ten- 
thousand-dollar salaries, and white and 
gray automobiles, and apologetic judges, 
and groveling jailers and policemen, and 
future trust operations, and—

“ Why, most emphatically, we’ve es­
tablished a clear case for him! ” a pink­
ish-white angel who resembled Barton 
was fervidly saying, somewhere off in 
space.

Mr. Clifford smiled serenely, but his 
eyes failed to open.

“ I — made—it—on—Thursday! " he 
muttered, as the door opened to announce 
the first of the board of directors.

END.

HIS DISREPUTABLE FRIEND.
By BURKE JENKINS.

The college-mate who became a medium and proceeded 

to use this pursuit as a cloak for a nefarious deed.

IT was at the wedge of the Flatiron 
Building that one young man slapped 

another vigorously on the back.
“Well, good for sore eyes, Jim, boy! 

Where’ve you been keeping yourself these 
many moons? ”

Whereupon the other turned a sad 
countenance, which lighted but little at 
this recognition.

“ Oh, I’ve been around the same as 
usual. Seems to me it’s you that ought 
to give account of yourself, Fred. What 
are you up to now? ”

Though he put the question, Jim ap­
peared little enough interested as to 
whether or not he got an answer.

“ Why, the latest graft is immense. 
Jim; immense.”

“ Some new ‘ gilt-edge ’ syndicate or 
other? "

“Na, na; better’n that. This thing’s 
safer and surer, now I’ve got it fairly 
started.”

“ Aren’t building air-ships, or any­
thing like that?”

“ Far be it. Air-ships are too practi­



cal for yours truly. Got to have some’ 
thing more ethereal to keep up the inter­
est for me.”

“As for instance? Well, what is it, 
Fred? Out with it quick; I’m not 
exactly in the mood for guessing riddles.”

“ So I observe,” replied Fred, the exu­
berant. “ and, moreover, my newly ac­
quired powers are not necessary to enable 
me to guess -that your heavy grouch 
cometh from an affair of the heart. Oh, 
I tell you, Jim, I’m getting up on such 
things."

“ Fred, you’re an ass.”
“ Possible7; nay more, probably. But 

that won’t prevent your spending a half­
hour or so at lunch with me, will it? In 
fact, in view of this confounded sharp- 
wind,,coupled to a certain gnawing in 
the region of the midriff, it strikes me 
that such a move would be very sensible. 
Besides, where I’ll take you will go to ex­
plain this new channel into 'which I’ve 
turned my versatile talent.”

Without awaiting an acceptance of his 
invitation, he led the way down Fifth 
Avenue for a matter of two blocks, then 
turned west.

About midway--of the block he round­
ed into a house, the lower floors of which 
had been given over to business, while the 
upper ones still bore some semblance of 
the dwelling it had originally been. Up 
two flights Fred led the wav. finally 
stopping before a door from the cracks 
of which emanated the faint odor of a 
sickening incense. On the glass upper 
panel appeared, in modest, inconspicuous 
type, the one word, “ Kara.”

Selecting a latch-key from the number 
on his ring. Fred opened the door and led 
the way into the room.

Whereupon, even the morose Jim was 
surprised from his mood.

Hung from a sort of chandelier affair, 
was a weirdly grotesque lantern that 
gave out a subdued light to which the eye 
had first to accustom itself before it 
caught the other somber fittings of this 
generally lugubrious apartment.

Another small electric light, incased in 
a shade that concentrated its rays, to one 
point, threw into considerable prominence 
a highly polished glass globe. This 
rested cozily upon a black velvet cushion 
which, in turn, was placed on a small 
tabouret of inlaid mother-of-pearl.

“ Well, by the mother of Mike! ” ex­
claimed Jim.

“Great, ain’t it?” rejoined Fred. 
“ The effect’s here, eh? ”

“ Depends upon what effect you want,” 
replied his visitor■ “ if you want a gen­
eral setting of spookdom—”

“Exactly! But, come now, let’s feed. 
What’d you like? ”

He had caught up a telephone cun­
ningly hidden behind a couch cover.

“ There’s the nicest kind of a little res­
taurant on this block. You see, I just 
phone over my desires and, usually in the 
matter of ten minutes, a dusky waiter 
fetches my meal right up here to me. 
Rather Oriental, eh, for Gotham?” /

“Well, rather,” assented Jim. Then 
he added: “ Make it a chop and ale for 
me.”

“ Right 0.” said Fred, and he gave the 
order over the wire along with his own, 
which was of a heartier character.

“ I take it, Fred,” remarked Jim, set­
tling himself more comfortably in a lux­
urious chair, “ I take it that, as usual, 
you are a fraud.”

“ Of course; and, if you’ll believe me, 
it’s the only interesting existence. But 
have you caught on to the exact lay of 
this particular branch I’m managing?”

" Well, I don’t think it needs a guide­
book to tell me that I’m in the mystic 
chamber of ‘ Kara, the Clairvoyant,’ 
whose advertisement so regularly appears 
in the Sunday newspapers. But, the 
Lord knows, I never suspected that such 
a personality could be brought down to 
the dimensions of my old scoundrel of a 
college mate. Making it pay, Fred? ”

“Pay? Did you say ‘pay’? Jim, 
I’ve sure got ’em going. The things in 
the way of future I can see in that there 
globule of glass would startle me myself 
if I didn’t absolutely know what a fake 
I am. I’ve even attained the height of a 
‘ carriage ’ practise. You just ought to 
see ’em driving up (stopping two doors 
away it’s true) and slipping up. those two 
flights you’ve just climbed. Oh, yes, it 
pays.

“ But the inner fact is that this par­
ticular affair is only a means to an end. 
You remember my old ambition, Jim?”

“ I believe it was something in the way 
of an heiress. You used to maintain that 
anv kind of work, even such as I take 



this latest nefarious proceeding necessi­
tates, is irksome to a man of your indo­
lent inclinations. In other words, you 
have stated definitely, on several occa­
sions, when you were communicatively 
convivial, that to marry for money was 
the utmost desire of your innermost 
heart.”

“ And, at last, I’m on the right trail,” 
explained Fred.

“ I have even narrowed the thing down 
to the actual girl. I’ve found out that 
her sacred male parent is rated safely in 
seven figures. I have, moreover, only 
this forenoon, mapped out a plan, but if 
you don’t mind we’ll tackle the grub I 
hear approaching before I elucidate.”

He went to the door and gave entrance 
to a darky who bore an appetizing tray. 
A small table being produced and a tip- 
joyed waiter dismissed, the two sat down 
to the meal.

“ Now, this plan,” continued the for­
tune-teller, mumbling around a mouthful, 
“ is what even my extreme modesty com­
pels me to term distinctly unique. But 
before I make it entirely plain to you, let 
me show you just exactly how ‘ Kara ’ 
appears to his devoted dupes.”

He gulped his bite, laid down his fork, 
and caught up from the gloomy shadow 
of a curtain a false beard and wig.

The effect, when he had fitted these 
to his rubicund countenance, was that of 
an absolute disguise, with the added ad­
vantage of giving to the entire aspect that 
note of mysteriousness he most desired.

“ Now, besides this facial make-up, 
Jim, I wear a long, flowing robe; and 
when I’m fitted into all this regalia, you 
wouldn’t know me yourself. I some­
times doubt my own personality when I 
catch a glance in the mirror.”

He swept the beard and wig from his 
head and once more attacked the food.

“ But your plan about this catching of 
the girl of coin?” inquired Jim. “You 
certainly don’t expect her to fall madly 
in love with such a patriarch as that out­
fit makes of you! ”

“ Well, hardly. But just you trust 
me when I tell you that. the aforemen­
tioned patriarch is going to play his part, 
and a mighty important part at that.”

“ But the plan?”
“ Coming at once! Simply stated, 

thus: About a week ago the young lady in 

question made her first visit upon ‘ Kara.’ 
I didn’t know her—who she was—at the 
time, but my usual lingo, in the way of a 
stereotyped foretelling, being optimistic 
in the extreme, made its impression upon 
her girlish, credulous mind. Fortunately 
for my plan of to-day I told her that 
there was a young man who was to figure 
prominently in her life in the near fu­
ture. Whereupon she sighed ecstatically. 
And the upshot of it was that she came 
again the next day and listened to my 
‘ five-dollar readingl’

“ The resplendent glitter of the motor, 
she had arrived in made me go to the 
trouble of finding out who she was, 
which, of course, as the affair concerns a 
lady, I shall not tell you.

“ At this knowledge I began to map 
out my scheme, and here it is:

“ I learn through the society column of 
a smart newspaper that a noteworthy re­
ception is to be given at no other than the 
august residence of my desired father-in- 
law. I happen to know a fellow who 
will get me an invitation thereto. This 
will take place Thursday.

“ When Thursday arrives it will be 
your old friend Fred, decked in the best­
fitting frock coat he can get, and not the 
bearded ‘ Kara,’ who will present himself 
for introduction to that same girl who has 
formed the habit of consulting the crys­
tal gazer in all matters pertaining to her 
tender and susceptible heart.”

“ Aha, the plot thickens.”
“ Right. Having thus produced in 

very life the young man ‘ Kara ’ has fore­
told. I don’t believe it will be overdifficult 
to bring to her most careful considera­
tion, clairvoyantly of course, the extreme 
attractiveness and general desirability of 
consenting when this young gentleman 
makes her his offer of wedlock, which 
offer, by the way, is carefully foretold. 
The effect, of course, will strengthen her 
adherence.

“ Grant you, now, that she accepts (for 
there certainly can.be no other outcome), 
immediately after the wedding-bells, the 
devoted callers upon 1 Kara,’ the seer, 
will push an unresponsive electric button 
below-stairs;, for he will, by this, have 
skiddooed, gone to a veritable limbo; 
ceased to exist.

“ Now, Jim, boy, see you any flaw in 
the reasoning? ”



“Nary a flaw, Fred.’’ admitted Jim. 
“but allow me to state that, were- I in a 
better frame toward life myself to-day, I 
should lose no time in telling you that 
for downright heartless rascality, for 
mean taking advantage of an innocent 
girl, you’re engaged in the highest notch. 
But as I am not feeling over-sprightly 
myself, I make no further remark than 
to express my ardent desire that Allah 
blacken your face! And now, I must be 
going, for I’ve an appointment for three- 
thirty.”

. “All right, Jim,” said Fred, by no 
means affronted, “ now you’ve found the 
way here, drop in any old time; that is, 
any time after one, for I give my ‘ read­
ings ’ up to that hour.”

“ Well, I may, Fred; for I’m growing 
a lonesome kind of chap these days. Be­
sides, I want to find out how you’re get­
ting on with that fiendish plot of yours.”

Whereupon Jim clattered down the 
stairs to the street.

II.

About a week thereafter it was in an en­
tirely different frame of mind that Jim 
again found himself in the neighborhood 
of the Flatiron Building. There was 
more of the joy of living manifest in 
his snappy step — more animation in 
every movement.

It being well after one o’clock, he 
decided that the moment was propitious 
for another call upon his clairvoyant 
friend Fred. For one thing, in spite 
of his daredevil whimsicalities, Fred 
was good company; and there was still 
another reason for this visit.

Jim found the house easy enough, 
pressed the button under the token 
“Kara,” and mounted-the stairs. Ar­
rived at the second landing, he was com­
pelled to rap twice before he elicited any 
response whatever from within.

Finally a half-suppressed yawn told 
of a presence, and a shuffling toward the 
door resulted in its reality.

Fred slapped the door to after ad­
mitting his friend, and once more made 
for the divan whose yielding surface 
showed the dent of his nap.

. He had managed, however, in his 
transit to the couch to slide a smoking­
stand toward Jim. who, taking advan­

tage of tliis hospitality, lighted a ciga­
rette, settled himself for a chat, and 
sang out:

“What’s the matter, Fred? Seems 
like you’ve got something of a grouch.”

“ Have,” admitted Fred.
“ Well, don’t you want to ease your 

mind of it? Let a friend share it? Oho, 
I bet I know what it is.”

“What?” growled Fred.
“ Something’s gang agley with that 

little scheme you had of kidnaping a 
trusting female’s affections. I’ll bet 
you’ve gone and actually fallen in love 
with her, which, of course, is disgusting, 
even though it wouldn’t spoil the plan, 
eh? ’’

“ Wrong trail, Jim. No love in me 
to-day, thanks; far from it. I’-m a 
misanthrope par excellence since yester­
day’s sunup.”

“ Why since sunup ? Come, ease your 
mind, Fred. It’ll do you good.”

The tone of J im was friendly j no 
guile showed in it; so Fred replied:

“Well, look you, Jim. I will open 
out the entire story to you on one con­
dition.”

“ Good; I agree to it whatever it is.”
“ The condition simply is that you 

don’t interrupt me in my recountal by 
any little side remarks or any of those 
cutting sarcasms for which you were so 
renowned at college.”

“Agreed,” said Jim, propping his 
shoes up on an ottoman. “ Fire away! ”

“ Well,” said Fred in the drawl which 
he held to during his entire narration. 
“ The way I got that girl a going was a 
caution. Why, she got so she’d run in 
on ‘ Kara ’ for a consultation twice a 
day.

“ But, to start right, I got my intro­
duction to her at the reception without 
the slightest trouble; met her old man, 
too—beetle-browed old codger, but de­
cent enough to sign checks. I went 
under my own name, of course, in view 
of the relations I intended to assume 
later.

“ The girl was graciousness itself, and 
I fancied at times that I was beginning 
to make my impression; so that next 
day, when she came for her reading, 
1 Kara ’ said to her, ‘ You have seen 
him?’ ‘Yes.’ she replied, and her 
bosom heaved love-sickishlv.



“ Now, of course, I wasn’t going to 
flush this fluttering little partridge too 
soon; so ‘ Kara ’ advised her at first to 
conceal her affections, letting nothing of 
her budding love show itself. Accord­
ingly, my next call at her house was 
characterized mainly by its commonplace­
ness of conversation.

“ But by her next consultation with 
‘Kara’ she had fretted herself into an 
imaginary belief that we would have to 
meet terrific obstacles in the way of 
active objections to the match from 
her august parent. ‘ Kara ’ saw- fit to 
humor her in this whim, though assuring 
her that all would end well. Mean­
while, I made another call, at which I 
could see her former reserve was break­
ing ; there could be no doubt that she 
was ill at ease.

“ The next day she didn’t appear here 
at all, though I sat around in that suf­
focating wig and chin fringe till three 
o’clock. But on the next day following 
she showed up, and that very much so. 
And she wanted ‘ Kara’s ’ advice on a 
plan. And here it was. This imagi­
nary opposition by her male ancestor had 
grown more violent, and what she wanted 
to know was this: would everything go 
all right—that is, were the omens favor­
able, if the affair were pulled off by a 
regular, old-fashioned elopement, moon­
light and all? And, further, did 
1 Kara,’ as a man, think that it would 
seem immodest, in view of the circum­
stances, for her to be the one to propose 
the trick?

“ Now, considering I was in a position 
to judge of the young man’s own feelings 
in the matter—clairvoyantly, of course 
—I assured her, after I had pondered a 
second, that the thing was feasibility 
itself, advising her to make her plan 
known to her lover at the next meeting.

“ After she had left, I had a final re­
view of the situation, which resulted in 
the conclusion that the thing was map­
ping itself just about as I would like to 
have it. Barring, of course, the im­
aginary weaknesses due to her sex and 
yellow-novelishness. But it was a wed­
ding I wanted; that was the point.

“ Of course, all this time I had to 
keep a good grip upon my risibilities, for 
I positively suffer from an overdeveloped 
sense of humor. But you can imagine 

my wonderful control when I assure you 
that, had my face been of dried putty, 
it wouldn’t have showed a crack when 
she made known to me in the privacy of 
the conservator)' her well - thought - out 
plan of elopement. I started in surprise, 
just about enough, I think; then I al­
lowed my chubby features to light them­
selves up into a smile calculated to kill 
at twenty paces. I called her all the 
dignified pet names in my ken, and 
thereupon we went over the exact details 
of the elopement.

“ I left the Fifth Avenue brownstone 
in high glee. We were to pull off the 
trick that very night; and, of course, she 
had decided upon the Little Church For- 
ninst the Corner for the place of splice.

“ Imagine me, then, at ten o’clock that 
moonlit night. I had prepared for 
things by a visit at the church, to be 
assured of speed in the thing. Then I 
had chosen a closed taxicab as the vehi­
cle best adapted to this latter-day run­
away.

“ To the second of the hour, lights 
of the cab doused, I waited in readiness 
at the curb of the side street, directly 
alongside a small door that gave access 
to the house, an entrance well hidden 
from the greater glare of the avenue’s 
arc lights.

“ I wasn’t kept waiting two minutes 
before her veiled and hooded figure 
popped from the doorway and into the 
cab beside me. Oh, I tell you, she had 
read her novels closelv'

“ Away we went down the avenue. 
She leaned against me trustingly; but 
fear seemed to hold her, for she re­
peatedly turned for a look through the 
little back window.

“ Incited by her example of alarm, 
I, too, caught myself turning for a 
glance backward up the road. By the 
godlets, there was a motor, dead in our 
wake, and increasing speed bv the sec­
ond !

“ Of course, this might not argue any­
thing at all—lots of motorists hit up a 
terrible clip—but, coupled to her own 
alarm, I found myself attaching some 
particular significance to this particular 
gas-wagon. So I chinned to our driver, 
offered that which makes the mare go, 
even gas mares, and our little taxicab 
jumped three notches in speed.



“ Around the corner we skidded final­
ly, forsaking the avenue, drawing up 
smartly before the church-door. Across 
the sidewalk and up to the waiting par­
son we hurried.

“ And that divine certainly knew his 
trade. The way he rattled through the 
‘ dearly beloved ’ business would have 
put a court clerk to shame. Then he 
turned to me for my ‘I do ’ ; and I gave 
it in my most impressive ‘ Kara ’ bary­
tone. Then he whirled the question to 
her: ‘ Do you take—’ and that’s as far 
as he got.

“ For on that second there came a 
monstrous commotion from the direction 
of the door. The growl of a voice that 
had somewhat the timbre of the bellow 
of a bull was quickly echoed by a squeal 
from the girl beside me. Then up the 
aisle thundered the pursuing parent, pur-' 
pie with fury.

“‘Stop!1 came the word in a volume 
I never believed possible to the human 
throat.

“‘Thank God, Tm in time, Leona!’ 
he cried; ‘ in time to save you from 
yourself.’

“ Then -he whirled on me. He start­
ed back a second; then he demanded: 
‘ And who the devil are you, sir ? ’ I 
saw not fit to give answer.

“ So with a wrench he tore the veil 
from the woman beside me.

“Suffering shades of Sarah, Jim; it 
was the servant who had opened the 
door for me that very day!

“ What think you of the episode ? 
Hast an explanation handy? Thinkest 
thou that heiress could have been play­
ing a prank on me all the time? I con­
fess I’ve cudgeled my brains in vain thus 
far. What think you ?

“I think, Fred,” said Jim. “that I 
owe you about the deepest debt of my 
career.”

" You!1’
“ None other. For one day, you see, 

I happened to see you going into the 
house I have been haunting for six 
months, though forbidden to enter. 
Thereupon there tumbled over me the 
realization that Leona was the girl you 
had told me about.

“ So that it followed, when you agreed 
to the elopement scheme, I coached 
Leona to do exactly as you would plan, 
and agree to the entire proposition. Nor 
was she to let a flaw appear in the run­
away.

“ And so it followed that those cursed 
detectives — those detectives who had 
hounded her every step against meeting 
me—why, they ’just took to your false 
scent like foxhounds to anise.

“ It follows therefore, Fred, that I 
am deeply in your debt for the success­
ful elopement that followed your own 
by an interval of some five minutes. 
And again I am the bearer of the most 
cordial well-wishes to you from my dar­
ling wife.”

“ The devil you are! ” yelled Fred.

THE HOODOO HAND-GLASS.
By H. E. TWINELS.

A floating-island story of cruel companions, a 

strange animal, and a good thing washed ashore.

“ T OHN, do you want me to pack this 
J hand-mirror for you?”
My mother held up the article in ques­

tion.
“ No. What for? What earthly use 

will I have for that? I might break it 
and have bad luck for seven years. Be­
sides, it looks rather effeminate for a man 
going out to explore the Southern Seas 
to be carrying a mirror.”

“ But you might want to shave some 
time.”

“ I guess not. I’m going to raise a 
beard, and sailors have more to do than 
shave, anyway.”

That was all there was said about it, 
but when I unpacked my stuff in the 
seaman’s berth I had secured on a boat 
bound for equatorial regions, I found 
that hand-mirror.



I smiled, realizing the thoughtlessness 
of mother. It was an ordinary imitation 
ebony-backed looking-glass, about the 
size of my head, and I thought it might 
be useful. So I left it out where I could 
get at-it.

In one way and another I became un­
popular with the crew. They were an 
uncouth lot of men, and the fact that I 
spoke good English rather bothered them. 
I tried to talk the way they did, but 
found it impossible.

Bad came to worse, and one day, when 
we were nearing the equator, one par­
ticularly pernicious pest, who ruled a 
gang of five or six that had been espe­
cially tormenting, found that hand-glass.

It was most embarrassing for me. 
They had called me “ dude ” all along, 
and now they gloated over this fresh 
evidence.

The find they had made was sprung 
upon me at mess one night. The talk 
turned to things we were going to see 
in this far-away region, and, suddenly, 
the pernicious pest turned to me with 
the question:

“ Did you ever set eyes on an ourang- 
outang, dudey?”

“No, but I’ve seen monkeys,” I re­
plied significantly, looking along the 
row of faces.

“ So you never saw an ourang-outang? 
Well, here, hev a good look at one, 
dudey,” cried the pest, as he shot his 
right hand before my face and held a 
shining glass object close to my eyes.

I looked. It was my own reflection. 
The joke had been turned on me. I 
realized, too, that it was my own hand­
mirror that had been used against me.

Madly I struck at the fellow, but he 
dodged and guarded with the hand that 
held the mirror. My fist came in con­
tact with that and it flew across the cabin, 
smashing against the further partition 
with a sound of cracking glass.

There was an awed and awkward si- 
Icnce.

“ Bad luck for seven years,” cried one 
of the seamen. Sailors being the most 
superstitious men in the world, I felt my 
fate was sealed. Malignant glances were 
cast at me from all sides. I couldn't 
stand it. Grabbing up my hand-mirror. 
I found that it had only been cracked 
across the middle and the two pieces still 

remained in the frame. Slipping it un­
der my coat, I darted away to my bunk.

An hour later we were becalmed. The 
next day one of our men fell overboard 
accidentally. On the afternoon of that 
day two men came down with the fever.

I was the Jonah. Black looks were 
all that I received," and everywhere, as I 
worked, I heard about the bad luck I 
had brought upon the crew and the ship 
for seven years.

It was a pretty sad affair, and I was 
chief mourner. I only hoped that nobody 
would sneak around and stab me in my 
sleep.

Finally, it was discovered that we were 
running short of coal. I was blamed for 
that.

Then came the outburst. The crew 
would put up with my presence no 
longer. I had been unpopular all along, 
and now I must be got rid of. The 
ship’s officers had to give in to the su­
perstitions of the sailors.

At last things were nicely arranged, 
and I was put aboard an uninhabited, 
floating island, with my luggage, and food 
for ten days. Then, with shouts and 
yells of relief and happiness, the vessel 
steamed out and left me alone.

My experience with floating islands 
was very limited. I had eaten a floating­
island pudding once. That was all I 
knew about that sort of thing until I 
found myself aboard a real sure-enough 
bunch of land meandering around some­
where near the equator,

I knew that we were near that line 
when I had been put ashore, for all 
preparations had been made for the car­
nival of. King Neptune, which always 
takes place when a ship crosses the line.

Being in this situation, I necessarily 
felt rather cramped. What I missed was 
latitude. But, finally, I realized that at 
the equator there is no latitude at all; 
I would have to be content, therefore, 
with longitude until something should 
come my way.

I found a rough cave near the point 
where I had been landed, and there I 
brought my luggage without delay. The 
cave had been inhabited before from the 
looks of things. That rather raised my 
spirits.

I unpacked and made things as home­
like as possible. Suddenly I came upon 



that accursed hand-mirror. Taking it 
up, I sank down on a stone and looked 
at it thoughtfully, as Hamlet surveyed 
the skull.

There was the thing that had got me 
into all this trouble. I cursed myself for 
not having thrown it away the moment 
I came upon it. If I had only lost it! 
But no, it had stayed by me to bring me 
shame and misfortune.

I could not blame my mother for it, 
poor soul; she meant well enough in put­
ting it in. Confound the thing, anyway!

1 seized it by the handle, and was about 
to dash it on the stone when suddenly, 
in swinging, it caught the sun’s rays, re­
flected them into my eyes and almost 
blinded me.

An idea sprang to my mind at once. I 
had already looked for something that 
■would make a suitable signal for passing 
ships. This was the very thing. When 
tlie sun was shining it would always be 
on duty and could be seen much farther 
than a red shirt, which I had already 
considered as the best signal.

So. carrying out the idea, I took the 
mirror down to the water’s edge and 
hung it, face toward the sea, on a palm- 
tree. 1 hung it rather low. at about the 
height of my waist, and then put the 
red shirt among the branches of the tree, 
so that I would have two signals.

The crew had assured me that it would 
not be long before some vessel would 
come along and take me off.

I now set out for a survey of the 
island. It was not very large, and yet I 
figured that it would take me some time 
to explore it, for it was about three miles 
in circumference.

I got a general idea of the geography, 
and then beat among the underbrush near 
my cave for a spring.

Suddenly I came upon a well-beaten 
path. Following it with wonder, I came 
out into an open and there found water. 
I could not understand the path and the 
prints I found in the dirt. Hitherto, I 
had not suspected the presence of any 
living thing on the island.

It was a great shock to me. I could 
not imagine what the creature could be. 
From the prints that had been left by it 
I could not make out whether it was a 
lion, a big chimpanzee, or what. It 
caused me a great deal of worry.

There was much vegetation on the 
island, and I realized that almost any 
animal could find enough to live upon.

Then I hurried back to my cave to 
figure out how I could barricade it from 
this strange beast I knew to be 'the only 
other living thing on the bit of land.

I cleared the mouth of the cave, and 
began putting the provisions away safely, 
when I suddenly discovered that my strip 
of bacon was gone. In a moment it 
flashed to my mind that the animal on 
the island had stolen it in my absence.

I looked high and low for the stuff, 
but it was gone, and suddenly I came 
upon that strange footprint near the 
cave. Then I was certain that I had 
been robbed by a beast of prey.

Making a rough barricade, I crawled 
in and went to sleep. I had no weapon 
of any kind, and knew that I could only 
trust to luck to get out of my hazardous 
situation alive.

But I was not bothered during the 
night. •

Next day I arose early and looked • 
about the mouth of the cave carefully. 
I found many prints of the beast and 
realized that he must have been walking . 
up and down before my sleeping place 
all night. That gave me a cold shiver.

I went out, however, and scanned the 
sea. for a boat. The sun’s rays caught on 
my looking-glass on the palm-tree, and 
I hoped that it would prove an effectual 
signal if a ship came near.

Then I went to the spring for a drink. 
Just as I parted the bushes I saw a huge 
hairy form skip on four legs through one 
of the other paths. I drew back, praying 
that the animal had not seen me. '

Then, as I heard it crashing through 
the bushes farther on, I summoned my 
nerve and got enough water to last me 
for two days. After that I returned to 
the cave.

It was rather a sad outlook. Here I 
was, without a weapon, with only two- 
thirds of my original supply of food, 
and a ferocious animal on the same island 
with me. A nice ending for a young man 
who .had started out so hopefuly in search 
of a fortune in the equatorial regions.

Suddenly my eye caught sight of a 
speck in the distance, out on the water.
I felt certain that it was a ship. It came 
nearer and nearer.



Jumping to my feet, I seized a1 white 
shirt and ran down to the water's edge, 
waving it frantically. But the ship went 
on. I followed for probably a mile 
around the island, continuing to signal, 
but finally I realized that itjvas too far 
out to see.

Then I returned sadly to niy cave. As 
I crawled in I felt a vague premonition, 
and started to back out. Then, getting 
my nerve together, I forced myself 
through and began looking around.

I was wrong, the strange animal was 
not in my- abode. Then my provisions 
suddenly came into mind. Hastily going 
over them I found tha\ all of my sea- 
biscuit had been stolen.

There was little left now. I found 
crumbs where the beast had greedily de­
voured the crackers.

It was not an enviable situation, but I 
bore up under it admirably for about an 
hour. Then I gave way.

It was mighty disheartening. I could 
easily see my finish. The food I had 
now would not last me for two days. To 
be quite certain of having that. I dug a 
hole in the back of the cave and buried 
it. Then I went out to look up and 
down the shore.

It was a calm, bright day and there 
wasn’t a ship in sight. I fell to think­
ing about the spring on the island. That 
certainly was a curiosity, Then I real­
ized that the island must have a very 
deep foundation in order to have water 
running through it.

That made me think that possibly it 
was not a floating island after all, but it 
certainly looked the part, and I believed 
the crew when they told me it was.

Suddenly my eyes took in an object 
drifting toward shore. I wondered 
blankly what it was. I had never seen 
anything on'the sea before that looked 
like it.

Procuring a stick, I stepped down to 
the edge of the island and managed to 
pull the thing in. It was heavy and soft. 
I dgoked at the shapeless mass and won- 

. dered.
Suddenly a thought sprang to my 

mind.
“Ambergris!” I cried.
And. sure enough, that was what it 

was. I recognized it now by the descrip­
tions I had read of it. The sailors had 

told me how the sick whales in that re­
gion belched forth this valuable stuff. I 
dragged the thing to my cave and hid it 
in a corner.

Things began to brighten. If I could 
only live to get off that island now I 
would have a good bit of money.

Having thought about it for some time, 
I took a stroll along the edge of the is­
land in the hope that more of the stuff 
would float in. But, though I walked 
for an hour, keeping a careful watch out 
all the time for the unknown animal, I 
did not find any more ambergris.

Then I returned to the cave.
“ Good Heavens! ” I cried. “ The 

ambergris is gone! ”
That I could not understand. I could 

readily see why the beast wanted food, 
but why he should deprive me of my pre­
cious ambergris was something I could 
not fathom.

Things suddenly blackened again. It 
was about three o’clock in the afternoon 
and the sun beat down hotly. In spite 
of that I rushed down to the water’s edge 
and threw myself in despair at the foot 
of the palm-tree where I had hung my 
mirror. I turned and looked at it.

Flash!
It seemed to me as though I had been 

struck by lightning. The powerful 
sun’s rays had been suddenly reflected 
into my eyes. I almost fainted from the 
shock. My eyes were painful for some 
time afterward.

Then I seated myself at some little dis­
tance in front of the palm-tree and gazed 
off dully at the sea. It was a big rock 
that I sat upon, and it gave me an excel­
lent view. But there was not a ship in 
sight.

Having personally experienced the 
strength of the sun’s rays as reflected by 
the mirror, I felt sure that it would make 
a good signal.

The sun was" very hot and I drowsed 
off, thinking blankly of all the hard luck 
I had had and dully cursing the mirror 
that had been responsible for it all.

Suddenly I stirred and opened my 
eyes abruptly.

Great Heavens! There! Not ten feet 
from me, was that horrid animal I had 
seen at the spring. It was crouching for 
a spring, and a wicked look was in its 
eves. I realized in a flash that it had 



come around the edge of the island and 
thus got in front of me.

I thought a thousand things in a sec­
ond. Then, with a strange,' quick, mo­
tion, the huge animal approached on all 
fours. *

I drew myself together, sprang back, 
and dodged behind the palm-tree on 
which my signals were hung. It was the 
only protection near by.

I knew that I hadn’t one chance in a 
thousand, but I was determined to sell 
my life dearly.

The beast made a bound and stepped 
abruptly three feet in front of the palm- 
tree, its face on a level with the mirror.

I caught a sudden fire in its eyes. It 
was about to make another spring for me 
when:

Flash'
I knew in an instant what had hap­

pened.
The body sprang into the air as though 

a mechanical device inside it had sud­
denly worked.

It straightened up on its hind legs from 
the shock and fell over backwards, its 
head striking on a slant down the. side of 
the big rock on which I had been sitting.

Then a quiver shot through it and it 
slumped down in a senseless mass. The 
sudden light from the mirror had blinded 
the beast and from the shock it had fallen 
over backward.

In the instant that the large, hairy 
form had stood upon its hind legs I 
realized that I had been mistaken. It 
was not an animal, but a man.

Rushing to his side I felt of his heart, 
under the shaggy hair that had grown alb 
over his body. The heart was beating.

Dashing to the sea I secured some wa­
ter and poured it on his face. It was 
not long before the man came to, slowly.

“ Eng — English ? ” he asked weakly, 
looking up into my eyes.

I nodded my head violently and re­
plied that I was.

“ S-s-s-so’m I,” he cried suddenly, a 
strange relief coming into his eyes.

I carried him to my cave and nursed 
him carefully for several hours. Then 
he became himself again, but a new self.

He toldjne his story, jerkingly at first, 
for it had been ten years since he had 
spoken, except in a jabber to himself.

It seems that he had been shipwrecked 
near the island over ten years before. He 
had finally been washed ashore. He had 
been partially crazed by the wrecking, 
and then when he could not hail any boat 
to take him off he gradually took to eat­
ing roots and leaves, and lived on like an 
animal until finally he had become in­
sane, and did not care to leave the island.

He did not know exactly how his 
reason had returned so suddenly. All 
he could remember was that blinding flash 
of light, and then something snapped in 
his head.

I figured it out easily. The blinding 
light from the mirror had come upon him 
so suddenly that he keeled over back­
ward, and when his head hit upon the 
stone his reason returned, as a blow often 
cures an insane person.

It was almost miraculous. I soon 
found him to be a good fellow, and we 
put in two days together waiting for a 
boat to come along.

He took me to his burrow, carefully 
concealed in the center of the island, and 
showed me a great store of ambergris 
that he had collected while he roved 
about.

Then we sighted a ship and were ta­
ken aboard. With us we lugged a great 
store of ambergris, enough to keep us 
both in comfort for the rest of our lives, 
for he insisted upon my taking half of 
the whole stock.

I couldn’t get many people at home to 
beliete the story. But every word of it 
is true. If you don’t believe it, drop 
around some day and I’ll show you the 
crack in that mirror.

APRIL.

There is no glory in star or blossom
Till looked upon by a loving eye;

There is no fragrance in April breezes
Till breathed with joy as they wander by.

William Cullen Bryant.



ONLY AS FAR AS PHILADELPHIA.
By FRED V. GREENE, Jr.

Why a flour salesman was called upon to prove that he 
had really gone to Atlantic City on a business trip.

“ T AEAN. there is a little matter here I
' !_✓ want to question you upon.”

The senior partner fumbled among the 
papers that littered his desk and, appar­
ently finding the one he desired, went on:

“ As I remember it, I sent you to At­
lantic City to try to sell Bruning a few 
carloads of that flour we had on the way 
east.”

“ Yes, sir,” was the reply.
“ But Bruning turned you down cold, 

as you "phoned me, and you returned 
without an order?”

“Yes, sir; Bruning claimed—”
“ Never mind what Bruning claimed,” 

the other broke in hotly. “ I am doing 
the claiming now, and that is that you 
never went to Atlantic City.”

The younger man started at the tone of 
his employer, and for a moment was at 
a loss for a reply.

“ Now, Dean, it isn’t that I am sore 
abo^it your not getting an order—I’ve 
been too long in the flour business to let 
that bother me ; but I want salesmen 
upon whom I cam depend.”

“ But, Mr. Starret, I at Atlantic 
City.” Dean found voice to protest. 
“ Why, I phoned you from there asking 
if 1 could quote Bruning a lower figure.”

“ Which you knew you couldn't. I 
don’t know what the great attraction is 
in Philadelphia, but you have no further 
attraction for me. You may go imme­
diately.”

‘‘•You mean you discharge me?”
The salesman spoke in a tone that 

plainly proved he considered his ears 
were deceiving him.

“ Preciselv! ” The one word was final 
in its expressiveness.

“ But I must know the reason,” the 
other protested. “ Surely I am entitled 
to know ti’/iy I am discharged. And if 
it’s about Bruning, I certainly could'not 
be expected to be able to force him to 
buy flour that he claimed we were quoting

at a higher figure than he could buy it 
in the open market.” >

Starret swung around in his chair.
“ Bruning’s out of it entirely. The / 

case is that when I send a man to At­
lantic City, or any other city, and he goes 
elsewhere—”

" But I did not go elsewhere,” Dean 
interrupted. “ 1 can prove it.”

