
BLUEBEARD’S VESTIBULE COMPLETE IN 
T H IS  I S S U E

Single Copies, 10c. THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, 
I7S F IFTH AVENUE, N E W  YORK. By the Year, $1.00
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" A l l  r ig h ts  secured."
Z O T T O  O F  R O S E  I S  T H E  B E S T .



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.
T h e  P a g e -D a v is  S c h o o l  Is th e  O r ig in a l a n d  G e n u in e  A d v e r t is in g  S c h o o l  o f  t h e  W o r ld .

N o tic e  to 'R i l lp lo y e r * —Concerns desirous of engaging eum/*leut ad. writers are rtque»1fl to cornmunimte with us. This sen-ice is gratis.
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LEARN TO WRITE 
ADVERTISEMENTS

Earn from $25 to $100 
a Week

AR E  you satisfied to be one of the “ eight o’clock crowd ” all 
your life ? A re  you waiting with hopes that some day you 
will do better ? Have you ever stopped long enough to 

think what a slim chance you have of ever doing better unless you 
do your part by preparing ? If you learn to write advertisements with the Page-Davis School by correspondence the 
chances will come to you the same as the chances came to the hundreds of others who are to-day making from $25 to 
$100 a week. €[ Never in the history of this institution have there been greater demands upon it for men who could fill 

advertising positions that pay from $25 to $100 a week. €]} No 
matter what your present salary is, you can increase it through 
a knowledge of advertising. W e will teach you by correspon­
dence. If you want to work up in the firm you are with, this 
knowledge will open the way.
CJ Send in your name and we shall be glad to demonstrate to you how 
thousands of men and women have increased their incomes from 25 per 
cent, to 100 per cent., and we will also tell you what we can do for you.

A short time ago the 
largest coffee house in the 
world set aside nine hun­
dred and fifty dollars to 
be given to the seven 
Page-D avis students who 
would submit the best 
plans to advertise their 
coffee. The first prize 
was five hundred dollars, 
won by a young man in 
the coal business in 
Brooklyn. N . Y.

Page-D avis School
Address f Dept. 1041, 90 Wabash Avenue, Chicago 

Either Office i Dept. 1041, 150 Nassau Street, New York

T he second prize in this 
great contest was given to 
M rs. J . A. Hogan, an ac­
com plished violinist, re­
siding in Junction City, 
Kans. T h is shows that 
you can make money in 
advertising and remain 
right at home. O ther wo­
men are doing so right 
along. Concerns want 
good ideas for their adver­
tising and will pay you 
iiuerally for them.

CREDIT GIVEN TO EVERYBODY

G R E A T  c a t a l o g ™ ^

W e ship goods everyw here in th e  U. S. and g iv e  the m ost gen erou s cred it 
that allow s the use o f goods w h ile  p a y in g  fo r them . W h y  not trade w ith  us, 
A m erica’s  G reat O riginal H ousefurn ish ing C oncern, w h o fo r o ver a quarter of 
a cen tu ry  has fu rn ish ed  sa tisfa cto rily  thousands o f h a p p y  h om es?

Sewing Machine 
latalug No. 70 

i  Just Out. Get 
it now. FREE, iI

1070 35th St., CbicEfco, 111. 1

simply for the asking. It srives all information and tells yon howto save money on 
hnuat-furnisblnga, such as Furniture, Carpets and Rugs in aetnal colors, fur- 
lalns. Stores, Washing Machines, Crockery, Silverware, Offlee Desks, Baby Car­
riages, Refrigerators, Fireless Cookers, Musical Instruments, etc.
Send <t»-| OO and we will ship this 

us exclusive design, large
and roomy, handsome Kitchen Cabinet. 

Made of hard white maple, fitted 
complete with all necessary com­

partments for lalwr and space econ­
omy. Base is 40 x 24 inches, exactly 
like cut. SatUfac- ^
lion guaranteed or 
money refunded.

Price only

S e n d __
j  this elegant, massive 

Rocker, golden quarter sawed oak 
finish, elaborately carved. The Trout 
of seat and aides of back are ruffled, 
upholstered with Boston Leather. 
Exactly like this illustration. .Satis­
faction guaranteed 
or money refunded.
Order Chair No. 1142. ,

Price

<•1 OO CASH and we will ship«M - Z Z  ;

.65
Pay $1.00 Cash, 75c Monthly Pay $1.00 Cash, 50c Monthly

COLONIAL PERFECT FITTING

UNDERWEAR and KNIT JACKETS
B u y  D i r e c t  £ 5," ,,"” ,2 ;

B est q u a lity  and p e rfec t fit guaranteed.
Colonial U nderw ear, the c lim ax  o f perfectio n , is  offered d irect to y o u  from  the 

m ills  e n tire ly  on its m erits as the b ig g e st v a lu e  in the world.
Co lon ial U n derw ear is  re in fo rced  w here the w ear com es— not o n ly  fits right, but 

w ears longer and is m ade b etter  than a ll o th er g a rm en ts o f its kind. Send for our

F R E E  C A T A L O G U E
te lls  a l l  a b o u t U n d e rw e a r  a n d  K n it  J a c k e ts  fo r  m e n . w o m e n  a n d  c h i ld re n . 

S a tis fa c tio n  g u a r a n te e d  o r  m o n e y  re fu n d e d .

COLONIAL KNITTING MILLS, 200 Wabash Ave., Chicago

In  answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T he A boo st.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

“Broadway Vaudeville at Perkins’ Corners”

^ P H E  thing to consider in purchasing a sound-reproducing 
instrument is the fidelity with which it reproduces the 

human voice in songs or speeches and the musical notes of 
instruments. Until you have heard

T 5 6  ED ISO N  PHONOGRAPH
you cannot appreciate how far Mr. Edison has carried his invention in this respect.

Every note of music and every syllable of a speech is not only clear and distinct, but 
also a perfect reproduction of the singer, band, orchestra or speaker who made the orig­
inal Record.

The mechanical excellence of the Phonograph, its delicate reproducers, sensitive wax 
cylinder Records and smooth, indestructible reproducing point — all exclusive features — 
give the Edison a richness of tone and a faithfulness of reproduction of all sounds not to 
be found in any other type of machine.
SEPTEM BER EDISON RECORDS ARE NO W  ON SALE.
Hear them at the nearest Edison store and pick out those you like.

T h e re ’s no e n d  o f  fu n  in  m a k in g  y o u r  o w n  reco rd s . A sk y o u r d e a le r  to  show  you  how  e a sily  
and c h e a p ly  th i s  c a n  be d o n e  in  yo u r ow n  hom e w i th  th e  E d ison  P h o n o g r a p h  a n d  w ith  
E d ison  R eco rd  B lanks.

A sk  y o u r  d e a le r  o r w r i te  to  u s  fo r th e  n e w  c a ta lo g u e  o f  E d ison  P h o n o g rap h s , T h e  P hono­
gram , d e s c r ib in g  e a c h  R eco rd  in  d e ta i l ;  th e  S upplem ental C atalogue, li s t in g  th e  n e w  S e p te m ­
ber R ec o rd s , a n d  th e  Co5iplete  C atalogue, l i s t in g  a ll E d ison  R ec o rd s  now  in  e x is te n c e .

National Phonograph Co., 35 Lakeside Ave., Orange, N.J.

In  answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention  T he A rgosy.
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O n e  C o m p l e t e  N o v e l

BLUEBEARD'S VESTIBULE. The time and place for disappearing, 
only the selected wealthy desired, but detectives sent on their 
trail not disdained............................................................... EDGAR FRANKLIN

S i x  S e r i & l  S t o r i e s
A FALL OUT OF FATE. Part I. An artist in difficulties, how a friend 

tried to help him out, and the part played by his pet antipathy in the.
process......................................................’. .................................. EDWIN BUSS
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knowing....................................................................................f. K. SCRIBNER

TAKING BIG CHANCES. Part III. I'he series of happenings that set wide­
awake a sleepy village on the Atlantic coast...............SEWARD W. HOPKINS

WASHINGTON OR—WORSE? Part IV. Certain astounding happenings 
that broke the calm current of life in a banana republic..EDGAR FRANKLIN 
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THE NOVEMBER ARGOSY

. . c o n ta in  s o m e  g r e a t  s to r ie s .  “  B y  B u lle t  P e r s u a s io n  ”  is  th e  C o m p le te
N o v e l, i t s  s c e n e  la id  in th e  W e s t  a n d  i t s  a c tio n  m a d e  u p  of s te a d y - f i r e  th r i l l s .  T w o  N ew  S e r ia ls  w ill s t a r t ,  
one  of th e m , “  F ro m  F la g  to  F la g ,”  a  y a r n  t h a t  w ill n o t  o n ly  ho ld  b re a th le s s  a t t e n t io n  fro m  th e  v e r y  o u ts e t ,  
b u t  w ill g iv e  th e  re a d e r  th e  s u r p r is e  of h is  life  a t  t h e  e n d ;  th e  o th e r ,  “ A n  E lu s iv e  L e g a c y ,” t a k in g  a 
p h o to g ra p h e r  th r o u g h  a  se r ie s  of h a p p e n in g s  t h a t  r a n g e  all th e  w a y  fro m  a  f la s h l ig h t  t h a t  fa iled  to  w h a t  
o c c u rre d  w h e n  h e  h ad  a  w h o le  to w n  a t h i r s t  to  g e t  ev e n  w i th  h im . A nd a m o n g  th e  s h o r t  s to r ie s ,  don t  fail 
to  read  “  M o n ey  to  B u r n .”

I S S U E D  M O N T H L Y  B Y  T H E  F R A N K  A .  M U N S E Y  C O M P A N Y  
17 5  F i f t h  A v e n u e .  N e w  Y o r k ,  a n d  T e m p l e  H o u s e .  T e m p l e  A v e n u e ,  E .  C. ,  L o n d o n

C O P Y R I G H T .  B Y  T H E  F i t \ N K M l’ NSKY COMPAN Y. THE N EW  YO R K  I’ i
K'I-hih H. Purr. 
ST- O FF  ICE AS SKCoNI* C L ASS M A IL M A T TE R .



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.

,4s it  is im possible f o r  us to l:notr each m lve rtiser  personalia , we a sk  the ccopera- f O rm S  f o r  NOV. ClOSe S e p t .  2 3 d  
tio n  o f  o u r  readers in  keep ing  a ll questionable a d v e r tis in g  o u t o f  these colum ns  ■ .

AGENTS AND SALESMEN WANTED
E X C LU SIV E T E R R IT O R Y  now being a llo tted  to t  L i t t le  

ft  uni t H ousehold P um p. O nly th in g  of its  k ind , i t  bfls 
free fir Id w herever th e re 's  plum bing, rem o v es  a ll s to p ­
pages in  pipes, saves plumbers* lu lls , p r.-vm ts  noxious 
gases. Everyone w an ts  it. everyone ran  aiV-»i-<l i t ,  ev e ry ­
one can  o pera te  i t .  As strong  in business w orld as am ong
homos. S elling  a t  top speed.' ............ a lready  in use. I
ra n  g ra n t you abso lu te  monopoly and fix y<ni f<>r life , if  
you a re  the  r ig h t m an. A ddress a t  ■ n*v. J .  E. K e n n e d y . 
S03 O allow h ilf S t., P h ilade lph ia . Pa.

W R IT E  I 'S  A T ONCE for the  best S-u.p A- T o ile t A rtic le  
C om binations p u t up in the  C ountry  i'»r A gents. All 
ou r soaps m ade by th e  F rench  pv*ee>s. See our new 
Red Cross paekages. F ie in e Ch i :.m :« al C'o., D esk I I ,  
152 5 th  A ve., Chi* a go._______________________________________

LA D IE S W A N TED  T u  S ELL P R E S S . G '> oP S . silk , and 
w ais tings. No ca p ita l requ ired . Large e labo ra te  sam ple 
outfit F ree. I deal P r e ss  C oups Co m pan y . D ept. M., 33$ 
B roadw ay. New York.

PHO TO  BILLOW  TU I'S . P o r tra i ts .  F ram es and Sheet 
P ic tu res  a t  very  low est prices. R ejects cred ited . P rom pt 
sh ipm ents. Sam ples am i ca ta log  free. We tru s t  honest 
agen ts . ,T.\s. Hailey Co.. 73 Potom ac- A ve.. Chicago. 111.__
~ A G E N T S — $25 A W EEK  E A SILY . M ADE selling  our 14 
new  p a ten ted  a r tic le s . Each one a necessity  to  every woman 
and  a  rap id  se lle r. No Schem e. Sam ple free  to  h u s tle rs . 
A. M. Yoi nu & Co.. 2<*4 H owhiml B ldg.. Chicago._________

O CR Si>AP & T O IL E T  A R T IC L E  propositions have them 
all b ea t.— A ttra c tiv e  appearance . A l q ua lity , popu lar p rices. 
A lm o st. sell them selves. J u s t  w ha t th e  people w an t. Our 
agen ts  doing b e tte r  th a n  ever. T he re’s a reason. Inv estig a te . 
D avis Soap W o r k s . 70 Cnion P a rk  C t.. Chicago._________

A GENTS CAN EA SIL Y  M AK E $ 10.00 A DAY selling  our 
Gold W indow  L e tte rs . Novelty S igns, and  C hangeable Signs. 
Enorm ous dem and. M erchan ts m ust have them . C atalogue 
free. S f l .i.ivan  Co.. 4o3 W, V an-H uron St.-. Chicago.

W A N TED — M an capab le of ea rn in g  $5.onO y ea rly  to  open 
b ranch  office fo r Hiozo, th e  new  d is in fe c tan t. Your sub­
agen ts  can m ake $10 a day. Enorm ous sa les. A m azing 
pr« >fi ts.JE xeI usive t e r r i to ry. P a it k e r  C l 11: m ic \ l  Co., C hicago.

A GENTS m ake b ig  money se lling  our new sign le tte rs  for 
office w indow s, s to re  fron ts , and  g lass signs. Any one can 
p u t them  on. W rite  today fo r free  sam ple and fo il p a r tic u ­
la rs . M eta llic  Sign L e tte r  Ct*.. 55 N. C la r k S r . ,  Chicago,

A gents— O ur Sw iss Em broidered S h ir t W aist P a tte rn s  and 
o th e r N ovelties sell a t  s igh t. $25 to $5o Weekly ea sily  made. 
W rite  today fo r ou r I llu s tra te d  i and sw orn t<*i C atalog. 
F . S. E muroideky Mr*;. Co., I>ept. I '. ,  fib E . IF way. N. Y.

R E S P O N S IB L E  MEN W A N TED  to ha m ile the  most 
com plete and up-to -date  line of gasoline ligh tin g  system s 
on the  m arke t. Salesm en pro tec ted  in te rr ito ry . A corn 
B rass M m . C o., D ept. H. Chicago.__  _________  ____ __

S F P P L Y  Y o l 'R  TOWN K ush ion Ivon fo rt Shoes—-big 
profits— perm anent tra d e — no expense. Satisfied w earers 
buy again . W rite  fo r agency. B ully  chance fo r hu stle rs . 
K r s m n x  K**m r<u:t S itn i: Cu., Desk lo . Boston. M ass.

MONEY IN M CSHROOM S. Cheaply grow n by e ith e r  sex. 
in  ce llars , s tab les , boxes, e tc ., whole y e a r ;  g re a t dem and: 
big profit. Send for free  booklet am i learn  th is  profitable 
business. D ept. F . Nat ' l S pa w n  <V M i' siikoom  Co .. Boston.

A gents w an ted  in every county to  sell tra n sp a re n t handle 
pocket knife . T a f t  o r B ryan pic tu re s  on In1 m ile. B ig com m is­
sion paid. From  $75 to  $3no a  m onth can  be m ade."W rite  for 
m rnis. Novelty C c t i.ury Co.. \.>. 77 B ar S r.. Canton. t».

A gen ts: H ere’s your o p p o rtu n ity : new household artic les. 
Sell everyw here. Good money and expenses easily  m ade. No 
ca p ita l re q u ired : fo r fu ll in fo rm ation  and sam ples address 
1M: x t er  S upply  C. >.. 354 I  »ea r lm r n S i . . Chicago.____________

W E W ANT O NE MAN OR WOMAN in every  tow n to 
in troduce our new  household n ecess ity : every  w oman seeing 
i t  is  in te re s te d : en r  agen ts  rem arkab ly  successfu l. W rite  
for p a r ticu la rs . I m m en  Mi x , Co.. IJoboUeu. N. J .

FLOOR POLISH
If E T C H E R ’S Boston Polish  is th e  l»est finish m ade for 

floors and in te r io r  woodwork. Not b r i t t le ;  w ill not scra tch  
or deface lik e  she llac  o r  varn ish . Send fo r free  booklet. F or i 
sa le  by d ea le rs  in p a in ts , h a rd w are  and housefu rn ish ings. i 
T h e  Ift'TciiKK P o l is h  Co.. 350 A tla n tic  A ve.. Boston, M ass. |

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES
LEARN M ORE AND EA RN  M ORE. We teach  Business 

Correspondence. Law, E ngineering , A ccounting. O rato ry  and 
150 o th e r sub jec ts . Noted ahd fam ous teachers. Low 
• • s t. Easy  paym ents. Ask for ca ta log  G. Name course 
w anted . In t e r *-o n tin k n ta l  U n iv er s ity . W ash ing ton , D. C.

M A K E $25oo to  $7300 yearly  w ith o u t cap ita l. We 
’each y>-ii the  re a l-e s ta te  and  genera l brokerage business by 
m a il: appo in t you our special re p re se n ta tiv e ; fu rn ish  you 
r*-rdily sa lab le  re a l-e s ta te  and in v e stm en ts ; help you 
secure custom ers and m ake you quicjijy  prosperous. ^Par­
ticu la rs  free. In te rs ta te  Sales Co., 255 T im es Itldg., X. Y.

BE Y o l’R OWN B U SS: S ta r t  M aii-O nler B usiness a t  
l.i line : devote whole o r spare  tim e. We te ll you ho w ; very 
good profits. E ve ry th in g  fu rn ished . No C atalog  outfit 
p roposition. F o r “  S ta r te r  "  and p e r  p a rticu la rs  add ress, 
A. R. KitrIXKit ( V * 155 W as h . S L . < h icago, 111.__________

S.I.non to  $ 111,000 yea rly  easily  m ade in real e s ta te  busi­
n ess : m* ca p ita l re q u ire d : we teach  the  business by m ail, 
ai*point voii special rep resen ta tiv e , a s s is t you to  success. 
V aluab le 'book  free. T h e  Cross Cn.. 107G R eaper Block,
<’hicago. Sec our o th e r ad v b r>iscunmt in tiiis m agazine.

W E STA RT Y o b  in a perm am -nt business w ith  us and 
fu rn ish  every th ing . F u ll course of ins tru e  tion free. W e are  
m a n u fac tu re rs  and have a new  plan in th e  m ail o rder line. 
Large profits. Sm all c a p ita l. You pay us in  th ree  m onths 
and m ake big profit. R eferences g iven . Sw orn s ta  te ­
rn n i t  s. P ease  M ix . Co.. 245 P ease Itldg .. Buffalo, N. Y.

M AK E MONEY o pera ting  **ur new  V ending M achines. 
T hey ea rn  3 0 n 'H  Only a  sm all investm ent, in* ded to  s ta r t  
e a rn in g  handsom e Income. W rite  quick  fo r plan. Ca il l e , 
D etro it. M idi.

I tlT L D  A $5 .hoii BU SIN ESS in tw o yea rs . Let u s  s ta r t  
you in  th e  collection business. No ca p ita l n e e d e d ; big 
field. W e teach  secre ts  of co llecting  m oney : re fe r business 
to  you. W rite  today fo r free p o in ters  and  new  plan. 
A m i:rn ■ ax  fV uxi:< tio n  Sniivn-k. 1 !_ S ta te . P e t ro it. M ich. 

STA RT M A IL-O RD ER B U SIN ESS— Sell goods by m a i l : 
••ash o rders, big profits. Conducted by anyone, an y w h ere : 
we supply every th ing . O ur plan positive ly  su ccess fu l: s a t ­
isfac tion  g uaran teed . W rite  for free  booklet and  sam ple 
c a ta lo g u e ^  Central  S r duly Co.. K ansas  C ity . Mo.

DOLLARS Af S E N S E ”  iC ol. H u n te r’s g re a t book) 
free w ith  A .'.lnrfist rs M ayarim  one yea r a t  5o re n ts . In ­
d ispensab le t«* business men who ad v e rtise . B est ”  Ad- 
School ”  in ex istence. Sam ple m agazine free. A d v ertisers 
Maua/.in e , 7:’.ii Commerce B ldg., K ansas City*. Mo.

M ERCH AN TS AND SALESM EN  w anted  to become our 
rep resen ta tiv es  in the  custom -m ade fall and  w in te r clo th ing  
line. S u its  and  overcoats from  $ lo .nO  u p : tro u sers  from 
$ 5.hh up. You m ake M3 1*3 '; com m ission, w hich m eans a 
nice income. Wo fu rn ish  you a la rge  line of a t tra c t iv e  
>."tuples, free. W rite  for fu r th e r  in fo rm ation  and te rr ito ry . 
A. L. S jnuer A C o .. D ept. R. Chicago.

FOR MEN
SH A V IN G  COM FORT is experienced by using  tin* 

fam ous Mab R azo r: 3oo.it0n in use in B ritish  Arm y and 
Navy. D w arf $1 .5o . B ooklet free. Mar <’oji cany o r  
A m erica . 154*1 M onroe S t.. N. W ., W ashington , I>. C.

_BOATS_AND MACHINERY
E lec tric  Supplies and N ovelties. C atalog  <*f 2*mi free. If  

i t ’s E lec tric  we have it. and  we undersell a ll. Ohio E lec tric  
W orks. C leveland, O., World’s h ead q u a rte rs  for e lec tric  toys, 
books, fan m otors, dynam os, b a tte r ie s . F o rtu n e  for A gents.