“ I am talking. But you say you can 
prove it—so can I prove that you did 
not go there.” He picked up a paper 
from his desk. " Here is last month’s 
telephone bill—it is my proof.”

Dean leaned over and examined the*  
paper critically.

“ There it is! ” his employer exclaimed 
angrily. “One Philadelphia message; 1 
couldn't understand it. and called up 
the company. That’s why" you’re dis­
charged.”

“ I don’t understand what you mean,” 
Dean faltered.-

“ Oh, yes, you do,” Starret sneered. 
“ The telephone company gave me the 
details of the message. You called me 
up from Philadelphia, and had it charge’d 
to this end.”

“ But—but—why, there is a mistake,” 
the young man stammered.

“ Then you made it. That is all there 
is fo it. Go to the cashier and get what 
salary is due you. Good day. sir.”

Starret swung around to his desk; and 
Dean, realizing that it was useless to 
attempt to argue with him. for the pres­
ent, at least, turned and walked slowly 
out of the office. Without stopping for 
the money due him, he strode on to the 
street.

He could not believe he was discharged 
—he had been particularly successful in 
his work, and considered he had a bright 
future before him. Now to have it all 
ended so abruptly left him stunned, and 
without a thought as to what move to 
make.



He knew he was in the right—knew 
he had .been to Atlantic Cjjy; but how 
could he prove it to Mr. Starret’s satis­
faction ?

“ I will prove it,’’ he muttered grimly, 
“ even if I have to go to Atlantic City 
and bring Bruning back to New York 
with me.”

Suddenly he stopped ; and a new 
thought showed itself in his countenance.

“ I’ll do that first.” he exclaimed with 
conviction. “ It can do no harm, any­
way.”

Quickening his footsteps he hurried on 
down-town, not pausing until he entered 
the large building in which he knew the 
offices of the telephone company were 
located.

“ I wish to find out about a call that 
was made lasf month,” he said to the 
hall-man. “Where shall 1 go?”

The reply was brief; and following 
directions Dean entered an office, and ad­
vancing to a counter again stated his 
errand.

The clerk who waited upon him made 
a memorandum of the message in ques­
tion, and then left the room to look up 
the record of it.

Dean waited impatiently for some mo­
ments, when the clerk, advancing with 
the ticket in his hand, inquired: “ What 
did vou wish to know regarding this 
call?”

“In the first place, where was the 
call from?”

“Philadelphia.” the clerk replied: 
then, reading from the ticket, added: 
“ Mr. Dean called from Philadelphia for 
Mr. Starret in New York, and had 
the charges reversed to Mr. Starret’s 
telephone. Line held four minutes; 
charges—”

“ Never mind the charges.” Dean in­
terrupted. “ It’s all wrong. . The call 
was from Atlantic City.”

“ Not according to our records.”
“ But they are wrong. I say! ” the 

salesman insisted. “ And they must be 
corrected. It is a very serious matter.”

“ Just a moment, then, and I’ll make 
certain; although our records are seldom 
in error.” Seizing a telephone on the 
counter, the clerk called for a number, 
and while waiting for the connection, re­
marked : “ I am calling the long-distance 
company to verify this record.”

Dean waited impatiently during the 
telephone conversation, between the clerk 
and the party on the other end of the 
wire; but before it was completed he 
knew his first attempt to clear himself 
was fruitless.

“ 1 have just compared our check with 
the long-distance company, and it is as 
I thought,” the clerk informed him. 
“ The call was from Philadelphia.”

Dean could not reply for a moment 
—he had felt certain, since the idea had 
occurred to him, that surely the telephone 
company would immediately discover 
their error: and he had even allowed his 
imagination to go so far as to picture 
Mr. Starret’s apology. The disappoint­
ment was too much for him and, mum­
bling his thanks, he walked dreamily out 
of the office.

“ Well, it's Atlantic City for me,” he 
mused, when he reached the sidewalk. 
“ I return either with Bruning, or his 
affidavit that I was in Atlantic City on 
the day in question. I’ll hurry home, 
pack my bag, and start at once.”

It was but a half-hour’s trip to his 
home, and in about the same length of 
time he was seated in the train that would 
carry him to the seaside resort. In his 
anxiety to secure the proof he knew he 
would get, the ride seemed particularly 
long: but at last the heavy train drew 
into the station, and, without a thought 
of the fact that he had not lunched, Dean 
hurried to the Bruning bakery, only to 
find that the owner of it had left that 
morning for New Y'ork to attend to some 
pressing business.

Dean’s hopes sank almost beyond res­
cue at this announcement.

“ But where will he stop while in New 
York?” he inquired, a ray of hope 
piercing the gloom.

“ Mr. Bruning left no address.” was 
the reply.

“ How long do you expect him to be 
away?” Dean queried: but there was no 
hope in his words.

“ He said about a week,” the voung 
lady cashier answered.

“ Thank you,” replied Dean, in a tone 
so doleful that the girl looked up at him 
quickly.

But Dean had already faced about and 
was heading for the door.

Slowly he made his way home. On 



reaching New York again, he dreaded to 
tell his mother of his discharge—a fact 
with which he had not acquainted her 
earlier in the day.

He entered the house; and the con­
dition of things there was not such as 
would tend to cheer up one who had 
readied the very depths of despair. He 
and his mother had moved into their new 
apartment the day before, and, as with 
on,e glance he took in the disorder, he said 
grimly, in reply to his mother’s greet­
ing: “Well, it’s all over between Mr. 
Starret and me.”

“ Why, Harry, what do you mean? "
“ I’m fired ! ” he burst out. “ Dis­

charged, in plain words.”
Mrs. Dean looked at him wonderingly; 

then putting her arm around him led him 
to a chair.

“ Harry, do not feel so glum about 
it. Of course, I know it’s a shock, but 
I’m sure it wasn’t your fault—”

“ Indeed, it wasn’t.” Dean interrupted, 
“ although I couldn’t make Starret be­
lieve me.”

“ Come, my boy, prepare yourself for 
dinner; you will feel better after eating.”

Dean strode in the direction of his bed­
room, and when he sat down at the table 
a little later he felt somewhat easier in 
mind than when he first entered the house.

During the meal he recited the story 
of his discharge, and the vain efforts he 
had made to vindicate himself.

His story brought forth all the sym­
pathy a fond mother can give, and that 
lightened his heart to such an extent that, 
as he placed his arm around his mother’s 
waist and led her toward the unsettled 
living-room, he exclaimed: “Well, per­
haps after all it may turn out for the 
best. But just at present I must get busy 
in an effort to put this room into some 
semblance of order.”

For sojne time he worked arranging 
furniture. Then he threw himself wear­
ily into an easy chair.

“ This is more tiresome than selling 
flour,” he laughed. “ It’s getting late, 
and you must be tired.. I know I am, and 
I’m going to bed. To-morrow I’ll try 
to get another position.”

“ And you will succeed, Harry.”
Tie smiled at his mother’s confidence, 

then kissed her good night and went to 
his room.

He was up early the next morning, 
and after breakfast started down-town.

Before falling asleep the previous 
night he had decided upon a plan of 
action. He would visit all the flour­
dealers he knew in an effort to form a 
connection, and as Currie & Son were 
considered the most formidable rivals of 
Starret & Co., he resolved to see them 
first. Then, if not successful there— 
and something told him he would not be 
■—he had listed in his mind the next con­
cern to which he would offer his serv­
ices, and so on right down the line.

As he entered the Currie offices, he was 
met by Johnson, one of their salesmen, 
whom he knew quite well.

“ Hallo, Dean' What brings you to 
the enemy’s camp?” the other inquired 
jocularly.

“ My dire need of employment,” was 
the reply.

“Your what?” Johnson exclaimed in 
surprise.

“ In every-day parlance, I am after a 
job.”

“ You?' Why, what’s the matter with 
Starret? ”

“ We severed our business relations 
yesterday.”

Dean could not bring himself to say 
he had been discharged.

“ In that case, see Mr. Currie imme­
diately. One of our salesmen leaves this 
week, and as you ought to have some 
trade, he’d be only too glad to take you 
on. Wish you luck, Dean.”

With a wave of his hand, Johnson 
passed on to the street, and the other 
started toward the offices of the head of 
the concern.

When Mr. Currie received him, Dean 
briefly stated the object of his call— 
that he wanted a position, as he was no 
longer in the employ of Mr. Starret.

“ Well, we might be able to use another 
salesman,” was the thoughtful reply. 
“ In fact, we can always use good men. 
I’ll look into the matter and let you hear 
from me. Is there any trade you think 
you could bring to us in the event of our 
hiring you? ”

“ Yes, I feel certain of some,” Dean 
replied quickly, “ and there are others 
of which I am not so sure, but feel quite 
confident of eventually getting.”

“ That is certainly something with 



which to start. Of course, you realize 
that our brands are totally different from 
those handled by Starret, but a few days 
here in the office will be sufficient to 
familiarize yourself with them.”

“ I think so.”
“ Very well; come down to-morrow 

morning. Be here a little after nine. 
Meantime, I’ll look around and see just 
how we can use you to best advantage. 
When did you say you left Starret?”

“ Yesterday, sir.”
- For a moment Dean hesitated, and 
was on the point of explaining that he did 
not quit his former employer of his own 
free will, but had been discharged. But 
before he could speak further Mr. Currie 
extended his hand.

“ Then come to-morrow. There is a 
great deal of work here before me, so I 
must beg to be excused now.”

Dean bowed himself out, and although 
something seemed to whisper that he 
should have corrected the impression Mr. 
Currie had—that he had not been dis­
charged by his former employer—he was 
once more himself.

It had all been so much easier than he 
had expected. In the first place, he had 
felt certain that he would have to inter­
view a great many of the dealers before 
receiving any encouragement at all; and 
that would only be a promise of the first 
vacancy. And here he was practically 
engaged for the next day.

When he again entered his home he 
was in a far different frame of mind 
than when he left it.

“ Everything is all right again, Harry! 
I see it in your face,” his mother ex­
claimed.

“ Yes, it is, mother.”
“ And Mr. Starret is convinced—”
“ No, I have not been near him,” he 

interrupted. “ I have another position— 
or at least I shall have in the morning.”

“Really?”
“ Yes, I am going with Currie & Son. 

They are a first-class house, and I am 
very glad to connect myself with them. 
But I have other things that need my 
attention just at present. I’m going to 
dig in and' try to get this flat all to rights 
to-day. It’s mighty lucky I have a day 
off—the work is really too heavy for 
you.” He glanced around the room. 
“What shall we do first?”

“ If we hang the pictures there will 
be that much out of the way, Harry.”

“Just the thing. You sit in that easy 
chair and direct the work. In other 
words, I am the employed, and you are 
the employer.”

Dean laughed good-naturedly, and his 
mother realized that he was again him­
self—that the hopes for the morrow were 
based on something more tangible than 
a mere promise.

The rest of the day was spent in set­
tling their home, and long before night­
fall it had been brought out of the chaos 
that existed in the morning.

After the evening meal Dean settled 
himself in a chair and read for some 
time. Then he arose and, after bidding 
his mother good night, went to his room, 
where Ire soon fell into a sound sleep— 
the work of the afternoon had left its 
effect upon his system.

The next morning he entered the build­
ing Currie & Son occupied, and, going 
directly to the private offices, learned that 
Mr. Currie had not arrived as yet. So he 
seated himself and, taking out his paper, 
tried to become interested in its contents; 
but for some reason or other there seemed 
to be nothing in it to attract his attention. 
Instead, a peculiar feeling came over 
him—a premonition that all was not well, 
and that disappointment awaited him.

The few moments he was forced to 
wait for the man he expected to employ 
him seemed many more than they really 
were : when Mr. Currie entered hurriedly.

“ Oh, good morning,” was his greeting. 
“ I’ll see you in a few minutes,” and he 
passed on to his own room.

Dean fidgeted in his chair, and asked 
himself why he should be so nervous. 
But before he could form an answer in 
liis mind the office-boy appeared.

“ Mr. Currie will see you now,” he 
said.

Dean followed the boy,- and entered 
the private office.

“ Sit down a moment,” Currie directed. 
“ I’ve been so busy I haven’t had the 
time to look into your case at all.”

Dean only nodded his head.
“ By the way,” the other continued, 

“ why did you leave Starret ? ”
“ I—we—had a disagreement,” Dean 

stammered.
Currie glanced up at him searchingly.



“ I see. Well, I’ll phone Starret, and 
if there is nothing against your business 
ability I will take you on this morning. 
Are you ready to start right in? ”

For an instant Dean could not find 
words to reply. Then he faltered : “ Yes, 
sir—I am ready.”

Currie seized the telephone.
“ If Starret isn’t in ”— He broke off 

suddenly to give the telephone operator 
the number he desired, while Dean mur­
mured a prayer that his former employer 
would be many miles away from his office.

Dean could feel the cold perspiration 
standing out on his brow, and sat nerv­
ously tense while he heard Currie query: 
“ Is Mr. Starret there? ”

There was a brief pause, and the next 
question brought a sigh of relief from 
the salesman. Currie had asked : “ When 
do you expect him to return? ”

There was another pause, and the man 
at his side said: “No, never mind. It 
is a personal matter,” and hung up the 
telephone.

Dean’s heart beat high with hope. Mr. 
Currie had not left word for his former 
employer to call him, nor had he said 
he would call again. Perhaps, after all. 
he would put him to work immediately.

The man swung around in his chair, 
but for an instant did not speak. Then 
he began: “ I couldn’t get Starret, as you 
probably gathered from the conversation. 
Now I’m not casting any reflections upon 
vou, Dean, but I have to act with cau­
tion. You say you and Starret had a 
difference: Well, I don’t want to know 
anything about it—it’s none of my bus­
iness. But I would prefer a letter of 
recommendation from your former em­
ployer.”

Dean was nonplused at this request, 
and could not reply.

“ If I were to put you to work.” Cur­
rie continued, “and Starret-still wanted 
you—the difference being only a trifling 
one—he might claim I -was luring away 
his salesmen. No, the only thing for you 
to do is to go to him, get a letter, and 
when vou return with it I’ll employ you 
—that is. of course, providing everything 
is all right, and I am sure it is.”

“ It is—you'have my word,” Dean as­
serted ; then added in a positive tone: 
“ but 1 will not go to Mr. Starret for any 
letter.”

Currie stared inquiringly at him.
“And why not? If everything is all 

right—”
But it isn't, from his point of view ' ” 

the other broke in.
A queer look came over Currie’s face 

as he said slowly: “ Then you could 
Jiardlv expect me to employ vou.”

“ No, I do not,” Dean ^eclared. “ I 
will not go to Mr. Starret because I 
know he would not recommend me. And 
I’ll tell you why I left him.” „

“ I do not care to hear about it,” the 
other broke in firmly. “ The matter is 
closed. I am very busy. Good day.”

He swung around to his desk again.
Dean stared at him an instant, then 

rose to his feet and strode out of the 
office, his flushed face showing plainly 
his humiliation.

All his hopes had quickly turned to 
despair; and when he reached the side­
walk he stood a moment trying to decide 
what step to take next.

But his mind was in such a state of. 
turmoil that he could reach no conclu­
sion, and instinctively he retraced his 
steps toward tire street-cars, and was soon 
on his way home again.

When he arrived, and stood face to 
face again with his mother, she read 
failure in his looks before he had spoken 
a word, and endeavored to -cheer him 
up. But without result.

For some time they talked; Dean al­
ways in the same hopeless strain, and she 
endeavoring to bring him out of the 
gloom into which he had sunk.

“ Harry, if 1 were you I would go to 
Mr. Starret.” Mrs. Dean said at length.

“ What for? ” her son grumbled.
“ Because it seems as if a letter from 

him is necessary. And perhaps he would 
give you one. He always appeared to 
think a great deal of you; and if a let­
ter is all that stands between you and 
another position, and you explained it 
to him, perhaps he might help you.”

-Dean did not reply instantly. He 
seemed lost in thought.

“ Perhaps you are right, mother,” he 
said absently. “ It simmers down to the 
fact that I must get a position—we can’t 
live on air—so I shall just put my pride 
in my pocket, and beg a letter of him.”

He stopped, then added bitterly: “ I’ll 
explain that it’s an act of cliarity. But



I’ll do it 1 Yes, I’ll go right down and 
see him now.”

“ I really think it best, Harry,” his 
mother said quietly.

And Dean hurried from the house.
A feeling of reckless abandon came 

over him on the way down-town, and with 
it a determination not to let Mr. Starret 
realize his precarious position unless it 
became absolutely necessary.

“ I’ll try to appear independent,” he 
mused, as he neared the corner which 
Starret & Co. occupied. “ If he turns 
me down—-well, then, I suppose I’ll have 
to admit the dire necessity of a letter, of 
recommendation.”

Entering the building, he walked to­
ward the door that led to the offices, his 
tightly pressed lips proving his expect­
ancy of facing a trying ordeal. He 
acknowledged with a stiff nod the greet­
ings of the clerks whom he passed.

He entered Mr. Starret's room to find 
that gentleman busily engaged; but as 
Dean approached his desk, he glanced 
up quickly.

“ Oh, hallo, Dean,” was his greeting, 
and the young man persuaded himself 
that there was no trace of anger in his 
voice.

“ I came here, Mr. Starret, to ask if 
you will give me a letter of recommenda­
tion,” Dean spoke in a firm, even voice.

“You what?” the other exclaimed.
“ You heard me. sir,” was the cool 

assertion. “Need I repeat it?”
“But how about mine?”
The younger man stared at the other ; 

but, before he could speak, Mr. Starret 
continued: “ I thought you came in re­
sponse to the letter I wrote you.”

“ Your letter! ” Dean repeated in 
amazement.

“ Of course. Why, I wrote you day 
before yesterday,” the other went on. 
“ Didn’t you get it ? I sent it to your 
house.”

“ No; we moved from there two days 
ago, and I forgot to give the hall-boy 
our new address.”

Dean spoke as one in a trance. Then 
he suddenly glanced up. and inquired: 
“ But-why did you write to me?”

Starret laughed.
“Can’t you guess?”
Dean would not allow his hopes to 

rise, and shook his head in reply.

“ Why, Dean, I wrote you to come 
back yesterday,” the other informed him. 
“ I learned I was wrong in discharging 
you.”.

Dean leaned forward eagerly.
“How did you find it out?” he 

queried.
“ A few hours after you left here the 

day before yesterday, some one in the 
telephone company called me up with 
the information that since my representa­
tive had called—I guess he meant you— 
with regard to that Philadelphia mes­
sage, the long-distance company had 
learned it should be Atlantic City after 
all, and that as that point was fifteen 
cents more than the other, they would 
send me a corrected bill.”

“ Yes,” Dean said quietly.
“Yes; as they explained it,” Starret 

continued, “ Atlantic City is obtained 
through Philadelphia, and—oh, they 
went into a long explanation, but I can’t 
recall it all. Anyway, Dean, it’s on me, 
and you’d better stay right on now. 
You’re reengaged.”

“ I knew I—”
“ Well, I didn’t, but I do now,” the 

other interrupted. “ And, by the way. 
you’re hired at an increase of five dollars 
a week.”

Dean’s face fairly shone with joy.
“ I knew I was in the right,” he said : 

“ and when I left here, after my dis­
charge. I went direct to Atlantic City to 
get a letter from Bruning—”

“ The deuce you say! ” Starret inter­
rupted.

“ But. unfortunately, he had left that 
morning for New York.”

“ Yes. he was in here yesterday.” Mr. 
Starret paused, then continued quickly: 
“ When you put in your expense account 
this week, add to it the cost of that trip. 
It’s on me. But you’d better not stay 
this afternoon. Take the rest of the day 
off. and be on hand without fail in the 
morning.”

“ I will,” Dean asserted positively, and 
turned to leave his employer, preparatory 
to wending his way homeward.

“ By the way, Dean,” Starret called, 
and there was a trace of a smile around 
his mouth as he added: “Hereafter pay 
for all telephone-calls out of your ex­
pense money—then there can’t be another 
mix-up like this.”



By MARIE B. SCHRADER.

A Friday invitation that left something to be desired, but 

was the means of bringing certain

“IVHAT do you think of that?” ex-
»V claimed Frank Evans as he 

glanced up from the letter he held in 
his hand.

He had read it three times before com­
menting upon the contents, and it was 
with no small degree of interest that his 
friend and roommate, Ernest Keene, 
waited for some word which would give 
a clue to the absorbing news.

“Anything startling?” inquired Keene 
sympathetically.

“Not startling,” replied Evans, “but 
very perplexing.”

Evans stood in the middle of the room 
with the open letter held mechanically 
before him, although he had ceased to 
read it. He ran his fingers through his 
hair.

“ I declare I don’t know what to do 
about it,” he muttered.

“ Maybe I can help you out, old 
chap,” ventured Keene. “ If he wants to 
borrow money, tell him you’ve loaned 
all you have to me.”

“ Oh, it isn’t anything like that,” re­
plied Evans. “ It isn’t money. It’s a 
dress-suit case.”

“ A dress-suit case! ” exclaimed Keene.
“ Yes. This note is an invitation 

from Lucy Kenyon’s brother, and it’s 
several days late in reaching me. Wrong 
address—just like Tom. I’m to take 
dinner with them to - day, Friday, at 
their country place up the Hudson. 
It’s Tom’s birthday, and they are going 
to have quite a family gathering. The 
question is, shall I or shall I not carry 
my dress-suit case?”

I should say, take it, for certainly 
you will want to wear your evening 
clothes at dinner.”

“ Now, that’s just where you are 
wrong, Ernest. Old man Kenyon has 
made it one of the unwritten rules of 
his country house that young men from 
the city who come to dinner need not

surprising events to pass.

harness themselves up in regulation at­
tire. ' Business clothes are all right for 
the country,’ he says. Of course, if 
a dance or some entertainment were 
going on, it would be different; but the 
old man isn’t keen on dressing up him­
self, and he won’t let his guests do it.”

“Well, what’s the difficulty, then?” 
asked Ernest. “ If you don’t require 
your evening clothes, why bother about 
the suit-case? You won’t need it.”

“ Now, that’s what I am puzzled 
about,” said Evans. “ This letter in­
vites me to dinner. The dinner is on 
Friday. On other occasions when I 
have been asked to the Kenyons it has 
usually been on a Friday, and the letter 
invariably mentioned the fact that I was 
expected to \remain over for the week­
end. This letter says nothing about 
that. It merely speaks of the dinner. 
The question is, am I or am I not in­
vited for Saturday and Sunday as well 
as Friday?”

“ Let me read the document,” sug­
gested Keene. “ Perhaps I can find a 
solution of the problem.”

But, after reading the invitation over 
several times, he shook his head.

“ Sorry I can’t help you, Frank. It’s 
all Greek to me.”

“ If,” continued Evans, “ if I am in­
vited to dinner only, of course I wouldn’t 
carry my suit-case, for I would have no 
need of if. Besides, it would be very 
embarrassing for me to present myself 
at the door with it. On the other hand, 
if they expect me to remain for the week­
end, and Tom has merely forgotten to 
mention the fact—which I suspect is the 
case—then I would be in a fine fix with 
no other clothes with me.”

“ Call Tom up on the phone and ask 
him,” suggested Keene.

“ He has gone to Pittsburgh. This 
note was written just before he left. 
He’ll be back in time for the dinner.”



“ You could decline to stay if you dis­
covered on your arrival that Saturday 
and Sunday were included. * Pressing 
business ’ and all that—you know what 
to say."

“ But don’t you understand that it’s to 
Lucy Kenyon’s house?” asked Evans, a 
shade of annoyance crossing his face.

“ Oh ! ” exclaimed Keene with sud­
den comprehension. “ You like her, 
don’t you?” <-

“ Like her! ” repeated Evans with em­
phasis. “ There isn’t another girl who—”

“ I see,” broke in Keene. “ Then I 
really don’t blame you for wanting to 
make the most of your opportunities.”

“ Besides, that fellow Woods will 
probably be on the trail,” Evans went 
on. “ He’s very popular with the fam­
ily, and is usually invited when I am. 
He’s in love with her, and is always on 
the lookout for chances to rush -her off 
into corners where he can have little 
private chats.”

‘‘Well, what will you do?”
“ I’m trying to think of something,” 

answered Evans doubtfully. “ My brain 
seems in a muddle.”

‘* Why not check your suit-case ? ” pro­
posed Keene. “ Then when you get up 
to the house and learn whether you are 
to stay or return, it would be right 
where you could easily get it.”

“By Jove! that’s a capital idea. 
Ernest, you’ve -saved my life. I’ll just 
leave the suit-case at the station. Why 
couldn’t I have thought of-that? It’s 
the only way out of the difficulty. Now, 
I guess Woods won’t have such an easy 
time of it as he might have had. Thanks, 
old fellow, thanks.”

Evans proceeded to empty his bureau 
drawers in search of the articles he want­
ed to take with him, and soon had them 
spread out on the bed. Among the col­
lection was his dress suit.

‘‘What are you taking that for?” in­
quired Keene.

“ It’s best to be on the safe side,” re­
plied Evans. “ You never can tell 
what’s going on: and if there should be 
some entertainment, naturally, I want to 
be prepared. As I told you, they don’t 
dress for dinner; but sometimes there are 
dances and plays and such things.”

He finished packing and fastened the 
top securely.

“ Now, I will take this down to my 
office. I have several business matters 
to look into before I leave, and don’t 
want to be bothered sending up to the 
apartment after it. Besides, it is just 
possible I might at the last moment for­
get all about it."

“ Oh, no danger of that,” laughed 
Keene.

Evans picked up his suit - case and 
hailed a passing taxicab. Iri a few mo­
ments he arrived at his office, and was 
soon busy in the details of a prospective 
real-estate deal. Time flew, and the 
hour for his departure drew near. He 
glanced at his suit-case as he lifted it 
up, and started on his way to the ele­
vator.

“ Great idea! ” he murmured.
He reached the station just in time 

and seated himself in the car. The 
journey was a short one of an hour or 
so, but it seemed interminable to him.

He looked about to see if there was 
any one of his acquaintance on hand.

Yes, there at the end was the detest­
able Woods. Evans pretended^ not to 
see him, and the latter followed the same 
plan, although each felt that his rival 
was aware of his presence.

Evans looked around for Woods’s 
suit-case. He caught sight of one end 
of it protruding from the floor. It bore 
the initials “J. W. W.”

It couldn’t be that she would ever 
consent to put Mrs: before those letters! ” 
thought Evans.

In the meantime Woods had realized 
that Evans was there with his suit-case.

“ Why must they always have that fel­
low Evans?” he muttered to himself in 
annoyance. “ Too bad he can’t stay 
away once in a while.”

As the train drew,up at the little sta­
tion, both men, suit - case in hand, 
alighted.

“Ah, how are you, Evans?”
“ Fine! How are you, Woods?”
“ Great! I see you’re invited for the 

week-end, too,” blandly remarked Woods.
“ I won’t give him the satisfaction of 

knowing my difficulty,” decided Evans 
quickly.

“ I'm not sure that I can stay.” he 
remarked aloud, by way of avoiding an 
untruth. “ Pressing business in town, you 
know. It all depends on how certain 



matters come out. Am looking for a 
wire.”

“ You must be busy.” said Woods 
politely, but with an undercurrent of 
sarcasm which did not escape his com­
panion.' “ Are you usually so much oc­
cupied on Saturday? I seldom do any­
thing on that day. It’s merely a couple 
of hours’ duty, you know—from ten to 
twelve. Don’t you close your office at 
noon on Saturdays?”

Evans felt his anger rising, but he 
controlled himself.

At this moment the Kenyon carriage 
drew up in front of them. Woods got 
in, but Evans told the coachman not to 
wait for him since he was obliged to 
call up New York on the telephone and 
then wait for some information. He did 
not wish to detain Mr. Woods.

This was perfectly satisfactory to 
Woods, and he drove off with ill-con­
cealed content.

The moment the carriage had disap­
peared Evans picked up his suit-case and 
walked over to the baggage-room, where 
he secured a check for it. This done, he 
was forced to idle away some minutes in 
order to cover the supposed telephone­
call. Then he hailed a passing country­
man and dashed up to the Kenyon house.

As soon as he had deposited his hat 
and cane he entered the parlor. Lucy 
came forward to greet him, both hands 
outstretched.

“ So good of you to come,” she said. 
“ We really didn’t know whether to ex­
pect you or not. Tom attended to the 
invitation and mother and I feared there 
was something wrong. You know how 
forgetful Tom is. He has the best heart 
in the world, but at times he isn’t as 
careful about social duties as he should 
be.”

“ Oh, the invitation came all right,” 
said Evans, “ but it only reached me this 
morning. I sent you a special delivery. 
Haven’t you received it?”

“ Not yet,” said Lucy with a smile. 
“ Special deliveries up the Hudson mean 
any old time at all.

“We expect Tom at any moment,” 
she went on. “ It would be just like him, 
though, to have a birthday dinner with 
the cause of the festivities absent.”

They both laughed heartily at her re­
mark, and Evans thought that she had 

the prettiest teeth and the sweetest smile 
in the world.

“ We are going to have quite a jolly 
time to-morrow night at the dance,” she 
rattled on. “ I have asked all the men and 
girls I know for miles around. But, of 
course, Tom told you all about it in the 
letter. I think you will enjoy yourself. 
By the way, your room is the one you 
always have. I told Thompson to take 
your things up there. So glad you came.”

Her reception was so cordial that 
Evans determined that he would not in­
form her of Tom’s negligence. He liked 
Tom. In fact, he liked him ■well enough 
to call him brother some day, with every­
body willing.

If he told of the oversight, Lucy would 
be sure to scold Tom, and that wouldn’t 
do. Tom had already had trouble enough.

No, everything was turning out well 
and he would say nothing. After dinner 
he would slip down to the station and 
bring up his suit-case by the back en­
trance.

The son and heir of the household ar­
rived about fifteen minutes before dinner 
was announced—just when every one had 
concluded that he preferred to dine in 
Pittsburgh.

He greeted Evans in a hearty fashion.
“ Glad to see you, Frank. Thank 

Heaven my letter reached you all right. 
Lucy is always lecturing me about mail­
ing things. I had a sort of feeling that 
something was wrong with your invite. 
Perhaps because it was written in such 
a hurry. Glad you are here, old chap.”

Evans was pleased when Lucyls brother 
laid his hand in a familiar manner on his 
shoulder. He glanced over at Woods to 
see how he was taking it, but that gen­
tleman was looking the other way.

The dinner passed off in delightful 
fashion, without formality and restraint. 
There were several other young women 
friends of Lucy present, but neither 
Woods nor Evans paid more than the 
expected attention to them.

Their allotted stay at the Kenyon was 
too short to waste time on the others. 
Each man focused his words and looks 
upon the daughter of the house whenever 
he saw an opportunity. Each had decided 
some months before that Lucy was the 
most charming young woman in the 
world, but he had not vet arrived at the 



point where he could summon up enough 
courage to ask her to devote her charms 
exclusively to him.

Several times during the course of the 
dinner Evans’s mind returned to the suit­
case. He would not for the world have 
had Lucy surmise his predicament, and 
as for Woods, it would have afforded 
him unquestioned satisfaction. Evans 
congratulated himself that he had man­
aged everything successfully.

After dinner it would be merely a 
matter of a half hour when he might 
find some excuse to absent himself, and 
so slip, unobserved, down to the station 
for his baggage.

The men finished their cigars and 
joined the ladies in the drawing-room. 
It was not long before Woods took oc­
casion to remark to Evans in a voice that 
was plainly audible to those near, among 
whom was Lucy:

“ Well, Evans, have you decided to 
remain over for the week-end?”

Before Evans could answer Lucy took 
up the inquiry.

“ Why, there never was any doubt 
about his staying.”

“ Oh. excuse me,” put in Woods. “ I 
merely asked because he told me on the 
train that his remaining depended upon 
an important telegram. Pressing busi­
ness, I believe.”

Then he added significantly:
“ Pressing business! These urgent real­

estate deals on Saturday. Ha, ha, old 
chap, we’ve all been there! Don’t blame 
you at all.”

His shafts got in their deadly work, 
and Lucy turned toward Evans with a 
slightly frigid look, and remarked:

“ Mr. Evans, if you had explained to 
me about your telegram, I would have 
telephoned down to the station in regard 
to it. Oh,” .she exclaimed, “ I forgot, 
there is some trouble with the wires. I 
couldn’t get Central all the afternoon. 
Sorrv. Telegrams are often like special 
deliveries ; thev don’t arrive until after 
the sender.”

Evans was very much embarrassed. 
He saw at once that Woods was trying 
to get him in an awkward position ; that 
he had led Lucy to believe that he, 
Evans preferred to be in town with 
some unknown voting woman than at her 
house-nartv.

Woods’s stock was rising, but Evans 
determined to get even. He didn’t know 
how to do it, but he restrained himself 
as best he could. Lucy smiled sweetly 
at Woods, who devoted himself more as­
siduously to her than ever.

“ As a matter of fact,” said Evans, 
after a few moment’s thought, “ no one 
could persuade me to go back to New 
York now. I did have an important busi­
ness deal on hand, and it was to be fin­
ished to-morrow, but, business or no busi­
ness, telegram or no telegram, nothing 
could induce me to leave now.”

Whereupon Lucy smiled approvingly. 
Woods glowered at him, but Evans was 
supremely happy, for he felt that he had 
fairly staggered his rival.

“ Oh, Mr. Evans,” protested Lucy, 
“ don’t let me interfere with such an 
important transaction. I wouldn’t for 
the world like to feel that your stay here 
caused you to lose such a deal.”

“ Oh, maybe she’ll write to-morrow,” 
suggested Woods, in a bantering fashion 
which Evans understood perfectly.

However, he apparently did not hear 
the remark, and a few minutes later left 
the room. The suit-case was worrying 
him to death.

He decided that he would go to the 
station and get ft at once. He ran lightly 
up the stairs to the room he had occupied 
on previous occasions, and sat. down to 
think just what he should do to escape 
observation.

He started down the stairs fo$ his hat 
when he heard steps approaching. He 
quickly ran back up the stairs and peered 
over the balustrade. It was Woods. He 
seemed to be everywhere. In a moment 
all was quiet and once more Evans 
started down, but stopped when he heard 
Woods’s voice. Again he went back. He 
wouldn’t have done so, however, had he 
heard what his rival was saying to Lucy.

“ He won’t stay over Sunday,” said 
Woods. “ Watch what I tell you. He’ll 
fix it to get back to New York. He has 
to take her to dinner on Sunday eve­
nings.”

“ Why, I didn’t know there was some 
one in whom he is interested,” replied 
Lucy in disappointed tones. “ Aren’t you 
mistaken, Mr. Woods? ”

“ Oh, no, indeed.' He’s crazy about her. 
He told me on the train that he had to 



be back. It all depends on the receipt 
of a telegram.”
. “ Are you sure you understand him 
correctly? I have always found him 
honest.”

Evans would have embraced Lucy on 
the spot for her belief in him, if he had 
heard this.

“ My dear Miss Kenyon.” rejoined 
Woods, “ I know all the details. If he 
stays over it’s merely because she doesn’t 
wire for him.”

Lucy returned to her guests, but 
Woods still remained in the hall, exam­
ining some pictures on the walls.

“ I guess I’ve fixed Evans,” he thought 
with satisfaction. “ He won’t have a 
chance with her from now on. Just let 
a woman know that a man is in the lead­
ing-strings of another girl, and her hurt 
pride will do the freezing-out process.”

Woods was afraid of Evans, for his 
judgment told him that his rival had 
come there with the purpose, if the op­
portunity should present itself, of put­
ting a certain question to Lucy. Woods 
was not exactly sure of his own ground, 
and decided that with Evans out of the 
way he would have a better chance.

After spending some time in the hall 
he strolled into the library, where he 
picked up a portfolio of drawings, and 
soon became interested in examining 
them.

In the meantime Lucy was trying to 
entertain her guests. Her heart was 
heavy, for at last she realized how much 
she cared for Frank Evans. She had al­
ways accepted his attentions as something 
which belonged to her, and now he was 
waiting for a wire to call him back to 
the unknown one.

Oh, it was too awful, and she had been 
foolish enough to imagine, at times, that 
he loved her!

Well, she would tell him that she 
didn’t want to keep him against his will 
when his heart was in town. A million 
bitter thoughts surged through her brain. 
The air in the house seemed stifling, and 
she opened the French window and went 
out on the balcony and then down into 
the garden. She felt she must be alone 
where she could fight it all out. The 
strain was too much.

In the meantime Evans was in his 
room, waiting for an opportunity to go 

down-stairs unnoticed. He felt he had 
already been away from the others a long 
time and some one was sure to inquire 
about him. He decided that he must 
get to the station at once.

How could he do it? That was the 
question.

He leaned over the balustrade and 
listened. Some one was there. Then 
his eye fell on the window, around which 
twined a huge wistaria vine.

Ah, he had solved the problem! His 
room was on the second floor, only a short 
distance from the ground. Besides, 
there was the wistaria to help him.

As quick as a flash he had grasped the 
improvised ladder and was on his way 
down it. He held firmly for a few 
inches, then his hand slipped and down 
he fell most unexpectedly. He landed 
in a bed of roses, and scratched his hands 
as he got on his feet.

It was dusk in the spring evening and 
he raised his eyes to see if any one had 
observed him.

The next moment he could have faint­
ed. for there, only a few feet away, stood 
Lucy, gazing at him in open-eyed aston­
ishment. As she came closer and saw 
him picking the thorns from his hands, 
she began laughing.

Evans was too embarrassed to be able 
to speak for a moment. He didn’t know 
what to say. Certainly it was a peculiar 
situation for a young woman to discover 
her guest escaping from his room in so 
undignified a fashion.

Lucy didn’t laugh very long, however, 
for the remembrance of Woods’s conver­
sation returned to her.

“ Why, where are you going? ” she 
asked.

A sudden suspicion crossed her mind 
as he glanced sheepishly at her.

“ Your telegram hasn’t come vet, has 
it? ” she asked quickly.

“No,” he answered. “That was all 
a—”

“ I understand.” she interrupted. “ You 
are going to the station, aren’t you?”

“ Yes.” he confessed. “ 1 am.”
“ And I know what you are going 

for,” she continued.
“ You do? ” he exclaimed in a pleased 

maimer. “ How did you guess my pre­
dicament ? ”

“ Never mind,” she said, “ I know all 



about it. I do think, though, that you 
might have thought enough of me to give 
me your confidence. Instead of telling 
some one else—”

“ I swear I haven’t told a soul,” re­
plied Evans. “ And, as far as not think­
ing enough of you to tell you goes, I’m 
in this sorry fix now, because I think so 
much of your good opinion that I didn’t 
want to lower myself in your eyes. Of 
course I could have brought it right up 
to the house with me, but then, suppose I 
hadn’t been invited to stay for the week­
end. I would have looked very cheap, 
presenting myself with a suit-case when 
you only expected me to dinner.”

“ A suit-case? ” repeated Lucy. “ Why, 
what are you talking about? I am talk­
ing about your telegram.”

“What telegram?” asked Evans.
“ Mr. Woods said you were expecting 

one from ‘ her.’ ”
“ ‘ Her 11 ’ So Woods has been talk­

ing. See here, Lucy, I didn’t mean to 
tell you this right now, but you ought to 
know by this time that there’s only one 
1 her ’ in the world for me, and that’s you. 
Woods is jealous, that’s.what’s the mat­
ter with him. He thought he would 
queer me with you.

“ The truth of the matter is, Tom 
neglected to mention in his letter whether 
you expected me to remain over Saturday 
and Sunday. Naturally, I hesitated to 
present myself with a big suit-case if I 
were only going to stay for dinner. I 
was so anxious to stay that I brought my 
grip along, anyhow, just on the chance. I 
hit on the plan of leaving it at the sta­
tion until I learned whether I was to re­
main or not. When Woods asked me if 
I were invited for the week-end. I said 
something about pressing business and a 
telegram. You see, I had to have an ex­
cuse in case you didn’t want me.”

“ Of course I wanted you,” rejoined 
Lucy. “ You should have known it was 
Tom’s fault.”

“ I thought so,” said Evans, “ but I 
wasn’t sure. I meant to go to the sta­
tion and get back with the suit-case be­
fore any one missed me.”

“ Then there is no ‘ her ’? ”
“ The only ‘ her ’ stands' before me,” 

said Evans, taking both her hands.
Inside the house Woods went to the 

library window to raise it. As he did so 

voices fell on his ears. He looked out 
just in time to see Evans kiss Lucy. They 
were talking very earnestly.

“ It will be a great lark,” said Lucy.
“ You don’t suppose they will miss 

you, do /du?” asked Evans anxiously.
“ Oh, not for some time,” she an­

swered. “ I am sure they won’t suspect 
a thing.”

“ I think we can get away all right,” 
said Evans. “ We can explain later.”

“ Wait a moment while I get my hat 
and wrap,” replied Lucy. “ I know a 
shdrf cut through the woods. A train is 
due soon, but there is not apt to be any­
body on it that we know.”

“ It won’t take but a moment to get 
the suit-case from the station,” said 
Evans. “ Then off we trot and nobody 
the wiser.”

Lucy put her head on his shoulder and 
then disappeared in the house. She was 
back in a flash, and the two disappeared 
through the garden, out the back way 
and into the distance.

Woods stood almost petrified. He 
had ground his teeth with rage as he 
listened to the conversation.

“ An elopement ’ ” he muttered. “ That 
sly Evans! I might have known he was 
up to something. So that’s what he 
meant by the ‘ pressing business.’ ”

He walked excitedly into the parlor 
and inquired with a suppressed voice for 
Mr. and Mrs. Kenyon.

One of the guests replied:
“ They have taken two of the young 

ladies out to show them the speed of the 
new motor-car. They should be back by 
now.”

Woods was furious. If he could catch 
the fleeing pair before the train arrived! 
But what could he do? If only some 
member of the family could be found!

He looked for Tom, but he, too, had 
disappeared. Some minutes had elapsed 
when the Kenyon -automobile drew up in 
front of the door.

By this time Woods’s rage knew no 
bounds.

“ I’m so glad you’ve come,” he blurted 
out. “ They’ve eloped.” Mr. and Mrs. 
Kenyon looked at him in amazement.

“Eloped!” both exclaimed in sur­
prise. “ Who has eloped ? When did it 
happen?”

“ I regret to be the bearer of bad 



news,” went on Woods, “ but the fact is, 
your daughter and Evans are now on 
their way to catch the next train to New 
York.”

“What?” shrieked Mrs. Kenyon, and 
promptly fell in a faint.

“ It can’t be true, Woods,” said Mr. 
Kenyon. “ Surely there is some mistake. 
I had no idea there was an engagement 
between Lucy and Evans.”

“ There’s no mistake, Mr, Kenyon. I 
overheard all their plans. If we take the 
motor, we might arrive in time to pre­
vent them from catching the train.”

By this time the guests had come run­
ning from their various tete-a-tetes and 
were gathered around Mrs. Kenyon, who 
was quickly revived by the aid of smell­
ing-salts and ammonia.

“ Tell me it isn’t true,” she murmured.
Woods repeated all he had told her 

before, so that the entire household was 
in full possession of the details.

Every one expressed the greatest as­
tonishment. No one had suspected a 
secret understanding between Lucy and 
Evans.

“ Indeed,!’ remarked one of the men, 
“ I rather thought that you were the 
favored suitor, Woods.”

Woods winced at this.
The whole place was in an uproar of 

excitement.
“What shall we do?” moaned Mrs. 

Kenyon. “ Why did they elope? Mr. 
Evans is a very nice young man. There 
■was no objection to him at all. Why 
couldn’t they have done things properly? 
To run off in this way looks as if we 
didn’t approve of Lucy’s choice. Dear 
me I If the child wanted Evans, she 
could have had him with a church wed­
ding and all the rest of it.”

Woods looked at his watch.
“ It isn’t as late as I thought,” he said. 

“ I believe, if we start right away, we 
can get to the station in time.”

Mr. Kenyon stepped back into the car, 
and, together with Mrs. Kenyon, Tom, 
Woods, and several of the guests, the 
start was made. Those who could not 
crowd into the automobile followed on 
foot.

The chauffeur was told to put on all 
possible speed, and it was only a matter 
of a few minutes when the machine 
drew near the wooden platform on which 

stood Evans and Lucy, with a suit-case 
between them.- The train was just com­
ing down the track, and they were evi­
dently watching its approach.

“ Wait, Lucy, wait ’. ” called her father, 
but Lucy didn’t hear him. She was 
holding Evans’s arm in an affectionate 
manner.

“ I’ll stop them,” cried Woods, who 
had caught sight of the town marshal.

“ Stop, thief' ” he shouted in loud 
tones.

The marshal looked around when he 
heard the word “ thief.”

“ That man, over there,” yelled Woods. 
“ Stop him 1 ”

There was no other man in the direc­
tion in which he pointed, so the marshal 
rushed over to Evans and laid his hand 
on his shoulder.

“ You are my prisoner,” he said.
“What does this mean?” indignantly 

demanded the young man as the members 
of the automobile party approached.

“ What has he stolen, sir? ” asked the 
marshal, who had a firm grip on Evans’s 
arm.

“ He has stolen that young lady,” an­
swered Woods.

“ Oh, that’s it, is it? ” said the marshal 
with a broad grin as he removed his de­
taining hand. “ I can’t arrest him for 
that.”

Mr. and Mrs. Kenyon went up to their 
daughter, who was standing speechless 
with astonishment. They put their arms 
about her as if to hold her. The train 
had come and gone, but Lucy and Evans 
made no attempt to get on it.

“ You can’t go now, Lucy,” said the 
mother, as she sobbed and kissed the girl. 
“ It’s too late. What ever put it into 
your head to elope?”

“ Elope* ” exclaimed both Evans and 
Lucy with one accord. “ How could you 
imagine such a thing?”

“ Mr. Woods told us all.”
“ Mr. Woods! ” repeated Lucy.
“ Yes; Mr. Woods overheard your 

plans, and, thanks to him. we were able 
to overtake you in the nick of time.”

“ Thanks to Mr. Woods, and his zeal 
in my behalf.” said Evans, as he took 
Lucy’s hand in his, “ Lucy has consented 
to be my wife, for which I wish to thank 
Mr. Woods. It was more than kind of 
him to tell her about a fictitious girl in 



New York. If it hadn’t been for that 
and a few other things, ■ I might not be 
as happy as I am at present. Neither 
Lucy nor I, however, had any thought 
of an elopement.”

“ That’s perfectly true, mother,” added 
Lucy. “ We never dreamed of such a 
thing. We simply came down to the 
station for Frank’s suit-case.”

“Why did you have to do that?” 
asked Tom.

“ Because, my dear, thoughtless brother,' 
you left out of-your letter to your future 
brother-in-law that he was expected to 
stay with us over Saturday and Sunday. 
He, thinking there must be some mis­
take, had the good sense to bring his 
suit-case along. with him as far as the 
station.” •'

“ Oh, was that the cause of all this 
commotion?” exclaimed Tom. “Well, 
mistakes will happen in the best regu­
lated families.”

He turned and looked steadily at 
Woods.

“ I would like to say a few words to 
you, W&ods,” he went on.

The two walked to one side of th^ 
platform, while the rest of the party 
turned to go home. It was a merry 
crowd; for, now that the affair had 
turned out happily, all were laughing 
over the situation.

“ Woods,” said Tom in a tone of voice 
concerning which there could be no mis­
understanding, “ the next train leaves in 
one hour. I’ll see that your luggage is 
sent down to you.”

“ Very well,” replied Woods; “ I have 
no desire to return.”

In a well-satisfied manner, Tom saun­
tered off the platform and lit a ciga­
rette.

“ I’m mighty glad that Evans is it,” 
he said to himself as he took the short 
cut home.

RETURN TO SENDER.
By LEE BERTRAND.

Some trouble about a letter, with a good deal more 
that was set on foot in the endeavor to avoid any.

“TAO you mean to say that you 
1-' did not get my letter?” in­

quired Gertrude, half incredulously.
Steve Barton nodded.
" I certainly did not get it, little one. 

I was horribly disappointed, too. I can 
assure you. 1 had your solemn promise 
to write to me every day while I was 
away, and when yesterday passed with­
out even a line from you I felt horribly 
blue. I must have bothered that poor 
hotel-clerk every half-hour, inquiring if 

“ any mail had arrived for me.”
“ Well, it’s awful queer, Steve. I’m 

positive I mailed it. It was a good long 
letter, too. It’s too bad you didn’t get 
it. I wonder why it went astray? ”

“ Are you sure you addressed it cor­
rectly?”

“ Positive. Kenworth Hotel, Albany, 
New York. That was the address you 
gave me, wasn’t it? ”

“ Yes, that was the correct address. If 
you sent it to the Kenworth it ought to 

have reached me. It must have been lost 
in the shuffle, I guess. Those postal 
people, are getting horribly careless.”

“ They ought to be punished,” de­
clared the girl severely. “ I do hope my 
letter hasn’t fallen into the hands of 
some stranger. I was feeling in a par­
ticularly sentimental mood when I wrote 
it, Steve, and really, dear, there were 
things in that letter I wouldn’t for 
worlds have strange eyes peruse.”

“ Don’t worry, girlie. If you ad­
dressed it properly, nobody else will read 
its contents. It is bound to reach the 
Kenworth sooner or later, and even 
though I have left Albany it will be 
forwarded on to me as soon as it arrives 
at the hotel. I was careful to leave, my 
New York address with the clerk.”

But instead of being reassured, Ger­
trude gave vent to a little cry of dismay.

.“ Oh, dear • How very careless of me! 
I understand, now, why you didn’t get 
Ure letter, Steve. It’s all my fault. I 



am pretty sure that instead of addressing 
it ‘ Kenworth Hotel. Albany, New 
York,’ I absent-mindedly addressed it 
‘ Kenworth Hotel, City.'

“ It was a slip of the pen. of course. 
I was writing several letters to city folks 
at the time, and that’s how I came to 
make the mistake. I guess.

“ Of course, that explains why it 
wasn’t delivered. Isn’t it too bad? Tm 
afraid that being in love is making me 
horribly absent-minded,” she added.

“ Well, after all, "there's no serious 
harm done.” said the young man. “ You 
can repeat to me now all that you wrote 
in the letter. Much as I value your 
dainty correspondence, dearie, it will be 
so much nicer to hear the words from 
your own lips.”

“ Yes. But what will become of that 
letter, Steve? Tm worried about that. 
Won’t the postal people open it when they 
find that they are unable to deliver it? I 
hate to think of what I wrote being read 
by a horrid, grinning postal-clerk. And 
besides, whoever reads it is bound to 
discover thatWve are secretly engaged. I 
mentioned tlwrseveral times in the let­
ter. Oh. dear*  I am so worried ! ”

“ Po®R.:k3({^u--heed not worry, little 
girl£*'Arb.ufeav'  that you addressed it 
1 K^iyyor,^8,‘Hotel.’ . City.’ instead of 
‘ K^KildriJT HoT?l,<AYlbany.’ I believe 
then^ii^i.’ Ken\WtrtN>0‘Iotel in this town. 
Hai’ffi ilS. that telt*]5hone-book.  please, 
and I’ll ascertain. Yes. Seel Here it 
is—Kenworth Hotel. Bowery. A cheap 
lodging - house. I guess. Your letter 
doubtless will be delivered there."

“Gracious! How very provoking!” 
gasped the girl with a blush. “ Good­
ness knows how many horrid people 
have read'the words I intended for your 
eyes alone.”

“ Don't be alarmed about that.” de­
clared Steve reassuringly. “ When the 
hotel people find they have no guest an­
swering to my name, they will dopbtless 
return the letter to the mail-carrier un­
opened. We will call up the Kenworth 
right now, and ask them whether they 
still have your precious missive, or have 
already handed it back to the carrier.”

Suiting the action to the word, he 
lifted the receiver from the telephone­
stand on the table and got into commu­
nication with the hotel.-
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Yes,” replied the clerk in response 
to his question, “ there was a letter left 
here addressed to Mr. Steve Barton. We 
have nobody here by that name, and it 
has been lying around the desk here for 
a couple of days.”

“Where is it now?" inquired Steve 
eagerly.

“ I handed it back to the mail­
carrier about ten minutes ago.” was the 
answer.

“ It has gone back to the post-office,” 
said Steve to the girl, as he replaced the 
receiver on tire hook. “ Don’t be uneasy. 
It is perfectly safe. When the postal 
authorities find that it is impossible to 
deliver it, they will send it to the dead­
letter office. We will get it back from 
there before prying eyes have a chance 
to peruse its contents.”

" You are sure that it will go to the 
dead-letter office. Steve?”

“ Of course I am. That's the ultimate 
destination of all letters which the postal 
people are unable to deliver. You didn’t 
put your own address on the back of the 
envelope or in a corner, did vou?”

“No. Why?"
“ Well, if vou had done so. thev would 

return the letter directly to you instead 
of sending it to the dead-letter office. If 
they know the name and address of the 
sender, they always return the letter in 
such cases.”

“ In future I shall put my name and 
address on the envelope of every letter 
I send out.” declared Gertrude. “ Isn’t 
it a pity that 1 didn’t do so in this case? ”

And then she uttered a startled excla­
mation and turned white.

"What's the matter, dear?" inquired 
Steve anxiously.

“Oh, goodness, gracious! I’ve gone 
and done it now. We’re in a terrible 
fix. Steve! Oh. dear! Oh, dear! 'That 
letter won’t go to the dead-letter office, 
at all. It will go to father's office. 
Father will open it. and learn that we 
are secretly engaged. Isn't it awful?”

“ What do you mean?’’ gasped the 
young man. turning pale in his turn. 
“ Why should that letter go to your 
father’s office? Aren’t you talking some­
what wildly, Gertie? Calm yourself, my 
dear. Your alarm is quite unwarranted. 
Whv should that letter go to your stern 
parent’s office? ”



“ Because I used one of his business 
envelopes,” sobbed the girl. “ I didn’t 
recollect until just now. I remember 
that I ran short of my own envelopes, 
and after I had written your letter I 
went to the library to get one from 
father’s desk.

“ The only envelopes I could find 
there were some business ones with 
father’s name and office address printed 
in the left-hand corner. I enclosed that 
letter in one of those envelopes. Oh. 
dear! Oh. dear! What are we going 
to do ? ”

But surely you took the precaution 
of crossing out the printed matter on 
the envelope?” inquired Steve anxiously.

“ No, I didn’t,” answered the girl with 
a mournful shake of her head.

“ Didn’t you write your own name or 
initials above the printed name?”

“ No. Of course, I ought to have done 
so. but it never occurred to me. 1 just 
enclosed that letter in the envelope, ad­
dressed it to Mr. Steve Barton. Ken- 
worth Hotel, City, and dropped it in 
the letter-box. Of course, the postal 
people will send that letter back to where 
they think it came from.”

“ Gee-whiz! ” exclaimed the young 
man.

He really could not think of anything 
else to say under the distressing circum­
stances.

“ Isn’t it perfectly horrible? Father 
will get that letter at his office. He will 
open it and read it. and learn of our 
secret engagement. You know what an 
unreasoning pre judice he has against you. 
Steve, dear.

“ He will rave and storm. He has a 
terrible temper—but worst of all he will 
force me to break our engagement, send 
me off to Europe, and prevent me from 
communicating with you. Oh. what is 
to be done? ”

“ Perhaps your father won’t open the 
letter,” exclaimed the young man with 
a ray of hope. “ When he sees that it 
is addressed to me he may forward it 
on to me without opening it. It would 
be the chivalrous thing to do, you know.”

“ Oh, yes; but I assure you father isn't 
a bit chivalrous, Steve. He boasts with 
pride that he is a hard-headed business 
man.”

“ Well, even so. he’s a gentleman. I 

hope,” declared the young man somewhat 
fiercely.

“ Of course, he is. Don’t you dare to 
insinuate that he isn’t, Steve Barton,” 
cried Gertrude indignantly. “ I think 
you are just horrid for making such a 
remark. He's a gentleman; but that 
won’t prevent him opening that letter.”

“ Gentlemen don’t open and read other 
people’s correspondence.” declared Steve 
bitterly.

“ Well, they’ve got a right to under 
certain circumstances. I guess.” retorted 
the girl. “ When that letter is returned 
with word from the post-office that it is 
improperly addressed, father will natu­
rally suppose that it is a business letter 
sent out from his office. He is bound to 
open it to find out what it is. It is vain 
to hope that be won’t read it. Steve, 
dear.'’

“ Well, let him read it.” cried the 
young man desperately, after a long 
pause. “What do we care if he does, 
Gertie? He’s got to find out that we are 
engaged sooner or later. He might as 
well learn it this way as any other. You 
know, girlie. I was opposed to this se­
crecy from the very first. It. didn’t seem 
square or manly to get engaged on the 
sly. It was only your entreaties which 
prevented me from going to. him and 
telling him that we are determined to 
marry each other. :• Let him read " that 
letter and learn the truth.”

“ Oh, no! He must not find out about 
our engagement,” cried the girl in ter­
ror. " You don't know father. Steve. 
He is a perfect dear in some respects; 
but he is the most—stubborn and deter­
mined man in the world.

" He has told me that he doesn't like 
vou. He would never give his consent, 
and he would insist upon my breaking 
our engagement.”

“ You could refuse to do so. Gertie. 
You would refuse, wouldn’t you. little 
girl? You wouldn’t let him, or anybody 
else, separate us. would you. dear? ”

“ Well, of course, it would break my 
heart to have to give you up ; but I am 
terriblv afraid of father. When he starts 
out to get his own way he generally 
comes pretty near having it. He is very- 
resourceful, too. I am afraid he would 
find means of preventing us from seeing 
each other again.



“ No, no, Steve. He must not learn 
of our engagement for another year. 1 
shall be of legal age then, and better 
able to do as I please.”

“ Well, I don’t see how we are going 
to prevent him from learning of it now,” 
retorted the young man with a bitter 
laugh. “ That fatal letter doubtless is 
already on its way to your father’s office. 
It is now just noon. It ought to reach 
him by three this afternoon at the latest. 
He’s bound to get it.”

“ You must prevent him from getting 
it, Steve,” declared the girl suddenly. 
“ You must prevent it reaching him.”

“ I prevent it! ” gasped the young man. 
“ What a queer proposition, little girl ! 
How on earth am I going to accomplish 
such an impossibility?”

“ I don’t know how. But you must 
find a way. You are generally very re­
sourceful and ingenious, Steve. Yes. you 
are, dear. You know you are. You must 
think of a way to prevent father from 
getting that letter.”

“ Well, I thank you for the compli­
ment, little one, and I appreciate the 
faith you have-in me : but really you are 
crediting me now with more cleverness 
than I possess. I can’t conceive of any 
way of stopping your father from con­
necting with that fatal missive,” and 
Steve gave a rueful laugh.

“ You ///z/yDfind a way. Steve, dear. I 
don’t care hdw you do it. but it must be 
accomplished. If you love me you will 
manage it—somehow.”

“ I might set fire to the post-office, and 
thus destroy that letter before they have 
a chance to deliver it,” remarked the 
young man in the dark tone of a villain 
in a melodrama.

“ Would you really go to that length. 
Steve? Wouldn’t it be awfully danger­
ous?” inquired the girl anxiously.

“ Oh, yes. I must admit that there 
would be plenty of danger connected with 
the- job. The penalty for arson is very- 
severe. I’d be caught, probably, and have 
to spend nearly all the rest of my life 
in jail.

“ Besides, even if I set fire to the post­
office the plan would not be certain of 
success. The fire department in all prob­
ability would arrive on the scene, and 
put out the flames before they consumed 
the letters.”

“ Well, of course, I wouldn’t dream of 
letting you undertake anything so des­
perate,” declared Gertrude hastily. “ Can 
you not think of some other way, dear? ”

“ I might wait outside your parent’s 
office, waylay the letter-carrier, knock 
him down, and take that letter from him 
before he has a chance to deliver it.”

“ Wouldn’t you be caught and pun­
ished?” asked the girl timorously.

“ Yes. I suppose I would. I don’t 
think I’m exactly cut out for a highway­
man. I’d probably bungle the job, and 
be nabbed red-handed; and I guess the 
punishment for robbing Uncle Sam’s 
mail is even more dire than the penalty 
for arson.”

“ Well, I certainly wouldn’t permit 
you to attempt it,” declared Gertrude 
hastily. “ Can’t you think of some way 
not quite so violent and lawless, Steve? ”

“ No, I can’t. I’m absolutely at my' 
wit’s end. Maybe you can suggest some­
thing, little girl.”

Gertrude shook her head.
“ I wish I could; but I’m only a girl, 

and quite inexperienced in such matters.”
“ Well, I can’t boast that /';v had a 

whole lot of experience at bucking up 
against the United States postal system,” 
retorted the young man. “ You’re set­
ting me the hardest problem I’ve ever 
had to tackle, Gertie.”

“ But there must be some way,” in­
sisted the girl with a sigh. “ You’re so 
awfully clever, dear, that you really ought 
to be able to think of one.”

Steve sighed.
“ Your good opinion of me is very 

flattering, my love, but I’m afraid I must 
prove unworthy of it in this case. Let 
us resign ourselves to the unpleasant fact 
that your father must get that letter, and 
prepare to face him bravely when he dis­
covers our engagement.”

“No! No! It must not be,” cried 
the girl fearfully. “ We must do some­
thing to prevent it. Ah, I know, Steve,” 
clapping her little hands excitedly. “ I’ve 
got an inspiration. We will go to the 
post-office right away, before they have 
a chance to send out that letter, and beg 
them to give it to us instead.

“ Isn’t that a great idea? And so de­
lightfully simple, too. Really you ought 
to be ashamed of yourself, sir, for not 
having thought of it before.”



But instead of sharing her sudden en­
thusiasm, the young man shook his head.

“ I’m sorry to disappoint you. little 
girl, but I’m sure that plan would not 
work. The post-office people would re­
fuse. They would not dream of letting 
you or me have that letter.”

“ But, why not? The letter is ad­
dressed to you, and I wrote it. Surelv 
we have a right to it. We ought to be 
able to make them see the matter in that 
light.”

Steve shook his head again.
“ It is true that the letter is addressed 

to a Steve Barton, but there are probablv 
a dozen Steve Bartons in New York City. 
I should be quite unable to convince 
them that I am the person for whom 
the letter is intended.”

“ But surely they’d believe me if I 
told them that I wrote the letter,” pro­
tested the girl.

“ No, they wouldn’t. Technically, 
that letter was sent by your father; lie- 
cause his name and address appear in 
the left-hand corner of the envelope. 
They’ll return it to him. and to no other 
person.”

“But we could explain just how that 
occurred,” persisted the girl. “ We could 
tell them that I used one of my father’s 
envelopes, and forgot to cross out the 
printed name and address."

“ Your explanation wouldn’t affect 
them,” affirmed Steve. “ You see, Gertie, 
our postal system is like a great big 
machine. It moves with the regularity 
and precision of clockwork. Everything 
the department does is strictly formal, 
and in accordance with routine.

“ They wouldn’t break a single one of 
their rules to oblige you. or anybody else. 
You might as well appeal to that clock 
on your mantelpiece to skip a couple of 
hours. You’d stand just about as much 
chance of having your request granted."

“ Oh, dear.” sighed Gertrude tearfully. 
“Aren’t they perfectly horrid? I buy 
quite a lot of stamps from them in the 
course of the year. too. They ought to 
be willing to scratch a point to accommo­
date such a good customer.”

Steve laughed at this ingenuous remark.
“ No.” he declared gravely, “ it’s ab­

solutely no use to attempt to get that let­
ter while it is in the hands of Uncle 
Sam. That would be quite impossible.

“ If anything is to be done, it must 
be done after the fatal missive has. left 
the protection of the postal authorities. 
Ha! I think I have an idea. I’ve just 
thought of a plan that might work.”

“Oh. what is it. Steve?” cried Ger­
trude eagerly. “ I just knew that you 
would find a way. Tell me what it is.”

“ No. I can’t tell you now,” replied 
the young man firmly. “ It is better that 
you should not know my plan until after 
I have tried it.”

“Why, Steve, don't you trust me?” 
cried the girl reproachfully.

“ Of course I do, you little goose, but 
there are reasons why I prefer to keep 
my idea a secret. To-night I hope to 
call here with that letter, and then I will 
explain to you how it was done.”

“Is it anything dangerous. Steve?” 
inquired Gertrude anxiously.

“ No, I don’t think so. I expect to 
get away with it without incurring much 
risk. I want you to give me some help, 
girlie. I want you to answer one or two 
questions.” w

“ Certainly, dear.”
“ Well, first of all. where is your 

father’s office located? I have never 
called on him down-town, you know.”

“ He is in the Sky-Scraper Building. 
Broadway, near Wall Street. His offices 
are on the twelfth floor.”

“ How many rooms does he occupy?"
“ Two. One is his private office. The 

other is used by his.help, you know.”
“ And do you know what his help con­

sists of? How many employees has he- 
in the office. I mean.”

“ Only two. a young woman stenog­
rapher, and an office-boy.”

“ Good. Very good.” exclaimed Steve 
enthusiastically. “ And do you know the 
name of the girl stenographer?”

“ Yes. Her name is Mortimer—Miss 
Blanche Mortimer. She has been in my 
father’s employ for several years."

“ Has she a mother, do you know, 
girlie? ”

“ Yes, of course she has. What a queer 
question. What on earth makes you ask 
it? ”

“ Never mind why. I will explain 
everything later. Does Miss Mortimer 
live with her mother? ”

“ Yes. I believe the old lady is deaf. 
Miss Mortimer told me so once. I think.”



“ \ ery good. And the office-boy—do 
you happen to know his name, Gertie?”

“ Yes. His name is Tommy Jones. 
He is the son of a poor widow in whom 
I am interested. I made father give 
him the position.”

“Is he a bright boy?” inquired the 
young man anxiously.

“ Yes. Father was telling me the 
other day that he is the smartest and 
most faithful office-boy he has ever had.”

“ Ah! I shall have to look out for 
Tommy Jones,” muttered Steve. “ I 
don’t think I shall have much difficulty 
with the old man, or with Miss Mortimer, 
but I shall have to proceed very carefully 
with Tommy, I guess. He’s liable to 
spoil everything. I've had past experi­
ence with office-boys.”

“ What on earth do you intend to do, 
Stevie?” inquired Gertrude, her curiosity 
greatly piqued by his mutterings.

“ You’ll learn later. I must leave you 
now, Gertie. I haven’t a minute to lose. 
That letter will probably be delivered 
within three hours, so I cannot afford to 
waste any time. I must start at once.”

He took a penknife from his pocket 
and, without asking permission, walked 
over to the telephone and ruthlessly cut 
the wires which connected the receiver 
with the body of the instrument.

“ Why, Steve! ” gasped the girl, as­
tonished at this act of vandalism. “ What 
on earth are you doing that for? You 
have put our telephone out of business.”

“ I know,” he answered grimly. 
“ That’s what I wanted to do. It’s part 
of my plan. You must excuse the liberty 
I’ve taken, girlie. Don’t on any account 
allow the telephone company to repair 
that wire until you hear from me again. 
If that wire is restored to working order 
it is likely to spoil everything. Good-by, 
dearie. I’m off.”

He had kissed her and departed before 
the much-mystified and greatly worried 
girl could utter another word.

II.

Three ' hcMrs later Tommy Jones, 
office-bov of old Joshua Downie, Ger­
trude’s 'father, entered his employer’s 
private office.

“ You’re wanted on the phone, sir,” 
he announced.

“Who wants me?” inquired old 
Downie, who was sitting at his rolltop 
desk going over some important corre­
spondence.

“ Party wouldn’t say, sir. He says he 
wants to talk to you personally, and” that 
it’s a case of hurry.”

Grumbling at the interruption, old 
Downie walked to the telephone in the 
outer office, and put the receiver to his 
ear.

“Hallo! Who is this?” he shouted 
into the transmitter. “ Yes, this is Mr. 
Downie. What do you want? What’s 
that you say? Good Heavens, no! It 
can’t be true.”

Miss Mortimer, his stenographer, 
looked up from her typewriter, and 
glanced at her employer anxiously, star­
tled by the note of alarm in his voice.

Mr. Downie put the receiver back on 
the hook and turned to her excitedly.

“ Miss Mortimer, get me my house on 
the wire, quick. Tommy, bring me my 
hat and coat. Some person has just 
called up to inform me that my house' 
is on fire. He says that it is burning 
furiously. It may be some fool’s prac­
tical joke. See if you can raise my 
daughter on the wire. Flurry.”

The young woman hastily went to the' 
telephone and called up Mr. Downie’s 
residence. She knew the number off­
hand, and did not have to take time to 
look it up in the telephone directory.

For five minutes she held the wire, 
while her excited employer impatiently- 
paced up and down the office.

Then she turned to him anxiously.
“ I can’t raise them, sir. Central says 

she doesn’t get any answer to her call,” 
she said.

“ Good Heavens! Then it must be 
true. My house really must be burn­
ing. Otherwise they’d be somebody there 
to answer the phone. I’m going up-town 
at once, Miss Mortimer.”

He rushed out of the office and fran­
tically signaled one of the descending 
elevators.

“ Gee - whiz ! ” exclaimed Tommy 
Jones, after his employer had gone. 
“ The boss was excited, wasn’t he, Miss 
Mortimer? I never saw him so rattled 
before.”

“ I guess you’d be rattled too. Tom­
my, if your house was on fire,” com- 



merited Miss Mortimer quietly. “ I do 
hope the flames won't do much damage."

“ Oh, I guess the firemen will put out 
the blaze before it amounts to much." 
replied the office-boy confidently. " If 
it really is a good fire. 1 wish 1 was up 
there to see it. 1 ain’t never seen a big 
blaze—never in my whole life."

“ Oh, Tommy, how can .you talk in 
that unfeeling way 1 ” exclaimed the 
stenographer reproachfullv. “ You ought 
to be ashamed of yourself."

“ Go on. Whatcher tryin' to give 
me." retorted the boy. “ I ain’t said 
anything unieelin’. All 1 said was that 
if it A a big blaze. I’d like to be there 
to see it. Nothin’ wrong about that re­
mark, is there? ’’

“ Well. I hope it isn’t a big blaze— 
for Mr. Downie’s sake.” declared the 
young woman.

“ So do 1, of course.” returned the 
boy. “ I guess the boss can afford to 
have his house burn down though. 
Reckon it won’t make much difference 
to him, he’s so awful rich. But 1 hope 
his daughter is safely out of the burning 
building. That’s what 1 hope. I 
wouldn’t like anything to happen to her. 
No, indeed. She’s a peach and a thor­
oughbred. Ever see the boss’s daughter. 
Miss Mortimer?"

“ Of course I have. I. too. hope that 
she is quite safe. It would be terrible 
if she was in the house when the fire 
broke out. I hadn’t thought of such a 
terrible possibility before you mentioned 
it. Tommy.”

“ It takes us men to think of such 
things,” replied the youngster with an 
air of superiority. “ Well. sir. what can 
I do for you?”

This last sentence was addressed to a 
good-looking, well-dressed young man 
who had burst into the office somewhat 
excitedly.

“Which is Tommy Jones?” inquired 
the young man breathlessly.

“ That’s me. of course. Didn’t sup­
pose it was the lady, did you?” retorted 
the office-boy witheringly.

“ Well, Tommy,” said the visitor, 
“ Mr. Downie, your employer, wants 
you to hurry up-town immediately. His 
house is on fire, and he thinks he may 
need your assistance. He says you’re to 
get up there just as quickly as you can.”

“Huhl How do vou know?" ex­
claimed Tommy suspiciously. “ The boss 
only left here himself a few minutes ago. 
How do you know that he wants me up 
there ? ”

“ I met him on the street just as he 
was getting into a taxicab," replied the 
visitor readily. “ He called to me and 
asked me if I would do him a favor and 
come up here to give you that message. 
He said that it had just occurred to him 
that he might be able to use you. You’d 
better hurry."

“ What do you think about it. Miss 
Mortimer?” inquired Tommy, still in­
clined to be a trifle suspicious.

“ Oh, 1 think you had better go, of 
course,” declared the young woman. 
“ This gentleman couldn’t have any ob­
ject in telling you this if it wasn’t true. 
Hurry up. Tommy! Mr. Downie will 
probably be able to make good use of 
your services. Here’s your car fare.”

“ Think I can safely leave the office 
in your care?” inquired Tommy anx­
iously.

"Of course you can,” laughed the 
young woman. “ Hurry, now. By the 
way. when you get up there, you might 
call me up on the phone, if you get a 
chance, and let me' know about the fire 
— Tm terribly anxious.”