MOTOR BOATS A N D  YACH TS O U T F IT T E D  ^My~new 
ca talogue. No. 2 1 . show ing flags in colors and il lu s tra tin g  
every necessity  for Y achtsm en, w ith  M ail O rder D iscount 
S heet, sen t free. H o p k in s . 110 Cham bers S t., New York.

MISCELLANEOUS
IF  YOU W ANT TO G ET W E LL AND STAY W ELL, 

you can— w ithou t any  d rugs o r m edicine. My fret* booklet, 
“ The W hat. T he W hy. T he W ay ,”  proves th a t  m ost hum an 
a ilm en ts  a re  due to  one cause, and te lls  you how to  rem ove 
it .  W rite  Ch a s . A. T yrrell . M .D .. 321 D F if th  Ave.. 
New York. N. Y.

In a Hcsift riny any a d vu 'tisu m n t on this pane it is dt sizable that you mention T h e  A rcosy.
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REAL ESTATE HELP WANTED
$ 10U cash  and m onthly  paym ents secures lu  ac res nea r 

Los A ngeles, c u ltiv a te s  i t .  g ives income second yea r, inde­
pendence, com petence. New plan . W rite  Nation al  H om e­
stead A s s n ., Cham ber o f Comm erce B ldg., Los Angeles, Cal.

R IC H  FARM  LANDS in  the  D ako tas and  M ontana now 
sell from  $15 an ac re  upw ards. H om estead  lands  a re  Still 
p len tifu l clyse to th e  tow ns on the  new B ari tic C oast line 
of th e  Chicago. M ilw aukee & S t. Caul K ail w ay. F e r ti le
s o il: m ild c lim a te : am ple r a in fa ll :  no irr ig a tio n  req u ired : 
long grow ing seaso n s; convenient m arkets . Books de­
scrib ing  th e  p resen t o ppo rtun ities  along th is  new line are  
free  fo r the  ask ing . F . A. Mii .i.kh, G eneral P assenger 
A gent. Chiojigo_________________

GARY— T H E  NEW  S T E E L  CITY. Home of U nited S ta te s  
Steel Corp. Lots $100 to  $575. $5 and up m onthly . No
in te re s t. No taxes. T itle s  guaran teed  by Chicago T itle  
4c T ru s t Co. Cem ent sidew alks and  accepted  c ity  s tree ts . 
F o r m aps and booklets address. Un it e d  St a tes  Land Co.. 
Inc .. Goo A tner. T ru s t B ldg., C h ic a g o .______________

PATENT ATTORNEYS
PA T EN TS. /  procure p a h n is  th a t p ro tec t. A dvice and 

!»-ok s free. I l i g h o t  references. B est resu lts . Watson 
L. < i»i.km a n . P a te n t L aw yer, W ashington , D. C.

PA T EN T W H A T YOU IN V E N T .— (iu r books g iv ing  fu ll 
in fo rm ation  on P a te n ts  and  a l i s t  o f w h a t to  inven t m ailed 
fret*. P a te n t obta ined  o r fees re tu rn ed . P a te n ts  advertised  
free. Conscientious serv ice. Ask fo r our references. 
Wi m ip tv Aim 4c C h a n pl l k , 1287 F  S t.,  W ash ington, D. ( \

PA T E N T S TH A T  P R O T EC T.— O ur th re e  books for 
in veu to rs  m ailed on rece ip t of six  cen ts stum ps. 
It, S. 4c A. Pi. Lacey, W ashington . D . C. E s tab lish ed  lbGU.

P A T EN T SECU RED  o r fee re tu rn ed . Send sketch  fo r free 
rep o rt a s  t'» p a te n ta b ility . (iuu le Hook and  W hat to In v e n t,  
w ith  valuab le list of Inven tions  W anted , sen t free. One Mil- 
lion h o lla rs  offered fo r one in v e n tio n : $10 .GOO fo r o thers. 
P a te n ts  secured by us advertised  free  in W orld 's  P ro g re ss : 
sam ple free. E vans. W il k k n s  A* Co.. W ashington , D, C.

SMOKERS' ARTICLES
P A IN E ’S P E R F E C T  P IP E . B est in th e  w orld. No 

tobacco ju ice— no d u s t— no slugs in th e  m outh. W rite  fo r 
free  il lu s tra te d  ca ta log . F r a n k l in  T. P a in e , D ulu tb , 
M innesota. __

GAMES
F L Y IN G  TOY— G rea t E xc item ent— A toy flying m achine 

any ch ild  can  opera te . G uaran teed  to fly o r  money back. 
P rice  25 e ts . P ostage prepaid . P a cific  Novelty W o r k s , 
7S H aig h t S t.. San F rancisco , Calif.

W A N TED — MAN. M ust be w illing  to le a rn  and capable 
of ac tin g  as  our local rep resen ta tiv e . No canvass ing  o r 
so lic iting . A ddress Nation al  Cu-Ofek a tiv e  R ealty Co ., 
D ept, I .A .J .. W ashington. D. C.

MEN— O ur free  il lu s tra te d  ca talogue exp la in s  how we 
teach  barber tra d e  in few  w eeks: g rad u a te s  paid  $12 to  

i $2o w eek ly ; tools given, dip lom as g ra n te d : positions o r 
[ locations w aiting . W rite  n e a re s t B ranch. Moi.ek S ystem  

of Co l leg es , Chicago, S t. Louis, K ansas  C ity . C inc innati,
I New O rleans. A tla n ta . O m aha, D allas  o r San Antonio , Tex.
j  W A N TED — Men and  women, every  county , to  so lic it
: <>r<ii*rs f<>r f ru it  and o rnam en ta l t r ie s ,  p la n ts , e tc . No 
i delivering  o r co llecting . Big «-uni m issions payable w eekly.
| Experience unnecessary . O ut til free. P erky N u r s e r ie s ,
! K-H-h. s te r . N. V.

C IV IL  S ER V IC E EM PLO Y E ES a re  paid w ell f..r easy 
w .irk : exam inations  o f a ll k inds soon. E x p e rt advice, sam ple 
questions and Booklet IS . describ ing  positions and te lling  
easiest and qu ickest w ay to  secure them , free. W rite  now. 
Wa sh in g to n  C ivil  S ervice  Sciioi.il, W ashington . D. c .

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
BE A D m  TOR O F M EC1IANO-THKUAPY. th e  w onderful 

new system  of healing . $30Uo-$5ooo a  year. W e teach  you 
by m ail. G reatly  superio r and  m ore sim ple th a n  O steopathy. 
A uthorized  dip lom as to  g rad u a tes . Special te rm s now. W rite  
today fo r prospectus free. A m erican  College o f  Mec h a n o ­
t h e r a p y , D ept. 940, 120-122 Randolph S t.. Chicago.

FOR THE DEAF
D E A F  P E O P L E .— N orm al hea ring  can  be perm anen tly  

restored  in cases of C a ta r rh a l deafness by th e  M nssacon, 
a scientific e lec trica l m assage fo r the  in n e r ea r. Enables 
your ea rs  to  do th e ir  own w ork w ithou t dependence on any 
m echanical device. E ndorsed  by physic ians everyw here. 
Thousands in successful operation . W rite  for free 
booklet. Massacon  S ales Co., S u ite  851, 534 S ix th  Ave., 
New York.

T H E  ACOUSTICON M AK ES T H E  D E A F  H EA R 
INSTANTLY'. No tru m p et, u n s igh tly  o r  cum bersom e 
ap p a ra tu s . Special in s tru m en ts  fo r T h e a tre s  and Churches. 
In  successfu l use throughout the  coun try . Booklet, w ith  
Indorsem ent of those you know, free. K . A. T urn er , 
12G5 B roadw ay, New York C ity .

PHOTOGRAPHY
W E .MAKE i me sxD* B rom ide E n largem ent fo r 25c. 

5 for $1. o r one 11x14 fo r 5or. 5 for $2. from  any size film 
<»r p la te  nega tive . All w«»rk guaran teed  o r money refunded. 
Send us a tr ia l  order. F . T . K in g  Ac Co., 51 A Brumfield 
S t.. Boston. M ass.

*BOILET ARTICLES
M AKE YOUR OWN P E R F U M E S — 1 <.z. of oil m akes S 

ozs. of the best perfum e on e a rth , o i l  of .Tieky. V iolet. 
W h ite  Rose. 4a*. $l.oi> per o'/, postpaid . T h e  S u n se t  
P e r fu m e  Co .. 420 E ast 41st S t., Los A ngeles. Cal.

A D H K SO -D EN T m akes your false  te e th  s tick  up. D on 't 
th row  aw ay com fortab le  old set because of looseness or 
dropp ing  w hile ta lk ing , e tc . i Used by D en tis ts  to  make 
new tee th  adhere , i T ria l 35c. Reg. size box 5<’c. •'Money 
back w ithou t q u es tio n ,"  G uaran teed  under Food and D rug 
A ct. E s t e s  Ch e m ic a l  Sales Co m pa n y .. 75 F if th  Ave.. 
New York.

SINGERS
D iaph ragm atic  b rea th ing , ind ispensab le fo r best resu lts , 

fu lly  explained . 11 il lu s tra tio n s . $1. Money re tu rn ed  on re ­
q uest. S inging  P rim er H»e. R eader 5o<\ S heet M usic 10c a 
copy. C atalog . T estim on ia ls . W. I \  Sc h il l in g , M usic P ub ­
lish e r. 131 W. 2 3n l S t.. New Y’ork.

TELEGRAPHY_________
T elegraphy— ta u g h t qu ick ly . It. It. w ire  in school. L iv ing  

expenses earned. G rad u a te s  ass is ted . C orrespondence course 
if  desired . C atalog  free. D odge' s  I n s t it u t e  of  T eleg­
r a ph y . 36 th  S t.. V alpara iso , I rid. E s tab lish ed  1874.

STAMPS AND RARE COINS
$5.75 paid for R are  D a te  1853 Q u a rte rs .— K eep a ll money 

coined before 1875 and  send in  cen ts a t  once for a se t o f 2 
Coin & S tam p V alue Books. I t m ay m ean your fo rtune . 
C. F. Cla r k e  & C o., D ept. 15, Le Roy, X. Y.

EXCHANGE
W E H A V E H U N D R ED S O F A R TIC LE S on our lis ts . 

Would you like to  exchange th a t a r t ic le  you d on ’t w an t 
for som ething  you do? W rite  for p lan . Univ ersal  
E x ch a n g e . 032 B altim ore  B ldg., Chicago.

PIANOS
Y'OUR JU D G M E N T in buying  a P iano  ends w ith  "see in g ”  

and " h e a r in g ."  and you m ust rely  on the  m aker for the  re s t 
— lu*w i t  w ears, s tay s  in  tune . e tc . H ere 's  w here th e  " P e a s e ”  
03 yea r record  counts. Special prices, free  delivery  an y ­
w here. easy  paym ents. M any fine bargain s , used p ianos, 
leading  m akes, $125 up. fu ll guaran tee . W rite  fo r ca ta log  
and bargain  l is t .  P ease  & Co., 12S W est 42d S t.. New Y’ork.

ELOCUTION AND DRAMATIC 
ARTS

A cting. E locution . O rato ry . W e teach  th is  fasc in a tin g  and  
profitable a r t  b y  m ail and  p repare  you fo r the  s tage  o r 
speaker’s p la tfo rm . B ooklet on D ram atic  A rt F ree. Chicago 
School of E locution . 834 G rand  O pera H ouse, Chicago.

PICTURE POST-CARDS
IM PO R TE D  COLORED PO ST CARDS I No Comic o r 

T ra sh  i from  a ll over th e  w orld. Send lo  e ts  fo r S im ples 
and ca ta logue o f over lOObn sub jec ts . H is to ric a l, Scenic,

I e tc. Standard Card Co.. H av erh ill, M ass.

PO ST CARD EX C H A N G E— Jo in  th e  best mie and get 
I ca rd s  from  ev e ryw here : 5<» cen ts  a y ea r. . U n it e d  P ost  
| Card E x c h a n g e ,* 400 C lin ton  Ave. N ., R ochester, N. Y'.

In a ns ten'inn " ,lH '/'/ n r t  isemr nt on this pane it is ilfSirnbU that you mention T h e  A rgosy.
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WA NT E D
Post Office Em ployees

C ity  M a i l  C a r r ie r s —

C le r k s  in  C ity  P o s t  O ffice s.

$ 6 0 0 . 0 0  to  $ 1 2 0 0 .0 0  Y e a r ly .
Short hours. Annual vacation. No “ lay offs.” 

RAPID ADVANCEMENT.

HUNDREDS OF E X A M I ­
N A T I O N S  IN NOVEMBER.

Early examinations for Railway 
Mail Clerks, Departmental Clerks, 
and Customs Employees also.

Every citizen over 18 years is eligible. 
Common education sufficient with our 
coaching. Candidates prepared free.

W R I T E  I M M E D I A T E L Y  F O R  P A R T I C U L A R S .

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE
D E P T .  M. A.

h s c

y o u  need never worry 
about your boy’s com­

pany when he is
chum m ing_____
w i t h ;

SAWe t m B e h in d  
t h i s , t h e  

c l e a n e s t ,  b r ig h t e s t  
b o y s ’ p u b lic a t io n  in th e  

w o r ld ,  is  a s ta f f  o f  c o n t r ib u to r s  
a n d  a r t i s t s  w h o  understand boy nature. 

T h e i r  f a s c in a t in g  a r t i c l e s  a n d  fine  p ic tu r e s  
u p o n  a l l  in t e r e s t i n g  s u b je c ts  b r e a t h e  th e  s p i r i t  of 
h ig h e r  m o r a ls  a n d  n o b le r  id e a l s .  S e n d  $ i t o - d a y  
a n d  g e t  t h i s  v a lu a b le  p e r io d ic a l  fo r  a  y e a r —ia  b ig  
b o o k s  o f  h ig h e s t - c l a s s  r e a d in g .  S a m p le  c o p y , ioc .

S prague Publishing Co.. 54 majestic bldg., Detroit, michiian

I T e a c h  S ig n  P a in t in g
S li« w  C a rd  W r i t i  11 £  r I - e t t e r l i i g  ty
m ad. u : ..v  r.-'. ■ overcrow  :ed . Mv :n - r x - 

i*  |  ra :: a l. j.~*< n?.i am i r-myh. My 
Lirafhiate'i a re  s •.rce-*.'fu!. lifts v te r:- ,-. V, rr.tr 
f r large Chan. J. Strong, Pres.
DETROIT SCHOOL OF LETTERING 

Dept. 3ti, Detroit, Mich.
“ Oldest at:d L a rg est AV*:.v/ of K in d ."

1 R O C H E S T E R ,  N. Y .

U.SK
POSITIONS
PAY\

Th«* r .  S. (lover »m**nt has thousands of steady 
lotions pay:ii4 <̂.>od salaries, for those who 
an  j*as» ti;*- c iv il Servirr* exam inations. We 
can rlt you. a t  a  snutli «-ust, to  pass these 

-  *xa in i n a  11 o n » and 
H ialify y o u  f o r  a 
-mod plan*. It is ne- 
•*-ssary milv tha t vm  

D*3 an Ameriean and over is years of aye. 
W rite at once for free Civil Service Booklet. 
In te rn a tio n a l C orrespondence Schools, 

__ H u iM H lC ,  S c ra n to n ,  P a .

SHORTHAND IN 3 0  DAYS
W c a b so lu te ly  guaran tee to teach shorthand com plete in th irty  days. Y o u  can learn in spare tim e in 

yo u r ow n hom e, no m atter w h ere  you  live . X o  need  to .-per.d m onths as w itli o ld  system s. B o yd 's  
S y lla b ic  S ystem  is  different in p rin cip le  from  a ll o th er system s. T h e first radical im p rovem en t in sh ort­
hand sin ce 18,39. It is  easy-to learn— easy  to w rite — easy  to read. S im p le. P ractica l. S p e e d y . Sure. 
N o ruled lin e s— no positions— no shading, as in oth er system s. X o lo n g  list o f w ord sign s to con fuse. Only 
nine ch a ra cters to learn and you  have the en tire  E n glish  lan guage at yo u r abso lu te com m and. T h e best 
system  for sten ograp h ers, p riva te  secretaries, n ew sp ap er reporters. L aw yers, m inisters, teachers, p h y s i­
cians, litera ry  folk and bu sin ess m en m ay n o w  learn sh orth an d for th eir  ow n use. T h o u san d - o f busin ess 
and profession al m en and w om en find th eir  shorthand a g reat advantage. Th e B oyd S ystem  is the o n ly  
system  su ited  to hom e study. O ur grad uates hold  lu cra tive , h igh-grade positions e veryw h ere . Send to-day 
for free b ooklets, testim on ials, guarantee offer, an 1 fu ll d escrip tion  o f th is new  S y lla b ic  shorthand system .

A ddress

CHICAGO CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS, 960 Chicago Opera House Blk., Chicago, 111.

FREE PRIZE OFFER
W e have just made arrangem ents whereby w e are able to offer to the readers o f  

this m agazine a valuable prize, if they are able to copy this cartoon. T a k a  Y o u r  P e n c i l  
N o w ,  and copy this sketch on a common piece of paper, and send it to us to d ay; and 
if. in the estimation of our Art Directors, it is even 40 per cent, as good as the original, 
we will mail to your address, F R E E  O F  C H A R G E  F O R  S I X  M O N T H S ,

T H E  H O M E  E D U C A TO R
This m agazine is fully illustrated, and contains special information pertaining to  

Illustrating, Cartooning, etc., and is published for the benefit of those desirous of 
earning larger salaries. It is a Hom e Study m agazine for ambitious persons who desire 
S u c c e s s .  There is positively no  m o n e y  c o n s i d e r a t i o n  connected vuth this free offer.

Copy this picture n o w  and send it to us today.

CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTE OF AMERICA, Dept. 20, Scranton, Pa.

In  nsv< t'iv.') ".hi/  rii<4 m> n t <.n th is  h'l'JE it is 'h  iir  tbb. th>:i j-.u  -wi Tin: A rgosy.
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A dvertis in g  Positions fo r  
the Am bitious.

Is the advertising business a good one to 
adopt ?

Does it offer men and women of reasonable 
education greater income inducements than 
almost any other?

What is the best plan for becoming a skilful 
ad writer—correspondence instruction or so- 
called office experience?

Every ambitious person who has been 
attracted to the great and growing advertis­
ing profession has asked these leading ques­
tions a hundred tim es—perhaps a thousand.

Let us consider the fa cts:
The advertising field has constantly ex­

panded, except during a few m onths of the 
panic period when everything momentarily 
paused. No other business compares with  
advertising in possibilities—

Especially for young men and women who 
are determined to win in the shortest tim e.

Salaries R ange from $ 1 2 0 0 .0 0  to 
$ 6 ,000 .00  Yearly, and Over.

For about seven years I have been in the closest 
touch w ith the advertisers of America, and I know  
that their demand for trained ad writers has marvel­
ously increased as business generally has increased. 
Live merchants and manufacturers everywhere now  
understand that holding or gaining supremacy 
means a great, big reliance on sensible, catchy ad­
vertising.

T h ey  understand, too, that mere business ability

does not qualify them, or their salesmen, or their 
bookkeepers, to prepare and plan important adver­
tising on which a fortune m ay be staked.

For this vital reason the trained ad writer and 
manager has become a permanent fixture — he's 
here to stay.

T he question, then, is not “ w ill the demand for 
skilled advertising service hold its own ? ”  but 
rather, if you are attracted to the business, “ how  
can I secure the best training?”

And the answer: through the Powell System—

The W orld’s Best Instruction 
System.

T h e Powell System is far better than any so- 
called oral instruction for m any reasons. It supplies 
the necessary instruction books and pamphlets which  
the ordinary ad man can't. It relies on exhaustive 
analysis and exhibits where the ad man relies cn 
makeshift “ points”  thought up on the spur of the 
moment. It supplies practical ad work for the stu­
dent which he must in any event do in solitude, and 
not in a class.

But the Powell System of Correspondence Instruc­
tion goes far deeper into practical detail than has 
ever been attempted by any other, and as a result it 
has long been recognized by the advertising authori­
ties of America as the standard and best.

Its employed graduates are everywhere—in stores, 
factories, newspaper offices and advertising agencies, 
so thoroughly qualified that they command higher 
salaries year alter year.

I shall be glad to mail m y tw o free books—the 
elegant Prospectus and “ Net Results”—to subordi­
nate workers who are ambitious for more salary, and 
business men who are ambitious for more business.
GEORGE H. POWELL, 1017 Metropolitan Annex, New York.

Another Newspaper Advertising 
Manager Testifies

Mr. A .A. Young, advertising manager 
of the E nterprise , High Point, N . C ., 
under date of June 18 th , 1 0 0 8 , lias this 
to say of the w orld’s best system of 
advertising instruc tion :

“ It is my duty and a very great pleasure 
to tel* vou how much I am indebted to 
you and your valuable course of Corre­
spondence Instruction.

“A ftercom pleting it I secured a position 
as Advertising M anager of the Associa­
tion of Furniture Mfrs. Later I received 
the appointm ent of ad \4ertising manager 
of the daily and weekly E n terp rise , a 
position I could not possibly fill w ithout 
the thorough training I secured from the 
Powell System. It is practical, complete 
and up-to-date,and any m an,young or old, 
after com pleting it, need never be idle.

“ Refer all inquirers to me if you wish, 
and I will gladly tell them my experience’*

In answering this advertisement i t  is desirable that yon mention  T h e  A rgosy.
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They lit Yankee—Star ami Gem frames, too.

W E  guarantee that the E ver-R eady 
vv  is  the b est sh av in g  sa fety  razor 

m oney can b uy. $5.00 m akes sp e­
cific a lly  com pared. M illio n s o f m en—  
d a ily  u sers— prove our claim  and w e 
take a ll the risk  co n vin cin g  you.

B u y and try — to-day— th ere ’s m any 
a .d o lla r and m an y an hour the 
Ever-R eady saves you. E ach  of the 
tw e lv e  blades in clu d ed  in each outfit 
com plete at $1.00 is the finest sp e c i­
m en o f blade m akin g know n to the 
razor art. S ep arately  tested and pro­
tected — 12 in each dollar outfit, to ­
geth er w ith  sa fe ty  fram e handle and 
blade strop per, all in  a fine case.

Extra Blades, 10 for 50c

Y o u  can strop Ever-R eady blades 
or exch an g e io dull b lades for io  
brand new  ones upon p aym en t o f 35c.

E v e r -R e a d y  o u tf its  a r e  so ld  b y  H a rd ­
w a re , C u tle ry , J e w e lry , S p o r t in g  G oods, 
D e p a r tm e n t  S to re s  a n d  D ru g g is ts  
th ro u g h o u t  A m erica  a n d  th e  w o rld .

Mail Orders Prepaid upon receipt of $1.00.

A m e r ic a n  Safety R azo r  Co.
3 2 0  B ro a d w a y , N ew  Y o rk  C ity

M ontreal London Berlin Paris

. mx

In  answ ering  th is  advertisem en t it is desirable th a t you m ention  T h e  Argosy.
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( C O M P L E T E  I N T H I S  I S S U E . )

C H A P T E R  I.

SP E A K S OF AN G ELS.

W H ETH ER Mr. Richard Bridger’s 
inner office measured up to the 

popular idea of a private detective’s sanc­
tum is a question.

There was certainly no display of cap­
tured weapons or of fragmentary por­
tions of the human anatomy carved loose 
in the course of duty; also, there were 
no portraits of criminal types.

Instead, the walls displayed three or 
four very excellent little paintings in oil, 
and the bronze figure which held a clus­
ter of electrics over the big desk was 
really an art work.

And on this particular morning, 
Bridger himself, as he leaned back and 
perused the paper, looked as little like 
the foremost detective of New York as 
could well be fancied.

The paper, apparently, was interesting. 
Bridger yawned as he regarded it. 

He folded it to a particular spot and 
read aloud:

“ The management o f Firw ood Inn, 
W ylesdale, N ew  York, begs to an­
nounce that, owing to the pressure of  
advance bookings, it can consider no 
applications for accommodation for 
which negotiations were opened later 
than the 20th of June.’’

The paper dropped to his knee. 
Bridger squinted at the bronze figure.

“ Now, is that cold fact, or just plain 
brass?” he inquired. “ Has that outfit 

1 A ' 2

managed to cook up such a swell resort 
on a fifteen-dollar-a-day basis that it’s 
positively turning away business?”

He scratched his smooth-shaven chin 
and meditated further.

“ They say, though, it’s the cream of 
everything in the way of comfort and 
luxury,” he reflected. “ I wonder—”

He ceased to wonder aloud. He 
picked up his paper and turned to the 
society columns.

“ The Standish Van Andens have left 
for a fortnight at the new Firwood Inn, 
at Wylesdale in the Adirondacks,” he 
read pensively. “ Um! ”

His eyes wandered farther down the 
column; he started a little as he read 
again:

“ Mr. and Mrs. Stuyvesam  Cressley 
and M iss E lsie Cressley will pass the 
latter half o f  this month at the new  
Firwood Inn, at W ylesdale. This latest 
o f mountain resorts is gathering to a 
remarkable degree its quota o f N ew  
York’s exclusive set.”

Bridger dropped the paper altogether. 
“ Well, I should say it was,” he re­

marked thoughtfully. “ It seems to be 
roping in about all that’s wealthiest in 
the city. I wonder—”

In the doorway of the adjoining office 
appeared the figure of Corliss, his near­
est friend and his most trusted assistant 
in the conduct of the Bridger Detective 
Agency. The newcomer was grinning as 
he remarked:

“ That’s the second time I’ve heard
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you wondering in the past five minutes. 
Dick! What’s it about? ”

The head of the agency frowned with 
mock severity.

“ Why the dickens aren’t you dictating 
the afternoon orders for a variety of 
operators? ” he inquired.

“ Because I ’m tired of the job for the 
present, and I want to know the cause 
of all this active wondering.”

“ Well, to be absolutely candid,” 
smiled the detective, as his companion 
took a chair, “ I was speculating as to 
whether the boss of this outfit was justi­
fied in taking a week’s vacation at the 
Firwood Inn, in the Adirondacks.”

“ The new joint that’s reputed to be 
the last limit of luxury?” said Corliss. 
“ The one where you press a button and 
have an automatic electric manicure 
slide out from under the bed and do your 
nails before you get up—the place where 
they furnish two valets or two maids for 
everv guest?”

“ Precisely.”
“ Then, if you want my opinion, go! ” 

advised Corliss seriously. “ If ever a 
man stood in need of a week off, you’re 
the man. And it’s a good time, too— 
second week in July. Things are hotter 
than the devil here, and they’ll be cool 
up there; and you can luxuriate for a 
week or two and freshen up generally. 
Pack up and get out, Dick.”

“ And—the business? ”
“ I can attend to anything that can’t 

lay over, old man.”
“ I don’t know whether you can or 

not,” said Bridger, with charming frank­
ness. 11 That Farley case may come tip 
in court this week, and I ’ll have to be 
there if it does. Then there’s that mat­
ter of Benhftm’s. I can’t get away. 
There’s the Dunaford case, too, and—” 

“ Let them all go to blazes and get out 
and take a rest,” broke in Corliss. “ The 
world managed to turn around pretty de­
cently for several million years before 
you were born. And—”

“ I know, but I didn’t have to make a 
living in it during that unhappy period,” 
smiled the detective. “ Confound it!
I ’d like to go up there, too. It’s no 

use, though. I’m tied here till August 
at the very best.”

“ Only because you choose to be tied,” 
remarked Corliss sagely.

“ They say it's a great place,” Bridger 
went on. “ Everything under the sun 
that human ingenuity can devise for com­
fort. They say there isn’t a New York 
hotel equal to it—and that’s going some. 
If we could get that Dundford case out 
of the way, and the Townsend affair, too, 
and the Blakely business, and the—”

“ Smith, Jones, Brown, and Robinson 
cases,” Corliss intoned wearily, as he 
rose and strolled to the window. “ Cut 
’em out, Dick—that’s all. Go off for a 
week or two and forget it all. You’ll 
be better off in the end, and—phew! ”

“ E h ? ”
“ Style— elegance— wealth — luxury— 

jiminy! ” said Corliss.
“ What is it all? ” Bridger asked idly.
“ Come and take a look, Dick.”
The chief of the agency sauntered to 

his assistant’s side and glanced down into 
the street, three stories below.

At the curb stood one of the raciest 
automobiles that the mind of man could 
devise. The bonnet section of the affair 
seemed to consume more than three-quar­
ters of its entire length ; behind it were 
two seats, with a third at the extreme 
rear. ■

There was a glare of white paint, too. 
in the midday sunshine, and a glitter of 
brass and nickel; and from the whole 
dazzling outfit came a loud, insistent 
whirring.

The chauffeur, booted and gloved to 
the dictates of minute before last, leaped 
out. Following him came a taller figure 
of a man, perhaps fifty-five, iron-grav 
and dignified.

He shed his gloves and duster hastily, 
and stepped across the pavement to the 
entrance of the building and disap­
peared; and Corliss sighed a little.

“ Dick, why the dickens don't you get 
one of those things as a permanent in­
stitution? It'd be nice for me to ride 
around in.” He grinned at his chief. 
“ Do you know who that was? "

“ It looked to me like Culderfonl— 
Reginald Cnlderford,” said Bridger. “ 1 
haven't seen him for a vear or tw o . 
but—”

“ But that’s, just who it was,” remarked 
Corliss. “ I wonder what he's doing in 
this building? Dick! That fellow is 
the brother of one of the wealthiest men 
in New \ork. Wouldn’t it be great to
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get hold of a cuss like that, right here in 
this office—some one we could charge 
properly, right up into the thousands? 
Wouldn’t—”

Bridger laughed aloud.
“ What’s struck you this morning?” 

he asked. “ Got the romancing fever 
or—”

“ A-gentleman to see you, sir,” said 
the stenographer behind them, in a 
rather awed tone.

Both men turned suddenly and faced 
the young woman.

There was a light almost of excite­
ment in her eyes as she proffered a card.

“ Mr. Reginald Calderford is wait­
ing,” she said softly. “ He says that 
his business is most urgent.”

“ Eh? The individual with the auto­
mobile?” Bridger muttered. “ What—”

“ Have him in! Have him in! Don’t 
keep him waiting! ” cried Corliss, rather 
excitedly.

The chief of the agency nodded. The 
stenographer vanished; and a moment 
later the tall figure entered the private 
office.

CHAPTER II.
M Y S T E R Y  I N  H E A P IN G  M E A S U R E .

“ M r . B r id g e r ? ”
“ Yes.”
The visitor seated himself hurriedly 

and glanced toward the door. Corliss 
closed it hastily.

“ My name is Calderford. You know 
me, I think,” the newcomer went on rap­
idly. “ You may recall that a year or 
two ago you recovered certain bonds for 
our house in Wall Street?”

“ Yes. I recall it,” smiled Bridger.
“ Good. I’m afraid that I have need 

of your services again, Mr. Bridger, and 
at once.”

The detective nodded quietly.
“ Anything that we can do, Mr. Cal­

derford—” he smiled.
The visitor came nearer to the desk and 

his voice lowered. He leaned forward 
earnestly, and the detective noted that 
there was a light of considerable anxiety 
in his eyes.

“ It is about my brother Benjamin— 
Mr. Calderford. You know him, too, I 
think—you know of him, at least ? ”

Bridger nodded once more, and barely 
suppressed a smile as he reflected that 
probably no man, woman, or child capa­
ble of reading the Sunday papers was 
unaware of Mr. Benjamin Calderford’s 
existence, of his motors, his racing sta­
ble, his Wall Street operations, or his 
country houses.

“ My brother, sir, has disappeared ab­
solutely,” announced the visitor. -

“ What? ”  The detective sat up sud­
denly.

“ It may be I’m wrong in saying that 
he has disappeared. At least, he seems 
to have passed out of the realm of sane 
communication, Mr. Bridger. I ’m not 
prepared to say he hasn’t lost his mind— 
although I can’t find ground for such a 
belief. That, sir, is something you’ll 
have to determine speedily, if you will.” 

“ Very well, sir. If you’ll give me the 
details, I ’ll do my best,” said Bridger 
briskly.

The visitor’s brow contracted as he 
laid aside his hat, and he sighed a little. 
Veteran business man and financier that 
he was, he still seemed to be searching 
for the most concise explanation of his 
trouble; and presently the words came.

“ Three days ago, Mr. Bridger,” he 
said, “ my brother left for the Adiron- 
dacks, with his wife and two children.”

“ What part, please? ”
“ Wylesdale, New York. They were 

going to the new JFirwood Inn.”
A smile came to Bridger’s lips for a 

moment. The visitor seemed not to no­
tice it.

“ It was Benjamin’s intention to settle 
the family there, with the maids, and 
leave for New York the same night. 
There is—er—a certain business matter, 
which I am not at liberty to discuss, 
which demanded his attention yesterday 
morning.”

“ Urgently? ”
“ To the tune of nearly ten million 

dollars, sir,” said Calderford dryly.
“ Um, um ! ” muttered the detective. 

“ Well? ” ‘
“ He hasn’t come back — that’s all 

there is to it, sir,” snapped the visitor. 
“ You’ve wired him, I presume?”
“ I have. And the answers I have re­

ceived have been absolute damned non­
sense, Mr. Bridger.”

“ In a word, entirely unlike what
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would have been expected from the 
man ? ”

“ So entirely unlike my brother that I 
am prepared to swear he. never .wrote 
them. Just a moment. Here’s one.” 

The visitor went hurriedly into his 
pocket.

“ I wired early yesterday morning to 
learn why he hadn’t returned the pre­
vious night. This reply, ostensibly 
signed by him, says simply: ‘ This is too 
good to leave. Attend to matters your­
self ! ’ ”

“ Matters which you are unable per­
sonally to attend to? ”

“ I’m just as well qualified to attend 
to them as you are, Bridger,” the visitor 
responded. “ These are things which 
demand Benjamin’s attention personally 
and his signature. There are papers in­
volved in this little affair which mean 
millions to him.”

“ And you’re entirely certain that he 
couldn’t possibly have changed his mind 
and decided to remain where he is? ” 
Bridger went on probinglv.

“ I’m so certain, Bridger, that I'm 
prepared to bet a thousand dollars 
against a bad cent that my brother is 
being detained against his will at this 
confounded Firwood Inn.”

“ That,” said the detective, “ is a rea­
sonably strong statement, Mr. Calder- 
ford. You’ve wired him more than 
once? ”

“ Good Heaven, sir! It seems to me 
I’ve been wiring him for the last year. 
I sent a message as soon as I received 
this answer. The reply came within two 
hours—” He produced another tele­
gram. “ It says only: ‘ Hold matters
until I decide to return.’ ”

“ Which is palpably nonsensical—eh ? ” 
“ Worse, Bridger. It’s criminal. This 

affair has been cooking for months. 
We’ve brought it to a head at last—just 
this week. With Benjamin here, it 
could have been closed to-day easily 
enough. Without him—bah ! ”

He gnawed his mustache for an in­
stant.

“ Well, I telegraphed him again. 
There was no reply until this morning. 
Then this one came: ‘ If you feel un­
able to handle matters, wire me to that 
effect. I wish to spend the week here.’ ” 

“ And you replied? ”

“ That, as he knew perfectly, I couldn’t 
handle matters without him, and that he 
would please wire me upon what train 
he would return.”

“ And—”
“ And half an hour ago I received this 

last one, to the effect that he would not 
be back until Saturday, at the earliest. 
And to-day’s Monday', and—”

The visitor choked to a standstill. 
The detective pursed his lips and squint­
ed at the other.

“ In a word, Mr. Calderford, ymu hold 
the opinion that some one else is sending 
these replies?”

“ That’s a conclusion that I’ve half 
worked around to, sir,” replied the vis­
itor, in some astonishment. “ Personal­
ly, I can’t believe it. I can’t see what 
can have overtaken my brother. You 
know, perhaps, that he is the most evenly 
balanced mortal that ever walked this 
city. If ever a man were made of iron, 
both in his physical and his nervous or­
ganization, Benjamin is the man. It’s 
—bosh ! It’s absolutely incredible that 
he should do anything of this sort.”

“ Fie showed no signs of a nervous 
breakdown when he left?”

" Not the slightest.”
“ Um—urn ! ” The detective thought 

for a moment. “ You haven’t tried com­
municating with his wife, have you?”

“ I have done that, too, Bridger, and 
I have received no answer whatever.”

“ Ah ! ” The detective scratched his 
chin and smiled. “ You seem to have 
encountered something a little bit ex­
traordinary. Whv don’t vou go up there 
yourself, Mr. Calderford?”

“ Because I cannot possibly take the 
time, my dear man. I can’t leave things 
here to take care of themselves, and I 
can’t make a move without my brother. 
He knows, even better than I do, the im­
portance of this affair. He’s had his 
heart in it for months. He’s been count­
ing on the climax for nearly a year. 
And now he seems to have settled down 
up there, just when we need him, and—” 

The younger Calderford ended with . 
an exasperated gasp. The detective 
smiled again.

“ So that, to bring it down to a word, 
your brother has either gone mad or has 
encountered some altogether abnormal 
influence ? ” '
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“ Exactly.”
“ Well—” The detective glanced at

Corliss and smiled faintly. " This Fir- 
wood Inn seems to be a rather attractive 
place, doesn’t it? I—I don’t know just 
what to say to you, Mr. Calderford. The 
proper thing would be for me to go in 
person and investigate, I presume; but, 
like you, I have certain matters that I 
can’t leave just now. If I should send— 
um. . Let me see. There’s Bland. I 
could spare him for a week, I suppose. 
Then there is—”

He ceased speaking suddenly.
Unannounced, the trusted stenographer 

of the office entered suddenly.
“ There is a lady and a gentleman—” 

she began, in some slight excitement.
The door behind her opened again.
Through it came a young woman of 

twenty, and after her a man of perhaps 
four-and-twenty. The face of the latter 
was grave ; the face of the former de­
noted agitation. Clad in the very height 
of fashion, unaware apparently of other 
people in the room, the girl came straight 
to Bridger.

‘‘ Mr. Bridger, you must do some­
thing ! ” she cried, almost incoherently. 
“ You must! I had a feeling about the 
place at the very beginning. I had—”

The detective was standing now, his 
eves somewhat wider; and he laid a 
soothing hand upon her arm.

“ My dear young woman,” he said 
quietly, “ we’ll do everything we can, but 
—but li'kat place? ”

“ Why, that wretched Firwood In n ! ” 
cried the visitor.

CHAPTER III.
W O R S E  A N D  M O R E  O F  I t .

Ax agitated, absent-minded hand­
shaking process seemed to be going on 
between the latest comers and Mr. Cal­
derford.

B rid g er  w a tc h e d  it  w i th  m arked in ­
terest.

He was thoroughly familiar with the 
identity of this particular couple.

They were Evelyn and Howard, 
daughter and son, respectively, of the 
Wesley Vandercourts. They represented, 
probably, some fifty millions of yet-to-be- 
inherited money; they represented also

the very cream of New York society. 
And as such, they had a marked attrac­
tion for a detective anxious to make, a 
reputation.

Bridger reseated himself with com­
mendable calm. Corliss brought forward 
chairs, and the couple settled into them; 
and the young man laid aside his hat and 
leaned toward Bridger with:

“ I hope we’re not intruding on Mr. 
Caklerford’s business?”

“ Mr. Calderford’s business has also 
to do with the Firwood Inn,” smiled the 
detective.

« What ? ”
The brother of the capitalist hesitated 

for an instant.
“ My brother Benjamin has gone up 

there, and something seems to have hap­
pened to him,” he said briefly.

“ And father and mother—” broke irf 
the young woman.

Iler brother held up his hand.
“ If you will allow me, Evelyn, I may 

he able to explain matters more rapid­
ly,” he said, and turned to Bridger.

“ Mr. Bridger, three days ago my 
mother, my father and sister and myself 
went to this Firwood Inn, at Wylesdale, 
for a week or two.”

“ Ah! ”
“ We were assigned to rooms, and, be­

ing rather naturally weary, we all went 
to bed somewhat earlier than usual. We 
awoke in the morning—rather, Evelyn 
and 1 did. We dressed and went down 
to the veranda.”

“ Yes? ” Calderford was leaning for­
ward interestedly.

Young Mr. Vandercourt leaned back 
with a sigh.

“ We had no more than seated our­
selves when a bell-boy-appeared with a 
typewritten note, apparently signed by 
my father. It stated that, after mid­
night, lie had received a telephone mes­
sage which necessitated his instant return 
to the city, and that mother had decided 
to accompany him. He said further that 
we might stav or follow, as we wished.”

“ I see,”
“ We couldn’t quite understand it, Mr. 

Bridger. We decided that the best thing 
would be to return to the city and see 
what was wrong, for the note was very 
indefinite, at the best. We tried to get 
the house on the phone: but that seemed
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to be impossible, for the servants are all 
down at our summer place on Long Is­
land. At all events, we came down yes­
terday—and since then we have been try­
ing to find our parents.”

“ They were not at home? ” said Brid- 
ger curiously.

“ They were not. The caretaker said 
that they had not returned at all.”

“ And — pshaw ' Undoubtedly, they 
are at one or another of the hotels.”

Mr. Vandercourt smiled slightly.
“ On the contrary, Mr. Bridger, they 

are not,” he said. “ By telephone, we 
have communicated with practically every 
hostelry in the city, large or small. No 
one by the name of Vandercourt has reg­
istered in the past three days. In a word, 
my mother and father seem to have 
dropped out of existence.”
• “ But that’s absurd, you know,” 
smiled the detective. 11 I—”

“ It may be absurd, but it’s fact,” said 
Vandercourt. “ Personally, I have ex­
hausted all the ideas that have occurred 
to me. I want to put the matter in your 
hands, Mr. Bridger. I want you to send 
a man up to that inn—”

“ And I knew that something was go­
ing to happen when we went there,” said 
his sister. “ I had a premonition that 
something awful was going to occur. I 
said to mother when we parted for the 
night, Howard—you remember that—”

“ Well, that’s a little aside from the 
main proposition, Evelyn,” smiled her 
brother. “  Mr. Bridger would probably 
prefer to deal with the basic facts of the 
case.”

“ Undoubtedly,” said that gentleman. 
“ Let’s get down to them. Do you hap­
pen to know whether your father had any 
business pending which might have 
called him away? ”

“ I am entirely certain that he had 
not,” said the young man flatly.

“ Absolutely? ”
“ Absolutely.”
“ Then, why the dickens did he leave? ” 

rejoined the detective. 11 Is there any 
one in vour family ill—dangerously ill, 
I mean? ”

“ No.”
The detective’s dry smile broadened.
“ And he wasn’t anywhere near a nerv­

ous breakdown? ” he went on.
“ Bosh! ” said Mr. Vandercourt,

“ I’ll vouch as thoroughly for John 
Vandercourt's soundness as I will for 
that of my brother Benjamin,” remarked 
Mr. Calderford. “ There can’t be a 
doubt about either of them, Bridger.”

“ But they seem to have adopted rather 
eccentric tactics.”

“ Have they or-—? ”
* Or what? ”
“ That’s what we'd like you to deter­

mine, Bridger,” said Calderford.
‘‘ And I presume that, since it’s up to 

me to determine it, I ’ll have to tackle the 
job,” smiled the detective. “ Let’s see, 
now. We have three pfeople here—two, 
■we’ll say-—Mr. Calderford the elder and 
Mr. Vandercourt. They go to this Fir- 
wood establishment — and immediately 
something goes wrong. That would 
seem to indicate—” He broke off with 
a dry laugh. “ That would seem to in­
dicate that if we want to learn anything 
we’d better get a man on the ground as 
soon as possible. That’s about all.”

“ But haven’t you any notion of what 
could have happened to—” Miss Van­
dercourt began.