The office-boy seized his cap and hur­
ried out. The good-looking young man 
also took his departure. Miss Mortimer 
resumed her work at the typewriter.

“ Dear me." she sighed. “ I do hope 
the fire isn’t a bad one.”

Ten minutes later the telephone-bell 
rang, and she hurried to the instrument 
with a beating heart, thinking that it 
might be tidings about the conflagration.

" Hallo,” came a man’s voice over the 
wire. “ 1 want to talk to Miss Blanche 
Mortimer. Is this she?"

“ Yes. Tm Miss Mortimer," replied 
the young woman eagerly. “ What do 
vou wish, please?”

“ Your mother wishes you to come 
home immediately. Miss Mortimer,” con­
tinued the man’s voice. “ Something 
very important.”

“ Oh, dear! What has happened? Is 
she hurt? Is she dead? Tell me quick,” 
gasped the startled girl.

“No, no! Your mother is alive and 
well. Don’t be alarmed.” declared the 



man’s voice reassuringly. “ There is no 
reason for you to worry. Everything 
is all right; but your mother wants you 
to come home right away for a reason 
that cannot very well be explained over 
a telephone.”

“ But if she is all right, can’t she wait 
until I come home to-night at the usual 
hour? ” protested the young woman. “ It 
is really quite impossible for me to leave 
the office just now,”

“ She wants you home immediately,” 
insisted the masculine voice. “ It is a 
matter of the greatest importance. I 
really think that you will regret it ex­
ceedingly if you don't come at once.”

“ Well, can’t you give me some idea 
of what mother wants me for?” ex­
claimed Miss Mortimer. “ This sum­
mons is really very extraordinary. Won’t 
you tell me— Hallo ! Hallo ! What’s 
the matter, Central? Why did you cut 
me off in the middle of a sentence? I 
shall complain to the manager. Not 
your fault? The party at the other end 
disconnected, you say? Dear me, this is 
really very extraordinary. I wonder 
tvhat it means.”

For five minutes she paced agitated/}' 
up and down the floor.

“ Mother realizes how difficult it is 
for me to get away from the office dur­
ing working hours,” she muttered. “ She 
wouldn’t have sent for me unless it was 
something of the greatest importance.

“ That man said she was all right; 
that nothing had happened to her— 
What, then, can have occurred to require 
my presence at home? 1 simply, can’t 
imagine.

“ Well, anyway, of course I can’t go. 
I can’t leave this office all alone. I 
must wait until either Mr. Downie or 
Tommy returns fronfthe fire. It is sim­
ply impossible for me to go now.”

She continued to pace the floor in a 
state of great excitement.

“ That man said that everything was 
all right—that there was no reason for 
me to worry. If that is the truth, it 
can’t be bad news which has prompted 
mother to send for me. What. then, can 
it be? Gracious! I am consumed with 
curiosity.”

And in the end curiosity won out. 
The mystery- of that telephone message 
constituted a lure which was irresistible.

“ I can’t understand it,” murmured 
Miss Mortimer; “I simply must run 
home for a little while and find out 
what it all means. Perhaps I shall be 
able to get back before Mr. Downie re­
turns. At any rate, I must take the 
chance. I can’t stand this uncertainty 
any longer. And, besides, the man said 
that I should regret it exceedingly if I 
did not go at once.”

It did not occur to the simple, con­
fiding young woman to doubt the authen­
ticity of the telephone message she had 
received. The fact that she had been 
summoned by a strange masculine voice 
had not aroused her suspicions in any 
way.

Her mother being stone deaf, and 
therefore, of course, unable to use the 
telephone herself, it seemed to her quite 
natural that the old lady should have 
requested somebody to telephone for her.

As Miss Mortimer reached the ground 
floor of the big office-building, she no­
ticed the nice-looking, well-dressed young 
man who had brought the message to 
Tommy from Mr. Downie.

He was standing in the lobby near the 
elevator-shaft, and as she passed him 
a smile of satisfaction and triumph 
played over his features.

Miss Mortimer did not see this smile, 
however, and she went on her way quite 
unsuspecting.

As she passed out of the front door, 
the young man stepped into one of the 
elevators and alighted at the twelfth 
floor.

He walked down the long corridor, 
and as he stood in front of a closed door 
which bore the legend “ Joshua Downie ” 
on its glass panel, he heaved a sigh of 
profound disappointment.

“Great guns!” he gasped. “I over­
looked this! What an idiot I am. I 
might have guessed that the last one out 
would close and lock this door. I Ought 
to have asked Gertie if she had a dupli­
cate key to her father’s office. After suc­
ceeding admirably up to this point, can 
it be possible that I am going to fail 
after all, just because of this one little 
hitch ? ”

One of the elevators stopped at the 
twentieth floor, and the grilled iron gate 
opened and closed with a click.

A gray-uniformed letter-carrier, with 



a bundle of mail in his hand, had stepped 
from the car and entered an office at the 
other end of the corridor.

At sight of him a look of despair 
passed over the young man’s face, and 
he gritted his teeth and glared at the 
closed door in front of which he stood.

“ I must find a way to overcome this 
obstacle,” he muttered. “ And I’ve only 
got about four minutes. That letter­
carrier will be here by that time.”

A piece of paper had been pasted on 
the glass panel of the door. On it was 
written, in a large, bold, feminine hand : 
“ Back in Thirty Minutes.”

Miss Mortimer had taken the precau­
tion of pasting this notice on the door 
before she left.

“ If only I had a skeleton-key, or 
knew how to pick a lock? ” sighed the 
young man. “ All that I have accom­
plished is rendered useless because of this 
closed door.”

In a fit of desperation, he suddenly 
seized the door-handle and turned it. 
Then he uttered an exclamation of min­
gled surprise and delight.

The handle yielded to his twist. The 
door opened. Miss Mortimer had not 
locked it. She had purposely failed to 
do so because she was not sure that her 
employer had his key with him. She 
had relied upon the notice on the door 
to keep intruders from entering the un­
guarded office.

“ What a rare piece of luck! ” gasped 
the young man joyfully, as he entered, 
leaving the door wide open behind him.

He removed his hat and coat, and 
hung them on a rack on the wall of the 
outer office. When the letter-carrier en­
tered the office, two minutes later, the 
young man was sitting at the typewriter, 
pounding away at the keys as busily as if 
he had been regularly employed there.

“ Good afternoon! ” exclaimed the 
letter-carrier cheerily. “Hallo! You’re 
new here, ain't you? Where’s the young 
lady that always sits at that machine?”

I’m taking her place,” replied the 
voung man, truthfully enough.

“ Well, here’s some mail for you.” 
said the letter-carrier, handing him five 
letters. “ There’s one here that was im­
properly addressed. I guess. They 
couldn’t find the party it’s addressed to, 
so they’ve sent it back.”

The young man seized the letters eager­
ly, and still more eagerly selected the en­
velope to which the mail-man had re­
ferred. placing the other letters upon a 
desk.

After the carrier had departed, the 
young man eagerly 'tore open this en­
velope. hastily perused its contents, 
placed envelope and letter in his pocket 
with a satisfied smile, donned his hat 
and overcoat, and walked quickly out of 
the office, quietly closing the door be­
hind him.

“ Eureka! I have succeeded! ” he 
chuckled. “ My plan has worked to per­
fection. Gertrude will be delighted.”

III.

Half an hour later, old Joshua 
Downie returned, a flush of anger upon 
his severe countenance.

“ If I could catch the rascal who tele­
phoned me that my house was on fire, I’d 
make it hot for him! ” he growled sav­
agely. as he turned the handle of his 
office-door and entered.

“ Hallo! ” he exclaimed, as he walked 
from his outer office to his private sanc­
tum. “ Nobody here. Miss Mortimer 
and Tommy both away! What the dick­
ens does this mean? I’ve told them both 
a hundred times never to leave the place 
unattended. They shall both hear from 
me when they come back. I promise 
them.”

A little later Tommy Jones sauntered 
in. whistling blithely as he entered.

“ Come here, you young villain! ” 
growled his employer. “ Where the 
dickens have you been? What do vou 
mean by going away and leaving this 
office to look out for itself? Where’s 
Miss Mortimer? Answer me, vou young 
villain.”

“ 1 ain't a villain, boss.” declared the 
boy resentfully. “ I only did as I was 
told. 1 got your message, and I hurried 
up-town to your house, as you ordered 
me to. I couldn’t see you. and I couldn’t 
see no fire in your house, so I came right 
back just as quick as I could.”

“ What do you mean?” thundered old 
Downie. “ Don’t tell me any lies, young 
man. I didn’t send vou anv message. 
What are you talking about?”

“Didn’t send me no message?” 



gasped the boy. “ Well, then, boss, all 
I’ve got to say is that I’ve been deceived. 
Yes, sir! Just after you’d left, a slick­
lookin’ guy came in here and said for 
me to follow you up-town right away— 
that you needed my services at the fire. 
He said you’d sent him up here with 
the message. That’s where I’ve been, 
sir.”

“ Dear me! ” exclaimed the old man. 
“ This is really very remarkable. I 
wonder if you’re telling me the truth.”

“ Yes, boss. Honest I am. I hope I 
may drop dead if I’m lying to you,” de­
clared Tommy earnestly. “ You can ask 
Miss Mortimer. She was here when that 
guy came in and said you wanted me to 
join you up-town. She heard him.”

“Humph! Where w Miss Morti­
mer? ”

“ I don’t know, sir. She was here 
■when I left. I don’t know where she’s 
gone. Maybe that slick guy has kid­
naped her. Maybe that’s why he got me 
out of the way.”

Just then Miss Mortimer came in. 
She looked vert' white-faced and worried.

“ Where have you been, young wom­
an?” demanded her employer sternly.

“ Oh, sir, please don’t scold me,” said 
the girl, trembling. “ I know that I 
did wrong to leave the office; but some 
man telephoned me that my mother want­
ed me home at once on a matter of great 
importance. I feared something was 
wrong, so I just had to go.”

“ Well, did you find anything wrong 
when you got home? ” demanded the old 
man sharply.

“ No, sir. 'When I reached home my 
mother was surprised to see me. She 
hadn’t telephoned to me at all or asked 
anybody to do so for her. I can’t un­
derstand it at all.” answered the young 
woman, beginning to cry.

“Can’t understand. eh? ” snapped 
old Downie. “K either can I. Don’t 
crv. Miss Mortimer. 1. guess I'll forgive 
you this time. We’ve all been tricked 
iw the same rasealT.I guess. M hen I 
reached mv house I found...that it wasn t 
on fire at all. I woifder-what his game 
was? What did he-want, to get us all 
out of the office for? Ha! I wonder 
if—”

He rushed hastily into his private 
room. Then lie let out a roar which 

sounded just like the bellow of an angry 
bull.

“ My gold watch and fob! ” he shout­
ed furiously. “ I accidentally left them 
lying on this desk, and they’re gone. 
That watch was worth four hundred dol­
lars, and the chain another hundred. 
That rascal has stolen them! Telephone 
to police headquarters, Miss Mortimer, 
and ask them to send detectives around 
here at once. I’m going to get that 
scoundrel if it costs me a thousand dol­
lars to do it.”

“ I’d know him again in a minute if 
I saw him,” declared Tommy Jones.

Miss Mortimer went to the phone, and 
in a trembling voice summoned the po­
lice.

She had just accomplished this when 
the door of the office opened and the uni­
formed hall-man entered.

“ Mr. Downie, can I see you for a min­
ute, sir?” he asked.

“ What is it you want ? ”
“ Well, sir, there’s been something 

mighty queer going on, and I deem it my 
duty to inform you about it.

“ A short while ago you got a tele­
phone-call that your house was on fire. 
I believe? ”

“ Yes. I did. What do you know about 
it?” demanded old Downie, looking at 
the man very suspiciously.

“ I’ll tell you what 1 know, sir. I 
was standing in the lobby on the ground 
floor, near the public telephones—my reg­
ular station, you know—when 1 noticed 
a young man enter one of the booths and 
call up your office. Although he closed 
the door of the booth, I could hear every 
word he said, and I heard him tell you ■ 
that your house was on fire.

“ A little later he got into one of the 
elevators and went up to your floor; and 
a little later still he went into the tele- 
phone-booth on the ground floor again, 
and once more called up your office.

“ I listened again, and this time I 
heard him tell Miss Mortimer that her 
mother wanted her to come home imme­
diately. Then, a few minutes later, he 
again got into the elevator and went up 
to your floor. I know he went to your 
floor, because I afterward inquired of 
the elevator-man.

“ I didn’t think anything of it at the 
time : but later on I got to thinking how 



queer it all was, and I thought maybe 
something was wrong, and that I’d bet­
ter tell you about it.”

“ You’ve done quite right, and I’m 
much obliged to you,” said old Downie. 
“ Something is wrong. I’ve lost a gold 
watch and fob worth five hundred dol­
lars. They’ve been stolen from my desk. 
That villain lured us all out of the office, 
and then came up here and robbed me. 
Can you give me a description of the 
fellow? ”

“ Yes, sir. 1 think I can,” replied the 
hallman, and proceeded to do so.

“That’s him!” cried Tommy Jones 
excitedly. “ That’s him to a T, ain’t it. 
Miss Mortimer? It’s the same guy what 
came up here and told me that you want­
ed me up-town, boss.”

“ We must catch him.” declared old 
Downie grimly. “ I wonder how long 
it will take the police to get here? 
They’ve got to get him. I’m determined 
to have him caught and dealt with ac­
cording to law.”

“ Perhaps this will help you and the 
police to catch him, Mr. Downie,” said 
the hallman, producing a little brown 
leather memorandum-book. “ The young 
man left this lying on the table in the 
telephone-booth the last time he called 
up your office. It may prove to be a 
good clue.”

Old Downie seized the book eagerly 
and perused its contents. On the fly­
leaf was written:

Steve Barton :
15 West Forty-First Street. Xcw 

York City.

Inside the book were several little en­
tries of a personal nature. On the last- 
used page was scrawled in pencil:

Downie's Office, Sky-Scraper Building, 
20th floor.

X’ame of office-boy. Tommy Jones; 
name of stenographer. Miss Blanche 
Mortimer.

“Ha!” exclaimed the old man ex­
citedly. “ These entries speak for them­
selves”, of course. This memorandum 
helped the villain to work his rascally 
trick. You are right, my man; this is 
a most valuable clue.”

“ This book appears to belong to 

Steve Barton, and Steve Barton is re­
sponsible for the larceny of my watch 
and fbb. I know the young scoundrel. 
He used to be sweet on my daughter, 
until I forbade her to have anything 
more to do with him. I always disliked 
him. He always struck me as being such 
an unmitigated ass. Now, it appears 
that he is a rogue as well as an ass.

“ Well, he shall suffer for this. I’ll 
hand this book over to the police, and 
they’ll put Mr. Steve Barton behind 
iron bars, I reckon.”

Ten minutes later two detectives from 
the precinct station-house arrived and, 
after hearing all the facts from Mr. 
Downie and examining the brown leather 
memorandum - book, agreed that there 
seemed to be sufficient justification for 
th'e arrest of Steve Barton.

They found him at home at the ad­
dress written on the fly-leaf of the leather 
note-book.

He unsuspectingly admitted that the 
little book was his property, and then 
they informed him that he was under 
arrest.

“What for?” gasped the young man, 
turning pale.

“ For the larceny of a watch and fob 
belonging to Mr. Joshua Downie,” re­
plied one of the detectives. “ You went 
up to his office to-day. and stole the watch 
and fob from his desk. ’Tain’t no use 
to attempt to deny it. young feller, for 
we’ve got you dead to rights. You must 
come along with us.”

They took Steve to a station-house, 
and notified old Downie of his arrest.

The old man hurried to the police­
station accompanied by Tommy Jones. 
Miss Mortimer, and the hall-man of the 
Skv-Scraper Building.

“ That’s him ! ” cried Tommy excited­
ly, as he gazed at the prisoner through 
the cell-bars. “ That’s the guy who 
gave me that fake message, boss. I’d 
know him among a hundred.”

“ That’s the man who called you up 
on the phone and told you your house 
was on fire, Mr. Downie,” said the hall­
man. “ I'm absolutely positive of it.”

Miss Mortimer said nothing; but she 
looked at the young man half reproach­
fully, half sadly, and seemed to be un­
dergoing a struggle to keep back her 
tears.



“ So, you’re a thief, are you, young 
man ? ” growled old Downie, glaring at 
the prisoner. “ I guess I did well to for­
bid my daughter to have anything to do 
with you.”

“ Mr. Downie, I beg you to listen to 
me,” pleaded the young man earnestly. 
“ I swear to you that I am not a thief. 
I am innocent of this charge.”

“ Oh, no, you’re not. It's useless for 
you to deny it. You’ve heard this bov 
and this man positively identify you. 
What’s the use of lying any more ? ” 
snapped the old man contemptuously.

“ Mr. Downie, I’ll admit that I called 
you up on the telephone and told you 
that your house was on fire. I’ll admit 
also that I lured your boy and this young 
lady from your office by false messages, 
and I’ll admit that I entered your office 
afterward; but I swear that I did not 
steal your watch and chain.”

“ That’s a most ridiculous statement,” 
snapped old Downie. “ Your admissions 
convict you of the crime. If you didn’t 
steal my watch, perhaps you’ll explain 
why you lured us all away from the 
office, and why you entered after we had 
all gone.”

“ Yes, sir. I will explain that,” re­
plied the prisoner eagerly. “ 1 did it be­
cause I wanted to—”

He stopped short suddenly ; his face 
turned deathly white; cold moisture ap­
peared upon his brow. It had suddenly 
occurred to him that he could not tell 
the truth without implicating Gertrude 
in the matter.

“ I guess I don't care to explain why 
I did it.” he stammered. “ But I swear 
to you that I am no thief. I went there 
to get something that belonged to me; 
that is all I can tell you.”

IV.

When Joshua Downie reached his 
home that evening he said to his 
daughter: “ Gertie, -you remember that 
young man, Steve.. Barton, whom you 
used to be so sweet on,.-and whom I for­
bade you to have anything to do with? ”

“ Yes, father,” replied the girl, trem­
bling apprehensively.

“ Well, he’s in jail. I’ve had him 
locked up. He’s turned out to be a thief 
—a desperate character. Let this be a 

lesson to you. my child, always to follow 
the advice of your parent. I always knew 
there was something wrong about that 
fellow. That is why I warned you not 
to have anything to do with him.”

Gertrude uttered a little scream of 
horror.

“ Steve in prison ! Oh, father, father, 
what have you done ’ Steve is no thief.”

“ Oh, yes, he is,” insisted old Downie. 
“ He lured us all out of the office this 
afternoon, and stole my gold watch and 
fob from my desk during our absence. 
He has confessed.”

“ Confessed that he stole your watch 
—impossible ” gasped the girl.

“ Well, he lias confessed that he visited 
. my office during our absence, and that 
he worked a rascally trick to get us out 
of the way. He denied that he stole 
the watch; but that’s plainly a lie. If 
he didn’t come there to steal, what the 
dickens did he come there for? ” .

11 What does he say?” asked the girl 
eagerly.

“He hasn’t got anything to say on 
that point. He says he doesn’t care to 
explain why he visited my office after 
luring us all away by fake telephone 
messages. Of course, he can’t explain 
it. He stole that watch all right, and 
he shall go to prison for it.”

“ No, he did not steal the watch.” 
cried the girl excitedly. “ I know why 
he visited your office, father, and I know 
why he refuses to explain. It is because 
he is a hero and wants to shield me; 
but I am going to tell you everything— 
for Steve’s sake.” And she bravely pro­
ceeded to tell her father about the inci­
dent of the misdirected letter.

“ He went there to get my letter, that’s 
all,'’ she sobbed. “ He worked that trick 
on you for my sake. And to think that 
you have thrown him into prison and ac­
cused him of theft 1 Steve Barton is no 
thief 1 He is the truest, noblest, best 
fellow that ever lived, and—I am going 
to marry him some day. There! The 
secret is out now. and I don’t care, 
either."’

“Going to marry him. eh?” shouted 
her father furiously. “ You are going 
to do nothing of the kind. I tell you 
that the young scoundrel is a thief. Even 
if what you tell me about that letter is 
true, the fact remains that he stole my 



watch. He may have gone there origi­
nally with the intention of getting that 
letter, as you say; but he must have seen 
the watch and fob lying on my desk, and 
was tempted to take them. If he didn’t 
take them, who did?”

Before Gertrude could reply, the door­
bell rang, and the maid - servant an­
nounced that a lady named Miss Morti­
mer was outside and wanted to see Mr. 
Downie on a matter of great importance.

The young woman stenographer en­
tered the library—trembling and tear­
ful.

“ Oh, Mr. Downie,” she sobbed, “ I 
just couldn’t hold out any longer. 1 had 
to come here to tell you. I can’t see 
that unfortunate young man go to prison 
for something for which I am to blame. 
He is innocent. He did not steal your 
watch and fob. I took it.”

“ You! ” gasped the old man, plainly 
horrified at this unexpected confession. 
“You a thief, Miss Mortimer! I can’t 
believe it.”

“ No. no! Please don’t call me that,” 
cried the young woman wildly. “ I am 
no thief. At least, I didn’t mean to steal. 
Let me explain, Mr. Downie.

“ When that telephone message came 
and I was told that my mother wanted 
me at home, I decided to take a chance 
and leave the office unguarded for a little 
while. Then 1 noticed your watch and 

fob lying on your desk, and knew that 
you had accidentally left them behind.

“ I tried to close the desk ; but the lock 
was broken. The desk would not shut. 
I was afraid to go out and leave such 
valuable articles at the mercy of anybody 
who might enter the office during my ab­
sence.

“ So I decided to take the watch and 
fob with me for safe-keeping. 1 put 
them in my hand-bag, and on the car 
somebody stole the bag from me. I was 
afraid to tell you about it before, for fear 
you wouldn't believe my story and would 
think that 1 deliberately stole the watch; 
but now I can’t see that young man pun­
ished unjustly, no matter what happens to 
me.”

Of course, Miss Mortimer’s confession 
resulted in the release of Steve Barton 
the next day.

“ Tm sorry 1 did you an injustice, my 
boy,” said old Downie to that young man. 
“ I’m glad to find that you’re no thief, 
since my girl seems determined to marry 
you.

“ To be candid with you, my main ob­
jection to you as a son-in-law has been 
that I have always considered you a 
brainless ass. But that trick you worked 
to get possession of the letter was so con­
foundedly clever that I guess it’s up to 
me to confess that I’ve done you an in­
justice in that respect also.”

A TRO L L EY MIX-UP.
By FRED H. KROG.

What happened to a sightseeing party when something went wrong 

with the current and the megaphone-man took a hand in the game.

EXCEPT the conductor and the mo­
torman on the sightseeing trolley- 

car, there was only one man present. 
All the seats were filled with girls—all 
kinds of young girls—with an exception 
again, an austere, angular chaperon. She 
taught art at Tufts when she was not 
watching her charges on an outing.

Marion Wilton, one of the frill-and- 
furbelow sort of girls, with saucy black 
eyes, instantly fixed her attention on that 
solitary man.

“ He’s handsome, isn’t he?” she whis­

pered to Elizabeth Stanhope, who was 
her chum by virtue of contrasts, being 
gracefully slender and possessing soft 
brown eves.

Before Betty had an answer ready, the 
car started ; the man, who had been sit­
ting on the front seat, rose and faced the 
girls.

“ Look. Betty,” Marion whispered, 
“ he’s going to smile.”

But he didn’t. Instead, he lifted a 
huge megaphone to his lips.

“ We are now passing the house where 



the Boston Tea Party was organized.” he 
bellowed.

“ There’s a reason for that man,” re­
marked Betty sourly.

“ On your right,” the man continued 
as the conductor collected the fares, 
“ you see the house where Richard Mans­
field served as a clerk. We are now 
passing the historic dwelling where Ben­
jamin Franklin was born, and which is 
now a tailor-shop. Across the street is 
the Old South Church where he was bap­
tized. That big building is the post­
office.”

“ He has a splendid voice,” Marion 
whispered.

“ Perhaps,” Betty answered, “ if it was 
separated from that megaphone.”

“ Now.” the man went on, “ you see 
the old State House, with its gilded uni­
corn and lion rampant, which were 
thrown into the sea the night of the Bos­
ton Tea Party. And here the Boston 
massacre occurred. Tom Lawson’s of­
fices now overlook the ground. That is 
Faneuil Hall, with its gilded grasshop­
per—the Cradle of Liberty, which is now 
the city meat-market.”

“ I wonder,” Betty remarked, “ what 
species that grasshopper belongs to?” _

“ That reminds ma,»” said Marion, 
“ that your beetle is gone. I’m glad of 
it. If I ever have another roommate 
who has a mania for bugs—”

“ There is the church,” the man con­
tinued, “ where the old sexton hung the 
lantern for Paul Revere.”

And so the car bowled along out of 
Boston into the country through Somer­
ville, remarkable because nothing ever 
happened there; and on to Lexington, 
where the bronze Minute - Man stands 
guard over the triangular common.

The car had proceeded some miles 
beyond Lexington, and Miss Chapman, 
the chaperon, had remarked that it 
looked very much like rain, when Betty 
and Marion resumed their discussion.

“ The man,” Betty remarked, “ doesn’t 
have so much to say.”

“ He looks interesting,” said Marion.
“ I am going to speak to him.”

“ Chappy will see you, ’ Betty hastily 
interposed.

“ There are only two vacant seats be­
tween us and him,” Marion replied. “ I 
shall cough, anyway.”

“ You don’t know who he might be,” 
cautioned Betty.

“ He can’t eat me,” Marion replied.
She started to cough when, with an 

unexpectedness that jerked the unsus­
pecting passengers off their seats, the car 
stopped.

“ Wow .' ” Marion exclaimed. “ That 
was sudden !’ ”

The motorman was observed to reach 
over his head and pull something that 
instantly popped. He tried it again with 
the same result. Then he gave one of 
the two handles, which he always held 
in operating the car, a vicious jerk.

“ We are stuck,” Betty announced.
Now the motorman and the conduc­

tor walked around to the side of the 
car, and talked earnestly in low’ tones.

While they were holding this little 
palaver, the young man of the mega­
phone joined them.

The upshot of the whole thing was 
that the young man climbed into the 
motorman’s place on the front platform. 
Here the motorman gave him some tools 
with whlyh he removed the tin cover- 
ings-JsLpte long narrow boxes on which 
the amtrlfrller-handles are mounted.

After filing and hammering in the 
depths of the boxes, and after the motor­
man had looked into them, and the con­
ductor had done likewise, and Marion 
and Betty had stood up to see, the covers 
were put back.

“He’s a man of actioy,” Marion de­
clared.

With a jocular air the young man 
took his place on the front seat, smiled 
affably, and announced that all anxiety 
might cease. The car would presently 
resume its way.

He was still talking when the car 
started.

There was a rasping, squeak-ing, grind­
ing noise under the floor, and then with 
alarming suddenness the car moved, but 
in an opposite direction from that in 
which it had been running.

The rate at which it proceeded to 
back up caused the passengers to grip 
their seats. All the more so because 
the car at the time of the accident was 
mounting the brow of an unusually long 
and steep hill.

The man with the megaphone dropped 
that instrument, and bellowed some in­



coherent remarks to the motorman about 
controller - handles, reverse connections, 
and circuit-breakers.

'File motorman was too busy to hear, 
being frantically engaged in turning the 
controller-handles this way and that.

When the car had gone about a hun­
dred yards it very unexpectedly stopped 
again.

Now the young man and the motor­
man had another very long conference, 
after which the motorman climbed on 
the roof of the car. While he was sli­
ding over its curved surface the car 
started down hill again, and then began 
climbing the grade with a vengeance. 
The motorman forgot his company, and 
swore.

During these antics of the capricious 
vehicle, the girls were busy finding 
things to hold on to, and screaming. 
Miss Chapman called on the conductor 
very peremptorily to stop the car at 
once. Each time it did she would order 
the girls to get off, and when they let 
go of their seats to obey her the car 
would start on another erratic spurt.

Moreover, it began to rain; one of 
those heavy, steady downpours from a 
solid gray sky that boded wet weather 
for hours to come.

Meantime the car stopped for a length 
of time that seemed to promise a rest. 
The motorman crawled down from the 
roof, '['hereupon, he and the young man 
started another heated argument on the 
front platform.
. It was plain that the crew had lost con­
fidence in any further interference.

“Who are you, anyhow?” the motor- 
man was heard to yell.

“ My name is Goodwin—John Good­
win.” the man of the megaphone replied.

“ What do you know about a motor? ” 
the motorman next demanded.

By this time Miss Chapman, with con­
summate daring, had made her way to 
the scene of the argument.

“ If vou please,” she said “ can noth­
ing be done? ”

“ If you’ll pull the breaker,” the 
young man declared, “ and shut off the 
power—”

“Shut off the power!” the motorman 
fairly yelled. “ Shut off the power! 
That’s 'all that’s holding the car on the 
hill-side. Do you know where we’d 

land if I shut- off the power? We’d 
slide down this hill, jump the track 
at the bottom, and wind up in a wreck.”

“ Maybe,’’ said a voice behind Miss 
Chapman, “ we could push it along.”

The chaperon wheeled around, and 
saw Marion and Betty, who had covertly 
followed her.

“ Go back to your seats,” Miss Chap­
man ordered.

“ They are perfectly safe here,” said 
John Goodwin smilingly, and launched 
at once into a long explanation of what 
was the matter.

But the motorman would not listen, 
and it finally ended in the young man, 
the girls, and Miss Chapman being 
ordered back to the seats.

In some manner the whole party un­
derstood, with many variations, that they 
were being held on the side of the hill 
by some kind of uncertain relation be­
tween tiie trolley-car and the trolley­
wire. Rumors were also gaining ground 
that other cars at any moment might 
collide with this one at either end; that 
the car might burn up; that they might 
receive ' a fatal shock; that the hand­
some young man could help them if the 
motorman would let him, and that they 
were, on the whole, very near destruction.

All the while it rained steadily.
This particular trolley-car was one 

of those summer varieties with cross­
seats and open sides. For protection 
from the rain the girls pulled down 
the curtains, and huddled as near to the 
center of the car as possible.

After some time, when the situation 
had begun to grow monotonous, the cur­
tains were suddenly pushed aside.

“Professor Beecher!” Miss Chapman 
exclaimed.

The professor, a little weazened .man 
with big steel spectacles, and a tin box 
slung on his shoulder, all dripping water, 
smiled affably, greeted the party, and 
took refuge in the car. Professor Beecher 
was an instructor in biology at Tufts.

Miss Chapman explained the situation 
to him.

“ Very interesting,” he remarked, 
“ strange. I was caught in the meadows 
by this same rain.”

“ Look out! ” John Goodwin yelled as 
something popped on the front platform. 
“ The power is shut off.”



The car started down the hill.
In the subsequent excitement some un­

fortunate girl grabbed Professor Beech­
er’s tin box and. by banging it against 
a seat, knocked the lid off.

Out of the opening poured a stream 
of field vermin—bugs, beetles, worms, 
field-mice, caterpillars, and all their kin.

“Sit down,” John Goodwin yelled in 
vain. “ It was the rain — dampness — 
short circuit. Hold on.”

The girls, oblivious of everything ex­
cept the creeping, scurrying terror un­
der their feet, climbed screaming to the 
seats. There they clung to each other, 
while the bugs crawled, and the car 
reeled.

All except Betty. She stood by the 
side of a seat froip which Marion clung 
to her hair. ■ ' '& ’£

“ They ca®t'*  Tmrt .:rjxou»! ” Betty 
screamed.

“ Thachs ^ht.’-ij said t'he young man.
As tlie car whirled dqwn hill it gained 

in momentum. No one could see, nor 
tried to see, whither they were going.

Professor Beecher, on his hands and 
knees, slid'fband fro under the seats with 
each jurch of the car, trying to recapture 
his specimens, and succeeding in crush­
ing them.

At the foot of the hill the erratic car 
left the track with a care-free bound, and 
shot out into a reedy marsh, where it 
stopped in a shower of mud. When it 
settled the floor was covered with water, 
which in one way was an advantage, 
as it drowned the live things swarming 
there.

It took a long time to extricate Pro­
fessor Beecher from his predicament un­
der the seats, and then to restore any de­
gree of calmness.

Meanwhile, Betty and Mr. Goodwin 
began talking about a big green bug 
which he held between his thumb and 
forefinger.

Marion, standing gingerly on the scat, 
alternately wept and laughed.

“ Betty,” she cried. “ what are you talk­
ing about?”

Betty did not heed.
“ This particular genus,” she was say­

ing. “ is only found in damp places.”
Whereat John Goodwin and Betty 

laughed deliciously.
“ Betty,” Marion screamed. “ are you 

holding one of those things in your 
hand? ”

“This poor fellow,” John remarked, 
“ has lost one leg.”

“ Pooh I ” Marion turned her back on 
the pair. “ I wonder if that fellow 
knows as much about bugs as he does 
about trolley-cars?”

So far as Betty and John Goodwin 
were concerned that party might still be 
marooned in the marsh. But the conduc­
tor and Miss Chapman hatched a scheme 
of rescue.

It was decided that the men of the 
party, except Professor Beecher, should 
wade back to the car-track, and find help 
in any shape or form possible.

After some minutes they returned with 
long boards, which were placed from 
the car to the track, and the work of 
rescue began.

When everybody had been dragged or 
carried off the car. the party started down 
the track.

By some chance or other Betty and 
John Goodwin were separated from the. 
others, and walked some distance behind 
the party.

They were still talking about bugs, 
even though the rain poured down on 
them in torrents.

“ There’s a house.” exclaimed John 
eagerly. “ Before we go in.” he went on, 
“may I call on you? You see, I am 
earning my way through the Boston 
Tech, by ‘ spieling ’ on these cars, and—”

He broke off his sentence with a yell 
and, reaching for his collar with both 
hands, turned and ran along the track 
in leaps and bounds.

Betty gasped as she saw him disappear 
in the rain. Had that interesting man 
suddenly gone mad ?

Loath to lose an acquaintance so pros­
perously begun, she waited in the wet for 
a long time. But John Goodwin did not 
return. At last, the girl, disappointed, 
made her way to the house where the 
rest of the party were waiting.

Betty had barely rejoined her com­
panions, when a car clanged through the 
rain, and the rescue was completed.

It was a day long remembered at 
Tufts.

About a week later Betty received a 
card bearing the simple legend: “John



Goodwin.” So, he had come back after 
all.

At first she was inclined to refuse to 
see him; but curiosity got the better of 
her, and she descended the stairs and 
met him in the parlor.

After a long talk together, during 
which both of them felt quite ill at ease, 
Betty finally demanded: “ What made 

you run away from us that day in the 
rain ? ”

“ Must you really know? ” John asked, 
coloring.

Betty nodded.
“ You see,” went on her companion des­

perately, “ I had to. One of those 
blamed bugs was crawling down my 
back! ”

SOMETHING DOING AT LAST.
By EDWARD P. CAMPBELL.

A sigh for excitement that was gratified in a fashion altogether unexpected.

“ H ' Is that you, pard? ”
Vv The question came from a figure 

lurking in the shadow.
“ It’s me, Bill,” flashing a dark lantern.
“ Go easy with that glim. Do you 

want de cops to get wise there’s some­
thing doing here to-night?”

“ Ah, forget it' You speak of the cops 
as though they amounted to something. 
Why, man, they don’t earn their car 
fare, and youse knows they don't have to 
pay a cent to ride. I’m getting tired of 
this game—”

“ You don’t mean to say you are losing 
vour nerve?” eagerly questioned Bill.

“ Fade, little one. Do you reckon Jim 
Hamlin, the crook, is getting weak-kneed 
in his old age? Nothing like that, son. 
You see, pard, it’s this way. W hen I 
started in this business there was some 
excitement. A fellow was liable to get 
caught once in a while, or feel a bullet 
zipping past his ear, but the game is so 
tame now—it’s like taking candy from a 
two-year-old. I’m thinking about crack­
ing a safe in some police station. No 
doubt, though, it would turn out like all 
the rest.”

“ What vou grumbling about? Ain’t 
youse well fixed?”

“ Well, I own the finest home around 
my part of the burg. But, come on; 
there’s no use losing any more time. Sure 
you’ve got the right number?”

“ Yep,” replied Bill.
“ Well, then, let’s go through the for­

mality of pinching the swag. I do hope 
somethin’ exciting will turn up. If this 
sort of thing keeps on I’ll have to go to 
Africa after big game.”