‘‘ My dear young lady, I might formu­
late fifty different theories, and not one 
of them might be anywhere near the 
truth,” smiled Bridger. “ The best— 
and the only thing—is to get a man on 
the ground. I wish most sincerely that 
I could go in person. Since that is im­
possible, however, I wall try to send—”

He was cut short.
The door from the outer office all but 

flew open, and the stenographer entered.
“ I beg your pardon, Mr. Bridger,” 

she said breathlessly. “ There is a lady 
here who says that she must see you at 
once, and—”

11 And so I must,” broke in a clear 
voice from the doorway.

The detective started to his feet.
Swiftly, rushingly almost, a rustle of 

silk petticoats came through the door­
way. Bridger found himself face to face 
with ;t woman of perhaps thirty, of re­
markable beauty and perfect attire.

It seemed to be the morning for fash­
ionable patronage.

The detective caught his breath as he 
stared at the newest comer. Her cheeks 
were red, her eyes glittered feverishly. 
She came straight at him, and, unaware 
.-of everything save him. she cried:
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“ I am Mrs. Denton Dallingshire. Mr. 
Bridger. You know me—”

“ I have—er—heard of you,” the de­
tective admitted somewhat dazedly.

And who on earth hadn’t heard of 
Mrs. Denton Dallingshire, the beauty of 
two seasons, the wife of Dallingshire the 
copper man and millionaire! The—

“ Oh, Mr. Bridger, you must help me! 
You must. I say. I ’m sorry if you’re 
busy, but—oh, you must! ”

“ Well, my dear madam—”
Corliss also was out of his chair. The 

lady took it unceremoniously—drew it 
nearer to the desk—settled into it.

“ It’s about that Firwood Inn, Mr. 
Bridger,” she said, with palpable diffi­
culty.

Something very nearly akin to a chorus 
of gasps went up about the inner office. 
For Bridger’s part, he was forced to 
catch his breath, and he was past con­
trolling his round-eyed stare.

CHAPTER IV.
T H E  D ETECTIVE LOSES A  PO IN T.

“  T h e  Firwood Inn seems to be pretty 
much in* evidence to-day,” Bridger re­
marked. “ This lady and these two gen­
tlemen are here in connection with the 
same—”

“ Denton and I went there three nights 
ago,” Mrs. Dallingshire went on, with 
a cheerful disregard of the interruption. 
“ We took a suite of two bedrooms and 
bath, Mr. Bridger. And in the morn­
ing Denton was gone! Gone 1 Do you 
understand? Gone!”

“ Yes, I understand perfectly,” Brid­
ger said quietly. “ Where had he gone? ”

“ That’s what you must difecover, Mr. 
Bridger. We were going up the hill for 
a w'alk in the morning—Denton and I. 
In the morning the clerk sent a boy to 
my room with word that Mr. Dalling­
shire had been called by the telephone 
during the night and had left for the 
city.”

“ A note? ”
“ Just—just a verbal message,” said 

Mrs. Dallingshire, with some difficulty, 
as the tears began to well into her eyes.

“ Urn! And— ? ”
“ I -couldn’t fancy what had occurred 

to take him off without even waking me

to say good-by. I tried to find out from 
the clerks, but they seemed to know 
nothing. Then I came down.”

“ And didn’t find him? ”
“ He isn’t home, Mr. Bridger, and 

there has been no word from him. He 
isn’t at either of his clubs, and there is 
no trace of him at the hotels. And I 
have phoned to the office, and he hasn’t 
been heard from there; and I ’ve phoned 
to all his business friends, and they don’t 
know anything about it, and—”

Mrs. Dallingshire’s calm gave way. 
Her handkerchief came out and covered 
her eyes ; and the lady herself laid her 
head on Bridger’s desk and sobbed:

“ And I know something has happened 
to him. I know that everything isn’t 
right. 1 know it, Mr. Bridger, and—”

“ Well, now, my dear lady—” the de­
tective protested, somewhat weakly.

He moistened his lips and looked at 
the animated eyes of Corliss. He gath­
ered himself then and cleared his throat.

“ Mrs. Dallingshire,” he said gently, 
“ there seems to be a considerable amount 
of trouble lately dating from this Fir­
wood Inn. Mr. Calderford, here, has 
lost track of his brother, and Miss and 
Mr. Vandercourt seem to have lost track 
of their parents; while you state—” 

“ What! Is it possible? ” The latest 
visitor raised her tear-stained face and 
stared at the others. “ Has any one 
else—”

“ It would seem so,” said Bridger. 
“ It would also seem that the time had 
come for some pretty energetic action. 
Ladies and gentlemen, have any of you 
notified the police? ”

“ N o!” answered a somewhat aston­
ished chorus.

“ Good! Tin. i I’ll have a man up 
there on the first train and endeavor to 
discover whether we’re dealing with a 
remarkable series of coincidences, or 
whether something js really radically 
wrong ? ”

“  B u t  w h a t  w i l l  t h e  m a n  d o ,  M r .  
B r i d g e r ? ”  M r s .  D a l l i n g s h i r e  i n q u i r e d ,  
s o m e w h a t  h e l p l e s s l y .

“ The man, my dear lady, will en­
deavor to learn what is what, and also 
why,” smiled the detective. “ I have 
several operators here who are well fitted 
for the task. I will start the best of 
them—”
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11 But if he shouldn’t find Denton?” 
wailed the latest visitor.

“ Well, as yet we haven’t any real 
means of knowing whether Mr. Dalling- 
shire is up there or down here. We’ll 
have to determine—”

The lady ignored him suddenly as she 
turned to Calderford.

“ Why don’t you go? ” she asked.
The gentleman of wealth started a 

little.
“ I, madam? It’s impossible for me 

to leave here. That’s why I came to 
consult Mr. Bridger.”

“ But you’re a man of wealth, influ­
ence, power — everything,” the lady 
urged with all the enthusiasm of her new 
inspiration. “ The people at the inn 
might do more for you—I mean, they 
might tell you things they wouldn’t tell 
an ordinary private detective, you know. 
I mean—oh, that they’d be more afraid 
of you and—and all that sort of thing. 
Won’t you go? ”

Calderford smiled doubtfully.
“ Well, madam—” he began.
“ Do go, Mr. Calderford,” implored 

Mrs. Dallingshire. “ Something tells 
me you are the man for the task.” She 
turned impulsively to Bridger. 11 Don’t 
you think so, Mr. Bridger? Couldn’t 
Mr. Calderford accomplish more than a 
plain detective? ”

Her great eyes were very appealing; 
her inordinate beauty was also nearly 
past resisting—and Bridger’s teeth closed 
upon a rather two-edged remark he had 
been about to make.

If there was one thing which he espe­
cially abominated, it was the kindly sug­
gestions of clients as to the conduct of 
their cases. He believed, with consid­
erable justice, that when mortal reaches 
the point where appeal to a secret-service 
investigator becomes necessary, the mat­
ter should be left in the hands of that 
investigator.

Ordinarily, as Corliss, watching, knew 
very well, one or two extremely pithy 
sentences would have settled the case 
definitely, one way or the other.

But now, as Bridger met the eyes of 
Mrs. Dallingshire, as he surveyed the 
very much moneyed gathering in his of­
fice, he hesitated. There are times when 
a man, in any line of business, hesitates 
to offend the wealthiest customers he has

enjoyed—and this was one of the times' 
and—

” Do ask him to go, Mr. Bridger.”
The detective leaned back.
“ Under certain circumstances,” he 

said slowly, “ it is possible that Mr. Cal­
derford could accomplish a great deal 
more than the ordinary detective operator. 
But I ’m afraid those conditions would 
include a prolonged training for such 
matters, and that Mr. Calderford hasn’t 
enjoyed—or suffered, as you choose to 
regard it. If he could bring to bear the 
methods of the trained detective—”

” But he could, and he could do 
more,” urged the charming Mrs. Dal­
lingshire. “ He could go up there and 
make people understand—”

‘‘And 111 be hound to say, I believe 
you’re right, madam!” exclaimed Cal­
derford suddenly. “ 1—I believe I’ll 
go.”

“ Oh, if you will—”
Mr. Bridger pursed his lips. Some 

years of contact with human nature had 
eliminated many childlike qualities. He 
had more than a suspicion that the lumi­
nous eves of young Mrs. Dallingshire 
had prompted Calderford’s decision 
more than any other single consideration.

He was greatly inclined to doubt the 
wisdom of the move, but—matters seemed 
to have taken the bit in their teeth, for 
Calderford was on his feet.

“ I can get the Albany express within 
fifteen minutes,” he said crisply. “ That 
will allow me to connect with the after­
noon train for Wylesdale, and bring me 
there about midnight. I can wire ahead 
for a carriage, I presume.”

“ They have several motors which they 
send to the Jamesville Junction, where 
you leave the train,” interjected Miss 
Vandercourt,

And I can wire for one to meet you, 
Calderford. if you’re really going,” 
broke in her brother.

“ All right; if you’ll do that it will 
save me the bother.” Calderford picked 
up his hat with a certain remarkable de­
termination. ‘‘ It’s the best thing — 
don’t you think so, Bridger? ”

“ I ’m not prepared to say it isn’t,” an­
swered the detective, somewhat evasivelC 
“ It seems to be the most desired thing, 
however. Mr. Calderford.”

" W ell?”
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“ If you’ll step into the outer office 
with me before you leave, I want to give 
you a hint or two.”

“ All right. I haven’t but a minute, 
Bridger, if I ’m going to make that train, 
you know, and-—”

He was bowing to the assembled com­
pany. Bridger cut the performance short 
by propelling him gently through the 
doorway.

In the big outer room he took the gen­
tleman of wealth to a far corner and 
talked earnestly.

11 Mr, Calderford,” he said, “ you’re 
going on a mission for which you may 
or may not be fitted. I can’t give an 
opinion on it, because I haven't had time 
to look into a thousand details and think 
out a thousand more. Personally, I ’m 
inclined to think that it’s the job for a 
very capable operator; at the same time, 
you may meet with perfect success.”

■** That train—”
“ All right. There’s only one thing I 

want to say. Do the best you can, Mr. 
Calderford. When you get there—at 
the inn, I mean — and seem to be all 
right, send a wire here. Say—say—oh, 
say simply ‘ Cheese.’ You understand?
1 Cheese! ’ I ’ll look for that before noon 
to-morrow. If anything goes wrong, 
send me another, say ‘ Crackers and 
cheese,’ and I ’ll send a man there or 
come myself at once. It sounds silly, 
but—is it clear? ”

“ Entirely clear and somewhat ab­
surd,” smiled Calderford, as he held out 
his hand. “ I’ll be going now.”

“ And remember—”
“ I will,” said the visitor, as he made 

for the door. “ Good-by. I ’ll report in 
full.”

He was gone.
Bridger scratched his head with a 

somewhat rueful smile as he returned to 
the private office.

The trio were standing now, and Cor­
liss seemed to be talking soothingly to 
them  in the fa sh io n  he understood so 
well. Also, they seemed to be on the 
point of departure, for Mrs. Dalling- 
shire rustled to Mr. Bridger and clasped 
his hand with :

“ I know Mr. Calderford will do 
everything! ” she exclaimed. “ But if 
he does not accomplish everything—if he 
doesn’t learn anything—you’ll send the

best man you have, Mr. Bridger, won’t 
you? Or you’ll go up yourself?”

“ Madam,” said Bridger solemnly, “ I 
will. Meanwhile-—”

“ Oh, I’ll try to be as calm as I can,” 
the lady assured him. “ But when Den­
ton has absolutely disappeared—”

“ And when my father and mother 
seem to have passed out of existence 
without any sane explanation—” young 
Vandercourt put in.

The detective licked his lips.
“ By noon to-morrow,” he said, “ we 

shall undoubtedly be able to solve the 
whole problem.” He tried hard to beam 
upon them collectively. “ Meanwhile, 
all we can do is to wait.” .

“ And trust in you,” observed the 
charming Mrs. Dallingshire.

“ Precisely,” smiled the detective. 
11 And I hope the trust won’t be mis­
placed.”

Mr. Vandercourt picked up his straw 
hat. Miss Vandercourt prepared to 
leave. Mrs. Dallingshire gave a last, 
trustful look at the detective—and after 
another series of hand-shakings the visit­
ors were gone and Corliss and Bridger 
were alone.

The detective seated himself with 
something that sounded much like a 
groan.

* My boy,” said he, “ this seems to be 
a blamed fool business all around.”

CHAPTER V.
R E S IS T A N C E  B E G IN S .

“  U p o n  which point,” said Corliss, 
“ I’m inclined to - believe that you are 
altogether right.”

Bridger tilted back and glanced at the 
closed door to the outer office.

“ What the dickens do you make of it,
anyway? ”

“ Nothing as vet.”
” E h?”
‘‘ We haven't details enough.”
*' Well, you’re right,” said the detective 

dryly. “ We’ve got a quantity of basic 
facts for a working basis, but nothing 
short of a personal investigation of the 
premises could furnish the details.”

” Whatever became of the missing peo­
ple, Dick?” Corliss asked earnestly.

“ Not being a clairvoyant, I can’t say.”
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Bridger crossed his legs and lighted a 
cigar. “ They went there in apparently 
sound and normal condition. All of 
them, I mean.”

“ Yes.”
“ And they all disappeared in an ab­

normal fashion.”
“ And—-”
“ And that’s all we know, old man.” 

The detective blew a ring or two and 
smiled ruefully. “ Just think of it! 
Calderford’s brother—both of the Wes­
ley Vandercourts—and young Denton 
Dallingshire! That’s a pretty swell 
group to disappear all at once, isn’t it? ” 

“ Yes, and it’s still sweller to have 
their relatives trot in here to have things 
investigated,” remarked the practical 
Corliss. “ Not to put "too fine a point 
on it, I ’m inclined to think we’ve cap­
tured as good a morning’s business as 
any detective agency in New York.”

“ Oh—there’s money in it, but that 
doesn’t count for so much,” the detective 
mused. “ What puzzles me is: Is it all
coincidence or—isn’t i t? ”

“ If it is coincidence, it’s about the 
strangest manifestation I’ve seen in some 
time.”

“ And yet that’s the logical conclu­
sion, as affairs stand,” observed Bridger. 
“ These are all people of affairs. They 
have money by the ton—endless business 
and social connections—probably rela­
tives galore. There’s no real reason for 
supposing that they couldn’t be called up 
in the night and summoned back to the 
city. Neither is there any real reason 
for assuming that a decent man would 
not have sufficient feeling for his wife or 
his children to leave them sleeping peace­
fully after a long railroad journey.”

“ But these things all seemed to have 
happened at the beginning of the visit.” 

“ But 1 these things,’ at their worst, 
are only three in number, my boy,” 
smiled Bridger. “ I ’m inclined to think 
that we’ve collided with a bunch of coin­
cidental happenings, although—” and he 
paused.

“ Exactly. Although—” smiled' Cor­
liss.

“ Although be hanged ! ” snapped the 
detective. “ The fictional twist in my 
mind suggests all sorts of things; but 
the practical side of it seems to point to 
mere coincidence. I think we’ll let Cal-

derford go ahead and do his own inves­
tigating—and that’ll be the end of it. 
By the time he trots back here, every­
thing will be nicely explained, I fancy. 
Meanwhile, without supporting evidence 
of something really wrong—”

He stopped, as the telephone-bell rang 
violently. He picked up the receiver 
and said:

“ H allo! ”
“ This is Mr. Lawrence Darmore,” 

spoke the voice through the instrument 
breathlessly. “ You know of me?” 

Bridger’s hand went over the mouth­
piece, and the detective grinned.

“ Society is still lining up, Corliss,” 
he remarked. “ This is young Darmore, 
son of the late Peter Darmore, who 
owned seventeen railroads and ninety- 
eight steamship lines and— Yes, Mr. 
Darmore?” he ended, as the hand was 
removed.

“ I wish to consult you,” went on the 
voice. “ Will you be in your office all 
afternoon? ”

“ I expect to be, although I may be 
called away. What’s wrong?”

“ I want a man sent to the Firwood 
Inn, at Wylesdale, New York,” said the 
voice. “ You know the place? ”

“ Yes.”
“ My brother Harold and his wife and 

children went there several days ago. 
He meant to return day before yester­
day, after seeing the family comfortably 
settled. I have been unable to communi­
cate with him—at least, knowing him to 
be a man of sound mind and a total ab­
stainer, I believe I have been unable to 
communicate with him.”

“ Yes?” said Bridger, with an almost 
breathless interest. “ He had made defi­
nite arrangements to come back? ”

“ Certainly. His presence here is im­
perative at this time, and he is more fully 
aware of it than any other mortal.”

“ A h! And he has shown no signs of 
coming back? ”

“ On the contrary, all I have been able 
to get from him has been the most tom­
fool collection of telegrams possible to 
the human mind.”

The detective drew a long breath.
“ And what conclusion have you 

reached ? ” he asked curiously.
“ Either that my brother has gone 

mad, or that somebody’s writing tele­
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grams for him,” said the crisp voice. 
“ At all events, I must have him here; 
or, if he is ill, I must find out what is 
wrong with him. Can you send a man 
at once to investigate? ”

Bridger came near to smiling aloud.
“ A man has started for that same inn 

within fifteen minutes,” he reported. 
“ There seem to be several cases like your 
own, Mr, Darmore. and—”

“ W hat?”
“ I say, several more people of your 

own station in life appear to have taken 
to eccentricity at this Fir wood Inn within 
the past week, and a man has gone to see 
what is the matter.”

“ But my brother—”
“ Will be looked after with the rest,” 

said Bridger quietly. “ I’ll do every­
thing that can be done, I assure you. 
Can you call here?"

“ I hope to do that this afternoon,” 
replied the voice. “ It-may be impossi­
ble and it may not. But meanwhile—”

“ Meanwhile,” said the detective, 
rather soberly, “ we have a—er—an in­
vestigator on the ground, and by to-mor­
row morning I should receive a report 
from him. If you’ll drop in here and 
give me some further details—”

* I ’ll try to,” said the voice. “ Good- 
by.”

A click indicated that the conversation 
had come to an end. Bridger hung up 
the instrument and smiled at Corliss in 
some bewilderment.

“ Without knowing the necessary par­
ticulars,” he remarked dryly, “ it’s be­
ginning to look to me as if Firwood Inn 
was absorbing or driving mad all New 
York’s best society. By all the rules of 
this business, we ought to have a good 
man up there to look things over and de­
cide—”

From the door of the outer office a 
knock sounded.

Corliss rose and opened the porta’ and 
the stenographer entered. Her face core 
a smile of' very genuine and very unac­
customed interest as she proffered a card 
to the head of the agency.

“ The lady says that, if possible, she 
must see you at once,” she said.

Bridger scanned the card.
“ Mrs. Denton Dallingshire,” he read. 

“ Why, she was here not fifteen minutes 
ago. Why—”

“ But it isn’t the same woman,” said 
the stenographer softly.

“ W hat?”
“ That was Mrs. Dallingshire who left 

here a little while ago ? ”
_ “ Certainly.”

“ This lady looks no more like her 
than she does like you, Mr. Bridger,”

The detective’s eyes narrowed curi­
ously.

“ Well—that’s rather a peculiar state­
ment,” he commented. “ Are you quite 
certain that this is the card the lady gave 
you? ”

“ It hasn’t left my hand since, Mr. 
Bridger.”

Bridger straightened up.
“ Ask her to come in here, please,” he 

said; and then, as the girl disappeared, 
he turned to Corliss. “ You sit back and 
hold tight, and don’t say anything, old 
man,” he remarked gently. “ This seems 
to be the morning for freak happenings, 
and—”

He bit off the words and rose sudden­
ly, for through the doorway had come a 
young woman of beauty quite as startling 
as that of the other Mrs. Dallingshire^

In hair, in complexion, in attire, they 
vrere not unlike; yet this particular Mrs. 
Dallingshire bore no more actual resem­
blance to the former caller than the sun 
does to the moon.

The detective bowed profoundly. The 
lady sank into the chair by his desk, and 
a tiny handkerchief went momentarily to 
her red eyes.

“ Mr. Bridger,” she said hastily, “ I 
have come to consult you about my hus­
band. I—”

Her voice broke in a sob. Bridger 
waited, athrill with as violent a curiosity 
as he could recall since childhood.

A moment or two, and the visitor had 
recovered her self-possession, and was 
speaking rapidly:

“ Mr. Dallingshire has disappeared, 
Mr. Bridger. 1 can tell you very little 
more than that bare fact, but I know— 
oh, I knou.1 something has happened to 
him. Three days ago we went to the 
Firwood Inn—the new place at Wyles- 
dale, New York—and—I beg your par­
don—”

“ I—I did not speak, madam,” said 
Bridger, as he swallowed the gasp that 
had almost come into being, and stared
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at his visitor in mild bewilderment.
“ Pray continue.”

“ We—we took a suite of two bed­
rooms and a bath, and we retired early,” 
pursued the lady. “ It had been a rather 
long trip, you know, and we meant to 
take a walk up the mountain in the morn­
ing. And that—that was the last I saw 
of Denton, Mr. Bridger.”

She stared mournfully, dazedly, at 
him for an instant; then:

“ In the morning the management of 
the inn sent me word that Mr. Dalling- 
shire had left on the earliest train—that 
he had received a message over the long­
distance telephone which made it neces­
sary for him to return immediately to 
the city. I couldn’t understand why he 
should have left without awaking me.
I tried to communicate with him in the 
city during the day, and failed alto­
gether. Then I came down myself—and 
I can hardly tell you more, Mr. Bridger, 
save that Mr. Dallingshire never reached 
home, and has not been heard of at his 
clubs or his office, or elsewhere.”

“ And you know of nothing which 
<§*>uld have necessitated his sudden recall 
to New York?” the detective asked, al­
most monotonously.

“ There was nothing,” cried the lady.
“ What business matters were on hand 
were in charge of his secretary, who was 
fully qualified to handle them. Besides, 
Mr. Dallingshire’s brother wras to have 
attended to anything like an emergency— 
and I know that Denton left strict in-/ 
structions that he was not to be sent for 
in any case.”

She sighed quiveringly and looked at 
Bridger.

“ Will you do whatever you can to 
find my husband, Mr, Bridger?” she 
asked quietly.

The detective drew a long breath. His 
fingers, tip to tip, drummed out a little 
tune upon each other for a time before 
he replied:

“ Mrs. Dallingshire, may I ask you a 
question—er—without your asking sev­
eral in return? ”

“ I—why—yes.”
“ Are you prepared to prove that you 

are Mrs. Denton Dallingshire?” de­
manded the detective; and then, hastily, 
as he saw an angry flush rising: “ My 
dear lady, I cannot explain that rather

extraordinary request—it involves mat­
ters of v’hich I am not at liberty to 
speak just now. But I assure you that 
it is necessary in the extreme, and I as­
sure you at the same time that I should 
be the very last one to offer offense to 
you. -If you don’t mind—”

Bridger was genuinely distressed. The 
lady smiled rather forlornly.

“ I can take you home with me, if you 
like, and have the servants identify me. 
Or I can take you to a hundred or so 
people in the immediate neighborhood 
who can assure you that I am indeed I, 
Mr. Bridger.”

“ But—but you have been about this 
morning, Mrs. Dallingshire,” Bridger 
said. “ What, for example, was the last 
place you visited? ”

11 Nickerson & Wells’s office—my hus­
band’s attorneys.”

“ And would it offend you if I should 
call them up on the phone and ask for a 
description of yourself and your dress? 
In this case it is actually necessary.”

“ I don’t mind, Mr. Bridger.”
The detective took to the telephone. 

A minute or so, and he was talking to 
Nickerson himself—a gentleman hot al­
together a stranger.

Yes, Mrs. Dallingshire had been there 
within a ’half-hour. For a description?

Well, she was a young woman of twen­
ty-five, of remarkable beauty, chestnut 
hair and blue eyes. Very blue eyes, in 
fact—and Bridger nodded, with a grunt. 
She was dressed in a light-blue gown— 
silk, Nickerson should have said it was; 
and over that was a coat—sort of a tan 
coat, probably also of silk—little, light 
thingamajig—long and loose—the kind 
women wear when they’re riding in sum­
mer.

And she had a white hat, with some 
kind of blue flowers—and that was about 
Nickerson’s limit as to description.

It was a limit altogether satisfactory 
to the -detective. He hung up the tele­
phone and turned with a smile.

“ Mrs. Dallingshire,” he said, “ I be­
lieve that you are identified. I believe 
also that we can settle your case in a very 
few words. There has been more trouble 
than yours at this Firwood establishment, 
madam, and in the course of this morn­
ing some of it has found its way to this 
office. I have—er—rather, a man has
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gone up to investigate matters and dis­
cover what is wrong. Inasmuch as there 
are several cases, yours can very easily 
be looked after with the rest.”

“ But is he a good man? ”
“ He's a personal friend of your own,

I think,” the detective answered dryly. 
“ He seemed to be convinced that he 
could unravel several other peculiar dis­
appearances.”

“ So there have been others?”
“ There have, dear lady, and I can’t 

tell you a thing about them, for the con­
fidences of the detective business are as 
sacred as those of the doctor or the law­
yer,” laughed Bridger. “ Be sure that 
everything will be done for you, Mrs. 
Dallingshire, and don’t worry. If one 
man had disappeared mysteriously, there 
would be ground for fear; but when sev­
eral people drop out like this, I don’t 
believe anything very serious has hap­
pened to them.

“ Sounds silly, does it ? Never mind.
I think that Mr. Dallingshire is perfectly 
safe, wherever he may be. One iast ques­
tion, though. You haven’t a solitary 
idea of any business, personal or other­
wise, to which he might have been 
called?”
- “ There was absolutely nothing which 

could have taken him away,” said Mrs. 
Dallingshire flatly.

Some ten minutes later she was gone, 
and Corliss and Bridger were alone in 
the office. The former smiled a little 
dazedly as Ire said:
. “ What the dickens do you make of 
i t? ”

“ I don’t make anything of it yet, ex­
cept that there’s something afoot, my 
boy. Who in thunder was the first Mrs. 
Dallingshire? ”

“ I’ll pass on that.”
“ She wasn’t the real Mrs. Dalling­

shire, because Nickerson identified this 
last lady perfectly. Therefore, she was 
somebody else. Therefore, being sotne- 
bodv else, she had a distinct purpose in 
coining here and spinning her tale. And 
that purpose, I am beginning to suspect, 
is our opening point for a pretty deep 
plot.”

“ But what kind of a plot? ”
“ I don’t know that, but I do know 

that this Firwood establishment has been 
making a pretty strong bid for fashion-
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able $nd moneyed patronage. They’ve 
sent circulars to about all tire really 
wealthy people in New York and to no 
one else, and—oh, I' say! Calderford’s 
no man to be on that job. I ’m going to 
send BIhnd to the ground and find out 
something definite.”

He pressed a button and the stenogra­
pher entered. A word and she was gone 
again: and some two minutes later a 
short and very ordinary appearing indi­
vidual appeared and stood silently by 
the desk.

Bridger looked up at him for a minute.
“ Bland,” he said, “ I want you to go 

to Wvlesdale, New York, and to a place 
called the Firwood Inn. Several very 
wealthy people seem to have come to 
grief there in one way or another. Get 
your things packed and be here inside of 
half an hour. By that time I shall have 
a history of the case and full directions 
typewritten for you. I want you to find 
out what has become of the people you’ll 
find described, and to wire me in our 
regular cipher. That’s all. Hustle! ”

The man vanished. The button was 
pressed again—and Corliss sauntered out.

There was going to be some rapid dic­
tation done in that private office in the 
next few minutes, and Bridger preferred 
to dictate alone.

For perhaps ten minutes he talked rap­
idly, while the stenographer turned page 
after page of her note-book. There­
after there was a humming of typewriter- 
bars in the outer office—and Bland ap­
peared ready for the trip.

Five minutes of oral orders and the 
man was gone, with the typewritten mat­
ter stowed carefully in his pocket and 
the knowledge that he could ’.eoort some 
satisfactory work or consider himself as 
good as out of the Bridger agcncv.

And one hour later came . D.jpnone 
call from police headquarters.

Bridger answered it in person, and he 
heard:

“ This is headquarters. You’ve got 
an operator named Bland?”

“Yes.”
“ Was he going somewhere this after­

noon ? ”
“Yes.”
“ Well, he was sandbagged just beside 

the cab-stand at the Grand Central De­
pot, and his wits were knocked out.”

VES^ITBULE.
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W hat! ”
“ He’s„in Bellevue now, unconscious.” 
“ Well, who did i t? ” Bridger asked. 

“ Who on earth—” *
“ We don’t know yet. He made a 

clean getaway, whoever he was. Two 
of the men there went after him, but he 
must have ducked through the train- 
yards. We’ll get him, all right.”

“ Perhaps,” said Bridger thoughtfully. 
“ Is Bland badly hurt ? ”

“ The report says he may have a frac­
ture and a bad one. They haven’t made 
a complete examination yet. He’s all 
bunged up, anyway.”

“ Did they take anything from him? ” 
“ Not a'thing. ft was straight as­

sault. Somebody with a grudge, I 
guess.”

“ Thanks,” said the detective. “ I ’ll 
go up and see him. Good-by.”

He put aside the instrument and stared 
at Corliss.

“ There is a plot,” he remarked gravely.

THE

CHAPTER VI.
T H E  F U N  C O N T IN U E S .

It was past five when Bridger returned 
from the hospital.

Corliss, with a very lively interest, 
was waiting for him in the private office. 
The chief of the agency threw aside his 
hat and settled down with almost a 
groan.

“ Well, they’ve passed poor old Bland 
a pretty strong one,” he observed.

“ Not dead? ”
“ No, but they say he would have been 

if the blow had landed half an inch 
higher. He’s unconscious still, but he 
has a pretty good chance of recovery, the 
doctors think.”

Bridger found a cigar and leaned 
back.

“ From all i can gather, it was a clear 
case of putting Bland out of business, 
without any other intention,” he went on 
thoughtfully. “ The police say that is, 
the officer who was across the way at 
the time, says—that Bland was almost 
on the point of entering the station 
when a fellow darted out from behind 
one of the cabs, gave him one very well- 
judged blow, and vanished toward the 
train-sheds before anybody could lay
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hands on him. The officer started across 
the way, and was blocked by a surface- 
car — and by the time he crossed the 
street, about all that was left for him was 
to call an ambulance. The man made a 
clean getaway. Um ! ”

He tilted farther back and gazed into 
the clouds Of smoke.

“ Bland didn’t look like a man with a 
lot of money,” Corliss observed.

“ Not only that, but-whoever gave him 
that blow wasn’t after money,” said 
Bridger. “ The police managed to ob­
tain several witnesses, and they all agree 
that there was no attempt to snatch any­
thing from Bland. Corliss, that job has 
a very direct and intimate connection 
with this Firwood affair.”

“ Pshaw! ”
“ There’s no ‘ pshaw ’ about it. It 

has,” insisted the detective positively. 
“ There is only one logical deduction 
that I can make: somebody or other 

d idn ’t want Bland to go to that con­
founded inn.”

“ I don’t believe it.”
“ You don’t have to,” smiled Bridger. 

“ It’s so, just the same, though.”
“ Then, let’s try starting another 

man—”
The head of the agency was not listen-, 

ing. Instead, he had tilted back to the 
point of a fall, and was thinking deeply. 
After some ten minutes he dropped the 
end of the cigar and spoke.

“ I want time to think this all out, 
Corliss. Moreover, we may. as well give 
Calderford a little chance. I should 
hear from him by noon to-morrow. If 
I do not-—well, we’ll get busy, that's all,”

He rose suddenly.
“ Put on your things, old man. and 

let’s clear out.” he remarked. “ We’ll 
have dinner up town, and they say there’s 
a great show on at that new roof-gar­
den.”

There is such a thing as waking chron­
ically in the neighborhood of three in the 
morning and reviewing past, present, and 
future with a clearness little less than 
astounding.

It was one of Bridger’s habits, and 
its manifestation came next morning as 
usual.

The thinking process this time centered 
firmly upon the Firwood Inn; and the
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actors came in swift procession across his 
mind as he stared at the black ceiling.

Calderford and his story— the Van- 
dercourts and their story—the spurious 
Mrs. Dallingshire and her story—the 
real Mrs. Dallingshire and the identical 
story again.

There was a trend to them all 
of almost monotonous sameness. That 
seemed to indicate that they sprang from 
a common cause. And the cause—the 
cause ?

In the blackness and quiet of the 
room, Bridger' thought on and on; and 
when the first tinge of the warm summer 
dawn began to show in the sky, the de­
tective began to suspect that he had a 
very fair, if somewhat rudimental, notion 
of what was afoot. And he rolled over 
and slept soundly again, with a satisfied 
smile upon his countenance.

At nine he was at his desk once more.
There were telegrams this morning, to 

the number of seventeen or eighteen, but 
not a word from Calderford,

Search as he would through the pile 
of yellow slips, that reassuring word. 
“ Cheese,” declined to put in an appear­
ance.

He rapped his teeth with his fountain 
pen and thought hard.

Calderford was a man of method, cer­
tainly a man of intelligence ; emphatical­
ly he had understood the meager in­
structions given him. He should have 
wired late last night, if all were well; 
and the message should be here by now, 
for there was a private wire in the inn.

And still, there was a chance that he 
had left it until morning. Perhaps—

Ten o’clock came and no message.
Eleven finally chimed out from the 

clock in the corner — and a uniformed 
messenger hurried into the private office 
and delivered the familiar yellow envel-' 
ope to the detective.

Bridger signed for it and opened it 
hurriedly. Before him lay :

E v id e n tly  a ll a  m istak e . E v e r y th in g  
satisfactory and all accounted for.

CALDERFORD.

For a matter of five minutes the de­
tective stared at the sheet. Corliss 
sauntered in.

“ Fatal message arrive from Calder­
ford? ” lie inquired.

“ A message appears to have reached 
here. What do you make of it? ’’

Corliss studied it with a smile. He 
looked then at Bridger’s frowning face.

“ I suppose that astute mind of yours 
has deduced that all parties concerned 
have been slaughtered, drawn and quar­
tered and hung upon the several pine- 
trees which probably surround the inn,” 
he observed. “ But so far as I can see 
this means that the whole affair was sim­
ply a bunch of coincidences and that 
everything’s all right, Dick.”

“ And I can’t be sure that it does at 
all,” said Bridger irritably. “ I told 
that gentleman particularly to wire one 
word—1 Cheese ’—when he arrived. He 
hasn’t done it. W hy?”

“ Because he doesn’t care for cheese 
and thought you’d as soon have some 
Other kind of diet, I presume,” Corliss 
replied flippantly.

“ Bah! He understood. He must 
have understood, Corliss. I—say! Tell 
that boy to come here on the double: ” 

He reached for his pad of telegram- 
blanks and scribbled:

I f  satisfied, wire as agreed.
B r id g e r .

He directed it to Calderford at the 
Firwood Inn, and enclosed it in an en­
velope as the boy entered. He instruct­
ed the youngster to make time to the 
Western Union office around the corner, 
and he picked up the telephone and 
called for the manager of the office itself.

There are certain unusual things which 
a recognized and prosperous detective 
agency can do which are denied the aver­
age mortal. One of them is the rapid 
putting through of telegrams. A re­
quest to the manager of the office was 
enough.

Bridger laid . aside the phone and 
stared absently at Corliss.

“ It’s eleven now. It’ll take them fif­
teen minutes, at the outside, to get the 
Firwood wire, for there’s nothing heavy 
going over th e  t r u n k  lines now. T h a t  
means that Calderford should receive the 
message by half past eleven. He should 
answer on the spot—probably he will. 
That means that, at the best, we ought 
to hear from him by twelve; perhaps by 
one; certainly by two. At any rate, we’ll 
give him till three.”
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“ And then?”
“ And then, if we haven’t heard some­

thing definite and reassuring—well, we’ll 
see what we shall see.”

Corliss scratched his head reflectively.
“ Darmore was in this morning before 

you landed.”
“ A h! ” Bridger started a little.

Any further particulars of his case ? ”
“ Only that communication with his 

brother seems to have ceased entirely. 
He said that the Frederick Kelstons 
seemed to have dropped out of existence 
there, too, though.”

“ What ? ”
“ Um—um ! ” Corliss grinned excited­

ly. “ More of the very moneyed bunch, 
Dick.”

“ Are you—sure?”
“ Fernand, Kelston’s partner, has been 

manipulating the telephone and the tele­
graph for two days, trying to reach him. 
He hasn’t succeeded yet, Darmore said.”

Bridger thought long and earnestly. 
In the end he grinned rather sourly.

“ This is an age of trusts and monop­
olies, Corliss,” he said at last. “ That 
inn seems to be getting a corner on the 
really wealthiest section of New York 
society and to be annihilating them as 
they land. That’s about all I can see at 
the moment. I wish to goodness Calder- 
ford would answer in a hurry, though. 
I’d like to get you or myself started in 
that direction, if there’s really going to 
be something doing.”

“ I ’d just as soon start now.”
The head of the agency reflected again.
“ We’ll wait till three,” he said. 

“ That’ll give you a chance to hit the 
three-ten Montreal express, and I pre­
sume you’ll be able to make some kind 
of connections at Albany, or north of 
there.”

The wait was quite unnecessary.
Some few minutes after one another 

messenger entered with an envelope 
marked “ Personal.” Bridger, just re­
turned from lunch, opened it with de­
cided interest, and read:

O f course I’m satisfied. A ll well and 
happy. Am going to stay few  days for 
rest. C a l d e r f o r d .

“ And how much that doesn’t remind 
me of the conversation we had in this 
office yesterday,” commented Mr. Brid­

ger. “ How beautifully that doesn’t 
agree with any of Cal'derford’s state­
ments ! ”

“ E h ? ” The interested Corliss ap­
peared in the doorway.

“ There’s no ‘ cheese yet,” observed 
Bridger.

“ W hat?”
“ Here’s a message from Calderford 

that never came from Calderford. If 
it had, he would have understood and 
would have dropped in that poor little 
word ‘ cheese,’ More than that, he 
would have been almost home again by 
this time—and, instead, lie announces 
that he is going to stay up there for a 
while.”

“ Really I ”
“ And I,” said Bridger, as he blew a 

cloud of smoke at the bronze figure, “ I 
wish I was there with him. I can tell 
you.”

“ Pack up and get out.”
“ Can’t do it, my boy. " There’s too 

much hanging on here now that needs my 
personal attention. 1 guess it’s vour 
job.”

“ I’m willing.”
“ As partner and employee of this 

office, you have to be,” Bridger laughed, 
as he considered the series of rings he 
had blown. " Corliss, you’ve got a job 
cut out for you. according to my way of 
thinking.”

“ A h! ”
“ Is your suit-case here, ready for 

traveling? ”
“ As usual,” answered Corliss, “ it is.”
'■ Good enough. Get the next train, 

old man. I’ll wire ahead in your name 
to have a conveyance of some kind meet 
you at the station—you can phone me 
from the Grand Central—after you find 
out yourself—when you’re likely to ar­
rive up-State.”

“ All right.”
"Go to the blamed place and see 

v hat’s to be seen,” the detective contin­
ued. “ If there isn’t anything to be seen, 
find out what’s under the surface of 
things. You know the people who are 
supposed to have gone there and who are 
not accounted for anywhere else. One 
or two of them you know by sight. See 
if you can locate them. If you can, have 
a talk with them and wire me in full.”

“ Um—um ! ”
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“ And see here! Don’t under any con­
ditions use plain English, Corliss. You 
and I are probably the only two persons 
on earth with our own particular cipher 
engraved upon our brains. Have you a 
copy of it with you? ”

“ Yes.”
“ Can you remember it perfectly? ”
“ I devised most of it.”
“ All right. Give me your copy.” 
Corliss reached into his pocket and 

produced a rather worn bundle of type­
written paper. He handed it to the 
head of the agency; and Bridger thrust 
it unceremoniously into a drawer.

“ That settles that! ”  He considered 
the cigar for a moment. “ When you get 
there, Corliss—the instant you get there, 
if the wire is open—I want a cipher re­
port from you. You’ll land there very 
late to-night, at the best, although I un­
derstand that their station is on the 
trunk line, and there are a good many 
trains. If it should happen that their 
private wire isn’t open at night, get a 
message through the very first thing in 
the morning. They’re bound to open 
by eight. Understand that?”

“ Somehow, I believe I have grasped 
it,” smiled his assistant.

“ In even? particular? ”
“Yes.”.
“ And the idea has penetrated that 

more or less thick skull that we are not to 
exchange one word except in our own 
cipher? ”

“ It has.”
The detective pointed to the door, and 

the classic qualities of his English came 
to the surface.

“ Twenty-three! ” he remarked tersely. 
Corliss left with a laugh.
He returned some ten minutes later, 

ready for the tr ip a n d  after a few words 
he was gone.

He phoned, some fifteen minutes after 
that, to state that a train was leaving al­
most directly, and that, with fair luck, 
he could make Wylesdale not much after 
midnight.

And thereupon, for the time at least, 
Mr. Corliss drops out of the story.

Bridger spent a busy afternoon at the 
mass of work which seemed to have piled 
up in the regular routine of the office.

He read and he dictated. He inter­
viewed operators who drifted in with re- 
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ports. He even allowed himself the 
time to go out and arrest a certain indi­
vidual wiio was needed and who was eat­
ing a late lunch at the restaurant next 
door to the agency, and he went to the 
extent of running the individual to court, 
arraigning him and seeing him sent to 
the Tombs for trial.

And at the end of the day he cast aside 
its cares and studied the throng at Coney 
Island with the cheerful abandon of a 
schoolboy on a holiday.

Morning came again, and he was at 
the office early.

Messages from Firwood Inn there 
were none--and Bridger was more than 
a little puzzled. If such a thing as 
opening a long-distance telegraph wire 
were possible, Corliss would have ac­
complished the feat. Yet there wasn’t 
a sign of a message dating from any spot 
north of Albany.

He pondered for a time before getting 
down to the business of the day. He 
had a telephonic interview with the man­
ager of the nearest telegraph office; and 
the sum and substance of the whole affair 
was that there was absolutely no trace 
of a message for the agency or himself.

Nine o’clock chimed out, and ten—and 
the frown upon Bridger’s brow became 
positively massive. He was on the point 
of attempting a long-distance call to the 
mysterious inn itself, when a messenger 
entered with another personal telegram.

The detective ripped the envelope even 
before signing.

Before him, on the conventional yellow 
sheet, lay the amazing:

There is nothing to worry about.
1 hey are all right, and I am returning
this afternoon.

He signed the slip and the boy betook 
himself to other regions.

The detective gazed long and earnestly 
at his message.

Eleven o'clock passed, and he was still 
gazing. The thing lay in his lap now, 
as it had laid for nearly an hour.

He picked it up at last, read it for 
the last time and threw it to the desk.

“ I told him to use nothing but cipher,” 
he said, " and he knows well enough not 
to disregard instructions. The whole 
confounded business has gone crazy, and 
—and—well. I ’ll have to go myself.”
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He pondered again and bestowed an­
other smile upon the bronze figure.

“ And if I can judge anything by the 
performance of the fictitious Mrs. Dal- 
lingshire and the dent they put in poor 
Bland’s skull, I am iuatchcd. good and 
plenty,” he observed. “ I may be wrong, 
but I ’ve got a nagging suspicion that 
about the time I leave this office and 
make for the depot, full particulars will 
be wired to the inn, and—”

He rebuked the bronze electrolier with 
a scowl.

“ And, therefore, I shall have to get 
to Firwood without leaving this office,” 
he remarked enigmatically.

CHAPTER VII.
LO RD  A R V IN D A L E  A R R IV E S .

As a general rule, when one has to 
hurry, one hurries. Bridger hurried.

It was a mental, rather than a physical, 
process at the outset, and its first signs 
came in the keen lightening of his eyes.

Things were going on in the astute 
brain—things which counted for fully 
as much as physical haste.

The detective’s elbows were upon Iris 
desk, and he stared at the blotter—and 
incidentally indulged his worst habit-— 
that of meditating aloud in the peculiar, 
underbreath murmur which was charac­
teristic of him.