An entrance was easily effected. Si­
lently the two moved from room to room. 
Sounds of .peaceful slumber could be 
heard up and down the hall.

“ I guess we’ve cleaned them out. 
Let’s beat it.” With that Jim Hamlin 
climbed out of the window, his friend 
Bill close behind him.

The two made their way..to .another 
section of the city, where they.hu’ng out.

“ Well, good night, Bill. We must 
think of some pastime with some ginger 
to it. This thing of having your own 
way, with no kicks cornin’, makes a fel­
low weary.”

■‘So long, Jim,” and Bill shuffled off 
down the street.

As he turned the corner he mumbled 
to himself: “He won’t suspect me. 
That’s one sure thing.”

•Meanwhile Jim Hamlin climbed weari­
ly to his flat on the third floor. He was 
not satisfied with the evening’s work. He 
threw open the door with a dejected air, 
and turned up the gas, then he staggered 
back—his face ashen.

Words for the moment utterly failed 
him—his eyes bulged from their sockets. 
Something exciting had turned up at 
last.

“ Cleaned out, by gum—the low-lived 
sucker—may he choke ! This is a scurvy 
trick to play me. After me toiling and 
risking my life for twenty years, then to 
have somebody else reap the harvest of 
m\’ labors. It is too much.”

James Hamlin was so taken aback at 
this unexpected turn of misfortune that 
he settled down and became a self-re­
specting. hard-working citizen.
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“ The Sins of Society,” by Mr. Joseph Medill Patterson, author of “ A Little 
Brother of the Rich,” the greatest book sensation of the year. Mr. Patterson is an 
insider, and this article is a startling exposure of the follies and sins of the 
fashionable rich.

“The Sins of His Fathers,” by Cyrus Townsend Brady, author of “ A 
Little Traitor to the South,” “ Richard the Brazen,” etc. A powerful story dealing 
with “ The Sins of the Fathers visited unto the third and fourth generation.”

“ The Stage Struck Girl,” by Elsie Janis, the youngest Star bn the Ameri­

Maud Ballington Booth

can stage.
“ The Most Interesting Thing in the World,” a fascinating symposium 

by George Ade, George Barr McCutcheon, Forrest Crissey and William Hodge.
“Cupid Well Disguised,” by Anne Warner, author of “ Rejuvenation of 

Aunt Marv.”
“ Time’s Defeat ” and “ The Empty Bowl,” by Ella Wheeler Willcox, the 

“ Poet of Passion.”
*• The Love Potion,” by Edwin Balmer, the author of the brilliant “Wireless” 

stories which appeared in The Saturday Evening Post. Mr. Balmer appeared upon 
the literary horizon as a result of the first Collier’s Prize Story Contest.

“ The'Warp and Woof of Romance,” by Margaret E. Sangster, the most 
celebrated writer about affairs of the home on this continent.

“ Homes and Near Homes in the Far North,” by Rex Beach. This 
sketch-story in the Woman’s World abounds with the rapid, moving-picture 
style of description, the surprising touches of nature, the soul-stirring pathos so 
characteristic of Mr. Beach s work. His serial stories for magazines bring 

Ella Wheeler Wilcox

him $10,000.00.
“ The Old Homes and the New,” by the Hon. Adlai E. Stevenson, former 

Vice-President of the United States. A comparison of the modern home life with 
that of fifty years ago.

** Should Girls Be Permitted to Marry Old Men ? ” by Rosetta.
“ The Christian Science Faith,” by Mrs. Clara Louise Burnham, author of 

“Open Shutter,” “Jewel." “Leaven of Love,” etc.
“ The Belles of the Barbers’ Ball,” a new and heretofore unpublished song, 

words and music complete, by George M. Cohan, author of “ Yankee Doodle Boy,” 
“ So Long, Marv,” “ Give My*Regards  to Broadway,” etc.

“The Stories That Mother Told Me,” by Harry Von Tilzer, new song 
with words and music complete by the composer of such big song hits as “ Taffy, 
“ All Aboard for Dreamland,” etc.

“Love Making in Foreign Lands,” by Frank L. Pixley, author of “King 
Dodo.” “ The Burgomaster,” “ Prince of Pilsen,” etc.

Also, twenty-one additional contributions appear in the Star Anni­
versary issue by the following well known men and women :

{Continued on next page)
Geo. Barr McCutcheon



George Ade

Jacques Futrelle

Opie Read

Edwin W. Sims

CONCERNING FUTURE ISSUES
Every issue of the Woman’s World during 1909 will be 

noteworthy. It is the marvel of the publishing world how a 
magazine of such unusual merit as the Woman’s World can 
be supplied at the ridiculously low subscription price asked. 
Space permits mention of only a few of the features to be pub­
lished in the next few issues :

How to Protect Our Girls
Harry A. Parkin, the assistant U. S. District Attorney of Chicago, 

who has had direct personal charge of the government’s prosecutions 
against the White Slave Traffic, has written a powerful and practical 
article on this subject which will appear in the March number of the 
Woman’s World. Mr. Parkin is the man who actually headed the 
raids which landed so many of the White Slavers in prison, the man who 
personally examined scores of the witnesses and prepared the evidence 
for the government’s cases, the man who, as a faithful servant of the 
Department of Justice, has dug down into the filth and mire of this 
terrible traffic in order to, stamp it out so far as federal laws provide for 
its extermination. The campaign of prosecution which he lias conducted 
under the direction of the U. S. Attorney, Edwin W. Sims, has brought 
many things to light—among them this fact: Federal laws can protect 
only girls brought in from foreign countries or emigrants arriving here 
from other lands ; the protection of American girls is up to the States 
themselves. The White Slavers are, broadly speaking, free to forage 
on home ground, while the emigrant girl is under the strong protecting 
hand of the government of the United States.

The State legislatures of this country are now in session. It is up to 
them to pass new laws which will drive the White Slavers from the home 
field. Very few legislators know what new measures are needed. Mr. 
Parkin does, for his work as a prosecutor has made him intimately 
familiar with every phase of this hideous traffic and with the legal loop­
holes through which these wolves make their escape.

The Woman’s World proposes to do what it can to stop these holes, 
to plant thorns in the paths of those who live from the shame of our 
home-grown girls. Therefore, Mr. Parkin has been engaged to write an 
article suggesting the measures which ought to be passed by every State 
legislature of this country, this winter. More than this, his article will 
tell the mothers and fathers how to get action on the legislators of their 
various States, so that they will get results and pass the needed laws. 
Read Mr. Parkin’s article and then ACT—and act quickly. He gets 
right down to brass tacks and tells what to do. If the fathers and 
mothers of this country will act on Mr. Parkin’s suggestions—and it is 
easy to do so—the White Slave fiends can be driven into their holes or 
thrown into prison. Here is a chance for you to do something that will 
actually protect your daughters and your neighbor’s daughters.

“ Do you Admire the Ostrich ? ” by the editor of Woman’s World.
“Terrors of the Way of Shame,’’ a warning to mothers by Mrs. 

Ophelia L. Amigh, Supt. Illinois State Training School for Girls. A 
strong article based on facts.

“Better Education on the Sex Question,” by Judge Julian W. 
Mack, soundest and most distinguished Jurist in the West and for years 
at head of Juvenile Court, Chicago, where he passed upon thousands of 
cases.

{Continued on next Page)



“ White Slavery in America,” by Hon. Charles Nelson Crittenton, 
President National Florence Crittenton Mission, having branches 
throughout the United States and the only institution of the kind ever 
specially chartered by U. S. Congress. Mr. Crittenton has dealt with 
the victims of the White Slave Traffic for twenty-five years and is the 
greatest living authority on the subject.

“The International Honster,” by Forrest Crissey, advisory editor 
Woman’s World and a writer of wide reputation. If Mr. Crissey were 
permitted to tell in type what he knows about White Slavery he would 
cause your hair to stand on end. He will do as much, anyway, perhaps.

Besides the above strong reform treatises on the White Slave and 
other Evils, which will appear in the next few issues of Woman’s World, 
the following great features and fiction, written expressly for Woman's 
World, will also appear during the early part of 1909 :

An article for every home-dweller and true American by Hon. George 
von L. Meyer, Postmaster-General of U. S.

“The Rights and Wrongs of Women,” by Hon. Robt. M. La 
Follette, U. S. Senator from Wis.

“ Christian Marriage,” by Cardinal Gibbons.
“ Story of the Old Homestead,” by Denman Thompson.
“Odd Family Life in Foreign Lands,” by Burton Holmes.
“ Saving Waste in School Years,” by Hon. Edwin G. Cooley, 

noted educator.
“ A Child of the West,” by Charles N. Crewdson, noted author­

salesman.
“The Bitter Cup,” by Cy Warman, famous Canadian author and 

master of the short story.
“A Revolution in Practical Education,” by Hon. Willett M. 

Hays, Asst. Secy. Dept, of Agriculture.
“ God’s Patient Poor,” by Herbert Quick, well-known author.
Humorous Story, by Chas. Battell Loomis.
“ The Gloaming Ghost,” a new two part serial by George Barr 

McCutcheon. You will not be able to read any new short stories by Mr. 
McCutcheon unless you read the Woman’s World.

“Six Mystery Love Stories, ” by Jacques Futrelle, author of “The 
Thinking Machine,” “The King of Diamonds,” etc.

“ The Confessions of a Soldier of Fortune,” three part serial by 
Roy Norton, author of “ The Vanishing Fleets,” etc. Also numerous 
short stories by the same author.

“ Annie the Amiable,” and two other short stories, by Rex Beach.
Three new stories by Cyrus Townsend Brady.
“The Modern Comic Opera,” by George M. Cohan.
“ The Romance of the Cave Man,” six complete related short 

stories by Stanley Waterloo, author of “The Story of Ab.”
“ New Arkansas Traveler Stories,” each complete in itself, by 

Opie Read, the originator of the Arkansas Traveler.
“ A Maid of Millions,” by one. How a girl who has unlimited 

money spends her life.
“ What is Sweeter than Irish Music?” a new song by Chauncey 

Olcott, Irish Star and author of “Day Dreams,” etc.
“ Education by Machinery,” by Robert B. Armstrong, former 

Asst. Sec. of the Treasury. “The Story of a Simple Life,” by Maude 
Radford Warren. Two thrilling boy stories, “The Phantom Wolf,” and 
“From the Neck of the River Thing,” by the famous Chicago boy 
author, Dwight Mitchell Wiley. Articles and stories by Roswell Field, 
Elliott Flower, Henry M. Hyde and many others.

{Continued on next page')
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Denman Thompson

WOMAN’S WORLD is edited by Forrest Crissey, Stanley’ Waterloo and Geo. B. 
Forrest. Well printed and illustrated with photographic picture cover in colors. Ex­
cellent departments, ably edited, on Embroidery. Novel Home Entertainments, 
Poultry, Garden, Health Culture. Children, Kitchen, Home Council, Dressmaking 
with illustrations. WOMAN’S WORLD is the greatest reading value todav.

CONTRIBUTORS
Hon. Robert M. La Follette Geo. Ade
Hon. Edw. G. Cooley
Hon Willett M. Hays
Cardinal Gibbons

Forrest Crissey
George Barr McCutcheon
Joseph Medill Patterson

P.M.Gen.Geo.L.Von Meyer Elia W. Peattie
Mrs. Ophelia L. Amigh 
Judge Julian W. Mack 
Hon. Harry A. Parkin

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
Opie Read 
Roswell Field

Hon. Chas. Nelson Crittenton Maude Radford Warren
Hon. Edwin W. Sims 
Hon. Adlai E Stevenson

Chauncey Olcott

Cyrus Townsend Brady

John Kendrick Bangs

Hon. Robt. B. Armstrong 
Chas. N. Crewdson 
Cy Warman 
Jacques Futrelle 
Roy Norton 
Herbert Quick 
Mrs. Florence Maybrick 
Mme. Genee 
Denman Thompson 
Burton Holmes 
Jane Addams 
Rex Beach 
Chauncey Olcott 
Harriett Prescott Spofford

Anne Warner
Clara Louise Burnham
Elliott Flower 
William Hodge 
George M. Cohan 
Edwin Balmer 
Stanley Waterloo 
Emily Calvin Blake 
Della Carson 
Henry M. Hyde 
Gen. Charles King 
Cyrus Townsend Brady 
Will Payne 
Margaret E. Sangster 
Rosetta 
S. E. Kiser

Geo. B. Forrest 
Wm. A. Evans 
Harry Von Tilzer 
John Kendrick Bangs 
Elsie Janis 
Frank L. Stanton 
Wilbur D. Nesbit 
Frank Pixley 
Maud Ballington Booth 
Chas. Battell Loomis 
Dwight Mitchell Wiley 
Felix F. Feist 
Abe Holzman 
Joel P. Corin 
Miss Mabel McKinley 
Professor Puzzler 
George Byron 
Madame Merri 
Helena Martineaux 
Allen D. Albert
And many’ others. Forty of 
the above contribute to the 
free Star Anniversary’ issue 
of the Woman’s World 
alone—all others will con­
tribute to the next fewissues.

1 [~\ D.~ Prof. Puzzler, the great Puzzle man,
I IT Tee 1 11ZCS Offers ten thousand cash and book

' prizes in every issue of the
WOMAN’S WORLD. Any one can compete, no conditions whatever. This 
is one of the many’ entertaining features in WOMAN’S WORLD. This publi­
cation is not sold on news stands and the only way’ to obtain it is by subscribing 
for one year for only 25 cents.

TO ADVERTISERS
The editor of a publication finds the subscribers—people buy magazines to read. 

You can judge what class of women read the Woman’s World by judging the class of 
writers who contribute to it. The Woman’s World has two million subscribers It 
goes into families above the average intelligence. The reading matter in the 
Woman’s World won’t appeal to trifling, flippant folks—it is aimed at thinkers by 
thinkers and is directed at sober, steady people, and sober, steady’ people have 
money because they have ambitions’and energy and they stick to their work. Every 
copy of the two million circulation is mailed directly to a home—no news stand sales. 
We prove this circulation monthly by Uncle Sam’s mailing receipts. Also as you 
probably know, the Postmaster-General has put publishers of America in a position 
where they cannot distribute free copies.

yT1 I* 1 order to introduce and advertise the
1*66  UtTeY WOMAN’S WORLD, we will send our great 

Star Anniversary issue, containing the great 
While Slave and Social articles by Mr. Sims, Mrs. Amigh, Mr. Patterson 
and others, also contributions by all of the forty famous people 
mentioned above, also the additional White Slave and Sex articles to 
follow, by Mr. Parkin, Mr. Crittenton, Judge Mack. Mr. Crissey and 
others, to every one who will send us ONLY 25 CENTS at this time to 
pay for a special year’s subscription to WOMAN’S WORLD. The 
Star Anniversary issue is free, and in addition the year’s subscription 
to all who send the coupon with 25 cents now. Subscribers living in 
the city of Chicago and foreign countries must send 25 cents additional 
(50 cents in all) to cover extra cost of postage. Read the above White 
Slave, Social and Sex articles in WOMAN'S WORLD, that is, if you do 
not admire the ostrich.

1? IT IT C’OI TPAN WOMAN’S WORLD noo 
46-48 Monroe Street, Chicago, Ill.

Gentlemen: Enclosed please find 25 cents to pay for a special year’s subscription to 
WOMAN’S WORLD, commencing with the current issue. Send me free, at once, and in 
addition, postpaid, copy of your remarkable Star Anniversary issue, containing the White 
Slave and Sex articles and contributions by all of the forty famous contributors referred to in 
your advertisement.

Name................................    -..............................................................

Address..... -.........................................................................................................................................



Doubtless you have heard sound-reproducing instruments; perhaps you 
have had it in mind to buy one; maybe you are uncertain which make 
to buy; but

Have you heard
EDISON® PHONOGRAPH

’U5I KUI
<>5homas Cl&Jison,

play an Amberol Record?
You can do this at the store of any Edison dealer. When you go, note 
the longer playing time of Amberol Records (playing twice as long as 
the standard Edison Records), note the Amberol selections, not found 
on any other record of any kind; note also the reproducing point of the 
Edison Phonograph that never wears out and never needs changing; the 
motor, that runs as silently and as evenly as an electric device, and the 
special horn, so shaped that it gathers every note or spoken word and 
brings it out with startling fidelity. It is these exclusive features, vital 
to perfect work, that should claim your attention.
Edison Phonographs are sold at the same prices everywhere in the United States, $12.30 
to $125.00. Amberol Records, 50c.; regular Edison Records, 35c.; Grand Opera Records, 
75c. Ask your dealer or write us for catalogues of Edison Phonographs and Records.

NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY, 35 Lakeside Avenue, Orange, N. J.
The Edison Business Phonograph enables the stenographer to get out twice as many letters.



Sugar Wafers

NATIONAL
BISCUIT 

COMPANY

The more substantial 
dishes appease your 
hunger, the lighter ones 
add variety, but there 
is still lacking that final, 
inexpressible touch of 
satisfaction if Nabisco 
Sugar Wafers are 
omitted from the menu. 
They harmonize per­
fectly with any dessert 
or beverage.

In ten cent tins
Also in twenty-five cent tins
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L Nearly 2,000,000 men have bought । 
I the Ever-Ready 12 Bladed Dollar

Safety Razor. None could be in- 
I duced to give up self-shaving or 
1 their Ever-Ready.
I It is practically impossible to duplicate the shaving 
I advantage of the Ever-Ready in $5.00 outfits—surely 
J you cannot equal it under that price. That’s fact.
■ Go to your dealer to-day—buy your Ever-Ready, 
I and if you don’t agree that it’s indispensable ; that 
r it will give you the best shave of your life, we will 
' refund your dollar and take back the razor. That’s 

fair, isn’t it ?
It’s up to the Ever-Ready Safety Razor to make j 

good, but it’s ud to you to give it a trial. /

Photo of $1.00 Outfit, 
Ofcueci.

d See those blades, note the wrapping. Remem- 
/ ber that the Ever-Ready is the perfect safety 
f razor blade. It’s the best protected, keenest i 
I edge, smoothest shaving blade money can J

produce or money can buy. K
There are 12 Ever-Ready blades in each Outfit of Ever** B 

Ready Safety Razors, together with Ever-Ready frame, ■ 
handle and stropper, at $1.00. Each blade is separately ■ 
tested and guaranteed to be critically perfect. No other I 
razor blade is guaranteed to do as much for the shaver, or ■ 
costs as little, or is as economical in price and service.

Extra Ever-Ready Blades 10 for 50c. You can exchange ■■ 
10 used blades for 10 brand new ones for 35c.

Go to any local hardware store, druggist, cutler, depart- 
ment store or general store and ask tor the Ever=Ready. M 
Refuse imitations and send direct to us enclosing $1.00 and we will 
send the outfit to your home prepaid.
AMERICAN SAFETY RAZOR CO., 320 Broadway, New York B 

INTERNATIONAL DISTRIBUTING CO., MONTREAL, CANADA. W

Ever-Ready
Safety Razor <
Willi12 Blades <t ■

Exfra Ever-Ready Blades 10^50"

<7



WING

If you want a good 
piano we save you 
from $100 to $300 
by our direct factory~ 
to-purchaser system.

PIANOS
are made by us, in our own factory. They are sold direct from our factory and in no other way. Every 
unnecessary cost is eliminated. Every dollar spent with us is piano value through and through—the best that 40 years 
of study and experience can produce. The lowest, factory-price consistent with an artistically and musically 
perfect instrument.

THE WING TONE is so sweet and deep it is in a class of its own. Thousands of customers yearly write and 
tell us so. “Pure and sweet; every note clear and musical; responsive to the lightest touch, yet possessing great 
volume and power, without a trace of harshness this describes the tone of the WING PIANO.

---------------------------------------------THE WING WAY----------------------------------------------
We will place a WING PIANO in any home in the United States on trial entirely at our expense, without any 

advance payment or deposit. If, after 20 days’trial in your own home, it is not satisfactory, we take it back. 
Nothing to be paid by you before it is sent, when it is received, or when it is returned. You are under no 
more obligation to keep the piano than if you were examining it at our factory. Every expense and all risk 
is ours, absolutely. Easy installment payments, if you desire them.

When you buy a piano at retail you pay the retail dealer’s store 
rent and other expenses ; you pay his profit and you pay the com­
mission or salary of the agents or salesmen he employs. We make 
the WING PIANO and sell it ourselves. We employ 
no agents or salesmen. When you buy the WING 
PIANO you pay the actual cost of construction plus only our 
small wholesale profit. This profit is small because we sell thou­
sands of pianos yearly. Most retail stores sell no more than 1 2 to 
20 pianos yearly and must charge from $ 100 to $300 profit on each. 
You can calculate this yourself. These dealers get as much profit 
on their cheap pianos as on the standard high grade ones. As the 
cheap pianos cost less than half, they “talk up” and push the cheap 
pianos—but often call them high grade.

Pioneers of the direct plan of piano selling, our unparalleled success 
has brought forth many imitators, but no competitors, 
either as to the excellence of our product or the integrity and econ­
omy of our methods. Forty years of daily increasing business and 
45,000 satisfied and enthusiastic buyers testify to this.

Ask a Wing customer what he thinks of 
Wing Pianos and Wing methods. We will 
send you names in your locality for the asking.

Our commercial standing and references will guarantee you that 
our word is good and contract gilt-edged. The publishers of any 
prominent magazine will also tell you this.

The WING PIANO is broadly guaranteed in 
writing for 12 years.

17 DC 17 EVEN IF Y0U ARE N0T READY T0 BUY rixILlL WRITE OR SEND THE COUPON TO-DAY
WlnG “The Book of Complete Information
& SON \ About Pianos.”

370-387 A copyrighted book of 152 pages with many
W. 13th St., <• illustrations. A complete reference book

New York . on. Piano subject. History of the
Send to the name *>'•.  piano, descriptions of every part, how to 
and address written <> • Ju<l8e good and bad materials, workmanship, 
below, your Free etc. Teaches you how to buy 
Book*  without any cost // intelligently. You need this 
or obligation on my part. book.

Free for the asking from
* the old house of

THE MARVELOUS INSTRUMENTAL ATTACHMENT

If you choose, and without extra cost, your 
piano can have this wonderful addition, imitates per­
fectly the mandolin, guirar. harp, zither, and banjo. 
Music written for these instruments, can be played just as 
perfectly by a single player on the piano as though rendered 
by an orchestra. It is an intregal part of the instrument; 
does not take in any way from its tone or value as a piano 
and prolongs the life of the strings and action.

WING & SON 370-387 W. 13th St.,
New York

c %



The Howard Watch
Rhythm and regularity of stroke is 
one of the great points of good oars­
manship. With long training a boat’s 
crew attains it in imperfect degree. 
In the balance-wheel of a fine watch 
this rhythm and regularity of beat is 
called isochronism—a difficult word 
for a difficult thing.
A scientific test will show that in 
practical everyday use the balance­
wheel of a Howard Watch pulsates 
with more perfect rhythm and regu­

larity than that of any other watch 
in the world.
The Howard Watch is more closely 
and permanently adjusted to isochron­
ism.
Every Howard Watch is cased at 
the factory and timed and adjusted 
in its own case by the Howard 
watchmakers.
The price of each watch—from 17-jewel iti a 
fine gold-filled case (guaranteed for 25 years) 
at $35.00, to the 23-jewel in a 14-k. solid gold 
case at $150.00—is fixed at the factory, and a 
printed ticket attached.

Not every jeweler can sell you a HOWARD Watch. Find the HOWARD 
Jeweler in your town and talk to him. He is a good man to know.
Drop us a postal card, Dept. E, and we will send you a HOWARD 
book of value to the watch buyer.

E. HOWARD WATCH COMPANY 
BOSTON, MASS.

C



Reg.U.S. Pat. Off.

Our Green Label Line of clear varnishes

THE GLIDDEN VARNISH CO.
2408 Rockefeller Bldg., Cleveland, 0., U.S.A.
is the highest quality manufactured. Its use

insures perfect results. Ask your paint dealer.

Wears Like Iron

It’s the old porch 
chair ~ made new

IN SUMMER TIME
your porch is the recreation spot of your home. An 
out-door drawing-room and conservatory combined, that 
gives splendid returns for the little expense and atten­
tion required to make it attractive and inviting.
There isn’t a better way to prove the value of JAP-A-LAC 

as a beautifier of the home than to use 
it in refinishing your porch furniture.

JAP-A-LAC Will Make It 
Look Like New

Applied according to directions, it '‘sets ” 
hard as adamant with a mirror-like sur­
face and “ Wears Like Iron.”
JAP-A-LAC is made in sixteen beautiful 
colors for refinishing every kind of Wood- 
work, Bric-a-brac, Chandeliers, Floors, 

Furniture and every painted or var­
nished surface from cellar to garret.
JAP-A-LAC has no substitute.

For Sale by Paint, Hardware 
and Drug Dealers.

If your dealer does not keep JAP-A-LAC, 
send us his name, with 10c. to cover cost of 
mailing and we will send a free sample, quar­
ter-pint can of any color (except gold, which 
is 25c.), to any point in the United States.
Write for illustrated booklet containing in­
teresting information and beautiful color 
card. Free on request.



Your Way Our Way
You bake in a dry-heat oven. The top 

beans crisp, but the beans below never get 
halt enough heat.

So your beans don't digest; they ferment 
and form gas. They are mushy and broken, 
while every bean should be whole.

The tomato sauce isn't baked in.
The dish is not very inviting. It is heavy 

and hard to digest. Your people don’t 
want it often.

The result of your time and trouble has 
been to spoil Nature’s choicest food. Yet 
it isn't your fault. You simply lack the 
facilities.

We pay $2.25 per bushel to get the 
choicest beans grown—seven times what 
some beans cost.

We bake in steam ovens—in a heat of 
245 degrees. We bake in small parcels, so 
the full heat goes through.

Thus all beans are baked alike—baked 
until they are mealy—baked so they all 
digest. Yet no beans are crisped, no 
skins are broken. The beans are nutty 
because they are whole.

We bake the tomato sauce in the beans, 
and get our delicious blend. Then we send 
the dish to you all ready to serve.

Van (am p’s BAKED
WITH TOMATO 

SAUCE

Pork^Beans
If you knew what you miss—what your 

people are missing—you would serve this 
delicious dish.

Beans are 84^ nutriment. They contain 
more food value than the choicest beef,

yet cost not a third as much. They should 
form a daily dish.

It is a pity to spoil such a food as this 
simply through lack of facilities. Learn 
what the difference is.

Three sizes: 10, 15 and 20 cents per can.

Van Camp Packing Company, Indianapolis, Ind.



Our book tells how to make the best green food with but little 
trouble and have a good supply any day in the year, winter or sum­
mer. It is just as impossible to get a large egg yield without green 
food as it is to keep a cow without hay or fodder.

A Living From Poultry on a City Lot
$1,500 IN TEN MONTHS FROM SIXTY HENS ON A CORNER OF A CITY LOT

yo the average poul­
tryman that would 

seem impossible, and 
when we tell you that 
we have actually done a 
SI500 poultry business 
with 60 hens on a corner 
in the city garden 40 
feet wide by 40 feet 
long, we are simply 
stating facts. It would 
not be possible to get 
such returns by any 
one of the systems of 
poultry keeping recom­
mended and practiced 
by the American peo­
ple, still it is an easy 
matter when the new 
PHILO SYSTEM is 
adopted.

The Phiio System Is Unlike All Other Ways of Keeping Poultry
and in many respects is just the reverse, accomplishing things in poultry work that have always been con­
sidered impossible, and getting unheard of results that are hard to believe without seeing; however, the facts 
remain the same and we can prove to you every word of the above statement.

The New System Covers All Branches of the Work Necessary for Success
from selecting the breeders to marketing the product. It tells how to get eggs that will hatch, how to hatch 
nearly every egg and how to raise nearly all the chicks hatched. It gives complete plans in detail how to make 
everything necessary to run the business and at less than half the cost required to handle the poultry business 
in any other manner. There is nothing complicated about the work, and any man or woman tnat can handle a 
saw and hammer can do the work.

Two Pound Broilers in Eight Weeks
are raised in space of less than a square foot to the broiler without any loss, and the broilers are of the very best 
quality, bringing here three cents per pound above the highest market price.

Our Six Months Old Pullets are Laying at the Rate of 24 Eggs Each Per Month
in a space of two square feet for each bird. No green cut bone of any description is fed, and the food used is inex­
pensive as compared with food others are using.

Our new book, the Philo System of Progressive Poultry Keeping, gives full particulars regarding these 
wonderful discoveries with simple, easy to understand directions that are right to the point, and 15 pages of 
illustrations showing all branches of the work from start to finish.

Don’t Let the Chicks Die in the Shell
One of our secrets of success is to save all the chickens that are fully developed at hatching time, whether 

they can crack the shell or not. It is a simple trick and believed to be the secret of the Ancient Egyptians 
and Chinese, which enabled them to sell the chicks at 10 cents a dozen.

Chicken Feed at 15 Cents a Bushel
— A FEW TESTIMONIALS ----------—

Valley Fall?, N. Y., Sept. 5, 1907.
It was my privilege to spend a week in Elmira during August, 

during which time I saw the practical working of the Philo 
System of Keeping Poultry, amt was surprised at the results 
accomplished in a small corner of a city yard. “ Seeing is 
believing,” they say, and If I had not seen, it would have been 
hard to believe that such results could have followed so small 
an outlay of space, time ami money. '.Kev.) W. W. Cox.

Oct. 22, 1908,
P. S.—A year's observation, and some experience of my own, 

confirm me in what J wrote Sept. 5, 1907. The System has 
been tried so long and by so many, that there can be no doubt 
as to its worth and adaptability. It is especially valuable to 
parties having but a small place for chickens : seven feet 
square is plenty for a Hock of seven. (Rev. W. W. Cox.

Ransomville, N. Y., Dec. 5,1908.
Dear Sir:—Last spring we purchased your book entitled 

“ Philo System " and used your heatless brooders last spring 
ami summer. The same has been a great help to us in raising 
chicks in the health and mortality. The chicks being stronger 
ami healthier than those raised on the brooders with supplied 
heat. We believe that this brooder is the best thing out yet for 
raising chicks successfully. We put 23.000 chicks through your 
heatless brooders this last season and expect to use it more 
completely this coming season. We have had some of the most 
noted poultrymen from all over the United States here, also 
a large amount of visitors who come daily to our plant, and 
without any exception, they pronounce our stock the finest 
and healthiest they had seen anywhere this year.

Respectfully yours, W. R. Cvbtiss & Co.

Skaneateles, N. Y., May 5. 1908.
One article of the Philo System entitled “A Trick of the 

Trade,” has been worth three times the amount the book cost. 
I saved on my last hatch fifty chicks which are doing nicely.

W. B. Rease.

Our New Brooder Saves 2 Cents on Each Chicken
No lamp required. No danger of chilling, overheating or burning 

up the chickens as with brooders using lamps or any kind of fire. 
They also keep all the lice off the chickens automatically or kill any 
that may be on when placed in the brooder. Our book gives full 
plans and the right to make and use them. One can be easily made 
in an hour at a cost of 25 to 50 cents.
Send $1.00 and a copy of the latest revised edition of the Philo 
System will be sent by return mail. The latest edition has many 
pages of additional reading matter, and by ordering direct you are 
sure to get the latest and most approved book.

E. R. PHILO, Publisher, 
305 Third Street. ELMIRA, N. Y.



And, 
device

ly one way to fire an Iver 
by pulling the trigger all 

Which can’t happen by
11—that is 
way back, 
ccident.

This

Protection, with 
Safety from Accident

carelessness.
It might catch in the pocket, 

fall to the floor—or you can throw 
it, kick it, or hammer the hammer 
—any test you make will prove the 

absolute safetv of this revolver.

Few people would sleep in a house or 
apartment with unlocked doors or windows. 
Yet a burglar’s “jimmy” easily opens all 

locks. And there are plenty of other ways 
of breaking in.
Scarcely a newspaper issue but which con­

tains an account of a burglary, or some hap­
pening of that nature.

And the intruder so often finds the occupants 
of the house entirely at his mercy.

So many people ignore the need 
for self-protection.

Largely because, in many 
homes, the women are more afraid 
of a revolver, than of a possible 
burglar.

But once she realizes that an 
Iver Johnson Safety Automatic 
Revolver is absolutely proof 
against accidental discharge, the 

Hammer 
the 

Hammer
most timid and nervous woman will abandon 
her prejudice.

Note thi:
Tver Johnson Revolvers in use. Yet not a 
single accidental discharge has been reported.

Iver Johnson Safety Hammer Revolver
Richly nickeled, 22 cal. rim-fire or 32 cal. center- $C 

in. bbl.; or 38 cal. center-fire, 3’<-in. bbl. U
Extra length barrel or blued finish at slight extra cost

We are the largest manufacturers of revolvers in the world. 
Our enormous production greatly reduces the manufacturing cost 
on each revolver. That is why the Iver Johnson, with all its 
superiority, is so moderately priced.
Iver Johnson’s Arms & Cycle Works, 140 River St., Fitchburg, Mass.
New York: 99 Chambers Street 

San Francisco: Phil. B. Bekeart Co., 71" Market Street
Makers of Iver Johnson Single Barrel Shotguns and Iver Johnson Truss Bridge Bicycles

safety feature of the Iver Johnson is entirely 
automatic, a part of the firing mechanism. 
And very simple.

So this revolver is always ready for instant 
firing when need arises — simply pull the 
trigger all the way back, and it fires fast, 
shoots straight, and hits hard.

This safety feature is patented and ex­
clusive. You can know the genuine by the 

owl’s head on the grip and the 
Iver Johnson name on the 
barrel.

Learn all about the positive 
protection you get in an Iver 
Johnson—self-protection in emer­
gency, protection against acci­
dent or carelessness; — Send for 
our free book, “Shots.” It ex­
plains, in a simple way, just how 
this revolver is made safe.

See these revolvers at your dealer’s—have 
him make the safety tests. You will find them 
at hardware and sporting goods stores. Or, if 
your dealer will not supply, we will send one 
prepaid on receipt of price.

Iver Johnson Safety Hammerless Revolver
Richly nickeled. 32 calibre center-fire. 3-inch $7 
barrel: or 38 calibre center-fire, 3’Tinch barrel . I

Hammer 
the Hammer

Hamburg. Germany: Pickhuben 4
•/Accidental

' Discharge 
Impossible



Build Your Own Boat and Save Two-Thirds
Anyone can put together my knock-down boats or build a boat from rough lumber, by using my exact 
size printed paper patterns and illustrated instruction sheets. I can sell you a boat for about one- 
third what a factory would charge. If you want to know how it can be done,

Send for my new 1909 catalog No. 22 today, showing 1OO new models.
Each one embracing all the require­

ments of the thoroughly up-to-date 
pleasure boat—the result of twenty- 
three years’ experience in building and 
sailing boats—from a paddling canoe 
to a large cruiser.

Eight years ago I originated the 
pattern and knock-down system of 
boat-building. It has revolutionized 
the boat-building business. Boats 
built by my system are now found in 
every civilized corner of the earth, and 
they have been built by amateurs at a 
saving of just two-thirds of what they 
would have cost if bought from a ~ 
boat builder or factory. Right to­
day there are more boats built by 
my system than in all the boat fac­
tories put together, and mostly by 

inexperienced men 
and boys.

Knock-d own

My engines are best de­
scribed in catalog No. 22. 
which also gives a com­
bination discount when 
your order includes 
engine and K.-D. frame.

My new catalog quotes prices on 
knock-down frames, patterns, complete 
knock-down boats, motors, hardware 
and fittings, knock-down boathouses 
and completed boats ready to run.

In addition to our former lines, it 
shows speed, semi-speed, and family 
launches, of the “ V-in,” “ V-out ” and 
“ V-plumb ” stern types. Also a line 
of sea-going cruisers and light draught 
tunnel sterns, up to 45 feet in length, 
beams up to 9 feet.

lean supply you with the frame-work 
for your boat, shaped and machined,

tions—not in pieces. Easy 
to put together. No tool 
work necessary. No 
skill required. Simply fit 
the assembled sections to­
gether in the grooves pro­
vided, apply stain furnish­
ed and the piece is finished.

MY GUARANTEE
—You Take No Risk
I absolutely guarantee 

that you will be Perfectly 
satisfied with everything 
you purchase of me. or 

your money will be 
instantly refunded.

C. C. BROOKS.

frames with patterns and instruc- ing expense ;
tions from $5.00 up. Figure it

every piece fitted ready to put to­
gether, for less money than most 
lumber dealers would charge you 
for suitable rough lumber.

I can save you (1), 
the boat builder’s 
profit; (2), labor ex­
pense; (3), big sell- 

14), J the freight, 
out yourself.

Put the “Knock-Down” Sections 
Together Yourself and Save 2/3

I can also save you two-thirds on high Every piece is of selected solid oak, 
grade Mission furniture shipped in sec- massive, simple, and always in good

As you receive it, with cushions 
made ready to drop in place. 
Just six joints to put together.

taste, increasing in value 
with age, of a style that 
never changes. You save 
in dealer’s profits, freight 
rates, finishing, crating, 
packing and factory 
costs.

If interested in furniture only, send for catalog No. 8.
C. C. BROOKS. President 

BROOKS MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
604 Ship Street, SAGINAW, MICHIGAN, U. S. A.

Originators of Knock-Down System of Boat Building and Home Furnishing. ESTABLISHED 1901



Back to His Old Job

Name.

State.

SALARY-RAISING COUPON

Street and No..

City .________

Bookkeeper 
Stenographer 
Advertise men t Writer 
Show Card Writer 
Window Trimmer 
Commercial Law 
Illustrator 
Civil Service 
Chern 1st 
Textile Mill Supt. 
Electrician 
Elec. Engineer

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 800, Scranton, I*a.

Please explain, without further obligation on my part, how 
I can qualify for employment or advancement in the position 
before which 1 have marked X

Slechan. Draughtsman 
Telephone Engineer 
Elec. Lighting Supt. 
Meeh. Engineer 
Plumber & Steam Fitter 
Stationary Engineer 
Civil Engineer 
Building Contractor 
ArchitecT Draughtsman 
Architect 
Structural Engineer 
Banking 
Mining Englneer

Promoted—Couldn’t "Make Good’’—Put Back at his Old Job— 
Humiliated—Confidence Gone—Opportunity Killed.

Suppose you were advanced—as indeed you hope to be—would you be prepared 
for your new duties—or would you make a “hit or miss” effort and end in dismal 
failure through lack of training ?

The element of “failure" need never enter into your career if you have the special 
training such as the International Correspondence Schools of Scranton can impart to 

you in your spare time. Success will be doubly sure because I. C. S. training makes 
you an expert af your chosen occupation. Keeps you moving up. Raises your salary. 
Helps you to get both hands on a better position—where before you merely viewed it 

from a distance. Makes you a Success! By marking the attached coupon you will learn how 
you can be helped. Mark it now. Doing so 
costs you only the postage. Marking the cou­
pon is in no way binding.

How You
Can Compel Success:

You can quickly and easily put yourself in 
a position to earn more through I. C. S. help 
without leaving home or giving up your posi­
tion. There are no books to buy. So long as 
you can read and write the I. C. S. has a way 
to make you successful.

About 300 students every month VOLUN­
TARILY report salaries raised through I. C. S. 
help. During January the number was 287

A postage stamp brings you the very 
information you need to break away from 

Failure and win Success. Is your future 
worth it? Does your ambition justify it?

Then, by all means mark and mail the 
coupon NOW—before you forget it.



“NATIONAL”
TAILORED SUITS

Made-to-Measure 
New York Styles 
Expressage Prepaid

$75° to $35
Each “NATIONAL” Tailored Suit is 

cut to order from measurements sent by 
mail. Each suit is shipped express prepaid 
and with the “NATIONAL GUARAN­
TEE TAG” attached—guaranteeing that 
if the suit does not fit perfectly you are to 
send it back, and we are to refund your 
money and pay express 
charges both ways.

Now we have over half a 
million pleased customers. 
Each one’s suit is cut and 
made to order singly from 
measurements sent us by 
mail—and, wonderful as it 
may seem, only the smallest 
possible percentage ever re­
quire the least alteration.

We have been making 
suits to order in this way for 
Twenty-One Years. Our 
specialty is fitting ladies who 
are hard to fit. Is there then 
any doubt about our fit­
ting you ?

“ NATIONAL” 
Style Book and

Samples are
FREE

Your “ NATIONAL ” 
Spring and Summer Style 
Book will show you fash­
ion plates of all the really 
desirable Newr York Suits. 
We will send you a liberal 
assortment of samples 
from our 400 new mate­
rials for your selection. 
You make your own 
choice of style and mate­
rial and we make vou the 
suit AT OUR RISK.

This “A ATIONAL" Spring and Summer Style Book also 
shows the following “NA TIONAL" 

Ready-Made Garments:
Millinery- 
Waists 
Skirts 
Kimonos

Tub Suits
Silk Dresses 
Lingerie Dresses 
Muslin Underwear 
Misses’, Girls' and

Petticoats 
Jackets 
Rain Coats 
Plumes 

Infants’ Wear

Belts
Corsets
Hosiery
Boys’ Clothing

One copy of this “ NATIONAL” Style Book is YOURS— 
is intended for YOU alone. Won’t you write for it to-day? 
If you also wish samples for a Made-to-Measure SUIT be 
SURE to ask for them. Samples sent only when asked for. 

[We pay the postage and express charges]

National Cloak and Suit Co.
247 West 24th St., New York City

Largest Ladies’ Outfitting Establishment in the World
Mail Orders Only No Agents or Branch Stores

twg^grrSECTIONAL

TRADE FURNITURE

You CAN’T Be Fooled

I*

“ Come-packt ” Sectional Furniture comes ‘‘in the white” 
and the finished sections are ready to put together. You see 
just what you get—and you get QUARTER-sawed WHITE 
Oak every time. No chance to disguise defects or substi­

tute cheap woods. A few minutes only 
needed to fasten the sections and apply 
whatever stain you select — we include it 
free. It’s a pleasure and a satisfaction 
to KNOW you have the best obtainable.

75

Direct to
You. No. 306, 
Library Table

Top 22 x 36 in.$IO50
With Cushions.

And You Save OYER HALF
We manufacture and ship direct to you at lower prices 
than dealers pay. Why pay middlemen’s profits, store 
rents, clerks’ wages, etc., as well as high freights and costly 
packing—two more items that add to the PRICE, not the 
VALUE of store furniture. Try our way ONCE—that’s 
the proof. “Your money back'if you say so.”

WRITE TODAY for free catalogue of 100 illustrations of handsome 
Library, Dining-room, Bedroom and Porch furniture.

"It comes in SECTIONS, not in pieces."
International Mfg. Co., 434 Edwin St., Ann Arbor, Mich.

Buy Daverman’s Books and Build 
Cheaply and Well. sJoo ” $2400

Full Blue Print Plans $10.00
This is one of the 200 houses shown in our big book of plans, 

“Modern Homes,’’ with designs costing from $800 to $20,000, 
with every kind of dwelling in all forms of construction. Price of 
this great book is only 25c and 14c for postage.

Get Our California Bungalows
Positively the greatest bungalow book ever published at any 

price. Real California bungalows at reasonable prices. Value of 
this book $1, but we send it to you for only 25c and 5c for postage.

Cottages and Bungalows
A neat little book of 68 designs of cottages and small bungalows 

from §300 to $9,000. Price 25c and 5c postage.
“Art in Architecture,’’$1 per year. A magazine for the 

home with new plans every month and useful information.
J. H. DAVERMAN & SON. Architects

1049 Porter Block Grand Rapids, Mich.

c



THE A R GO S Y—A D V E RT1S1N G S E C T1 () N.

F The Colt, caliber .25 Automatic Pistol, weight 13 ounces, is only inches long, 
and of flat, compact shape—just fits a’man’s vest, or can be carried in a lady's muff 
or hand bag;
It has the effectiveness of largenpistols, without their bulk.
Its metal-patched bullets, .driven*  at high-velocity - by - smokeless powder, will pene­

trate four and one half % inch. pinefboards.
Shoots as fast as the trigger is pulled ; ejects the empty shells and reloads automatically 

for each shot. Shoots*straight  and hits hard.
Equipped with three separate devices, either of which positively prevents accidental 

discharge.
A handy, reliable and practical pocket pistol ‘ backed by the COLT 

guarantee for Quality, Strength and Durability. UneqUalled for 
simplicity and rapidity of action. Perfect in balance and with a grip 
that fits the hand.

See One at Your Dealer’s
or, why not send for our New Catalog
No. 15, just out? .

It describes • guaranteed Colt Revplyers and Auti 
matic Pistols t in all desirab^) calibers an

Zv sizes,*  adapted for all purf

Vest
l Pocket

Colt Patent Firearms Mfg. Co.
COLT Arms are fully guaranteed 
for use with Smokeless and 
other powders in standard, fac* 
tory loaded ammunition. HARTFORD, CONN.

C I T



FORMULA.
Each 22 Gr. Triangule 

contains
Pepsin—Pure Aseptic
Papain
Diastase
Calcium Carbon Prccip.
Cascara Sagrada
Powd. Ginger
Powd. Cardamon
Sugar q. s.
Oil Canada Snake Root.

Relieves Indigestion, Dyspepsia and all 
distress from an out-of-order stomach

Large 50c cases — any drug store
Pape, Thompson & Pape, Cincinnati, O., U.S.A, and Windsor, Ont., Canada

ftSECrriONAb
I BOOKCASES

THE GUNN CLAW FOOT CASE
Is the very latest creation in sectional bookcases—artistic, charming 
and practical. The carved legs raise it from the floor, giving it the 
appearance of the old-fashioned bookcase, with all the conveniences of 
the sectional case. Like other bookcases made by us, this Claw Foot 
Style is LOWER IN PRICE than other makes.
It is uot necessary to tear down the whole stack to fit in the foot,—and all stacks fit perfectly 

side by side.
Made in oak or mahogany, any finish, with leaded glass if desired, desk section, drawers, etc. 
Don’t fail to get our prices and catalogue before you buy—it means a saving to you.
Gunn bookcases have no unsightly iron bauds, no sectional earmarks; non-binding roller 

bearing doors that can be remove.I by simply unhookln-.-—workmanship, construction 
and finish unsurpassed. Dealers sell the Gunn line, or we ship direct.

THE GUNN FURNITURE CO., Grand Rapids, Mich.

$3OOO™$1O.OOOayear
for 
SALE

IN THE REAL ESTATE BUSINESS

APPLY to

JOHN BROWN

We will teach you by mail the Real Estate, General Brokerage and 
Insurance Business, and appoint you

SPECIAL REPRESENTATIVE
of the oldest and largest co-operative real estate and brokerage company 
in America. Representatives are making $3,000 to $10,000 a year without 
any investment of capital. Excellent opportunities open to YOU. By our 
system you can make money in a few weeks without interfering with 
your present occupation. Our co-operative department will give you 
more choice, salable property to handle than any other institution in 
the world. Get your name on your own Real Estate Signs — big money in it. 
A Thorough Commercial Law Course FREE to Each 
Representative. Write for 62-page book. Free.

THE CROSS COMPANY, 2549 Reaper Block, Chicago



Let Me Pay the 
Postage on My 
Big Free Buggy 
Book to You
Although it costs me 8 cents to 
mail every one of these books, yet 
I’ll send you one Free just be­

cause I want you to know about my Celebrated 
Split Hickory Buggies—Made to Order—Sold 
Direct from my Factories on 30 Days’ Free Trial 
—Guaranteed Two Years. Over 125,000 

Split Hickory Vehicles 
are now in use—giving satisfaction in every part of 
the country.

My Direct Factory Prices save you big money. My 
1909 Book gives descriptions and prices of over 125 
styles of Split Hickory Vehicles and Full Line of High- 
Grade Harness—tells _ —
you how Split Hickory 30 Days Free lest 
Vehicles are made— 
and why they are best 
to buy. Write for the 
Book today. Address 
me personally,
H. C. Phelps, President, 

THE OHIO CARRIAGE 
MFG. CO., 

Station 279 Columbus, Ohio

for Whooping Cough 
Croup, Sore Throat 
Coughs, Bronchitis 
Colds, Diphtheria 

"Used while you sleepy Catarrh.
Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms 

of Whooping Cough. Ever dreaded Croup 
cannot exist where Cresolene is used.

It acts directly on the nose and throat 
making breathing easy in the case of colds; 
soothes the sore throat and stops the cough.

Cresolene is a powerful germicide acting 
both as a curative and preventive in contagious 
diseases.

It is a boon to sufferers from Asthma.
Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 30 

years of successful use.
For Sale By All I>rugsi«t».

Send Postal for Descriptive Booklet.
Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irritated 

throat, of your druggist or from us, 10c. in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 180 Fulton St., New York 
Leeming-Miles Building. Montreal, Canada.

LITTLE,
MOTHERS

Delight in the Use of

CUT10JRA
SOAP

And Cuticura Ointment in the pre­
ventive and curative treatment of 
cutaneous affections which torture 
and disfigure little ones and make 
life miserable for parents. No other 
emollients so safe, speedy and eco­
nomical. Peace falls on distracted 
households when Cuticura enters. 
Unrivaled for preserving, purifying 
and beautifying the skin, scalp, hair 
and hands of all ages.

Guaranteed absolutely pure and 
may be used from the hour of birth.

Sold throughout the world. Depots: London, 27. 
Charterhouse Sq.; Paris, 5, Rue de la Paix; Austra­
lia, R. Towns & Co.. Sydney; India, B. K. Paul, 
Calcutta; China, Hong Kong Drug Co.; Japan, 
Maruya, Ltd.. Tokio; So. Africa. Lennon. Ltd.. Cape 
Town, etc.: U.S.A.. Potter Drug & Chem. Corp., 
Sole Props.. 133 Columbus Ave., Boston, Mass.

©2“Cuticura Book, post-free, tells all you need 
to know about treating the Skin, Scalp and Hair.



Here’s Your Chance
It's more than a chance—you can make it 

a certainty because it depends entirely upon 
yourself, it's your opportunity to rise to one 
of the countless positions open to the trained 
man and obtain a trained man's salary.

The man who sits in his private office and “ hires 
and fires "and lays out your work was no more 
qualified to fill that position a few years ago than 
you are to-day. He saw his chance and made the 
most of it. He obtained his training and know­
ledge by study. You can do the same—the American 
School will help you.

Don't be afraid to mail the coupon, you won’t be bothered by 
agents or collectors. Like all strictly educational institutions 
the American School depends, for growth, upon reputation and 
the success of its students.

Don’t let a little thing like filling in and mailing a coupon 
stand between you and success, congenial work and more pay. 
Accept your chance to-day

WE HELP MEN HELP THEMSEL VES

I REMOVED MY

FRECKLES
I will show you how to remove yours

FREE
For years I tried every known rem- 

edy without suc- 
cess. Skin spe- 

jjr cialists and doc-
to: - said I would raow take them to the I BB erave. I fo<>’e<;J«BB them al'..

I curci; mysel:'

«***^  covery. I will 
send you the prescription free if you 
will write for it. It took off my freckles 
and the freckles of thousands of others. 
It will remove yours. It will clear the 
worst complexion. Write today.

MRS. E. C. WHITE
P. O. Box 746 Dept. 137 Buffalo, N. Y.

_____________________ —-------------- ------- .

Will You Accept This
Business Book if We

Send it Free?
Sign and mail the coupon below. Send no money! 

Take no risk!
One hundred and twelve of the world’s master business 

men have written ten books—2,079 pages—1,407 vita! business 
secrets, ideas, methods. In them is the best of all that they 
know about

—Purchasing
—Credits
—Collections
—Accounting
—Cost-keeping
—Organization
—Retailing
—Wholesaling
—Manufacturing

—Salesmanship
—Advertising
—Correspondence
—Selling Plans
—Handling Customers
—Office Systems
—Short - cuts and 
Methods for every 
line and department

—Position-Getting
—Position-Holding
—Man-Handling
—Man-Training
— Business Generalship
—Competition l ighting 
and hundreds and hun­
dreds of other vital busi­
ness subjects.

A 9,05 -word booklet has been published describing, explaining, picturing 
the work. Pages 2 and 3 tell about managing businesses great and small; pages 
4 and 5 deal with credits, collections and with rock-bottom purchasing; pages 
6 and 7 with handling and training men : pages 7 to 12 with salesmanship, with 
advertising, with the marketing of goods through salesmen, dealers and by 
mail; pages 12 to 15 with the great problem of securing the highest market 
price for your services—no matter what yottr line : and the last page tells bow 
you may get a complete set—bound in handsome half morocco, contents in 
colors—for less than your daily smoke or shave, almost as little as your daily
newspaper. Will you read the book if n-e send it free? 

Send no money. Simply sign the coupon.
- ■■The System Co., 151-153 Wabash Ave., Chicago

If there are, in your books, any new ways to increase my business or 
my salary, I should like to know them. So send on your 16-puge tree 
descriptive booklet. I ll read it.

Name ______________________________________________________
Address ____________________________________________________
Business ___________________________________________________ .

Position  ________________________ ___________________________ .



The Big Man
in a Little Business
CLThere s a little town in Texas a county seat, with 150 inhabitants. It has one fair-sized store, 
a bank and the county court house.
CL The store, the bank and the county each bought a Burroughs Adding and Listing Machine.
CL That illustration is given to show you that the big man in a little business, no matter what his 
surroundings, will avail himself of every opportunity to make that business grow to fit him and 
keep on growing with him. It s safe to bet that that kind of progressive spirit will build 
business in that county, in that bank and that store. And it goes to show that no matter how 
small a business is, big men and big methods are bound to make it bigger.

CL No matter how small your business, or what its nature, 
whether you have only one bookkeeper or none, there is a

BORRDUfflS
(Nine out of every ten adding and listing machines sold are Burroughs'}

Adding and Listing Machine
Hand or 

Electrically 
Operated

that will do your work, take the clerical details off your mind 
and give you a chance to concentrate on the business- 
getting-and-keeping end of your business.

Try a Burroughs on Your Own Business—FREE
CL If then you find that you can get along without 
it, send it back and we’ll pay the charges both ways. 
CL Our book, “A Better Day’s Work,” gives an 
interesting history of accounting from the beginning 
and contains many solutions you’ll be glad to have in 
your library. And it’s sent with our compliments.
CLWe'11 send you a Burroughs on trial if you’ll 
ask for it. We’ll demonstrate it, show you how 
to handle it and how to apply it to your system. 
And remember you are under no obligation to buy 
or even rent. Give the Burroughs a fair, free trial 
—that’s all we ask. Fill out the coupon or write 
to-day, stating the size and nature of your business.

Kind of Business.

Size of office force.

Address

Firm Name

Please 
send me 

one free copy, 
“A Better Day’s 

Work”
Argon.v, Apr.

Burroughs Adding Machine Company
, 4 Burroughs Block, Detroit Michigan

65 High Holborn, London, W. C.. England



"TZricj'hton^
FLAT CLASP

GARTERS
The flattest clasp, the surest grip, the strongest metal 
parts, the finest silk webs, the lightest weight, the best 
work ever put on a man’s garter. Perfect in support, 
absolute in comfort, greatest durability. Unconditionally 
guaranteed. Atyour dealer’s, 25c—or sent direct from 
the factory on receipt of price.

Made of the costliest webs, made by the most skilled 
workers, made for the longest and most satisfactory wear 

-all lengths and weights- absolutely guaranteed. At 
your dealer’s 50c a pair—or sent direct.
PIONEER SUSPENDER CO.

718 MARKET ST., PHILADELPHIA 
Makers of PIONEER BELTS

OSTERMOOR
Eight hours of restful Ostermoor sleep gives sixteen good hours for

must bear our name and trade-mark label

SEND FOR SAMPLES OF TICKING WITH OUR 144-PAGE BOOK

rill not lump or bump be- 
e it is built—not stuffed like

Our Book. “Church Cushions 
sent on special request.

but be sure you get the Ostermoor—the genuine, which

and is the modern sanitary bed.

OSTERMOOR & COMPANY, 110 Elizabeth Street, New York 
Canadian Agency : Alaska Feather A- Down Co., Ltd., Montreal

Mattress ® 1 5. Guaranteed

/ The Ostermoor remains supremely 
/ comfortable for a lifetime—never needs 

remaking or renovating—an occasional 
sun-bath keeps it always pure and sweet.

One Third. Of 
Your



I Over Nine Billion Cigars Sold Last Year in the 
United States

at a profit of $155,000,000. or an average of 1 %c. a cigar. 
You can get a big slice of these profits. You can get a 
monopoly of the cigar business in your town or county and 
make a bigger profit on every cigar you sell than any re­
tail storekeeper. With

International Ci^ar
Vending Machines
selling the cigars for you you have no clerk hire, store 
rent, lighter heat bills to pay—no free cigars to give away 
and no credit losses. Each of these wonderful and perfect 
working coin-in-the-slot machines is a complete cigar store 
in itself, besides being an automatic clerk and cashier that 
draws no salary, sells for cash only, never makes a 
mistake and is working for you 24 hours out of 24.

Think of Running Ten to a Thousand Cigar Stores, Each
One Making a Clear Profit of SI.OO to S3.OO a Day.

That’s just exactly what you can do by owning and operating a plant of International Cigar Vending Machines. One man or woman can look
after a plant of one hundred machines by working only a short time each day—supply the cigars and take care of the cash. That’s all there is
to it. We will sell you a number of machines, give you the exclusive right to operate them in your choice of towns or counties if not already 
sold and protect you from competition for all time to come.

Quick Action Necessary. Live investors everywhere are rapidly taking up desirable towns and counties. WRITE 
TO-DAY (before somebody else gets the territory you want) for full information, des­

criptive booklet and names and addresses of people now successfully operating our machines. State what territory you desire. 
Ask Dun, Bradstreet or any St. Louis bank about our reliability and the capital back of our business.

We Will Pay Your R. R. Fare to St. Louis 
and back home again if after you have made a thorough investigation here in St. Louis at 
our offices you find that our machines are not exactly what we represent them to be. We 
mean this—every word. We solicit your closest investigation and that of any expert 
machinist that you might want to employ to look for flaws or weaknesses.

INTERNATIONAL VENDING MACHINE CO.
222 Chestnut Street St. Louis, Mo.

TO SMOKERS
Buy your cigars from International Cigar 

Vending Machines. Wherever you find these 
machines you arc guaranteed a cigar delivered 
from the original box infallibly (it never fails 
of delivery) in perfect condition and sold under 
the cleanliest and most sanitary conditions. Not 
touched by any hand but yours. When you buy 
from an International you get a good cigar.

The reason why Old English 5s the best wax
FOR FLOORS, FURNITURE AND ALL 1N1ERI0R WOODWORK 
is because it is the “highest quality’’ wax made. Suitable for hardwood 
or pine floors—never flakes nor becomes sticky nor shows heel-marks 
or scratches. Send for FREE SAMPLE of 

OlJEne, lisbgfS 
“ The Wax with a Guarantee”

And if you wish to learn how to make floors beautiful, request 
Our Book—sent free—“Beautiful Floors, Their Finish and Care”

IT DISCUSSES: I Finishing Kitchen, Pantry and
Cleaning and Polishing Floors. | Bath Room Floors. 
Finishing New and Old Floors. I Finishing Dance Floors. 
Care of Waxed Floors. | Removing Varnish, Paint, etc.
Buy Old English from your dealer—50c. a lb.—i, 2, 4 and 8 lb. cans.

One pound covers 300 square ieet. Write us anyway.
A. S. BOYLE & CO., 1922 West 8th St.,Cincinnati, Ohio 

Manufacturer# of “ Brightener’*—which keeps floor# clean and bright.

THE

•X Banking by Mail at Four Per Cent
I new booklet describing the history of this bank, extending over a
'lilllB 'J period of more than 40 years, will be sent free to any address on re-period of more than 40 years...............- ...... ......w____ _

quest. Depositors in all parts of the world have for years found our system 
of BANKING BY MAIL simple in operation and safe and satisfactory in
every particular. Write to-day for Booklet “ K.’’

CAPITAL AND SURPLUS •' 
6^2 MILLION DOLLARS

AND TRUST CO
CLEVELAND OHIO

40. INTEREST PAID ON 
'O SAVINGS ACCOUNTS



The Little Money Maker
Makes yon a Profit of 14D’. Sells a vest 

pocket box of matches for 1 cent. Saves 
giving away of matches. Convenient for 
customers. Occupies very small space and. 
looks well on counter.

If your jobber doesn’t keep it, send us $7.00 
for machine and 720 boxes of matches, freight 
prepaid. Repeat orders for matches at $3.00 
per case (720 boxes) f. o. b. St. Louis. Whole­
sale Prices furnished on application.
AGENTS WANTED IN EVERY CITY

LACLEDE MANUFACTURING CO.
533 Merchants-Laclede Building. St. Louis. Mo.

Near-Brussels Art-Rugs, S3.50
SENT TO YOUR HOME BY EXPRESS PREPAID.

DEAFNESS
The Morley’Phone

/
A miniature Telephone V) 
for the Ear — invisible, V 
easily adjusted, and en­
tirely comfortable. Makes 
low sounds and whispers 
plainly heard. Over fifty 
thousand sold, giving Instant relief 

from deafness and head noises.There are but few cases of deafness 
that cannot be benefited.

Write for booklet and testimonial*.
THE MORLEY COMPANY, Dept. 70

Perry Bldg., 16th and Chestnut Sts., Philadelphia

Sizesand Prices
9x6 ft. $3.50
9 x 7Lo ft. 4.OU
9x9 ft. 4.50
9 x ioy.. ft 5.00
9x12 ft. 5.50
9x15 ft. 6.50

Beautiful and attractive 
patterns. Made in all 
colors. Easily kept 
clean and warranted to 
wear. Woven in one 
piece. Both sides can be 
used. Sold direct at one 
profit. Money refunded 
if not satisfactory.

New Catalogue showing goods in actual colors sent free.
I ORIENTAL IMPORTING CO., 908 Bourse Bldg., Phila.

Sent on Approval. Send No Money. $1.50
WE WILL TRUST YOU TEN DAYS, hair switch

Send a lock of your hair, and we will mail a 2% oz. 
22-in. short stem fine human hair switch to match. If 
you find it a big bargain, remit >1.50 in ten days, 
or aell 3 and get your switch free. Extra 
shades a little more. Inclose 5c postage. Free beauty 
book showing latest style of hair dressing — als» 

high grade 
switches, 

pompa­
dours, 

wigs, etc.

Flash Like Genuine
Day or night. You can own a diamond equal 
In brilliancy to any genuine Stone at one­
thirtieth the cost.
BARODA DIAMONDS 

IN SOLID GOLD KINGS
stand acid test and expert examination. We 
guarantee them. See them first, then pay. 
Catalogue Free. Patent Ring Measure included 
for FIVE two cent stamps.

THE BARODA CO.
Dept. 32. 230 North Stale Street, Chicago.

Perfectly insulated.

Write 
for 
Cata­
log

proof.” Fully Guaranteed. Operates 
the "make & break”and "jump spark,”

START YOUR GAS ENGINE WITH THE
MOTSINGER AUTO-SPARKER

and run It without the aid of batteries. Not 
a cheap magneto but the original high grade 
speed controlled friction driven dynamo.

and dust-

/ Charges all storage batteries for igni- 
- tion and lighting on a small scale, per- 
*■ fectly with our special switch board in 

the circuit. Ten years actual service with 
over 36,000 Auto-sparkers in operation to 

testify to Ite mo-’t. < MOTSINGER DEVICE MFC. CO.
129 Main St., PENDLETON, INDIANA, USA

Arizona Ruby EDEE 
To Introduce Our ■ 11 £■ fc 
Genuine Imported —" 
Mexican Diamonds

We will send you FREE a Genuine Arizona Ruby in the tough, with Illustrate'! Catalogue 
Of GENUINE MEXICAN DIAMONDS and other Gems. Mexican Diamonds exactly re 
semble finest genuine blue-white diamonds, stand acid tests, are cut by experts, and yet 
we sell at 1-4'Jth the cost. Only gem of its kind GvaBsxtKed Pekma.nextly Brilliant. 
enrpiAI AE’CTFQ For 5<k deposit as guarantee of good faith, we eend on ap-OrLUIRU Ur r CH. proval. re-.-lstered, eltbrr U. or 1 carat Mexican Diamond at 
special price. Money back if desired Agents Wasted. Write today. Catalogue FREE. 

Mexican Diamond Imp. Co., Dept. EP4. Las Cruces, N.M.

Write for Best Buggy Offer
in America, on famous Columbus 
at prices that save you big money. Low­
est factory prices offered by anyone, 
shipped on one month’s approval, 2 
years’ guarantee. Get new free catalog.
Columbus Carriage and Harness Co.

Station C 77, Columbus, 0.

Buggies—

Print Your Own 
Cards, circulars, book, 
newspaper. Press$5. Larger size 
$18. Saves you money. Also big 
profits printing for others. Type
setting easy, printed instructions 
sent. Write factory for catalogue
of presses, type, paper, cards, etc.
THE PRESS CO.. Meriden, Conn.

Does Your Granite Dish
or Hot Water Bag Leak

Don't Throw it Awa
k4

■ NT PATCH

They mend all leaks in all utensils—tin 
brass.copper, graniteware,h.>t water bags 
etc. Nosolder, cementor rivet. Anyone 
canuse them; fit any surface; two million 

in use. Send for sample pkg. 10c. Complete 
pkg. assorted sizes. 25c postpaid. Agents wanted. 
ColletteMfg. Co., Box 416 Amsterdam, N. Y.

U/UCCI OUAIDQ A Wheel Chair is often an 
"nEEL UnAlnv invalid’s greatest comfort.

We make 75 different styles of these easy, 
self-propelling and ' Invalid’s Rolling 

Chairs. Ship direct from factory to 
y°u at WHOLESALE PRICES.

jwRk -: Freight prepaid and sold on
'THIRTY DAYS’ TRIAL 

Liberal Discount to all sending for 
FREE Catalogue NOW.

GORDON MFG. GO., 420 Madison Ave., Toledo. Ohio



NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY as our in­
struction Book and ‘• Business Guide” tells all. 
We furnish Complete Outfit with Big Adver­
tising Posters, etc. Humoroue dramas brimful 
of fun, travel, history, religion, temperance 
work and songs illustrated. One man can doit. 
Astonishing Opportunity in any locality for 
a man witha littlemoney toshowin churches, 
school houses, lodge halls, theaters, etc and

«. Five Cent Theatres

Send fo r our free Boat Book
Do not think of buying a launch until you 

see our fOur LaUHCh

Bargains

Motion Picture Films and Song Slides rented.
/ Profits $10 to over $100 per night, ©ti ers

do it. why not you? It’s easy; write to us, we'll tell von how. Catalog free. 
AmiKPmPnt ^Iinnlv Cn Chemical Bank Bldg., CHICAGO, ILL ftlllUScineill juppiy IO. 1Q38 J .Golden Gate Ave. .San FranciscoGate Ave. ,San Francisco

Only $121 for 
this complete 16 
foot launch. 2^

H. P. guaranteed, self-starting engine.
$144 for 9J4 mile per hour ’* Speedaway.’’ $153 for 
canopy topped “ Winner.” $160 for Auto-topped 3 H. P. 
” Comfort.” All 16 feet in length. Engine result of 30 
years’ experience. Weedless wheel and rudder. Shipped 
immediately on approval. Send postal for our handsome 
catalogue today—it’s a gem.
C. T. WRIGHT ENGINE CO..

104 Washington St., 
Greenville, Mich.

THE SANITARY PIPE
Best French Briar. Hard Rubber. Removable stem. 
The most scientific and healthful pipe ever made.

HAIR GOODS
Genuine Hair Switch; 18-inch 75c. 

22-inch >1.10. 24-inch >2.00. 28-fnch 
>3.00. Natural Wavy Switch; 18-lnch 
>1.25. 20-inch >2.00. 24-inch >2.50. 
28-lnch >4.50. SET OF H CLUS­
TER PUFFS only >1.00. Pompadour 
like cut only >1.50. Any ordinary Shades.

Rare, gray and white shades extra. Send full 
length sample of your hair. I guarantee to 
please or refund money paid. Wigs >10.00 to 
>50.00. Send for FREE illustrated catalog.

C. KI.USMA.V, Hair Importer, 
D 66 -86 State St., Chicago. III.

Geisha Diamonds
TUB LATEST SCIKNTIFIC DISCOVERY

Bright, sparkling, beautiful. For brilliancy 
they equal the genuine, standing all test and 
puzzle experts. One twentieth the expense. 
Sent free with privilege of examination. 
For particulars, prices, etc., address

THE R. GREGO MFC. 4 IMPT. CO.
Dept. 15, 52-58 W. Jackson BouL, • Chicago, 111.

Hair Like This
ITDITT7’ Let me send you a 
* AVA—tl—• remarkable treat­
ment for Baldness, Dandruff, 
Gray Hair, etc., at my own ex­
pense. It will surprise and 
delight you.

Write to-day to 
WM. CHAS. KEF.NE." President, 

LOK RIMER INSTITUTE
Dept. 2521. Baltimore, Md.

Cannot become rank like ordinary pipes. No hot 
smoke or slugs drawn into the mouth. No biting 
the tongue. Tobacco is always dry, 
no residue left. Price $1.00 POST­
PAID. Money back if not perfectly 
satisfactory. Slip a Dollar Bill 
into an envelope now.

8A.VITARY PIPE CO.
132 Cutler Bldg., Rochester, N. Y.

Easily 
Cleaned.

Two 
Separate 

Wells 
for Saliva 

and Nicotine.

VENTRILOQUISM
Taught Any Man or Boy h

by Mall at Home. This is no special gift as 
you have supposed, but an art. I have 
taught thousands in all parts of the world. 
Cost small. - Send today, 2-cent stamp for 
particulars and proofs.
O. A. SMITH, Room 1036—2040 Knoxville Av.. PEORIA, ILL.

$1.00 Postpaid.

Tcvrgest Hedches of Strongest 
1 Chicks or Your Money Back

fTT*?  In addition to batarthn u.i.l...
CYPHERS EIRE-PROOFED. INSURABLE 

INCUBATORS AND BROODERS 
with theirnew p.tehted device, eompl, with th. New Rule, of 
th. Fire Underwriter, and Bear their Insurance Label, which 
protects you. Can you insure your property while using any 
other make? Our Free 212-Page Catalogue tells the tale. Get it.

Cyphers Incubator Company. Buffalo. N. Y. 
New York; Boston; Chicago; Kanaae City, Mo.; Oakland, CaL

Fire-Proofed 
laaurable

SQUAB 1909 BOOK FREE
Write for our handsome 1 f>Of> Free 
Kook, telling how to make money 
breeding squabs. The greatest 
success of the tIOtli Century 
in feathers. We were first, the 
originators. Cloth-bound book now 
303 pages, H4 iiius. 1t's great.

PLYMOUTH ROCK SQUAB CO.,461 Howard St., Melrose,Mass.

STRONG ARMS!
FOR MEN, WOMEN AND CHILDREN 

10c in stamps or coin
Send for my booklet containing 20 illustrated 
exercises for developing and beautifying 
SHOULDERS, ARMS and HANDS. Without 
apparatus. Regular price 25c.

Prof. ANTHONY BARKER
School ol Physical Culture

1241 BARKER BLDG., HO W. 42d ST., NEW YORK

FREE Write Today for

wonderful free book 
on beauty culture

Lesson in and free lesson. No ii • n • cost, no obligation. Hair Dressing no conditions, but 
. Absolutely FREE. Learn

by mail. Hairdressing, manicuring, facial 
massage. Make yourself more beautiful 
Earn $20 to $50 weekly. Write to me now. 
Mme. Boyd System. 57-1) Boyd Bldg.. Omaha. Neb.

ow we will not give you any grand prize—or 
a lot of free stuff if you answer this ad. Nor 
do we claim to make you riel. In » week. 
But if you are anxious to develop your talent 

with a successful cartoonist, so you can make
money, semi a copy of this picture with 6c. in 

stamps for portfolio of cartoons and sample 
lesson plate, and let us explain.

THE W. L. EVANS SCHOOL OF CARTOONING 
341 Kingmoore Bldg , Cleveland, O.

Do You Like to Draw ?
That’s all we want to know

BOap together with

once and enclosing 1 <> 
pay boxing, packing.

SAFETY RAZORS 
GIVEN AWAY, 

introduce the celebrated Ideal Shaving and
Complexion Soap, which beautifies, removes pimples,

Improved
Razor outfit in a tine handsome case, all complete for

Chamber*  St., N. Y. lily.