“ Arvindale’s in India,” he said gently.
He surveyed the largest blot of ink 

upon the pad.
“ To all intents and purposes, I saved 

Arvindale’s life last year in that affair 
down in Surrey. More than that, he's 
grateful to me, and a good friend, and a 
downright decent chap.”

He searched for and found a letter 
with a foreign stamp. He perused it 
for a little and folded it again.

“ And by this time,” he pursued, 
“ Arvindale must be well toward his be­
loved Tibet and out of reach of com­
munication for a few days at least. A ik! 
even more than that, he must have caused 
that fake report of his American trip to 
be circulated before he left for his ex­
plorations. It certainly can’t be more 
than two weeks ago that the Herald 
published the rumor that he was cdming 
here incognita/''

Bridger dropped his cigar and his 
smile broadened.

“ And he’s one of the wealthiest young 
devils in England, too,” he mused, “ if 
not in the world—and everybody knows 
it, and—that’s sufficient. I ’m going to 
be Lord Arvindale for a while, and I 
don't believe he’ll mind. M m  Patten.' ” 

The young woman entered the room to" 
find Bridger scribbling in his check-book. 
Fie tore out the slip and handed it to her 
with a faint smile.

“ I want you to go to the bank, if you 
will, and have this cashed at once. If 
possible, get it in one one-thousand-dollar 
bill, two or three five-hundred-dollar 
bills, and as many one-hundreds and fif­
ties as they can give you in crisp new 
gold certificates. I ’m especially partic­
ular about their newness. Hurry, please.” 

” Five thousand—”
“ Precisely. Five thousand dollars. 

And I want you back here as quickly as 
possible, Miss Patten.”

The girl left swiftly and, perhaps, 
uazedlv. The detective’s sternness re­
laxed. into a smile as he gazed after her.

“ Five thousand is going to make 
something of a scratch on the agency's 
balance, but it ought to be worth it,” he 
observed.. “ However—”

He pressed another of his unostenta­
tious electric buttons—the one which led 
to the operators’ room this time. In a' 
second or two a youth entered.

Bridger squinted at him thoughtfully. 
“ Your memory still holding out in 

good shape, Towns?”
“ I think so.”
“ All right. Listen and remember, 

then. You're to go to my apartment. 
See Wynne, my man, and get from him 
the dress-suit case I carried when I was 
abroad last year—the one with the thou­
sand and one labels on it. Have Wynne 
put in it whatever I need for a three- 
days’ trip. Understand?”

” Yes. sir.”
Good. Then take it down to ”—the 

detective found a sheet of paper and 
scrawled a name and address—” take it 
down to this trunk-store On Sixth Ave­
nue and ask for Mr. Dahlski himself, and 
tell him you come from me. Tell him 
that if he puts plenty of dryer-in paint, 
it can be made to dry within fifteen min­
utes. Got that?”
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The eyes of young Mr. Towns were 
twinkling in rather eager expectance.

“ Yes, sir,” he said.
“ Then have him print on that case, 

with paint that you can carry out dry 
within fifteen minutes, the initials, ‘ P. 
D. B. A.’ Put that down—P. D. B. A. 
Under that ‘ London.’ Got that down? ”

“ Yes.”
“ Then I want you to take that case 

and sit down on a bench in Madison 
Square, my young friend—and I want 
you to begin sitting there not longer than 
one hour from now. Have you got that 
last fact firmly fixed?”

“ I think so.” Towns put on his hat.
“ Go ahead.”
The man disappeared with that cheer­

ful rapidity which characterized the 
agency. The head of the outfit sat back 
and smoked again.

“ It’s the best scheme, and it’ll work,” 
he announced to the bronze figure. “ Ar- 
vindale won’t care, because he doesn’t 
know, and it wouldn’t matter if he did. 
On a pinch, I look enough like him to 
pass for him. And, anyway, if things 
are going as they seem to be, Lord Ar- 
vindale and his coin' are going to draw 
attention as a sponge draws water.”

Miss Patten was back presently, with 
an envelope full of delightfully crisp 
bills, yellow as the gold they represent­
ed. Bridger folded them with a sigh 
and placed them in his trousers-pocket.

And precisely thirty minutes after 
Towns’s departure, Bridger called up his 
own apartment, rather farther up-town.

Had Towns been there? He had. 
Was he there now? He was not. How 
long ago had he left? Certainly fifteen 
minutes back.

He had rushed in and stated his wants, 
and Wynne had put in Mr. Bridger’s 
gray suit and four colored shirts and ten 
collars and the dinner-suit and two dress- 
shirts and—

Mr. Wynne was cut off abruptly.
Bridger tried the telephone anew.
He obtained this time that particular 

half-way up-town hotel where people go 
who cannot afford not to pay for what 
they want.

“ I ’m at the White Star pier,” he an­
nounced, with charming mendacity, when 
the connection was made. “ Can you 
give me a large room and bath? ”

It seemed to be possible. Some one 
asked his name.

“ The name’s Arvindale,” said Mr. 
Bridger. “ Good-by.”

He hung up the receiver with a grin 
and rang for Miss Patten; and in a sec­
ond or two the young woman entered. 
Bridger considered her thoughtfully for 
a little.

“ Miss Patten,” he said, “ I ’m going 
to ask you to use a good deal of tact for 
the next two or three days. In the first 
place, please remember that I am here in 
the office, night and day—that that strike­
breaking business has necessitated my 
sleeping here. Also remember that I am 
so absolutely weary that I cannot possi­
bly be disturbed for anything short of a 
fire in the building, and that I can at­
tend to nobody. Will you please look 
into the outer corridor and see whether 
there is anybody loitering between here 
and the elevator in the rear now? ”

The girl left again. She was back 
shortly with the report that the hall ap­
peared to be empty.

Mr. Bridger grinned anew and found 
his hat.

“ Then you may expect to see me back 
here three days from now,” he said, with 
a gentle disregard of previous statements. 
“ Meanwhile, if you want to communi­
cate with me, address Lord Arvindale at 
the Firwood Inn, Wylesdale, New 
York.”

He left quickly. He descended by the 
freight-elevator and emerged upon the 
street behind the building—and, for the 
time, Richard Bridger was lost to New 
York.

At the—well, not to be too specific— 
at the hotel toward which Bridger had 
steered, there was a mild sensation.

A cab had drawn up before the door 
and a well-built individual had entered 
the house.

The house-detective, who happened to 
be an intimate friend of Bridger’s, stared 
for the most infinitesimal fraction of a 
second, smiled in his sleeve and sauntered 
down the corridor.

The visitor himself, a bell-boy trailing 
behind with a much-belabeled case bear­
ing the initials “ P. D. B. A.” and the 
small-typed word “ London,” sauntered 
lazily to the desk.
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“ Room and bath reserved for Arvin- 
dale ? ” he inquired.

The clerk started—stared—and be­
came humble.

“ Yes, sir,” he said energetically, as 
the register swung around.

The visitor declined the pen} instead, 
he extracted one of the fountain variety 
from his pocket and inscribed:

P. DUNSTAN B. ARVINDALE, 
LONDON, ENGLAND.

The clerk half turned to the man be­
hind him. The latter stared in the most 
unostentatious fashion at the signature— 
and, somehow, his gaze traveled across 
the big lobby, and the two young men 
came forward hastily.

“ Lord Arvindale? ” the first of them 
queried, almost tremulously.

“ E—h? ” Bridger stared hard.
“ I ’m from the New York Morning 

Mercury,’ ’ the youth pursued. “ If 
you’d give me your—er—first impres­
sions of this country? It’s your first 
visit, isn’t it? What do you think of—”

Lord Arvindale straightened—stared 
-—and turned away frigidly.

“ Heard of it before,” he observed 
under his breath. “ Thought it was all 
bally rot! Fancy having—I say! Give: 
the boy my key—won’t you? ”

A momentary trip in the elevator, and 
he was established in a suite of such mag­
nificence that Bridger’s grin could hardly 
be contained until the boy left with a 
quarter and the shattered expectation of 
a five-dollar gold-piece.

For a minute or two Bridger stared 
around. He sobered then, and went to 
the phone.

“ Long-distance telephone, is it—eh ? ” 
he inquired over the wire.

He was assured of the fact.
“ There’s a place called the Firwood 

Inn, somewhere north, you know— 
Wvlesdale, I think it’s called,” he went 
on, with the happy Irish-English accent 
of Arvindale himself. “ I want it. Can 
you get it? ”

“ Certainly. It may take half an hour, 
my lord.”

“ It’s immaterial, miss. Say that a 
gentleman named Arvindale desires to 
speak to the proprietor of the inn in 
person. And get them as soon as possi­
ble—won’t you?”

He shed his coat and vest and mopped 
his brow, as he contemplated the inade­
quate electric fan. He picked up the 
afternoon paper and waited for the tele- 
phone-bell to ring.

CHAPTER VIII.
LONESOM E ELEG A N CE.

An English peer, apparently—as Brid­
ger reflected in the light of past experi­
ences—must be something of a person­
age.

There had been times when he had 
waited half an hour for an Albany call 
at the office. Yet now, within some ten 
minutes, he was in communication with 
a resort in the very depths of the Adiron- 
dacks.

“ I say ! ” he began tentatively.
“ Is this Lord Arvindale?” said a 

very distinct and very respectful male 
voice.

“ Yes.” Mr. Bridger cleared his 
throat and prepared to make his “ a’s ” 
even broader. “ Firwood Inn, isn’t i t? ”

“ Yes, my lord.”
“ I want a suite of two rooms and 

bath for myself. I want them to-mor­
row morning. Can you give them to 
m e?”

“ Certainly, my lord,” answered the 
far up-State voice.

“ Good enough. They tell me there’s 
a train that reaches your Jamesville 
Junction about eight in the morning. 
Can you have me met there to-morrow? ”

Lie was assured that such a program 
would produce almost hysterical joy in 
the bosoms of the Firwood management. 
He rang off with a final word or two 
and sat down in the big wicker chair.

“ If that bunch up there will fall for 
the English lord business as easily as 
this supposedly sophisticated one here, I 
am inclined to think that little Mr. Brid­
ger will ramble under the wire with the 
rest of the field twenty lengths behind 
and not one hair damp. And I guess 
that several members of New York’s best 
society will throw up their hats and cheer 
about the time of the finish.”

The train that carried the newly sched­
uled sleeper which shunted off at James­
ville left New York at eleven.
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As you may have learned from the 
time-table, it was due to reach the Junc­
tion by eight; and as you may have 
learned by experience, it pulled in very 
promptly at ten minutes after ten.

Lord Arvindale descended and looked 
about; and the first thing to meet his 
gaze was the dapper little tiger who hur­
ried forward to seize his grip with :

“ Lord Arvindale? ”
“ Eh? What? Yes,” responded the 

arrival.
The little chap all but salaamed.
“ The motor is—waiting, my lord,” he 

choked.
“ Fancy!” said Lord Arvindale im­

pressively. “ Where?”
“ This way, my lord.”
The tiger trotted ahead. Lord Arvin­

dale followed lazily, giving an apprecia­
tive eye to the very green and very ele­
vated scenery.

The motor was indeed waiting. Lord 
Arvindale allowed himself to be bowed 
into it and to be covered with the thin 
robe; and with a whir and a flourish 
the machine started up, while a dozen or 
two of admiring yokels gaped at the 
newest capture of the very fashionable 
Firw’ood Inn, and some one whispered 
to some one else that a real English lord 
had decided to visit Firwood!

The ride, long in miles, was brief in 
minutes.

The strong wind was sending to his 
nostrils the strong sun-baked odor of 
pine-woods; and he desired more than 
anything else to stretch out in the big 
seat of the tonneau and slumber.

But business is business; and when one 
is bent upon it one must attend to it.

In the course of some fifteen minutes, 
with a tooting of horn and a swirl of 
dust,' the machine whirled up the long 
driveway and paused before one of the 
most ornate country establishments the 
detective had seen in years.

There were grounds; there were ter­
races ; there were balconies galore.

There was a veranda of some twenty- 
five feet in width. There were servants, 
too, who hurried out and all but carried 
Lord Arvindale into the office.

He entered it with the nonchalant, 
swinging swagger at which he had 
laughed in England. He came to the 
desk and registered indifferently; and the

individual in charge of the register 
bowed low.

“ We have given you suite fourteen, 
Lord Arvindale,” he said apologetically. 
“ It was the very best we could do for 
you on short notice.”

“ Oh, it’ll answer, doubtless,” smiled 
the detective. “ I sha’n’t be here for 
long. Bath, is there?”

“ Certainly, my lord. I t’s one of the 
better suites, but if you had wired 
ahead—”

Lord Arvindale snapped his fingers in 
obvious token of his submission to cir­
cumstances. He reached gently into his 
pocket and produced a roll of bills which 
fully justified the stare they produced.

He took from the inside two of the 
fifty-dollar denomination — leaving re­
vealed that pleasant number, “ 1,000 ! ” 
on the outer bill.

“ I fancy this had better go into the 
safe, old chap,” Lord Arvindale said 
easily as he dropped the little bundle 
upon the desk. “ There’s a bit less than 
a thousand pounds there—forty-nine hun­
dred dollars, to be exact. Give me a 
receipt for it and keep it safe, won’t you ? 
It’s all I have with me.”

The clerk paled peculiarly. He smiled 
then, and his smile was rather sad.

“ I am very sorry, my lord,” he said. 
“ The time-lock on our safe here refused 
to work yesterday morning, and we 
haven’t been able to get anything in or 
out of it since then. I wish it were pos­
sible to put your money where it would 
be protected from fire—but I assure you 
that there is nothing but fire to be feared 
here. The money itself will be quite as 
secure as if you were at home, my lord.”

With a shrug, the roll of bills was re­
turned to Lord Arvindale’s pocket.

“ I t’s quite all right,” he remarked.
“ It’s not a matter of great importance, 
anyway.”

The boy was waiting with his grip. 
Lord Arvindale turned and sauntered 
toward the tiny white-and-gold elevator, 
and was bowed into the car.

His apartments, upon the third floor, 
while small, were little less than superb. 
For something like half an hour he sur­
veyed the luxury of them in mild won­
der.

The most impressive of head waiters 
appeared then and informed him that
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luncheon was served, and inquired 
whether he preferred to dine in his own 
apartments or in the general dining-room.

Lord Arvindale was democratic. He 
preferred the general dining-room, and 
descended to it.

There would be guests there galore. 
They would have heard of him, and they 
would stare. And with the help of a 
kind Providence there wouldn’t be one 
who knew him; or, if there was, that one 
would have sufficient sense to keep his 
lips discreetly closed.

With all fitting ceremony, he was 
placed at a table. Covertly, he looked 
about—and he all but gasped aloud. It 
was long after one o’clock now. The 
room was capable of seating at' least fifty. 
The newspaper reports of Firwood Inn 
indicated that it must be nearly full.

And yet he was entirely alone! Not 
another soul seemed to be inclined for 
lunch just then.

He pondered as he consumed the most 
delicious soup that had ever reached his 
palate. His pondering found expression 
as he encountered the meat course.

' “ I say!” he remarked to the servile 
head of the establishment. “ House 
empty? ”

“ Not quite, sir,” smiled that individ­
ual. “ Most of the guests have climbed 
the mountain to-day, my lord.”

“ Um ! ” Lord Arvindale smiled 
slightly. “ Hope they’ll be back for 
dinner, then. It’s wretchedly lonely sit­
ting here this way.”

“ They’ll hardly be back for dinner, 
my lord. It’ll be well toward ten before 
they get down again, I’m afraid.”

Luncheon over, Lord Arvindale re­
turned to his suite.

He had wandered about the grounds 
with an eye that seemed lazy, and was 
actually rather observant. He had gath­
ered that the establishment was one well 
calculated to cater to the very best class 
of summer trade. He had deduced, also, 
that every last requirement for fashion­
able patronage had been fulfilled.

More than that, experience had taught 
him that the moneyed class is not over­
addicted to mountain-climbing or other 
violent exertion; and the most careful 
observation of the low, bare mountainside 
declined to reveal the first sign of a 
human being.

And there was no indication of Calder- 
ford’s presence at the place, and there 
was never a sign of sharp little Corliss— 
save both their familiar signatures on the 
same page of the register until his own.

In short, there were about two conclu­
sions which one might reach: either each 
and every individual who landed at Fir- 
wood Inn suddenly went mad and took 
to mountain-climbing and irrational- tel­
egrams and the neglect of meals—or else 
Bridger’s original theory -was pretty well 
justified, and there was something rad­
ically wrong.

The detective whistled a gentle tune or 
two over his cigar.

He patted the pocket which contained 
his five thousand dollars and made sure 
that the pickpocket-proof catch was in 
working order. He felt gently of the 
heavy revolver whose presence tvas con­
cealed by his loose coat.

And when the frown disappeared from 
his ordinarily smooth forehead he mur­
mured :

“ This is a case for a little investiga­
tion and more waiting—and I don’t be­
lieve the waiting’s going to be very long. 
When even Corliss can pop out like 
that—”

His eyes quickened. He gave a last 
pat to the revolver. Indeed., with an eye 
on the open transom and its possibilities, 
he walked to the closet and examined the 
thoroughly satisfactory load. And as he 
returned it to his pocket he muttered:

“ And I sort of feel that you’re going 
to do a little of the wild-and-woolly 
barking before long.

CHAPTER IX.
TH E  M AN  IN  T H E  MOTOR.

T he afternoon dragged rather heavily 
in the sumptuous little apartment.

Another hour of meditation, and 
Bridger was wandering about.

Nothing had happened. Why? Why 
had there been no hint of the amazing 
fate which seemed to have befallen all 
his predecessors?

Or had nothing whatever befallen 
them? The lingering suspicion that, 
even now, it might be all one great 
mass of coincidence began to appear 
again—and in the end Lord Arvindale
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softly locked his rooms and sauntered 
down the corridor.

There was not a soul in sight. He 
found a door or two open, and glanced 
inward. Like his own apartment, the 
rooms were magnificent; and here and 
there about them were scattered bits of 
fashionable raiment and gold and silver 
and ivory toilet bits.

Those, certainly, were not part of the 
furnishings; and just as certainly they 
seemed to indicate the very recent pres­
ence of wealthy guests. It was odd, oc­
curred to the detective in a minor mental 
flash, that the personal servants of the 
guests hadn’t tidied up a little better: 
but for the matter of that, if one were 
to accept the mountain-climbing theory, it 
was easily enough accounted for.

The early morning departure had been 
hurried, probably, and all the servants 
were needed for the carrying of wraps 
and lunches. Perhaps—

He considered the “ perhaps ” for 
some two minutes at the head of the 
stairs. Then, noiselessly, he descended to 
the second floor,
® The funereal stillness still prevailed.

Very carefully and very thoughtfully 
the detective looked about for curious 
eyes that might be spying upon him—and 
for further open doors that might lend 
a hint of what was afoot. Of the former 
there seemed to be none—of the latter 
there were actually none at all.

Save for the broad window at the far­
ther end, the corridor was entirely closed; 
and Bridger considered it vaguely.

And then he started a little and came 
closer to the first door by the window. 
His sharp eyes had encountered a rather 
curious detail; he examined it carefully 
now, and passed to the next door—and 
the next—and the one after that.

His brows lifted as he returned to the 
first. ITe felt.of the paint and frowned, 
and whistled a little under his breath.

These must be the choicest rooms of 
the house, and by all accounts the house 
was filled. Yet the indubitable fact re­
mained—as was attested by the heavy 
film of white enamel that joined door 
and jamb—-that not a single one of these 
portals had been opened since their' 
painting!

And the hardness of the slow-drying 
enamel seemed to indicate that that, at

the very least, was a good week back, 
and more likely a month!

Swiftly a skeleton key came from his 
pocket and was thrust into the hole. It 
remained faithful as ever to its task, for 
the lock creaked back.

He shoved gently at the door itself, 
and it opened.

And before him lay a room as bare as 
half-finished carpentry could make i t ! 
The woodwork trim was not even in 
sight; bare ends and lines of shaggy 
plaster indicated the spots where closets 
and mirrors should have been. The 
hardwood floor, too, was not near com= 
pletion; and in the far corner lay a 
hammer and a box of nails, as thickly 
coated with dust as was the floor itself!

For a moment the detective studied 
the amazing spectacle of what should 
have been the Firwood’s very best suite. 
He turned hurriedly, then, and closed 
the door as he stepped into the hallway.

He tiptoed to the next room and 
peered through the keyhole. The scene 
of raw desolation was identical. He 
tried the next and the next, and with the 
same result !

Not a single one of the rooms was 
within three weeks works of completion!

“ This,” said Lord Arvindale inaudi­
ble, “ is the private residence of a luna­
tic, opened this season for the creation of 
new lunatics. That’s a ll! ”

His unconcerned saunter regained, he 
descended to the big office. A bell-boy 
or two started forward and retreated 
again. The clerk behind the desk ko­
towed in proper form ; and a suave and 
portly person in flannels, with “ Man­
ager ” written upon every inch of him, 
came forward respectfully with:

“ Looking around, my lord?”
“ Eh? Yes. Tolly lonesome hole, 

isn’t it? ”
“ You’ll hardly be lonesome when our 

guests return this evening,” smiled the 
personage.

“ Friends of mine, some of them, I 
think,” Lord Arvindale went on list­
lessly. “ Some of the New York Calder- 
fords here, aren't there? And the Van- 
dercourts, too? Ripping good chap by 
name of Dallingshire, also—met him last 
year in Paris. E h ? ”

The managerial countenance length­
ened in sad sympathy.
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“ That’s rather unhappy, my lord,” he 
observed. “ The Vandercourts were 
here, but they were called to the city, 
and left a day or two ago—and the same 
thing applies to Mr. Dallingshire and his 
wife. The elder Mr. Calderford, again, 
became so fascinated with the surround­
ings that he decided to go for a few days’ 
camping with a couple of the guides—al-. 
though he will return by the end of the 
week.”

The sadness changed to a smile.
“ But at least we can promise you the 

younger Mr, Calderford. He, too, de­
cided to remain with us, and he is with 
the party on the mountain,”

Lord Arvindale struggled to retain his 
blase expression.

Save Corliss, after whom he dared not 
inquire, they were all logically enough 
accounted for at this end of the game. 
And Corliss, for all that he could offer 
in legal evidence to the contrary, might 
be at this moment sitting in the office in 
New York. And—

His lordship felt suddenly that it 
might be better to remove his coun­
tenance from view before surging emo­
tions began to find too visible expression 
thereupon. He strolled to the door with :

“ I'll take another walk about, I 
think.”

“ Why not permit us to offer you one 
of the motors?” the managerial smile in­
quired.

“ Rather walk, thanks,” grinned his 
lordship. “ Too much motoring else­
where, you know.”

He strolled out and to the lakeside, 
some hundred yards from the house. 
He settled himself, and prepared to con­
template what promised to be a beautiful 
sunset, when in the roadway behind him 
came the whir of a machine.

He turned suddenly. The car had 
stopped within a few feet of his august 
person and the chauffeur had descended 
nimbly and was saluting.

“ The manager, my lord, instructed me 
to attend you and drive you, should you 
change your mind.”

Mr. Bridger attained his feet with a 
well-developed desire to curse. His 
plans, already formulated to a certain 
degree, would have stood an excellent 
chance of maturing further in that hour 
of meditation.

Yet the expression of annoyance faded 
suddenly as he met the eyes behind the 
big goggles. Something extremely enig­
matic in the way of a smile lurked mo­
mentarily across his lips.

The chauffeur, too, seemed to start 
ever so slightly, as he turned toward the 
car.

“ If it’s annoying to you, my lord—”
“ On the contrary, it isn’t, my man,” 

said Lord Arvindale. •  I ’ll take a little 
ride after all, I think.”

Briskly he climbed into the rear seat 
and settled down. The chauffeur took 
his own place, and the car whirled away 
down the smooth roads.

Five miles passed in silence, and ten, 
and the wav was darkening slowly.

His lordship leaned forward.
“ We’ll turn now and go back over 

the same road a little more slowly, par­
ticularly when we come within two miles 
of the inn.”

He was rewarded with a sudden back­
ward glance. It lasted but a second ; yet 
when the car had swerved about and was 
spinning along again, it seemed to pro­
duce a covert grin on Bridger’s face, 
which was prolonged for a good half- 
hour.

The inn was easily within three miles 
when Lord Arvindale leaned forward 
again with:

“ We’ll stop here a little while.” 
Promptly tiie motor slowed.
“ Got a machine-shop at the house for 

fixing up ail sorts of motors, haven’t 
you?” he inquired.

“ No, my lord.” A little breath of 
relief escaped the chauffeur.

“ Fancy that 1 Where the deuce do 
you have them repaired, then ? ”

“ They have to he taken to Jamesville, 
mv lord,” replied a voice which seemed 
to case with every word. “ They’ve a 
very good shop there.”

“ Quite reliable, if a man should bring 
his own motor up?”

“ Very reliable, my lord.”
The imported peer stroked his chin.
“ So that if I should make up my mind 

to put in August here and bring the Mer­
cedes, I ’d always be sure of a tow to 
Jamesville in case of need, would I ? ”

“ It would be the only way you could 
secure repairing, my lord,” answered his 
driver emphatically. “ There’d be no
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trouble about a tow, though, sir. The 
house has three machines.”

Lord Arvindale came a little closer in 
his suddenly developed friendliness.

‘‘ Well, I guess that’ll be about all, 
then, for the present, Donlin! ” he re­
marked in a tone that had lost its Eng­
lish qualities and gained in force.

Under the leather of the goggles, the 
man’s face whitened abruptly.

„ “ I—beg pardon, my lord?” he said
breathlessly.

“ You can cut out the ‘ lord ’ business, 
Donlin,” said his passenger. “ And you 
can keep your hands on that wheel and 
in plain sight, too. my boy, because 
there’s a very large, healthy gun pressed 
right up against the back of your neck ! 
Feel it, do you? ”

“. I—I—” The gloved hands clenched 
the wheel firmly.

“ Donlin, you know me, don’t you?” 
inquired the man behind.

“ Yes—Mr. Bridger. Anyway, I— 
I thought it was you when I first seen 
you down by the lake, and—and—”

“ And now you’re sure of it, eh? All 
right. ' And you remember that I’m the 
man who put you in Sing Sing on three 
counts for ‘ con ’ work—and the same 
man that would have you back there now 
if they’d given me the case after you es­
caped ? ”

“ Yes.” The voice was growing thick.
“ Do you want to go back?”
The man all but whirled about, his 

hands still on the wheel.
“ My God, Mr. Bridger! ” he cried 

wildly, “ I ’m living straight—so help me,
I am. I ’ve been earning an honest living 
these last two years up in this country, 
sir. You can ask anybody, There ain’t 
anybody got anything on me since I got 
loose. You don’t want to put a man back 
in that hell—"

“ That’s all right. That may be just 
as it is, because I’ve lost track of you 
in the last year. But the fact remains 
that we’ve met again, Donlin, and that 
we know each other. You know' that I ’m 
capable of taking you again, half a 
dozen times if necessary. I know that 
you’re the most artistic liar that ever 
walked the earth—and therefore I’m not 
going to ’ ask you any particulars about 
■what's going on in that fake hotel 
ahead! ’’

He watched his man keenly as he 
turned in some astonishment. The chauf­
feur’s instinctively assumed innocence 
suffered slightly from the scrutiny.

“ I don’t know any— anything about 
the hotel, Mr. Bridger,” he muttered. 
“ I’ve only been working there a week! ”

“ Then I’ll gamble you’ve been work­
ing overtime ! ” Bridger chuckled sourly. 
“ Listen to me. You’re not a fool. 
You're going to do as I say, or go back 
to that little village on the Hudson. 
Which?”

U  J __ »»

“ Bosh! See here, Donlin, I ’ve got 
eight men planted in these woods, be­
tween here and the inn. If you want to 
try the trick, I ’ll get out of the machine 
and signal, and you can see how many 
yards you go before you’re shot? Don’t 
want to, eh? That’s better. Then run 
your car into that little side road.”

The machine bowled into the narrow, 
grass-grown path and stopped, out of - 
sight of the road. Mr. Bridger stepped 
out, with a light laugh, and watched 
amusedly as Donlin cast a wary eye 
through the thick trees.

“ Now, my man, you’re going to stay 
where you are until I want you—and that 
won’t be many hours, I think. At all 
events, you’re going to remain within ten 
feet of that car till eight o’clock to-mor­
row morning. By that time, if I haven’t 
returned, you may take an opposite 
direction to the inn and get as far as 
possible. Meanwhile—well, it may be as 
well to take precautions for keeping you 
here, alive or dead.”

His face hardened as he eyed the star­
ing. white-cheeked man.

From his pocket he drew his watch 
and a police whistle. He listened in­
tently for a moment, and gave a short 
blast. He waited an instant and gave 
another, and counted aloud to ten sec­
onds, when a second long blast followed.

Whistle and watch were replaced, and 
Bridger smiled savagely.

“ There isn’t anything you’ve misun­
derstood, in the way of instructions?” 
he asked.

“ No, s ir!” Donlin choked.
“ Then don’t let your memory fail be­

tween now and to-morrow morning.”
He turned on his heel and walked 

rapidly down-to the highway; and he
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struck into a blithely whistled tune as 
he hit up a rapid pace upon the high­
way itself.

The average person, acquainted with 
Mr. Donlin’s interesting past, rather than 
his past and personality together, might 
easily have expected a bullet in the back 
before ten steps had been covered, 
Bridger, on the contrary, chuckled hap­
pily as he trudged on without a back­
ward glance.

“ Of all the imaginative physical cow­
ards the Lord ever put on earth, the 
triumph is Donlin—and always has 
been! ” he observed. “ I’ll gamble my 
last cent on earth that he won’t be a 
yard from that car at dawn! ”

He hastened his gait, until his sturdy 
legs were fairly eating up the ground. 
He laughed again, with:

“ Only fancy sending me out in a de­
fective car! Fancy the car having to 
limp all the way to Jamesville for re­
pairs, while his lordship foots it back to 
his dinner! Demmed outrage, it is— 
positively! ”

The indignant Lord Arvindale, having 
calmed somewhat and accomplished a 
solitary and almost incredibly perfect 
dinner, returned to his rooms and, com­
fortably ensconced in the biggest chair, 
lighted his unaristocratic pipe.

“ It’s the devil, anyway!” he mur­
mured. “ Here’s the confounded inn, 
with every appearance of propriety, with 
a manager that can account, or lie, plaus­
ibly for every one that has disappeared, 
and who promises to produce them at 
nine or ten this evening. And there’s 
no positive certainty that the people who 
disappeared didn’t come to harm between 
here and New York. And there’s no 
real reason for attaching too much im­
portance to those unfinished rooms, be­
cause there may be more of this place 
than I’ve been able to nose into while 
watched. And that time-lock story about 
the safe may be straight, and Mike Don­
lin may actually be earning an honest 
living, and—”

He snapped his fingers with an impa­
tient growl.

“ And, on the other hand, why should 
everybody be absent from the place when 
I get here? And why did those irra­
tional and unexpected telegrams arrive 
in the first place, and why-didn’t Corliss

and Calderford do as they were directed? 
And who sandbagged Bland a minute or 
two after he left the office? And who 
the dickens was the first Mrs. Dalling- 
shire?”

Something like a reeling sensation 
came over his brain. Bridger gripped 
himself and sent further clouds of smoke 
toward the ceiling.

“ Now, that's the deuce of being tied 
down to a theory which you believe right 
and which may be altogether wrong— 
and which you can't verify one way or 
the other until some one gives it a push 
in the right direction, and—”

His murmured words trailed off in the 
smoke. He pondered hard for another 
ten minutes; and finally he sat up with 
marked decision.

“ Well, whatever has happened to them 
all, it seems to have happened on the 
very first night; and if Lord Arvindale 
isn’t about due, there isn’t—” He broke 
off suddenly and sat noiselessly erect.

On the door had come a firm yet 
respectful tapping!

CHAPTER X. 
b l u e b e a r d ’ s  v e s t i b u l e .

F o r  a n  in s ta n t  a  t h r i l l  w e n t  t h r o u g h  
th e  d e t e c t i v e .

Instinct, unreasoning instinct perhaps, 
seemed to tell him that the moment was 
coming.

There were a thousand and one utterly 
harmless things that might have ac­
counted for that knock on the door at 
nine in the evening; and yet, as the de­
tective rose and drew his animated face 
into something more nearly resembling 
the bored countenance of his assumed 
character one hand dropped unostenta­
tiously nearer the revolver pocket—Lord 
Arvindale opened the door with a smile.

Tire beatific manager bowed low.
“  I  t ru s t  1 h a v e n 't  d i s t u r b e d  v o u ,  m y  

l o r d ? ”
“ Not at all. What is it? Calderford 

returned ? ”
The manager beamed anew.
“ Hardly vet, I think, my lord. 

We—”
“ Bosh! Bally old rotter he is, any­

way!” Lord Arvindale laughed vacu­
ously.
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“ It is only that the royal suite has 
been vacated.”

“ E h ?”
“ Rather, it has not been vacated ; but 

the Kelvings, of New York, who were 
to arrive late this evening, have just 
wired that illness prevents their coming. 
Therefore, my lord, we are very glad to 
be able to put you in more fitting apart­
ments.”

“ Er—well—” Lord Arvindale con­
sidered for a moment. “ Jolly neat little 
place right here, you know.”

The manager’s expression grew a trifle 
more intense.

“ But I am sure that you will find the 
royal suite infinitely more comfortable 
and satisfactory, my lord. It was ar­
ranged, you know, with a view to enter­
taining Prince—er—well, perhaps a 
friend of yours, when he came to this 
country incognito this summer, and I as­
sure you that everything has been done 
to make it perfect.”

“ Well—”
“ It is also in the annex, which is more 

spacious throughout, my lord. I—”
Lord Arvindale snapped his fingers 

carelessly.
“ All right—I ’ll shift to it,” he smiled. 

“ Send some one to take the luggage as 
quickly as possible, won’t you? I ’m 
rather anxious to roll into bed and sleep 
off some of this pine-woods heaviness.”

The manager bowed again and hurried 
toward the elevator. Lord Arvindale 
sauntered back into his apartment and 
yawned resoundingly. But a second or 
two later the real Bridger expression re­
turned, and the detective squinted at him­
self in the mirror.

“ The annex ! ” he muttered. “ The 
annex' Is the annex the Bluebeard at-* 
tachment to this establishment that’s 
been swallowing the people up? Or—”

A second tap stopped his meditation.
He called a command to enter, and 

the door opened again—and Lord Ar­
vindale all but caught his breath.

Two bell-boys had come in noiselessly, 
and were standing respectfully at atten­
tion ; and in that fact there was perhaps 
nothing very remarkable, .gave that Lord 
Arvindale’s suit - case could have been 
managed easily enough by a youngster of 
ten.

Of the two, the first was rather short

and distinctly solid in build; but it was 
the second who caught the detective’s 
eye. 'Rather young, he was little short 
of seven feet in height; his face, entirely 
expressionless, was not far from that of 
the hardened professional pugilist, and 
his muscular development might have 
brought a blush of shame to a longshore­
man.

Lord Arvindale’s calm returned in an 
instant or two. He cocked his jaunty 
straw hat on the side of his head and 
motioned toward the suit-case.

“ I’ll only need one of you,” he said 
yawningly. “ That’s all the luggage 
with me. My own man’s coming with 
the boxes to-morrow.”

The smaller of the pair picked up the 
case. The formidable individual bowed 
low and placed Bridger’s light overcoat 
across his arm and assumed charge of his 
umbrella.

“ This way, my lord, if you please, sir. 
I’ll attend to the lights here.”

Lazily as concerned externals, warily 
in the actuality, Bridger loitered into the 
corridor. The smaller of the attendants 
stepped briskly ahead, with :

“ Right this way, my. lord. The other 
man will attend to everything.”

“ He’s carrying my top-coat. There 
are papers in the pockets I don’t want to 
lose sight of.”

An odd wait, and the human anomaly 
hurried into the corridor. Lord Arvim 
dale stepped aside and motioned him 
ahead; and after an uncomfortable little 
pause, which did more to confirm Bridg­
er’s suspicions than any one thing so far, 
the man bowed and preceded him.

All in all, it was rather an odd walk. 
There seemed to be corridors innumer­
able in the Firwood Inn—corridors out 
of all proportion to its size. They turned 
to the right and to the left; they went 
straight ahead for a space and steered to 
the left. They traversed another dim 
hallway, and came at last to a wide upper 
veranda.

There were but two incandescents here, 
and their illumination was all but ghost­
ly. The bell-boys, however, trudged 
straight ahead, until the foremost paused 
to wait for his lordship.

Bridger, stopping short, perceived that 
they were at the mouth to a canvas-cano- 
pied walk—a stretch covered by the con­
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ventional canvas curb-to-curb stretch of 
awning, and sufficiently black to have 
simulated the entrance of Hades!*

“ I say, you know! ” he gasped in 
amazement. “ That — that — where the 
deuce does it lead? ”

The boy salaamed in the fashion to 
which Bridger was growing accustomed.

“ Only across the big rock to the an­
nex, my lord,” he said. “ It’s the huge 
piece of stone that protrudes from the 
side of the mountain, sir, and this part of 
the house is built against it. The annex 
is upon the other side, my lord. Turn on 
the lights, John! ”

From the wall of the house there came 
a snap as the able-bodied “ boy” stepped 
over. From down the long, black cor­
ridor came the sickliest of lights — an­
other pair of them, and neither more than 
four candle-power.

Indefinitely they revealed the flooring 
of the passage, with the canvas walls 
drawn tight against the sloping sides of 
the walk—and Bridger’s eyes widened 
a'little.

“ This,” he commented mentally, “ is 
Bluebeard’s vestibule! ”

The smaller of the “ boys ” trotted 
ahead. Lord Arvindale motioned the 
larger to follow; and there came another 
pause. Eyes met, and the muscular at­
tendant went ahead; and the progress 
down the channel of darkness' was taken 
up.

Ahead—so far -ahead that one could 
hardly guess the distance along the great 
rock side of the hill—another area of 
blackness yawned. There was never a 
light, never a sign of human habitation, 
never a—”

But somebody had coughed sharply, 
over there in the impenetrable gloom! 
The detective started. The muscular 
bell-boy started as well, and in so doing 
he dropped Lord Arvindale’s coat and 
stooped slowly to regain it. Off his 
guard for an instant, the detective passed 
the man.

His caution returning in another frac­
tion of time, he turned to see a hairy fist 
reaching for his collar!

With a little cry, he leaped aside. The 
bell-boy followed swiftly—and quite as 
sw’iftly Bridger’s fist shot out unerringly 
and sent him hurtling backward on the 
stone!

From the blackness at the other end 
there came a shout. The detective 
straightened quickly, gave a flitting 
glance at the figure struggling to its feet 
and cursing—and then, with strong fin-, 
gers, Bridger had gripped the canvas 
wall at the bottom and torn it up.

A last moment of doubt—a last view 
of the bell-boy coming toward him sav­
agely—and Mr. Richard Bridger slid 
pell-mell down the side -of one of the 
largest single pieces of rock in New York 
State, down and down and down into an 
inky depth that might have death waiting 
for him at the bottom !

It was, perhaps, the most remarkable 
trip in all his history of daring!

The rough stone bruised him unmer­
cifully, the scraggly bits of stiff bush 
tore at his hands and face. More than 
that even, he seemed upon the verge of 
turning a somersault into the depths of 
a sea of ink—he was turning it—and now 
he sprawled flat among hushes that grew 
from real earth!

For ah instant or two dazed nature 
declined to permit his rising. He was 
up, then, and racing straight away from 
the rock, through bushes and across 
clearer spots: and, with the faint cres­
cent of the new moon in sight, with a 
very fair idea of his direction.

Some one or two hundred yards 
through the woods, he must find the road. 
After that, he knew the way well enough.

A shot had been fired. An instanta­
neous backward glance, and another 
flash of flame came into view, high above 
him, and Bridger laughed gaspingly. 
Whoever had taken that random aim was 
shooting at -a spot two hundred feet be­
hind him, near the base of the rock.

In the course of a minute, timber and 
troubles grew thicker together!

Behind him a dozen hoarse voices were 
calling back and forth, and in language 
hardly befitting the ostensible character 
of Firwood In n ! A lantern had come 
into view, too—a tiny speck, but danger­
ous in possibilities.

Bridger stopped short. For the mo­
ment, flight was impossible. He looked 
around and chuckled breathlessly again. 
There was a straight young pine beside 
him in the gloom, and next to that a huge 
tree whose thicker branches brushed the 
top of the pine.
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With steeplejack nimbleness he wound 
himself around the smaller tree and be­
gan to climb.

Another lantern came into view, and 
another—and Bridger was almost at the 
top. He reached out and caught at a 
limb of the larger tree; he made it in 
safety, and scrambled toward the trunk 
and into higher branches.

And there, crouching monkey-like, he 
watched the scene below him.

He saw some half-dozen men with lan­
terns beating around the bushes at the 
bottom of the rock. He saw more look­
ing for his trail—which nothing short of 
a bloodhound could have located.

A matter of five minutes, and he saw 
two motors whiz out of the garage, four 
blazes of light on the front of each! He 
saw them take to the driveway and roar 
out of sight—one to the east and one to 
the west—and he laughed again.

Unless they actually took to blood­
hound tactics, he had a very strong sus­
picion that when those cars returned 
from their search, he could safely make 
for the road perhaps a quarter of a mile 
from the inn and browse about after Mr. 
Donlin!

CHAPTER XI.

• T H E  M O R N I N G  A F T E R .

It was just fifteen minutes to two next 
morning that Mr. Josiah Scott, the emi­
nent and solitary druggist of Jamesville, 
was roused from peaceful slumber in his 
bed over the store by the snorting of a 
big automobile. It was two minutes later 
that the incessant clatter of his night-bell 
had him down-stairs in carpet-slippers.

He unlocked the door ungraciously. A 
man in chauffeur’I^garb was shoved in by 
a rather wild-eyed and hatless and un­
kempt individual, who asked quickly:

“ Got a long-distance telephone here in 
a sound-proof booth?”

“ Over there, there’s a—”
“ All right. Turn on some light here, 

will you. Now, Donlin, you sit right 
there, and remember that this gun hasn’t 
got smashed, in spite of all it’s been 
through. Sit down.”

The chauffeur sat down limply. The 
wild man went into the booth, and re­
mained there for the better part of an

hour. When he emerged, Mr. Scott re­
ceived a roll of greenbacks that dazed
him.

When Mr. Scott’s next telephone bill 
was rendered, the genial druggist learned 
by patient search of half a dozen dir®> 
tories that the crazy man of that night 
had talked with police headquarters in 
several cities between New York and 
Jamesville; and further, that he had 
conversed with one or two other numbers 
in the metropolis, which meant nothing 
in particular to one who had been born 
in Jamesville.

And perhaps there are two other cu­
rious bits of data which have some rele­
vance here.

For one, shortly before ten next day, 
Mr. Howard Steele, the eminent sporting 
man of New York who does not believe 
in banks, but carries his roll on his small 
person, called up Firwood Inn and in­
quired whether he might have a room 
and bath if he arrived that afternoon; 
and explained that he was speaking from 
Saratoga, and wanted a week or two off 
before the season opened. He was as­
sured by a strange, grim voice that he 
could be accommodated.

For another, when the early train 
rolled into Jamesville, no less than seven 
total strangers descended. A chauffeur— 
not Mr. Donlin, for Mr. Donlin was re­
posing in the lock-up on a technical 
charge of vagrancy, which would be 
quashed in the morning at Bridger’s re­
quest—nosed curiously about the depot.

And as he looked around and chatted 
with the ticket-agent and endeavored to 
learn just who had left on the early train 
that morning, a brushed and patched 
edition of Richard Bridger stepped from 
the- baggage-room with a smile and laid 
a heavy hand upon his shoulder.

111 guess we won’t let you go back to 
Firwood either, with the sad news that 
you couldn’t find me, friend. We’ll give 
you the next cell to your old chum 
Donlin! ”

CHAPTER XII.