S ft

ys a Chance Ahead
for the ambitious man to obtain”a technical 
education without leaving home or giving up 
his work. \ 1 A

THE CYCLOPEDIA OF

CIVIL ENGINEERING
V I ' (

is adapted for Home Study because it is compiled from 
text books prepared especially for the American School 
of Correspondence Courses, i This set of books has more 
up-to-date, accurate money-saving information on Re­
inforced Concrete. Irrigation and Water Power Develop­
ment than any other similar set ofxbooks. Also contains 
complete and authoritative information on Steel Construc­
tion, Railroad Engineering, Cost Analysis, Bridge Analysis 
and Design, Highway Construction, Sewers and Drains, 
and Sanitation, in fact it covers thoroughly every branch 
of Civil Engineering, big or little.

Just to introduce our methods of Correspondence Study, 
we are offering these books at a special price of $24.00, 
payable $2.00 down and $2.00 a month.^The regular 
price is $48.00. * If the books are not what you want, 
return them at our expense. We will pay transportation 
charges both ways.

IMPORTANT SUBJECTS COVERED

Plane Surveying—Mechanical Drawing—Plotting and Topog­
raphy—Railroad Engineering—Static* —Strength of Material* — 
Roof Trusses and Mill Building Construction — Cost Analysis in 
Relation to Engineering—Masonry—Practical Problems in Con­
struction—Hydraulics—House Drainage and Sanitation—River 
and Harbor Improvements.

Order promptly and we will include FREE for_one 
year as a monthly supplement, the

TECHNICAL WORLD MAGAZINE
a live, up-to-the minute, dollar-and-a-half monthly, crowded with 
special articles on the most recent applications of the principles 
covered in the Cyclopedia; splendidly illustrated with scores of 
special photographs.

American School of Correspondence, Chicago, U. S. A.

FREE OFFER COUPON^
AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE:

Please send set Cyclopedia of Civil Engineering for 5 days' free exam­
ination. Also Technical World for 1 year I will send $2 within 5 days 
and $2 a month until I have paid $24.00. otherwise I will notify you and 
hold the books subject to your order _ Title not to pass until fully paid.

Worth 
$5

Special price

SPECIAL 
SIXTY-DAY OFFER

Victor Steel Fishing Rods 
sp.oo ONLY $p,00

Post or Express prepaid by us. Xbm
Warranted until January, 1910

Made for us under our own brand by one of the 
Oldest and Most Reliable Steel Rod Manufacturers 
in the country, and if they are not as good as other 
brands selling for 13.50 to $5.00, we do not know 
where the real difference comes in. They are a 3- 
Jointed Drawn Steel Rod, Nickel Mountings, Cork 
Handle. Bait rod, 6 1-2 to 8 1-2 ft.; fly rod 9 to 10 
ft. long. In fact, they aro made similar to the 
famous No. 11 Henshall Bristol Steel Rod. These 
rods are flexible as whalebone and rigid as steel, 
therefore always keep their shape. They are light
and strong. At $2.00 it is cheaper to own a good 
sporty steel rod than to cut a pole in the woods. 
REEL and LINE included FREE for 60 days.

VICTOR RODS ARE GUARANTEED for one 
entire fishing season. Address at once, before 
offer is withdrawn:

KIRTLAND BROS. & CO.
Dept.A.R,, 90 Chambers St., N.Y.City 

Tents, Tackle Guns, Sporting Goods 
Catalogue for Stamps

Send Us $1.50
with your name and address and we will send 

you prepaid the best 
safety razor money 

buy, a UNI­
VERSAL

STROPPER and 
twelve keen,finely 
tempered blades 
made by our se­
cret process, from 
the finest razor 
steel in the world, 
convenie ntly 
packed in a hand­
some plush-lined, 
leatherette case.

WIZARD 
Safety Razor 

shaves better than any other razor made, regardless of price 
—we know because we’ve tested them all. It is simple in con­
struction, having only two parts—a handsome silver-plated 
landle and a keen, finely tempered blade that gives a delight- 
ul, smooth, clean, velvety shave. It's easy to use—easy to 

clean, sanitary, and soon pays for itself many times over.
Send us your order—try it 30 days—if not satisfied, you 

can have your money back.

Name....................................................................................................

address.............................................................................................
Occupation...... ................................................................................
Em pi-oyer..........................................................................................

Argosy,

UNIVERSAL STROPPER 
Sharpens Any Safety Razor Blade 

whether single or double edge. The only practical and con­
venient stropper made. Price 50c each prepaid. Guaranteed 
satisfactory or your money back without asking any questions. 

Ask your dealer OR WRITE FOR OUR FREE BOOKLET 
FREMONT CRESCENT MFG. CO.

334 Ohio Ave., Fremont, Ohio, V. S. A.
We also make the “Witeh” Safety Razor.

G.



Poultry Secrets
Disclosed

Every successful poultryman knows important facts he never 
tells. They are peculiar secret methods and discoveries he has 
made in his work with chickens. As a rule he guards these with 
extreme care, for they' are the foundation of his success and a 
valuable asset of his business. He is not to be blamed for keeping 
them to himself.

We Will Tell You These Secrets
which have cost poultry men years of labor and thousands of dollars. 
They will cost YOU only a trifle and a few minutes’ time to write 
us. There is no man in the United States who has more friends

A this cock fro Perly held ' 
'‘'Poultry Secrets'*  tells you 
how to carry fowls, and 
scores of secrets far more 
important and hitherto un­
rev e tied.

among poultrymen than Michael K. Boyer. A veteran chicken 
breeder himself, he knows the business from A to Z, and through 
his wide acquaintance and friendship he has learned many' of their 
most jealously-treasured secrets. This scattered material he has
collected in book form, and we are offering it to the poultry raisers 

of America. Every secret printed in this book has been obtained in an honorable way, 
either by permission of the owner or through Mr. Boyer’s own experience.

Dr. Woods’ Egg 
Food Secret

Dr. P. T. Woods authorizes the publication of his sys­
tem for producing large quantities of sterile eggs for 
market Every poultryman who raises eggs for market 

must know Dr. Woods’ method to be up with the times, and every house­
holder who supplies only his or her owi. table will appreciate an increased 
quantity of the highest quality eggs for table use.

The Secret ”ue l’e,ter known hi the poultry world than I. K.
M f- rCl Felcb. Success has crowned his efforts as a breeder of 

OT niaiing blooded stock. Some years ago Mr. Felch compiled a breed­
ing chart and published It. Later, realizing its value, he withdrew it. A'otc 
he gives this information to you in Mr. Boyer's book.

Hnw tn Have ^r- Bo-ver ^as contributed all the secrets which have 
'j.| pa>C made him the successful poultry breeder, poultry writer 

Fertile tggS and editor that he Is. His secret of securing fertile eggs 
by alternating males we believe is worth $100 to any big producer of setting 
eggs. It is something new, and the diagrammatic Illustration furnished 
by Mr. Boyer makes the matter so plain that the novice can easily under­
stand it.

at 1 Cc An enterprising poultryman has advertised this secret for 
• R -h I C ^5-00 pledged those buying it not to disclose it. It 
a oUShel lias, however, long been known to Mr. Boyer, and the 
method has been fully explained in •• Poultry Secrets.”
CpGrtincr the Since the proluction of eggs is the very basis of the 
selecting ine ponitrv Industry, the ability to tell the laying hens in the 
Laying nens flock without the aid of trap nests will put dollars in 
your pocket. Do not keep on feeding the robber hens.

Of course we cannot go to the length of saying that all the information 
In the book Is new to every one. It is said there is nothing new under the 
sun. and the Egyptians were hatching eggs by artificial heat centuries ago ; 
but we do say that to the great majority of poultrymen these secrets are ab­
solutely unknown.

We are Willing to Name Here 
Some of the Secrets

1 Secret of the Philo System.
2 Burnham's system of mating fowls.
3 Fetch's method of breeding from an original pair, 

producing thousands of chicks and three distinct 
strains.

< Mendel’s Chart of Heredity.
5 Secret of strong fertility by alternating males.
6 Secret of knowing what to feed and how to feed it. 

The secret cf having green food in winter.
" Secret of sprouting oats and barley for poultry feeding.
8 Secret recipes for chick feed ; practically the same 

feed is now sold on the market at a high rate.
9 Secret of fattening poultry economically so as to make 

the most profit out of the crop.
10 Secret of telling the laying hens of the flock.
11 Secret of detecting age in poultry.
12 Secret of knowing how to judge dressed poultry.
13 The only safe wav of preserving eggs.
14 A secret of dressing fowls so as to du tlie work quickly 

and thoroughly.
15 An exposure of the methods employed by some fanciers 

to kill the fertility of tlie eggs.
16 The winter egg crop and how to get it.
11 Fattening turkeys for market.
18 Hunter’s Secret of Success.
19 Dr. Prince T. Woods’ Secret of laying Food.

There are Scores of Others

We Will Pay $10 For Any Secret Not in the Book
provided it is practical and valuable. If it is something both good and new, a check for Ten Dollars will be sent at once.

In submitting secrets address all commun ications to the

Poultry Department of Farm Journal
Farm Journal for thirty years has conducted a poultry department known the country over for the 

ability of its editors and the value ot its contents. Tt Is the standard farm and home paper of the countr- 
with three million readers. It is clean, bright, Intensely practical; boiled down; cream, not skint- 
milk. Its contributors know what they are talking about, and can quit when they have said it. 
Besides its unusually strong poultry section, which of itself makes the paper valuable to every 
chicken owner, its other departments are ably conducted and widely quoted. It is for the ' 
gardener, fruit man, stock man, trucker, farmer, villager, suburbanite, the women folks, A,
the boys and girls. It is worth far more than the price asked for it and “Poultry Secrets” Enclosed find................ for
together. Its more than half million subscribers pay five and ten years ahead—a very <5*  Poultry Secrets and Farm 
remarkable fact. rO . . ‘

z FARM 
' JOURNAL 

loot Ilace St., 
Philadelphia, Pa.

We will send a copy of “Poultry Secrets” and ri' 1 QQ 
Farm Journal for five years, both for only ^0 I * 
or “Poultry Secrets” and Farm Journal. two years. 50c. ' z

years' subscription.

FARM JOURNAL,1001 Race St., Philadelphia, Pa.
z State.................................................................................................

(Send $1.00 for 5 years’ subscription or 50 cfs. for 2 years. 
Poultry Secrets Included in each ease, i



I Want You to Try My Piano
For a Month, in Your Home, Free

It won’t cost yon a cent to try my Doylemarx Piano a month. You don't have to sign 
any paper, nor buy it at the end of the month unless you are perfectly pleased with it. You 
are under no obligations to keep it, and if you don’t buy it I will pay the freight both ways. 
Just send me your name, address, freight office, and tell me you are a reader of this maga­
zine, and I will send you by freight at once on 30 days’ trial my beautiful, high grade

Doylemarx Piano
Play on it for a month, let your musical friends play on it—and criticise, if they can, its 

rich musical tones, its action, its case. When you have had it thirty days,if you find the 
piano all I claim for it—and wish to keep it—send me a payment and after that a few dollars 
a month, to suit your convenience. If it is not satisfactory or doesn’t meet your wants in 
every way, put the piano back in the

oox ana return to me oy 
freight, collect; without its 
costing you a cent.

To show you my faith in the 
Doylemarx Piano — in addi­
tion to the thirty days’ free 
trial—if you do buy the piano 
and it does not please you

I Will Take It Back Within a Year it for another.
Read that over again. If you like the Doylemarx Piano after you have 
used it tor a mouth, you make a small payment and then a few dollars a month, 
until you have paid me the entire purchase price.

if I didn’t know my piano would suit the most critical musicians would I dare 
make these offers ?

I absolutely guarantee the Doylemarx Piano will please you. It I? 
made of the very best materials, by skilled workmen, after the most Improved 
methods. The way our sounding board Is built and our method of fastening the 
strings cause it to hold its tone and require little tuning. It is the result of 49 
years of study by practical piano experts and is the best piano value in the world.

Stool anti Scarf Free*  Write for my illustrated book telling you why 
Doylemarx pianos are superior, and how by selling direct I save you a large share 
of the usual price of a piano. Write for this book and learn how to get a stool and
scarf and piano music tree. 5T Write me a postal today and I will ship you a piano—for a month’s free 
trial without a cent of cost to you. Write me personally.

M. DOYLE MARKS, Vice-President and Manager, D. S. Andrus & Co., 311A Water St., Elmira, N. Y.
Your old piano or organ taken in part payment. Established 1860.

We Say A Crooked Spine May Be 
Straightened —and We Prove It

The most successful as well as remarkable method of correcting all spinal troubles is by the 
use of the great Sheldon Spinal Appliance, endorsed by physicians all over the country. By its 
use, right in your own home, you may straighten your crooked spine, correct hunch-back and 
other spinal defects. It relieves pressure at the affected parts of the spine, the cartilage between 
the vertebrae is made to expand, all soreness is relieved, and the spine is straightened —all with­
out pain or inconvenience. The age or sex of the sufferer makes no difference; we have corrected 
Spinal Curvature in babies of two years and in grandparents of eighty and over. It matters not if the 
curvature is of recent development or long standing ; regardless of its cause or condition, we can relieve it.

We Let You Use the Sheldon Appliance 30 Days
and guarantee satisfaction or no pay. Every Sheldon Appliance is made to fit each particular case. It 
does not chafe or irritate and it is not noticeable under the clothing. Plaster and sole leather jackets weigh 
many pounds, but the Sheldon Appliance weighs only a few ounces. Read our Free Book and of the 
wonderful work this appliance has accomplished in every part of the country. Send for the book 
with full information and proofs, free.
PHILO BURT MfG. CO., 255 4th Street. JAMESTOWN, N. Y.

10 DAYS FREE TRIALSS 
prepaid to any place in the United States without a cent deposit in advance, and allow 
ten days free trial from the day you receive it. If it does not suit you in every way and 
is not all or more than we claim for it and a better bicycle than you can get anywhere else 
regardless of price, or if for any reason whatever you do not wish to keep it, ship it back 
to us at our expense for freight and you will not be out one cent.11 HW FARTARY DRIRFQ We sell the highest grade bicycles direct from factory r"VIUIll rniUbv to rider at lower prices than any other house. We 
save you $10 to >25 middlemen’s profit on every bicycle—highest grade models with 
Puncture-Proof tires, Imported Roller chains, pedals, etc., at prices no higher than cheap mail 
order bicycles; also reliable medium grade models at unheard of low prices.
RIHFR AI2E1ITQ WANTER *n eacb town and district to ride and exhibit a sample 
IllMCn AULH I w wlAn I LU 1909 Ranger Bicycle furnished by us. You will be 
astonished at Vtx^Tvonderfully Icrtv prices the liberal propositions and special offers we will 
give on the first 1909 sample going to your town. Write at ODC6 for our special offer.
DO NOT BUY a bicycle ora pair of tires from anyone at any price until you receive our catalogue 
and learn our low prices and liberal terms. BICYCLE DEALERS', you can sell our bicycles under 
your own name plate at double our prices. Orders filled the day received.
SECONDHAND BICYCLES—a limited number taken in trade by our Chicago retail storeswill 

be closed out at once, at $3 to $8 each. Descriptive bargain list mailed free.
T1DEQ PHACTED RD A If EQ single wheels, inner tubes, lamps, cyclometers, parts, repairs and I IHlvj vUAOlLll DRAIvladj everything in the bicycle line at half the usual prices. 

DO NOT WAIT but write today for our Large Catalog beautifully illustrated and containing a great fund of inter­
esting matter and useful information. It only costs a postal to get every thing. Write it now.MEAD CYCLE COMPANY, Dept C 31, CHICAGO, ILL.



Refinish a Piece of YOUR furniture
it OUR Expens

Let us send the 
• Materials Free

beautiful "hand-rubbed”

WE WANT a sample of wood finishing done with 
our preparations in your home. We will send 
the materials to do the work. Here they are:

A bottle of Johnson’s Electric Solvo to quickly re­
move the old finish—

A bottle of Johnson’s Wood Dve (vou to choose the 
color from our 14 different shades) to color the wood—

A sample of Johnson’s Prepared Wax to give that 
effect—

And our illustrated guide book for home beautifying which includes complete color 
card and tells how to finish and refinish wood.

No doubt you have some piece of furniture that you prize highly, yet do not 
use on account of the worn condition of its finish, or because it does not harmon­
ize with other furniture or decorations.

Use this outfit, which we want to send you free, for refinishing it, and you will 
be surprised to learn how easily the work is done and the beauty of the result.

May we send you these three packages, and the valuable six-color book, free 
at once? Eearn from the test the beautiful effect obtained from the use of '

Johnson’s Wood Dye
It is not a mere stain. It is a deep seated dye—sinking into the pores SN. 

of the wood and bringing out the beauty of the grain. When finished S 
with Johnson’s Prepared Wax you have a permanent finish of real 
beauty and most artistic effect. We want to give you these three -0*  E*  
packages at once. Send ten cents to partially pay cost of pack- 0° 
ingand postage—usingcouponbelowforyourconvenience.

Johnson’s Wood Dye conies in 14 Standard shades :
TVo. 126 Light Oak
No. 12g Dark Oak
No. 125 Mission Oak
No. 140 Manilla Oak
No. no Bog Oak
No. 128 Light Mahogany
No. 129 Dark Mahogany

No. igo Weathered Oak
No. 131 Brown Weathered Oak
No. 132 Green Weathered Oak
No. 121 Moss Green
No. 122 Forest Green
No. 172 Flemish Oak
No. 178 Brown Flemish Oak

Half-pints 30c; pints 50c. Johnson’s Prepared > 
Wax ioc and 25c packages. Also sold in large ■ 
sizes. For sale by all leading paint dealers. ♦ 0$

Send coupon today to

S. C. Johnson & Son, Racine, Wis.
“The Wood Finishing Authorities “



g hu racycle
Ri de About

Run s . Li kc a - x ,

one-half inch pitch front sprocket and Roller Chain, and Runs Like a

TY ACYCLE progress has left competitors far behind. Our _egC.
-*-X 1909 Racycle Red Rideabout is a model that will win the approval ’
of all Wheelmen—experts or beginners. This Red Rideabout is a beauty, equipped with 70 tooth, 

Belt.

The 
World’s

Best 
Bicycle

The “Bond Behind the Factory’’offers $10,000 in cash and $50,000 worth of stock in The Miami Cycle & Mfg. 
Co-to any otm who can prove that the solution of the Crank Hanger Problem, as published in our pamphlet— 

The Three Reasons”—has been figured incorrectly.

It’s All in the Crank Hanger
The easy running, unexcelled hill climbing- qualities of the Racycle are a result of this Evenly Balanced 

Cratik Hanger, which this season's construction makes unbreakable. All equipment highest class and guaran­
teed. Head, seat clusters and crowns i n frame construction are all of Drop Forged JSteel, and head fittings turned 
from solid bar stock—features not found in any other Bicycle.

Beautiful 1909 Catalog. Copy of Bond, and pamphlet “The Three Reasons,” which fully explains 
conditions of Prize Problem, mailed for 2-cent stamp—sent FREE if you mentio^this publica­
tion. We make no cheap Racyeles, but you can secure yours cheap by getting us an agent.

THE MIAMI CYCLE & MFG. CO., - - Middletown, Ohio, U. S. A.
-■■■■■■ ................................... ... ......................... ■■ <

Better Clothing forMen and Women
On Easy Terms of Payment

The counters of my two great Chicago Stores are 
fairly groaning with the latest creations in men’s and 
women’s choice clothing from the shops of the world’s 
master makers.

My Catalog of 1909 Spring and Summer Styles beau­
tifully and faithfully illustrates this superb stock, show­
ing men’s and women’s suits ranging in price from 
$15 to $50—also men’s top coats, shoes and furnishings 
—women’s jackets, skirts, waists, shoes, etc.—all high 
class goods at lowest cash prices.

Lowest Prices^^^^
My immense purchasing power added 
to my excellent facilities for handling 
huge business economically, enable me t<3 
undersell by far those less favorably situated.

Easiest Terms^J^
I buy of the l>est makers in New York, Chicago, 
and Europe on such advantageous terms that I 
have created an unusual buying opportunity for 
my customers—Better grade clothes at spot-cash 
prices, on terms so liberal that it is easy for you 
to wear the best. My plan is fully explained in 
the catalogue, which is ree for the asking.

Perfect Service^J^’’
X have a modern system of measuring and ntting
and can give you as perfect a fit as you can secure anywhere.

You’re Guaranteed Satisfaction
You do not accept or pay for clothes that do not suit you perfectly. 
Buying of me on credit is easy—no red tape—I’m glad to trust you.

Your Opportunity to Dress Better
Don’t let poor appearance cheapen you. It'sifalse economy to be 
without good clothes. My catalogue explains fully how you can get 
better clothes of me without feeling the expense. Write for it today.

BERNHARD’S—Two Big Chicago Stores
Jos. Bernhard, President ________

121 Clark St., Chicago, Illinois

$8,000 to $10,000
YEARLY

Make Money Out of Others’ Fun
Pleasing the Public Pays Big Profits, and owners of 

our famous attractions frequently make from $8,000 to 
$10,000 every year. We make everything in the Riding 
Gallery line from a hand-power Merry-Go-Round to the 
highest grade Carousselles. Bring in hundreds of dollars 
daily. It is a delightful, attractive, big paying, healthful 
business. Just the thing for the .man who can’t stand 
indoor work, or is not fit for heavy work.

Just the business for the man who has some money and 
wants to invest it to the best advantage. Our goods are 
the finest appearing, easiest running, and most attractive 
line manufactured. They are simple in construction and 
require no special knowledge to operate. If you want to 
get into a money-making business write to-day foi catalogue 
and particulars.

HERSCHELL- SPILLMAN CO.
Park Amusement Outfitters

272 Sweeney Street, N. Tonawanda, N. Y., U. S. A.



THIS DOLLAR BOOK SENT FREE
Our 1909 Book—Newer Styles—Lower Prices

SAVING OF 15 TO 50 PER CENT
We guarantee on every article a saving of 15 to 50%. We 

don’t refer to your local store prices, for they are enor­
mously high. We refer to catalog houses, selling for cash, 
and claiming to undersell us. Get our goods on trial. If you 
don’t find that we undersell everyone else, simply send our 
goods back. Ask others to send goods on approval, as we 
do, and keep those which cost the least.

CAPITAL $7,000,000
This is the largest concern of its kind in existence. Our 

combined capital is 57,000,000. We have 450,000 customers- 
Our mail order buildings cover six acres of ground. In addi*  
tion, we own 25 mammoth retail stores,in the heart of the 
largest cities, where we meet the fiercest competition in 
America. The only way in which we have grown to this 
size is by underselling a 11 competition. Now we dominate 
the field. We control the output of scores of factories, and 
our enormous buying power enables us to practically fix 
our own costs. It would bankrupt any lesser concern to 
attempt to meet our prices.

You may pay cash if you want to, but we have no dis­
count for cash. You may as well buy on credit, as half of 
the world is doing. You gain nothing by paying cash.

FOUR FREE CATALOGS
Our General Catalog; gives pictures, prices and descrip' 

tions of everything for the home—of 3,000 things like these1
Furniture, Chinaware, Sewing Machines, Carpets. Rugs. 

Silverware, Washing Machines, Draperies, Lamps, Clocks, 
Baby Cabs, etc.

Our Stove Catalog shows 70 styles of Empire stoves 
and ranges, costing from 89c up. Any one of these stoves 

♦will pay for itself in fuel saving before you finish paying us.
Our Piano Catalog shows the very finest grades of 

pianos, as low as $175.00. We accept no money down, but 
simply send the piano and let it sell itself. This book will 
save you at least 5100 on any piano you want.

Columbia Graphopliones are shown in a separate cat­
alog -all styles and all records. We will send you a 
•lachine with 12 records on 30 days’ free trial.

SEND NO MONEY —NO STAMPS 
Simply mail us the coupon printed below. Or write 
us a postal, if you prefer. We will then mail you this 
great book, now fresh from the presses, picturing 
more than 3,000 new-style things for the home. A part 
of the pictures are in actual colors. This book shows 
a greater variety of Furniture, Carpets and House­
furnishings than is shown in any retail store in 
Chicago. On each article it quotes a price lower than 
you ever saw. It shows the newest creations in 
furniture, draperies, etc. And it offers you credit on 
everything. Have whatever you want, at our lowest 
cash prices, and pay us a little each month.WE TRUST YOU FOR

Furniture 
Carpets —Rugs 
Silverware 
Chinaware 
Lamps- Clocks 
Refrigerators

Sewing Machines 
Washing Machines 
Pianos—Stoves 
Talking Machines 
Baby Carriages 
Draperies, Etc., Etc.

We sell goods on credit at lower prices than ever were 
quoted for cash. You can have these home comforts now 
and begin at once to enjoy them. No need to wait for the 
money. Simply pay as you can. We charge no interest 
and ask no security. Our dealings are all confidential. 
Any person who wants to make home more attractive is 
the right sort of person, and his credit is good with us.

OVER A YEAR TO PAY
Pay a few cents down on each dollar. Then take the 

goods, use and enjoy them, and pay us a little each month. 
On the average we allow a year to pay. On pianos, two 
years. If misfortune comes, or loss of work, we do what 
we can to help out. Our whole effort, from the time you 
first deal with us, is to make you a permanent customer. 
And you will be. You will never buy housefurnishings else­
where, and pay others’ prices, after you once deal with us.

30 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL
Whatever you select can be used for one month before 

you decide to buy it. Every article is sent on approval. 
You not only see it, but use it. You compare it with other 
similar articles, and compare our prices with others. If 
the article, for any reason, is unsatisfactory, simply send 
it back. You are under no obligation. The month’s use 
will not cost you one penny.

FACTORY CASH PRICES
Cash mail order houses will try to convince you that 

credit costs more than cash. See for yourself if it does. 
Get our catalog and compare the prices. See who sells the 
lowest. The fact is, we sell on credit exactly as low as for 
cash. Our cash customers get not a penny of discount. 
To all we sell at factory prices, plus our one small profit. 
No middlemen of any kind get profit on our goods. We 
defy any other mail order house to show one price as low 
as we offer on a similar piece.

CUT OUT THIS COUPON catalog you want. 
Please do it now—before you forget it. Let us prove at once that 
credit costs you less than cash.

I SPIEGEL, MAY, STERN CO., 1942 35th St., Chicago^
| Please mail me the catalogs marked.
| ----- General Catalog. ------Piano Catalog.
| ------Stove Catalog. ------ Graphophone Book. ■

’ Name____________________________________________________f
I I
| Postoffice______________________ __________________________|

■ State R.F.D------------------------- i
SPIEGEL, MAY, STERN CO., 1942 35th St., Chicago

C3l



CLEAN-UP
FOR TRAVELERS

GOULD

as a daily clean-up is a delightful habit and a i 
of preserving the youthful character of the 
plexion. Even though widely imitated, 
calling for it by name distinctly, will get
—th© genuine. Jars, 35c. 

up; travelers’ tubes, 10c. 
UP» a* best shops.Ima Sample Gratis by Post.
Daggett & Ramsdell

kmb Rkmij I.’I Dept. G A
! i.\H Rld».. Uih St.

NEW YORK

High winds drive dust and grime in- 
J to the pores. Ordinary washing cleanses 
r only the surface. D. & R. Perfect Cold V 
* Cream on a hot wet cloth cleanses the skin, 1 

poresand all thoroughly and hygienically,.dis­
solving and bringing out dust and impurities. 

This leaves the skin soft, clear and supple, pre- 
enting dryness, blemishes and premature wrinkles.

DAGGETT & RAMSDELL’S 
Perfect Cold Cream

of great interest to

Every Prospective Mother.
Something new — only scientific garment of the 

kind ever invented. Combines solid comfort ar 
ease with “fine form” and elegant appearance in 

the home, on the street, and in society. — Always drapes 
•evenly in front and back — no bulkiness — no draw-strings
— no lacing—no ripping or basting. — Can be worn the year 
round.

• ' Made in several styles, and at prices lower than you can buy the 
material and have them made at home.
PDCp Send for our Fine Illustrated Book — "Fine-Form 
* Ivi ala Maternity Skirt"—It’s Free to every woman writ­
ing for it. Tells all about these skins, their advantages, styles, 
material, and cost. Gives opinions of physicians,.dressmakers, and 
users. 10 Days Free Trial. When you get our book, if your 
dealer has not yet been supplied with Fine-Form Maternity Skirts, 
make your selection of material and style, and we will make the 
garment to your order. When you get it, wear it ten days, and 
if you don’t find it exactly as represented, send it back anJ 
we will cheerfully refund every cent paid. Other Skirts — 
If not in need of a maternity skirt, remember our famous B & W 
dress and walking skirts will positively please you — same 
guarantee—Illustrated book free. Which hook shall we 
send? Write to-day to

Beyer & Williams Co., Dept.36, Buffalo, N, Y.

To protect yon a train st disappointment we cantion you that the 
Fine.Form Maternity Skirt is the only “Maternity Skirt ” 
on the market, as it is the only skirt which can always be made to 
drape evenly, front and back—all substitutes offered will rise in front 
during development—a fault so repulsive to every woman of refined 
tastes. No pattern can be purchased anywhere for this garment. Ita 
special features are protected by patents.

Greatest Launch 
Offer Ever Made

Price $110

Length 16 feet.
Beam 4 ft. 2 in.

Motor 3 H. P.

Mnlline is a trim, speedy, elegantly equipped Mullins Steel Launch—with a guar-
■ anteed speed of 9 miles an hour—Improved 3 H. P. Two Cycle Reversible
Engine and Mullins Silent Underwater Exhaust. Mullins Patented Steel Construction like torpedo boats with large air-chambers 
like iife boats, insures speed and absolute safety.

Our Complete Catalogue of Launches. Motor Boats, Marine Engines. Row Boats. Hunting and Fishing Boats gives complete 
specifications of the “1909 Special” and full particulars regarding our entirely new line of 1909 Models designed by Whittelsey & 
Whitaker of New York—the most successful naval architects in America. When you want your boat you will want it at 
once, not three months later; so write today For Our Catalogue.

W. H. Mullins Company, 324 Franklin Street, Salem, Ohio.

AUTOMATIC POCKET CIGARETTE MACHINE
Makes Fifty Perfectly Formed Cigarettes 

From a 5c. Package of Tobacco.
Make a day’s supply of pure cigarettes 

from your favorite tobacco without waste in 
a few minutes. Machine weighs one ounce 
and fits vest pocket. Guaranteed to work 
perfectly with any kind of tobacco or papers 
or money refunded.

Handsome Nickel Machine.
Price 5Oc. postpaid.

ESRICH MFG. CO., 
28 East 23d Street, Dept. A5 NEW YORK. 

Agents and Dealers, Write for Exclusive Territory.



A Qafo There is positively no changerXUaUlULUij DdlC. in food kept iu a McCray 
Refrigerator. Milk, butter, fruits, meats, vegetables, etc., come out as fresh 
and pure as they went in. There is no intermingling of odors—no contami­
nation—no spoiling. The saving in foods alone is well worth considering.

ME CRAY 
REFRIGERATORS 

{Aggp things fresh)
because the air in them is purified by constantly 
recurring contact with the ice, caused by the 
“McCray System.” This also dries the air so 
that even matches or salt can be kept perfectly 
dry in this refrigerator.

Your choice of sanitary linings : Opal-glass, 
(looks like white china—% inch thick), 
porcelain tile, white enameled wood or odorless 
white wood.

No zinc is ever used, as zinc forms dangerous 
oxides that poison milk and other food.

Can be arranged for icing from an outside 
porch if desired.

Cut Down Your Ice Bills
McCray Refrigerators use less ice than other re­
frigerators, because McCray walls are the thick­
est and best “ heat and cold proof” walls made.

McCray Refrigerators of all sizes and styles 
are ready for immediate shipment. Built-to- 

order refrigerators for any purpose can be 
shipped three weeks after order is received.

Every McCray is guaranteed to give lasting 
satisfaction.

Upon request we will send our 48-page illus­
trated book, which explains why McCray Refrig­
erators are better than other refrigerators and 
different from ordinary ice boxes.

Tear this off as a reminder to request book.

McCray Refrigerator Co.,
896 Mill St.. Kendallville, Ind.

Gentle men :—Please send me your free refrigerator book 
checked below.

. ...Vo. 85—Regular size for Residences.

....Xo. A. H.-Built-to-order for Residences.

...Xo. 60-For Grocery Stores.

....Xo. 58—For Meat Markets.

....Xo. 4 7—For Hotels, Clubs, Institutions, etc.

....Xo. 71—For Florists.

Xante...........................................................................................
Street...........................................................................................
City........................................... State.........................................



Made to your order. Express prepaid

delivery.

3 Shirts for $5"
FOR

Ostriches

King,

Tourists from all parts of the world make 
it a point to visit the Cawston Farm.

A Cawston ostrich plume makes a delight­
ful souvenir of the Golden State.

Direct to you at producer’s prices. Free 
delivery—satisfaction guaranteed.

It means for_yo« a new standard of shirt fit and 
shirt comfort, to say nothing of a saving in price.

I let you choose materials from over 60 patterns 
of latest and most fashionable designs in shirting.

SEND FOR FREE SAMPLES
and I will send also a measurement blank and full 
directions for ordering. I make only to individual 
order. My shirts fit—aX the neck, across the 
shoulders, at the wrists—everywhere, 
them back if vou are not satisfied.

Higher priced fabrics, too.
Write for Free Samples Now.

I will take 
Prompt

CLARENCE E. HEAD (Master of Shirtcraft) 
3rd St., Ithaca, N. Y.

Interesting facts con­
cerning them.

An ostrich egg weighs three pounds 
and contains thirty times as much meat 
as a hen’s egg. An ostrich chick stands 
twelve inches high, when hatched.

An ostrich grows at the rate of one foot a 
month until six months old. A full-grown 
bird measures eight feet high and weighs 
more than 300 pounds.

When running, the ostrich has a stride of 
22 feet. The bill of an ostrich opens four 
inches, and oranges are easily swallowed 
whole.

CATALOGUE FREE.
Beautif ully illustrated. Contains inter­

esting history of ostrich farming in Cali­
fornia. How the feathers are grown, 
clipped and cared for, and a complete 
price list of all our latest styles of plumes, 
boas, stoles, muff's, fans, etc.

CAWSTON
OSTRICFI FARM

P. O. Box 97. PASADENA. CALIFORNIA 

OUR THREE-YEAR-GUARANTEE-TAG attached 
to every genuine “BRISTOL" Rod is your protection 
against unknown, inferior rods of faulty materials and work­
manship. Americans with sporting blood like things that are 
the best, that have a reputation—things that the other fellows 
will admire and praise and want. “BRISTOLS" have for 20 
years been pre-eminently the steel fishing rods with the repu­
tation. Light, pliant, strong, springy, reliable. . Made by 
experienced, skilled workmen of finest imported, high carbon, 
cold rolled steel, hardened in oil and clock spring tempered. 
Best rods made for bait or fly casting, trolling, or still fishing ; 
salt or fresh water—any kind of fish..

Look for the word " BRISTOL” on the handle. None 
genuine without it.

Fish Hook Disgorger Free With New Catalogue
Tell us if dealer offers other rod in place of “BRISTOL. 
Beautiful Oliver Kemp Calendar from famous painting, 

(L 15c. postpaid.
THE HORTON MFG. CO

■45 Horton Street 
Bristol, Conn.

THIS SUIT TO r
YOUR MEASURE $13

Boys, how do you like my suit? See the style ?
Your tailor would ask $30.00 for such a suit; I'll make

Im

it to your measure for $15.00. Let 
me be your tailor. I positively 
guarantee correct style, fit and 
workmanship, at $12.50 to $25.00— 
fine custom-made suits at less 
than ready-made prices.

TAILORED TO ORDER
I cut the cloth to measure and 

make it up just as you want it. 
You cannot order my class oftail- 
oring through any clothing store. 
I am a custom-tailor, selling direct 
to you, therefore save you the 
middleman’s profit. My system 
of home measurements is so easy 
that you can’t make a mistake. 
I pay expressage.

PORTFOLIO OF SAMPLES FREE
My new portfolio contains sam­

ples of cloth in all the new weaves 
and designs for Spring and Sum­
mer; also fashion plate showing 
the latest New York modes for 
1909. It is free for the asking. 
Send for it today. For ten years 
in the same location I’ve made 
clothes for thousands of satisfied 
customers; I’ll satisfy you or re­
fund your money.

Tailor to the Kings of America — 
the well-dressed young men! Who are

KING TAILORING COMPANY
203 WEST WATER STREET 
MILWAUKEE, WISCONSIN



rlet Us Help You To

We Give You
YOU
CAN T T .
FACTORY LIKE THIS W

Tools And Equipment
Without Cost ■

We Will Start You in the Canvas Glove Business
and give you without cost the necessary tools, simply with the understanding 

that you buy supplies and material from us so long as our prices 
are as low or lower than you can get elsewhere.

Immense Profits
started only a few wars ago wthout a o-nt. '1 h»*y  actually 
borrowed $P'O to start with. Today they have thousands 
of dollars. 'J'hoy own their own large factory. have exten­
sive interests in others. and do an enormous business. 
They have started a f>*w  other men in the g. we business.

Our Npw Plan stakes it easy for any man to start in 
VUE new Ild.i1 business for himself. We give you 
without co>t the necessary tools, such as expensive hand­
made die>. enttimr table, maple cutting block, turning 
machine, cloth rack, rawhide maul, knife, pattern, and 
equipment. No matter how small or how large your town 
—no matter what section you live in there is always room

and they will help you to <t;i:-t. t'><v fur::;-:.hi 
tools and equipments without, co--’., and te.i'hi 
secrets of the business.

Unlimited Demand—hrtfwi:'a"'t:hre 
steady demand as for canvas gloves and m:tt- 
are the popular jrlovc for the masses. Even 
them—the farmer, tin- mechanic. tin*  doctor t 
the merchant, the laborer—in ad sections o: t 
country—from Maim*  t»> California, and from 
Minnesota to tin.- Gulf, Th-re is actually room 
today for ten canvas glove factories where we 
only have one now.

Seven Years fe? K.
few made by hand by farmers' wives. Every­
body then wore leather gloves. Today livre 
are six pairs of canvas gloves worn, where 
formerly only one pair of leather gloves was 
us<d. You ran easily see the tremendous lEid 
that has thus been opened up.

We Mean Businesshhh h'/.iVhZh-l; 
Cost, we ni-an exactly what we say. AH w<- a *k  
is that veil b::v yn::r cloth from u<. but w-- i :;'t 
even ask that unb-ss we can fur:ii-ii it a- 
low or lower prices than you can buy e>--w:im c.

g you with for a factory. Any merchant can make the gloves he sells
ng you the himself. and souii be making glwu> for other stores.

s of goods 
is such a 

•ns. They 
bodv uses 
he lawyer.

No Experience is required. We teach you the 
secret> of the business and furnish

\0i: tool.- and equipment?- without cost. Wr have taken 
men who had never had a day’> practical business experi­
ence. and -tarti d them on the road to wealth. These men 
started in a modest way. but soon built large factories.work

lots of help, have a big >tock of cloth and ma­
chinery '*»  hand and a good balance in the 
bank. What these men have done, you cando.

Don’t Miss This opportunity, even if you 
have to borrow the

small amount of money necessary to buy a 
stock of cloth to start with. You should be 
able to pay it back in a very short time and 
have money in the bank besides. There will 
be many fortunes made in the canvas glove 
business in the next few years You can start 
a factory in any spare room at home, or small 
store room, and enlarge it as your business 
d-mands.
Nn Carvifsl :o ’‘Peak of i< required. We 11U Vdpildl leach yon th(. secrtt? of tbe 
bimim-Sb : we furnish you tools and equipmem- 
without cost. All you require is a little mor.< y 
to buy- a stock of cloth.

entirely foridoth, suppliesand other n<*r<

This Liberal Offer
We Start You !
help you.

Come With Us

Every man. no matter how humble, is en. 
It you have the ambition to better your con- 

uccess, happiness and prosperity—we can

OPPORTUNITY IS KNOCKING AT YOUR DOOR
TT ie a fkonra where you can. with our help start on an honorable career as a Sue- 
nere is a vnance cessful business man. You cannot possibly lose anything by inves­
tigation. and it may mean great financial -access for you. Do not delay. Today the oppor­
tunity is open to you ; tomorrow may be too late. Our ability to assist others in start 
factories is limited to our ability to furnish them with raw material, and just as soon 
enough have become associated with us to absorb our capital, we shall be obliged to 
withdraw this offer- IT IS SO VERY EASY TO GET THE FULL DETAILS OF OUR 
PROPOSITION. SIMPLY SIGN AND SEND US THE COUPON.

McCreery manufacturing co.
284 Dorr Street, Toledo, Ohio

In answering this a<lc. rtis< meat it is 'hsirabb: that ya-.t nunti'ai Tin; Ai:-;usy.



We Trust You Privately
CARPETS, RUGS, FURNITURE, SEWING MACHINES, ETC.-ON CREDIT

We Charge Less J;We Sell More Housefurnishings }(b“j

plan is private and confidential

d 75c

PEOPLE’S OUTFITTING CO., 466 Sixth Street, DETROIT, MICH.

Bed. 50c 
in th pays 
re. Price

$5.35

seis Sultan Rug. EE 
Size 9x12 feet 
Worth S*2.V'’. KW 
Price $11.85 £g

Carpet Samples Free Upon Request.
the kind of carpets wr

We Ship On Approval
Free Catalog

hot h frt

miiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiipn WRITE WITH 
COMFORT

TOWER’S ELASTIC PENHOLDER l-.liniiDiiifS

CUTTER-TOWER COMPANY. 184 Summer Street, Boston, Mass. Dept. AA.

Trade Mark Reg.U.S.Pat.OrT. 

Shields 
^REALLY DELIGHTFUL

Xlainttj

YOUR DOCTOR KNOWS that 
no Chiclet chewer complains 
of indigestion or dyspepsia.

fbut Up in little gwttt baa? for a nittal 
anil in 5.10 anil 25 eent parhets bg 
fnanh fi-flnvV Sonxpanu

A JMjila&rlptjia. ’-31*  ❖
•fr anb TTunpato. ^anatla*  4»

PERFECTION
MARINE ENGINES

CJ This engine ap-
peals at once to those ^^B 
who want the slick- ^B

^B est finished, best built B 
engine ever sold at a 1 
reasonable price. Com- ’ 

parison proves that the 
^•‘Perfection’ equals the 
’ most expensive engines— 
beats most of them. In quality

of materials, workmanship, strength, 
durability, power, accessibility; and in economy of 
operation, it stands alone as the biggest value to be had.
Prive quoted is for mine complete 
<][ Finest babbitted bearings; elevated 
commutator with enclosed gears. Choice 
of improved generator or float- 
feed carburetor, etc. Sold on our

I “Square deal ’’ plan. Every engine 
k guaranteed to give satisfaction.
|B You take no risk. Write for y^^^B 

Catalog--gives complete in- I ^Bb 
formation in which every

^^k buyer is interested. H^B|| 
^^kt'All.l.E PERFE< T10nM^H

9 «■ p- <4?m complete y“v

JIl< II,



rill'. ARGOSY—ADVIIR USING SECTION.

STARTLING
Watch 

Offer

More Light!

The Angle Lamp
y<‘*<-mi'lvs .t h;tni.b >inf sri' ' iiHii'MbT both hi 4p|i-.iT.nii’

■ t’-jti .*11 I >■ < <mr iifl.-r <>f

30 DAYS’ TRIAL

THE ANGLE MFG. CO. 159-161 West 24th St., New York

The world’s masterpiece of watch

The Great 
Burlington 

Special at a 
No-Trust Price!

The most amazing offer ever made in the whole history 
of the watch industry — an offer which lias absolutely 
PARALYZED competition — the offer of the genuine 
Burlington Special direct to the public at the rock-bottom 
NO-TRUST PRICE, without middlemen’s profits.

The Fight is On!

PRESIDENT
SUSPENDERS

insure absolute comfort and freedom of motion. The 
sliding cord in the back permits instant adjustment 
to every movement of your body and takes all strain 
otf the shoulders and trouser buttons.

President Suspenders lie flat nn the back and feel so easy 
you do not realize you have suspenders on. There is never 
any tugging and pulling when you move, as in the case of 
the old style, rigid-back suspenders.

Light weight for office and dress wear; medium and 
heavy weights for workers. Extra lengths for tall men. 
Maker’s guarantee on every pair—Satisfaction, Xew Pair or 
.Money Back. If your dealer can’t supply you. we.will, 
postpaid, upon receipt of the price, 50 cents. Convenience 
suggests a pair for each suit. Get them today.

THE C. A. EDGARTON MFG. CO.
70S Main Street Shirley, Mass.

We will not be bound b.v any system of price-boosting con­
tracts with dealers. We will not submit to any •*  high-profit ’* 
selling scheme. We will not be dictated to by AXY Trust.

NO MATTER WHAT IT COSTS, we ate determined to 
push our independent line even if we should have to fight 
a combination of all the Watch Manufacturers of the 
country !

And so we are making this offer, the most sweeping, 
astounding offer ever made on any high-grade watch. The 
famous BURLINGTON direct and at the same price the 
Wholesale Jeweler must pay.

And in order to make the proposition doubly easy for the 
public we will even allow this rock-bottom price, if desired, 
on terms of $2.50 a month. Don't miss this wonderfully 
liberal offer.
Here is Your Opportunity :
rock-bottom, no-trust price, whether you buy for cash or time.

POST YOURSELF!

Get the Burlington 
Watch Company’s

FREE WATCH BOOK

FUKE BOOK ’.»’w

BURLINGTON 
WATCH CO

Dept. 1074
Millard Stu.

Chicago

In tininri rin<j >i>lCertis< m> nt <>n this page it is dtsirabb that ymi hit nto-n Tiik Argosy.



FOR ALL MEN AT ALL TIMES

STYLE 
ECONOMY

LITHOLIN Linen Collars and Cuffs, 
waterproofed, fit every man and every occasion. 
No other kind so good—when at your desk, on the 

' train, at the dance, or in the field, you’ll find them
. ■. comfortable, clean and in style always. No more 

worry about collars “ wilting,” for they won’t. They
never fray. A wipe with a damp cloth gets rid of 
any soil, and makes them white as new. All trouble 
is saved, and you do away with the present weekly 
expense for laundering. No “ tie-binding ” with the 
turn-downs—there’s a space. All styles and sizes. The 
same collar you have always worn, only waterproofed.

Collars 25c. Cuffs 5Oc.
Always sold from a RED box. Avoid substitutes.

If not at your dealer's, send, giving styles, size, how many, with re­
mittance, and we tvill mail, postpaid. Styles book free on request.

THE FIBERLOID COMPANY
Dept. 6 7 Waverly Place, New York

DIAMONDS^ CREDIT
20% DOWN— 10% PER MONTH

Why wait for your Diamond until you have saved the price ? Why not have the use 
and pleasure of same immediately and pay for it by the Lyon Method ? Lyon’s prices 
are fully 20 % lower than any others. Lyon’s Diamonds are guaranteed perfect blue­
white, imported in the rough, cut and polished here to save import duties and middle­
men’s profits. A written guarantee accompanies each Diamond. You have the option 
for exchange at any time at full purchase price. All goods sent prepaid for inspection. 
Send now—today—for our Catalogue No. 10 , splendidly illustrated. Established 1843.

JM'LYON &CO• 71 new"yorkST

The New Model RUNDEL AUTOMATIC STROPPER
strops all safety razor blades, both single 
and double edged. Absolutely automatic. 
Impossible to cut strop or run off strop. 
Order through your dealer; or stropper and 
strop will be sent direct, prepaid, on receipt 
of $3.00. Money back in 15 days if unsatisfactory. 
Descriptive literature free. Discounts to trade.
New York City Representative:

E. J. BATCHELAR, 
110 Liberty St.

RUNDEL SALES COMPANY, 
850 Central Building, 

Rochester, N. Y.

£ 3^



FREE CATALOG
. . . FOR . . .

Every Woman in America
You Should Have This New 
York Style Catalog. Send for 
Your Copy NOW. It’s Free.

Over a million American women are shopping regu­
larly in h'ew York through our catalog. Send for 
our catalog and VOL'LL know the reason why.

This Latest Spring and Summer Catalog 
is a necessity in every home 
away from N e w York. 
America’s fashion and buy­
ing center. It places all 
the New York shopping ad­
vantages right in your 
home, as in its 2*>5  pages is 
illustrated and described 
all that is new. stylish and 
correct in wearing apparel 
for women, men and chil­
dren; all the latest novel­
ties and household sup­
plies. The prices quoted 
are lowest in America. We 
tell you in our catalog how 
to save express and freight 
the quality of every piece 
The demand for our ratal 
To avoid disappointment I 
today. It is FREE. Addr<

Siegel Cooper Co.’s Liberal Guarantee
is absolute and goes with each article purchased. If your 
purchase does not prove satisfactory in every detail, if it 
does not prove the best value you ever secured, return it to 
us at our expense and your money and all charges will 
be promptly refunded. The advantages are all yours— 
the risk all ours.

Get the Catalog. Get it now. It offers you the 
best values and the lowest prices in America

SIEGEL COOPER CO.
feth Ave., 18th and 19th Streets

NEW YORK CITY, N. Y.

We Trust You 
10 Days 
$1.85 
Each

Cnnzt ma wahov write to-day fer this htnd*etn* 14-tach. betutl folly bend no money, cu,w £.*t. ».««, .4
eolor. If tou find It n bie limin remit 11.95 or sell 3 feather: tad 
jet tout own free. Enclose <e. poJUure. Write for o*t*lojue.

ANNA AYERS. Dtot. 7. 31 Quincy St.. CHICAGO

EXTRA FINE CARBONATE—Substitute for Genuine Diamond 
DECEIVES THE EYES OF EXPERTS.

DISCOUNTS!
Highest Grade 

(DIAMONDS
at Special 

DISCOUNTS.

SEND today for the complete Mar­
shall catalog and price list, to- 

’ o'ether with the Special Discount Sheet. 
You mav have heard of the high quality 
of the Geo. E. Marshall goods, but you 
will surely be surprised at our special dis­
counts on even the finest, pure white 
diamonds. Discounts also on cut glass, 
silver and jewelry.

Marshall’s
diamonds of the rarest beauty 
—are shipped prepaid, on 
approval ; no money down.

Marshall's “F” grade dia­
monds are gems of perfect 
cut and color and of dazzling 
brilliancy. They are the dia­
monds that show their qual-

Ci

<T5

itself is proof of their grade. 
A signed guarantee of quality 
accompanies every Marshall 
diamond.

Catalog on Req"es*
Price List & Special 

Discount Sheet
Now be sure to get this 
catalog and discount sheet 
and our approval-shipment 
offer BEFORE you buy a 
diamond or jewelry.
Write today.
Seo. E, Marshall

(INC.)
W.s. Hyde. Jr., Pre*.
A. S. Trne/Sec'y.
Suite 1124, 
lOSStateSi 
CHICAGO, 

ILL.

Send name*  
address on 
coupon— 
that is



While good dressers never neglect their underwear, 
few get the maximum amount of fit, comfort and 
wear from the monev invested. Why? Because the 

garments they buy are of faulty construction.
Cooper's Spring Needle Knit Underwear is more th

the most elastic and perfect fitting,—it is the most 
thoroughlv made of anv and all moderately priced under­
wear. It is reinforced at points of strain by sftA stays—the 

' collar is unapproached—the buttons cost twice as much as the 
ordinarv kind. These points of excellence added to the best fabric 

on earth are responsible for its popularity
Try a silk lisle suit for spring ami summer wear. All size? 

Get the genuine.

COOPER MEG. CO., Bennington, Vermont

'WH The Name is stamped on 
every loop — Be sure it’s there

WORN ALL OVER THE WORLD
Sample pair. Silk 50c., Cotton 25c. 

Mailed on receipt of price.

GEORGE FROST CO., Makers
Boston, Mass., U.S.A.

INSIST ON HAVING THE GENUINE 
^REFUSE ALL SUBSTITUTES

In 'inniC' iing uny wli t rlisenr- n‘. ">i !/' .<

STYLE 
NEATNESS

COMFORT
THE IMPROVED

BOSTON
IGARTER

CUSHION 
BUTTON

CLASP
LIES FLAT TO THE LEO—NEVER
SLIPS,TEARS, NOR UNFASTENS

CAVALIER
SIX STIRRING SERIALS 
A DOZEN OR MORE 

SNAPPY SHORT STORIES
AND

ONE COMPLETE NOVEL 
THAT IS 

ALWAYS A GOOD LOVE STORY 
Each Month in

THE MAGAZINE OF 
QUALITY AND SPARKLE

192 PAGES - 10 CENTS
AT ALL NEWS-STANDS

OR FROM

The Frank A. Munsey Company
175 Fifth Avenue New York



SPRING SPECIAL ^<^50 

20SUIT1-S- 
to your measure

Send for 
Samples 
and Style 
Book 
FREE

sale price—$13.50.
We’re giving up agents be­

cause we believe we can give our 
patrons better service by deal­
ing with them direct. Not only 
will we save our clients so many 
dollars, but the influence that 
each pleased customer creates, 
will bring us more trade than 
we could secure through any 
other channel.

We guarantee to 
I give you the best $20 suit 
I you ever wore for $13.50. 
[ We guarantee the fit, 

fabric and finish, and 
B if you are not pleased 
ML with the suit when we 
yjg deliver it; if you are 

not convinced that we 
have saved you at 

r ” least 33J%, you are 
under no obligation to 
keep the clothes.

Style Book and 
50 Samples FREE 
We want you to see, believe and know 
about the BELL TAILORS of New York 
and their superior clothes values, so 
send for our handsome style book and 
fifty samples free. You have nothing 
t<> lose and a great deal to gain.

AddresN Shop I»

BELL TAILORS of New York 
Cor. Walker and Center Sts. 

New York City

BELL TAILORS,o/NEW YORK

fl. Don’t get your new Spring suit before you send for 
MnJJk our handsome catalog illustrating the newest Spring 
I i 1 styles and showing fifty of the smartest Spring suitings.>J I * We’ll prove that you can not only save money by JwJaPTJjk letting us make your clothes, but also get the sniart- 

est ^ew York stylesand the best possible custom 
tailoring.

For $13.50 we will make to your special measure a 
positive $20 suit. It’s the same suit that we have 
sold year after year through our agents for $20. 
But we’ve done away with agents and are selling 
you direct, the same quality suits at the agents’ whole­

$450 
in One 
Day
Operating 
the

Circling-Wave Amusement Device
Small capital required. A healthy ancT profitable busi­

ness for .me not able for hard labor. A great machine to 
travel with from town to town. Is operated by gasoline en­
gine. Music by high-class organ. Machine will pay for itself 
in a few days’ operation. Write for Catalogue and Prices. 
ARMITAGE <& GUINN, Springville. Erie Co.. N. Y., U.S. A.

Patented August, 1907.

Learn Beauty Culture 
And Earn Money

MY 
FREE 
BOOK 
TELLS 
HOW

ELIZABETH KING 
/ Teacher and originator of the Elizabeth

King System of Beauty Culture.

Let me send you my FREE BOOK. Write to­
day for it, a postal card will do. Hundreds 
of women who wrote for this FREE BOOK on 
Beauty Culture are now earning from 

$18 to $50 Per Week 
in a refined profession. You can do the same.
Tliis free book tells all about 
Beauty Culture and how I teach women 
in the.r own home—by mail—to be­
come expert operators in

MANICURING
HAIR DRESSING
MARCEL WAVING
SCALP TREATMENT 
FACIAL MASSAGE 
SHAMPOOING

I also furnish valuable formulas for 
making Flesh Food, Massage Cream, 
Hair Tonics, Depilatories, Cosmetics, 
Etc.

YOUR OWN BUSINESS
You can start a visiting practice- 

working by appointment in your pat­
rons’ homes, or you can establish a 
Beauty Parlor in your own home.

This profession offers unlimited op­
portunity for ambitious women to earn 
money. The demand for expert opera­
tors is growing every day. My students 
are able to quickly establish a lucrative 
Sractice—many of them earn money 
efore they have graduated.

One Graduate Says :
Dear Miss King :

Just received mg Diploma. I 
am very proud of if. I trill al­
ways be thankful to you. I hare 
already earned many times the 
cost of my ins'ructions.

Mrs. Florence Duffy, 
836 Iberville Street.

New Orleans. La.
Another Says :

The course of instruction is 
worth many times over the price 
you ask. It repays one a hun­
dredfold if only for their own 
personal use.

Mrs. Sadie Brownell, 
70 ll'alnut Street,

Santa Cruz, Cal.
SUU Another Says :

I want to let you know how 
thankful J am to be earning money 
through your wonderful system. 
The lessons are so easy anyone 
can understand them. Jam earn­
ing $10 a week and upwards and 
working only a few hours a day.

Agnes Connolly.
51 B’. 9\st Street, New York

SEND TO-DAY FOR MY FREE BOOK.
Don’t struggle along in uncongenial employment with long hours 
and small pay. Educate yourself in this profitable profession and 
learn to do work that has little competition. Isn’t it better to 
spend a few hours a day for a few weeks and qualify yourself to d<> 
work that everyone else cannot do? The field of Beauty Culture 
is large. You will be surprised when you see what a great demand 
there is for this work in even the very small places.
Write to-day for this Free Book—a penny postal will do.

ELIZABETH KING SYSTEM
Dept. 100, No, 117 E. 23d Street, New York

FREE BOOK COUPON. (Cut out and Mail To-day) 
Elizabeth King, President: 100

Please send me a copy of your new book, Beauty Culture, 
which you agree to give absolutely FREE. I am interested in the 
subject.
Nami...............................................................................................................
A ddress...................................................................................................
City..................................................................................................

C4/



o men particularly— 
Be comfortable without wearing 
“feminized” undergarments of 
muslin or nainsook. Now you get the new style under­
wear—short sleeves, knee length, coat shirt and all— 
in the old-fashioned,long-wearing balbriggan, that satis­
factory knitted stuff that absorbs perspiration and pre­
vents chilling, Y our size will fit you, ample and easy in 
crotch and seat. Non-shrinking. There is a little book on

Roxford Underwear
For Men and Boys. It tells all about this great im­
provement in masculine undergarments. Send for it 
before you purchase your 
well worth writing for.
Long sleeve shirts 
Short sleeve shirts 
Sleeveless shirts (no buttons) 
Bachelor shirts (no buttons)

Spring underwear. It is

Coat shirts (short or long sleeves) 
50c., 75c., $1.00.

Ribbed and flat union suits
Ankle length drawers 
Knee length drawers
Short stout drawers 
Long slim drawers

Any style, any
weight, for any climate. Send your 
name for the Book and please yourself.

Roxford Knitting Company Dept.C. Phila.

The College Girl Knows Good Candy
We want you to know the candy we've named for her 

and made for everybody who loves the best—

Sorority Chocolates

The delicious new confection that’s leaped to the lead in a year; 
crisp, snappy coverings—centers of sugar floss that melts like cream. 
“One taste reveals."

At leading dealers, 60c the lb. Or send 
51.00 for full pound box (craftsmanship design) and three artists duplicates 
(11 x 24 in., full colors, no advertising) of our famous Sorority Girl heads— 
all charges paid.

Our “Treat” Box Free. Send your dealer's name and 
5 two-cent stamps for postage and packing, and we’ll send 
you a miniature of our regular box containing enough 
Sorority Chocolates to convince you how good they are.

Taylor Brothers Company
352 Taylor Building Battle Creek, Mich.



PUZZLE:
Find the Chaperon

ALICE GRACE ELSIE MARY

One of these women 
is a married woman of 
nearly 40. The others 
are misses of 15 to 20 
years younger.

Can you tell which is 
the oldest, the chaperon ?

The chaperon looks 
nearly as young as her charges, 
and can mingle with the younger 
folks without a difference in ages being 
apparent—because she has retained her com­
plexion and youthful lines.

» Cosmetics did not do it—an occasional 
massage with Pompeian Massage Cream is what 
did it, and it will do as much for you. It drives 
away and keeps away wrinkles and “crow’s-feet”;
gives a clear, fresh, velvety skin; rounds out angles 
and drives away double-chins.

Pompeian Massage Cream
is not a “cold” or “grease” cream. The latter have their uses, yet they can never do the work of a 
massage cream like Pompeian. Grease creams till the pores. Pompeian Massage Cream cleanses them 
by taking out all foreign matter that causes blackheads, sallowness, shiny complexions, etc. Pompeian 
Massage Cream is the largest selling face cream in the world. 10.000 jars being made ami sold daily. 50c. or 
$1.00 a jar, sent postpaid to any part of the world, on receipt of price if dealer hasn’t it.

For men, Pompeian Massage Cream takes away soreness after 
from the pores it allays the irritation so distressing to those whom a 
constant shaving a necessity.

shaving. Fy removing the soap 
thick, jast-growing beard makes

Answer to Puzzle: This puzzle has created so much discussion 
that an explanation is sent with every sample jar. (See offer below).

in families and among friends 
Have each of your family

vote and discover who is right.
Pompeian

Send for Sample Jar and Book
rr ~ v. r C 8V618H(t, 0h 10

Cut off Coupon NOW Before Paper is Lost Gentlemen: En-
Yon have been reading and hearing about Pompeian for years. Vou know it is the most popular .%■' to^cover^cost^of 

face cream made, 10,000 jars being sold daily. You have meant to try it, but have v postage and pack- 
not done so. This is your chance to discover what a vast difference there is he- **’ ing. Please send mo 
tween an ordinary “cold” cream and a scientifically made Massage Cream like one copy of your fa-
Pompeian. Fill but the coupon to-day and prepare for a delightful surprise mous illustrated mas-
when you receive our quarter ounce sample jar. A 16-page booklet on the 
care of the face sent with each jar. When writing enclose io cents in 4 
silver or stamps (United States only) to cover cost of postage and packing. .0

.< sage book and a special 
sample jar of Pompeian 

* Massage Cream.

THE POMPEIAN MFG. COMPANY

31 Prospect St., Cleveland, Ohio

Name,

Address.



The New REGAL/ORM Last Insures the
Only Custom Fit Found in 

Ready-to-Wear Shoes
Regal Shoes are now being made on the new REGAL/ORM Last, in­

vented and owned exclusively by us. When a Regal Shoe made on this 
Last is finished, the REGAL/ORM Last is withdrawn in sections, first part A, 
then part B. The great advantage of this REGAL/ORM Last is that it

priced custom shoes. All other ready-to-wear 
shoes are built on old-style lasts, large enough 

at the “waist” to allow the broad part of the 
last to be withdrawn. That is why they 

are so apt to wrinkle over the instep 
and under the arch, and to allow the 
foot to slide forward.
SPRING AND SUMMER STYLE BOOK-Illustrcfes 
the correct models for both men and women. It's an 
acknowledged authority on styles. Magazine size. 
Handsome cover in colors. Free on request.

enables Regal Shoes to be shaped in perfect proportion at the instep or 
‘ waist,” duplicating the snugness found heretofore only in the highest-

1909 YALE 31 H. P. MOTORCYCLE—$200 
Made for men with good red blood 
An American betterment of the finest foreign models.

Easy running, powerful, reliable, swift. 
Don’t decide before you learn all 
about the’09 Yale. It has no rival 
at anything near the price.

2X H.P. YALE-CALIFORNIA 
MOTORCYCLE, $125 

YALE & SNELL BICYCLES fit­
ted with Hussey Handle Bars are

the acknowledged leaders the country over. 1909 Catalogues show why.

THE CONSOLIDATED PACKAGE CAR—$100
Solves the problem of small deliveries at a profit. A money-saver for every retail business. Ask to-day for FREE 
CATALOGUE, naming the type of vehicle vou wish to know about.

THE CONSOLIDATED MFG. CO. me fernwood ave. Toledo, O., U. S. A.



The Only Shoes Made in QUARTER- 
Sizes, Insuring an Exact Fit

for Every Foot
Regal quarter-sizes have given thousands of people the only perfect fit 

they ever obtained in ready-to-wear shoes. Remember that Regal quarter­
sizes offer you double the usual number of fittings.

The 252 Regal styles for Spring are, as always, exact reproductions of 
the most approved custom models. The perfect fit and comfort of Regal 
quarter-sizes, together with custom style and quality, make Regal Shoes 
the greatest shoe values in the world.

Regal Shoes are cold directly from the Regal factories to you, with all 
intermediate profits eliminated. ___________________

$1.00.
REGAL SHOE COMPANY

If you don t live near one of the 624 Regal Stores and Agen­
cies, order from the Regal Mail Order Department. If the shoes 
are not exactly as ordered, we will cheerfully exchange or refund 
your money, if desired. made of Russet

$<150 s/fOO $C00
and

Olmstead, $3.50
(Delivered Prepaid, $3.75)

Style C 7259—As Illustrated. 
Oxford, blucber - cut. 
Made of Black King 
Calf.
Style C 8688-

Mail Order Dept.: 509 SUMMER STREET, BOSTON, MASS.
Mall Order Sub-Stations: Factory, Whitman. Mass., Box 905. San Francisco, 
Cal.. Phelan Building. London, Eng., 97 Cheapside, cor. Lawrence Lane. E. C.

Winslow’s Roller Skates 
are unusually well 
adjusted and finely 
finished — they are 
mechanically per­
fect. Smooth run-

THE BEST ICE AND ROLLER SKATES
For 50 years the standard skate has been the 

Winslow. It is made by the most skilled work­
men, from the finest materials, in the largest skate 

7 plant in the world. All styles and prices.
When writing please say If Interested in ice or roller skates.

THE SAMUEL WINSLOW SKATE MEG. CO., Worcester, Mass., U. S. A.
81-88 CHAMBERS ST., NEW YORK

Winslow’s Ice Skates 
are noted for their 
high-grade material 
and superior work­
manship; reliable 
and “speedy.” Best 
skaters will have 
none but Winslow.

8 LONG LANE, E. C., LONDON



£Mted S
SECRETARY of War Stanton satin his office 

in Washington.
“If I ring that bell,” he said, “ any man, -in the 

most distant State, is a prisoner of war 1”
The telephone bell has succeeded the messenger

Flong ■
DISTANCE^ 

TELEPHONE

Implement t cyr ■t hNation

Business has succeeded war. The wheels of commerce have been kept at the
If any man in the Union rings the bell of his Beil 

Telephone at his desk, any other man at the most 
distant point is at his instant command.

That is the Bell Companies’ ideal—that you may 
take the receiver off the hook and get into communi­
cation with any man, even in the most distant State.

That is the really universal telephone that the 
Bell Companies set as their goal at the beginning. 
It is so far realized that already 20,000,000 voices 
are at the other end of the line, all reached by the 
one Bell system.

The increased efficiency of the individual, of the 
lawyer or bank president or corporation official; 
the increased efficiency of the nation as a whole, 
because of the development of the Bell system, can 
hardly be estimated.

It certainly cannot be overestimated.
The president of a corporation to-day could not 

be the president of such a corporation without it.
The modern corporation itself could not exist 

without telephone service of national scope.
Corporation officials could not have transacted 

business quickly enough by old methods to reach 
the totals which alone are accountable for our 
remarkable commercial development as a nation. 

necessary speed to provide this swift development 
by the universal telephone.

The mere item of time actually saved by those 
who use the telephone means an immense increase 
in the production of the nation’s wealth every 
working day in the year.

Without counting the convenience, without 
counting this wonderful increased efficiency, but 
just counting the time alone, over $3,000,000 a day 
is saved by the users of the telephone 1

Which means adding $3,000,000 a day to the 
nation's wealth !

The exchange connections of the associated Bell 
Companies are about 18,000,000 a day—the toll 
connections half a million more. Half of the connec­
tions are on business matters that must have prompt 
action—either a messenger or a personal visit.

Figured on the most conservative basis, the 
money value of the time saved is not less than ten 
cents on every exchange connection and three dol­
lars on every toll, or long distance connection—fig­
ures that experience has shown to be extremely low.

The saving in time only is thus.Si,800,000 daily 
on exchange messages and $1,500,000 on long dis­
tance messages—this much added to the nation’s 
productiveness by the Implement of the Nation, 
the Beil Telephone.

American Telephone O Telegraph Company



TH
E AR

G
O

SY
—

AD
VE

RT
IS

IN
G

 SEC
TI

O
N

.

A copy of this inspiring picture in colors will be sent free if you will write, requesting it, to Dept. 98. 
The Prudential Insurance Company of America. John F. Dryden, President. Home Office, Newark, N.J. 
Incorporated as a Stock Company by the State of New Jersey.
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Everybody knows what great value the Dollar Watch 
has always been. The new Ingersoll-Trenton offers the 

same kind of value in a high-grade 7 jewel watch, 
is the first fine watch ever produced and sold on 
economical basis. The reason is plain.
The same underlying principles of specialization, which made

It
an

the
Dollar watch possible are now applied in another field, and in another 

factory, to the making of this high grade 7 jewel watch. The entire 
“ I-T ” factory concentrates upon one watch only, producing it in 

enormous quantities and at enormously reduced costs by systems known 
only to the Ingersoll organization. Other factories make many grades, 
styles and sizes, each in relatively small quantities and at correspondingly 
high costs. For the most part they make movements only which they 
ship out without performing on them the final and crucial operations of 
casing, testing and regulating. Hence they cannot guarantee the com­
pleted watches.

The “I-T” is cased at the factory, and is timed, adjusted and regulated 
with all the facilities that only a factory possesses. Here is the first 
high-grade watch sold with a definite printed guarantee covering the en­
tire watch, movement, case and assembling.

Except in number of jewels the tf I-T ” is equal to the highest 
priced of other makes. Having but one watch to make, the “I-T” 
factory combines in this one all the workmanship and improved 
features which others reserve for their extravagantly jeweled, most 
profitable models. It is the only 7 jewel watch ever made in all 
other respects like a full jeweled model; it has the best materials 

obtainable, the same bridge model, micrometer adjustment, com­
pensating balance, safety pinion, Breguet hair-spring of the very best 

watches and a special patented stem-wind superior to any other ever 
made. It has that full, strong regular motion of the balance, distin­

guishing the well made, accurate-running watch.
The “I-T” is sold only in the special “I-T” cases, which are 
made in 3 grades: Solid nickel, $5.00; 10-year gold filled, $7.00, 
and 20-year gold filled, $9.00. The “I-T ” gold filled cases are 
honest value and unlike many of the fraudulently stamped cases they 

contain sufficient gold to give actual wear for the full guarantee period.
These watches are sold only through responsible jewelers who receive 
them direct from the factory, saving you wholesaler’s profits. Sent by 
express prepaid by us on receipt of price if not locally obtainable.

booklet —Send for our Booklet No. 4»k giving detailed descriptions and watch informa­
tion never bet ore made public.

INGERSOLL WATCHES
The Dollar Watch is the every-day, every-purpo^e watch. Through 17 

years of service it has proven to the American people that it is sufficient 
for all ordinary needs. It has established itself as a feature of American 
life and now commands a sale of over 12,000 watches a day. It is fully 
guaranteed for accuracy and durability. Ingersoll watches are also made 
in ladies’ size, the “Midget,” at $2.00, and the new thin-model, 
1 ‘ Junior,’ ’ $2.00.
The name INGERSOLL is always stamped on the dial of genuine Ingersoll watches—Look for it.

Sold Ay 60,000 dealers, or postpaid by us. ^Booklet free.

Robt. H. Ingersoll & Bro.,

In rin»j fhitf rti.s> nt it in -b sirable that ni< fitb-n Tin:



THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY, 
CHICAGO

A moment white, then 
> gone forever"'

These lines of Bums fitly describe most so-called white 
soaps; they are white when fresh, but turn yellow with age. 

FAIRY SOAP is the only white soap that stays white — no 
matter how long you keep it. The reason is that FAIRY SO A 
contains only edible products. <
FAIRY SOAP—the pure, white, oval, floating s 

cake— sells for 5c; the most possible soap good- 
ness for the lowest possible price.

Have You a Little ‘Fairy’ in Your Home?



You Can Hire This 
Servant To Keep 
Your Entire House 
Spick and Span for 
10c. a Month!

Old Dutch Cleanser
chases dirt. It cleans the house from cellar to attic with very little help 
from you. Old Dutch Cleanser contains no acids, caustic or alkali. It 
cleans mechanically, not chemically. It does every kind of cleaning—

Cleans, Scrubs, Scours, Polishes,
and does it easier, quicker and better than old-fashioned soaps and scouring 
bricks. It saves labor, time and expense.

If you cannot obtain Old Dutch Cleanser immediately, send us your 
grocer’s name and 10c. in stamps, and we will gladly pay 22c. postage 
to send you a full size can.
Sold by all Grocers, in Large. Sifting-Top Cans *li|^  

Send for free booklet, “ Hints for Housewives." A V/
THE CUDAHY PACKING CO., 126 33rd Street, So. Omaha, Neb. (Branch) Toronto, Canada

THS MUNSEV PRESS, NEW VORK.