T H E  L A S T  G U E S T .

A n o t h e r  sunset was in the course o f  

departure when Firwood’s remaining 
automobile rolled up the drive.
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A little, genial man sat in the rear of 
the car, caressing his huge black mus­
tache and humming to himself. The 
chauffeur leaped down and opened the 
door of the tonneau for Mr. Howard 
Steele, of New York.

Mr. Steele permitted his well-worn grip 
to be taken by the bell-boy and himself 
to be escorted up'the broad steps of the 
inn ; and once inside the office, he paused 
considerately, for the chauffeur was 
speaking to a frowning manager.

“ Timmins,” said the gentleman with 
the goggles, “ hasn’t been seen in James- 
ville since early this morning, and the 
station-agent tells me he went off in the 
car with a stranger.”

“ And has that blamed crook stolen—” 
burst from the erstwhile benevolent lips.

The manager controlled himself sud­
denly, and the smile beamed forth again.

“ Mr. Steele? ” he asked gently.
That’s me, B ill! ” laughed the sport­

ing person.
He registered with a flourish and 

patted his fat pockets thoughtfully.
“ Well, what’s doing in the way of a 

room, old man?”
“ We have several, Mr. Steele. Will 

you look at them now, or will you have 
dinner first?”

Mr. Steele considered for an instant.
“ Me for the chow! ” he said lucidly. 

“ Where’s the dining-room, and is she 
ready to be set up? ”

The manager rang bis gong. A boy 
came forward.

“ Inform the chef that dinner must be 
hastened. Learn if it is ready to serve. 
I shall be able to tell you in a minute, 
Mr. Steele.”

The boy returned presently, with the 
report that most of the dishes were ready 
for service.

And as Mr. Steele was piloted toward 
the lighted room, the mild-eyed clerk 
rose from his seat in the shadow of the 
big safe and came forward; and the 
manager eyed him questioningly.

“ It’s Steele, all right,” he said. “ I’ve 
seen him times enough around Congress 
Hall and them places. I t’s him.”

Mr. Steele was cheerfully oblivious to 
all but his food. If the dining-room was 
empty, that mattered little. He ate and 
read his paper—and read his paper and 
ate, until at last black night had de-.

scended, and he rose with a sigh of satis­
faction.

“ W ell?” he remarked. “ Now for a 
bed, I guess.”

“ I will take you up, sir,” said the 
manager.

The third floor showed but one vacan­
cy. Steele surveyed it with more or less 
doubtful approval. The manager broke 
in upon his meditation.

“ This is all we have here,” he ex­
plained apologetically. “ In the annex, 
however, you may find something more 
satisfactory. We—”

Mr. Steele turned with his genial grin.
“ Pass it out, then,” he remarked.
A walk through the labyrinth fol­

lowed. The dismal back veranda was 
reached in a minute or two, and the large 
and obliging manager switched on the 
lights in the canvas corridor and mo­
tioned the way.

Mr. Steele started a little.
“ What’s down there?” he inquired.
“ It is our most convenient path to the 

annex, over the great rock which meets 
the back of the house, sir,” laughed the 
manager. “ It may look dismal, hut I 
assure you that it will appear otherwise 
at the other end. And I must have more 
lights hung here! ” he murmured. “ It’s 
a nuisance—er—this way, Mr. Steele.”

The sporting man trotted forward ob­
ligingly, his heels ringing out on the cold 
stone. The manager came after.

_ Half-way down  ̂the corridor, and 
Steele glanced back. The manager’s 
hand was just descending upon his shoul-. 
der, and that individual was smiling odd­
ly. The grip came down firmly.

“ I’ll just pilot you down here,” he 
said. “ It grows a trifle steeper, and you 
might slip, you know.”

Through the dusk tftey seemed to come 
toward the end of the passage—and sud­
denly, without warning, two more incan- 
descents sprang up ahead of them, and 
a man stepped out and seized little Mr. 
Steele by the arm.

The manager dropped his grip and 
laughed aloud.

“ And now we’ll take you to the an­
nex, Steele ! ” he remarked.

“ But—say—hey!” The little man
tried to turn. He gasped aloud and 
stared about. “ What—”

“ Come on ! Come on t ” remarked the
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gentleman who held him. “ Go ahead! 
Straight through those bushes! Move! ”

“ But I don’t want to move! I—”
The last guest seemed thoroughly be­

wildered. Uncertainly, he staggered 
through the bushes for a dozen yards.

Then came a turn, behind the huge 
rock—and Mr. Steele gasped in very real 
earnest!

For before him yawned the entrance 
to a cave of tremendous size! And there 
were a dozen people in i t ; and people, 
incidentally, whose pictures appear more 
frequently in the society columns than in 
mountain caves! There were lights, too, 
swung from the ceiling—little incan* 
descents that added to the gloom rather 
than relieved it.

T w O  o r  t h r e e  c o t s  w e r e  v i s i b l e — a  
d o z e n  c u r ta in s ,  w h ic h  s e e m e d  t o  in d i c a t e  
t h a t  e x t r e m e ly  c r u d e  r o o m s  h a d  b e e n  
p a r t i t i o n e d  o f f  f o r  th e  b e n e f i t  o f  th e  
s t r a n g e  o c c u p a n ts  o f  th e  p la c e  —  s o m e  
e i g h t e e n  o r  t w e n t y  c h a ir s .

And at either side of the opening of 
the .insane place sat a man on a camp- 
stool, holding a position that forbade 
exit!

“ Well, what the—” began the latest 
visitor.

“ Shut u p ! ” and his captor shook him.
“ George, get the goods out of his pockets 
before I shove him in.”

The manager came forward with a 
happy grin.

His hand stretched out toward the 
diminutive Mr. Steele.

And as it did so, that small person 
seemed to develop muscle as hard as his 
name, for with a violent jerk he shook 
off his captor and sent him hurtling to­
ward the mouth of the cave. With a 
blow that almost staggered himself, the 
visitor laid the manager low. Mr. Steele 
leaped a pace or two into the blackness.

And a hand came out of his pocket as 
he retreated, and the still night was fair­
ly split with eight heavy reports of an 
automatic revolver!

From the cave came a chorus of. 
screams.

From the woods all about echoed a 
chorus of shouts. Men seemed to pour 
down from everywhere at once.

They came from the -black sides of the 
rock itself; they came racing down from 
the brush near at hand. They seized the

several black figures who seemed sudden-, 
ly to have rallied to the defense of the 
annex.

The manager found his genial person 
in a vise-like clasp of handcuffs. A se­
ries of gentle snappings told that a 
similar service was being performed for 
several others thereabouts.

For, as it developed in the flare of 
half a dozen little pocket flash-lanterns, 
most of this dozen or so of newcomers 
wore bright little shields on the bosoms 
of their waistcoats.

CHAPTER XIII.
H O W  I T  W A S  D O N E .

A n d  then there was a  gathering in 
the parlor of I-'irwood Inn.

It took place after the busiest hour in 
the inn’s history.

Hysteria had been conquered at last by 
several of New York’s society women, 
An eternal handshaking process among 
several of New York’s richest men had 
finally worn itself out. A collection of 
nine employees of Firwood Inn were 
shackled and in the big garage, awaiting 
the machines which should take them to 
the Jamesville jail.

Bridger’s own hand had been shaken 
to the point of dropping off, and now, 
as the motley, unkempt, and unwashed 
prisoners of the cave grew finally calmer, 
the younger Calderford began to look 
for the detective.

He was nowhere in sight. Some one 
had seen him leaving with Corliss, a 
matter of fifteen minutes back.

Mr. Calderford searched for a while, 
in vain. When he returned he had con­
ceived. an idea; and he addressed it pith­
ily to the much-moneved gathering be­
fore him. He’ ended by producing a 
pocket check-book from his dusty coat 
and scribbling in it defiantly. He tore 
out the slip and passed it around.

There was a gasp or two, here and 
there.

And after some running up and down­
stairs, there were ten more little slips in 
an envelope in Calderford’s pocket.

Half an hour and Bridger .reappeared.
He was as weary as mortal man could 

well be and walk. His clothes were in 
very little better condition than those of
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the whilom prisoners. His eyes were 
sunk deep in his head—and he yawned
as he said:

■ “ Ladies and gentlemen, you’re all out 
and I’m all in. Good night. I ’m going 
to sleep somewhere.”

Mr. Calderford the younger raised a 
protesting hand.

“ You’ll do no sleeping until you’ve 
given an account of yourself and your 
splendid work, Bridger! ”

“ Account of my work?” The detec­
tive laughed sleepily. “ There wasn’t 
much work to it, except to form a theory 
and then work it out. You all came here 
and went crazy and disappeared. The 
crazy part of it seemed to indicate that 
your affairs were being managed by some­
body else without your knowledge—and 
as you didn’t seem to be anywhere else 
on earth, you and the somebody must 
have been here. That’s not deep reason­
ing, is i t? ”

“ Well, go on? ”
“ Well, I came here and managed to 

find you, with the help of plain-clothes 
men from three or four cities. That’s all. 
. . . Hallo, there’s Wilsey! ”

'The recent Mr. Steele had entered, a 
large black mustache in one hand.

He bowed, and Bridger went on ab­
sently :

“ Steele’s the chief of detectives in—• 
well, one of the cities, you know. When 
he owned a mustache of his own, he did 
look like Steele. Occurred to me last 
night that he’d be the best bait possible— 
and he was! Heigh-ho! I—I beg
pardon! ”

He half straightened to his feet—and 
sat down again.

“ I say, though, you were lucky in get­
ting out when you d id! ” he remarked 
more briskly. “ I’ve just had an inter­
view with that choice Land out in the 
garage, assisted by several pretty expe­
rienced detectives. They had a neat 
little scheme, all right enough.”

“ Was it really all a plot, Mr. 
Bridger? ” said the frail little voice of 
frail little Mrs. Vandercourt in vague in­
credulity.

The detective all but laughed aloud.
“ It seems to have all the earmarks of 

a plot, madam,” he answered dryly. “ It 
seems that this place was built last year 
and half completed—that is, the upper

floor was completed altogether and the 
lower parts, and they were reckoning on 
some very fine hardwood work for the 
second floor when the money gave out 
completely. ,,

“ The house has been in the hands of 
an estate, and not actually on the mar­
ket in any way. Our corpulent mana­
gerial friend—who happens to be George 
Walton, another confidence man—came 
through here in the early spring, saw the 
house and the rock and the cave, and 
cooked up the whole scheme in his de­
lightfully astute brain. He approached 
the executor, in Chicago, and leased the 
house, to be worked on shares this season. 
Then he went to work and gathered about 
him the slickest criminals I have seen for 
some time—and the Firwood Inn opened 
only to people of wealth who were known 
to carry large sums on them.

“ I needn’t tell you any further details 
of the scheme—except that the idea was 
to keep you all in that cave and its dead- 
wall ramifications for about two weeks 
more.”

A shriek went up from more than one 
of the ladies.

Mr. Bridger’s head was drooping again 
very markedly. Indeed, it .reached his 
chest, and he came up with a jerk and 
rose.

“ I—I beg your several pardons 
again,” he smiled wearily. “ I ’ll—”

“ Bridger, where the dickens did they 
get the furnishings?” asked the elder 
Calderford suddenly, as he contemplated 
the golden parlor.

“ Grand Rapids—New York—Boston 
—everywhere that skilfully forged credit 
could be pushed through; and in Wal­
ton’s hands it would go anywhere. An­
other month and the whole thing would 
naturally have been out, and people 
would have been here for the carpets and 
chairs and beds and all the rest. But 
bv that time they figured on something 
like one hundred thousand dollars in the 
safe and about ten thousand miles of 
ground behind them. Good night! ”

“ Bridger!” It was the younger Cal- 
derford who spoke now. “ We’ve been 
talking things over, and we have decided 
to offer you an engrossed set of resolu­
tions. Here they are, with the profound 
thanks of the whole party.”

Noddingly, the detective opened the
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envelope. A mass of little folded slips 
of paper fell into his hand. He exam­
ined them hastily—and his breath left 
him with a gasp.

There were eleven of them—yes, 
eleven of them! Eleven of those slips 
of paper, and every slip had been signed 
apparently by one of New York’s fore­
most names—by people he had come to 
rescue and people he had not known to 
be at Firwood at all.

And each, it °’emed was worth precisely 
two thousand dollars ,

“ T w e n t y — t w e n t y - 'J t w e n t y _t w 0 t i10u — ”
“ It was worth consiTera*i*i.more, Mr. 

Bridger. You’d realize that if yor 
passed even one night in tha* cave >” sau:  ̂
the elder Calderford. - -

The detective stared dazedly for a full 
minute.

“ Well—thanks! ” was all the late 
Lord Arvindale had strength to mutter.

T H E  E N D .

SHE AND T H E  MONSTER.
By ALBERT PAYSO N TER H U N E.

A  thrilling fight that was won by an aim which went wide of the mark.

“ T * rH Y  do they call it a 1 mon- 
VV ster?’ ” she asked.
“ I don’t know,” confessed Wolfe, 

“ unless maybe because it is one.”
“ It’s more like a monster than that 

reason is like humor,” she admitted 
judicially.

Then, somehow, they fell silent and 
continued their survey of the creature.

In a big, hinged, blanket-lined box it 
lay; its two and a half feet of dull, 
black and yellow length coiled stiffly 
amid the blanket folds; the blunt-nosed 
head inert, the lidless eyes dim and 
glassy. The box’s under lid bore a 
scrawled legend: “ Gila Monster,
Habitat SoutHern Arizona.”

“ Is it dangerous?” queried Miss 
Frayne, after a pause. “ I seem to have 
read somewhere—”

“-Not just now,” said Wolfe. “ There’s 
a big difference between the blistering 
sands o f . Arizona, and blizzard-swept 
New York. The thing’s torpid at pres­
ent, and likely to remain so till it thaws 
out.”

“ And yet you just lighted the fire? 
In five minutes the room will be—”

“ In five minutes the Gila monster 
will be safely boxed again,” explained 
Wolfe, dropping the lid over the motion­
less reptile’s blanket nest. “ There! 
Now do you feel safer?”

“ I ’m afraid I didn’t have a single 
thrill of fear to revel in,” she returned. 
“ Really, do you think it was worth while 

3 A

to drag me up two long flights of stairs 
to this ice-cold study of yours just to 
stare at— ? ”

“ But it isn’t .going to be ice-cold any 
longer,” he protested. “ I ’ve just light­
ed the fire, and—”

“ Wilful waste!” she reproved, “ if 
it was lighted on my account. For I’m 
going down again now to wait for 
Helen.”

“ Why not wait here?” he pleaded.
“ See, it’s getting beautifully warm, now 
the door’s shut and the fire blazing. 
And you shall have my biggest leather 
chair. The children will tell Helen 
you’re here as soon as she comes in. 
Honestly, you’ll find this is the comfort- 
ablest place in our whole blizzard-buf­
feted house. Please stay! ”

“ I wait here under protest,” said Miss 
Frayne, whisking a few stray cigar ashes 
from the big chair and resigning herself 
to its soft leathern depths. “ I still con­
sider I was lured up to your study under 
false pretenses. Here I have braved a 
blizzard and a subzero temperature to /  
come all the way across the street to see 
your beloved sister, only to find she has 
ventured out to market. All I got for 
my heroism is a view of an extremely 
ugly black and yellow lizard that, you 
miscall a ‘ monster ’ and—”

“ Not to mention my sister’s two very 
delighted children and her still more 
overjoyed brother. Surely, we ought to 
be counted in, if only after the monster.”
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• “ Oh, the chiidre:n *0l*rse. They’re 
dears. But you )n istled me away from 
them,, up two wh °*e Atgets 0f stairs, 
to—”

Yes,” he sighed in Contrition. “ the 
&ame, twr> c,ffen35ig flights you men- 
huiued before. I'm sorry I couldn’t in­
duce Helen to give me a study on the 
ground floor, or else provide an elevator. 
I ’m sure if she had dreamed you’d honor 
my poor quarters—”

“ I shouldn’t have honored them but 
for the promise to show me a real live 
monster.”

“ And haven’t I kept my word ? It 
isn’t my fault he’s no livelier. I ’m sorry 
you don’t like him. I’ve had such a lot 
of bother with the measly brute, I rather 
hoped to be repaid for some of it by- 
giving you a little amusement.”

“ If you don’t like him why did you 
get him ? ”

“ I  get him? On the level, Marjorie, 
do I look like the idiot who would buy 
that sort of a pet? Don’t rub it in.” 

“ But if he isn’t yours— ? ”
“ He’s Dick Baldwin’s. You’ve heard 

me speak of Dick. He lives just outside 
of Hackensack. Keeps what he calls an 
‘ Ophidiarium ’—I guess that’s Latte 
for a ‘ snakery.’ He’s got all breeds of 
weird serpents and other reptiles, and 
pays fearsome prices for them. He sent 
out to Arizona for this Gila monster. It 
reached New/York yesterday and he was 
shipping it out to his place when he hap­
pened to tell the trainmen about it.

“ They swore the thing shouldn’t go 
in the baggage-car, and the station hands 
wouldn’t have it in the trunk-room. So 
he brought the box here to me and threw 
it on my mercy till the roads are open 
enough for him to take i-t out to Hacken­
sack in his^motor. That’s how I come 
to be temporary guardian of a veritable 
monster.”

“ I don.’t see why Helen allows such a 
thing in the house 1 ”

“ She doesn’t. She doesn’t know. 
That’s why I keep it up here. No one 
knows. I didn’t mean anv one should. 
B uh l sacrificed my secret as a bait to 
give me a half hour with you without 
the children butting in to—”

“ A gruesome sort of bait! ” she com­
mented. “ I ’m going now.”

“ Oh ! phase don’t. Let’s—let’s think

up a name for the poor thing! Great 
idea. What shall we call it? How 
w-ould Cephas do? ”

Cephas! ” she echoed in high scorn.
“ Who ever heard of a Gila monster— ? ” 

‘‘ Called Cephas?” he finished. “ I 
never heard of one that was called any­
thing else. It struck me as a neat, 
innocuous, scriptural name—but if you 
can improve on it—”

“ What I was going to say,” she cor­
rected with dignity, “ was that no one 
ever heard of such idiocy as giving a 
Gila monster any name at all. I—”

“ Then let’s set the custom! ” he 
urged eagerly. “ Now if you don’t like 
Cephas, how would Claude do? or May 
Blossom or Gregory ? There now! 
Gregory seems to me an uncommonly 
good name. Rugged, yet with a certain 
Old-World stateliness. Shall it be Greg­
ory ? I ’m sure any self-respecting mon­
ster w-ould be proud of such—”

“ Roy W olfe!” she laughed vexedly,
“ were you ever sane in your life? ”

“ Alw-ays,” he replied w-ith solemn 
protest, “ till I lost ray head over you. * 
Since then—*’

“ Don’t ! ” she ordered.
“ Why not? It isn’t news to you. If 

you don’t like to hear me say it, that’s 
no fault of mine. I ’ve said it so of t e n -  
only more so—that you ought to be get­
ting used to it by this time. Aren’t 
you getting just a little tired of giving 
me the same unkind answer ? ”

“ Must w-e go over all that again? If 
you were different—if you weren't con­
tent to; be an idler living on other people's 
brains—if you would act and think for 
yourself—”

“ I ’d rather act and think for you. 
Marjorie, There might be some inspira­
tion in that. But—”

“ Learn to do it for yourself, first. 
When you do. I—”

“ When I do, I can look for a different 
answer? Is that true?—Marjorie!”  

When you do—when—” She paused 
in confusion; then, rising and glancing 
about as if for means of escape, stood 
suddenly stock-still, her fresh vonirg face 
paling, her dark eyes dilated. '

For the lid of the forgotten box near 
the fireplace had stirred. " It lifted a fev 
inches. A blunt nose, then an evil, black 
and yellow- head were thrust forth.
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Wolfe, in dropping the lid, had 
neglected to note that a tiny corner of 
blanket prevented the lock from catch- 
ing;

Now, following the direction of Miss 
Frayne’s wild gaze, he was just in time 
to see the long, thick body slide from the 
box to the polished floor. The fire- 
warmth had done its work. The mon­
ster was thoroughly awake.
• Wolfe took an involuntary step to­

ward the creature. With a breathy, 
hissing sound, it wheeled with awkward 
haste to face him. He halted, irresolute.

“ The bite is deadly poison,” he mused 
aloud. “ I don’t care to risk picking 
the thing up and putting it back. And 
it cost Dick a lot. I don’t like to kill 
it. Better get out, Marjorie. I ’ll find 
some way to catch the thing.”

But as it chanced, the chair where Miss 
Frayne had been sitting was at the far 
end of the room from the door. As she 
started, in a shrinking detour, to leave 
the study, the swish of her skirt caught 
the monster’s attention. Apparently 
mistaking the motion for a challenge, it 
rushed at her; ugly jaws wide-stretched, 
the short legs clawing desperately for 
firmer foothold on the polished boards.

The unlooked-for attack robbed the 
girl of all power of flight. Fascinated, 
she stood watching the clumsy yet swift 
onrush.

Wolfe, barely in time, picked her up 
with a sweep of his arm and lifted her 
to the broad surface of his study table. 
He himself joined her there with highly 
ungraceful haste, just as the serrated 
fangs, striking at his ankle, tore a clean- 
cut little semicircle from the bottom of 
his left trouser-leg.

“ Rather close call! ” he observed 
ruefully, eying the mutilated garment.
“ Bite’s deadly-, too, as I think I men­
tioned."

“ What—what are we to do? ” gasped 
Miss Frayne, as the monster, with a quick 
succession of little snaps and hisses, 
lumbered furiously about the table-feet, 
seeking means of getting at them.

“ I’m afraid,” remarked Wolfe, look­
ing down at their assailant, “ I ’m afraid 
Gregory hasn’t awakened in a very sweet 
temper. He seems almost peevish.”

“ But what are we to do?”  she re­
peated.

“ Do? I ’m afraid we must rob Dick 
Baldwin of his fine specimen of Gila 
monster—habitat southern Arizona. In 
fact, unless we care to sit perched up 
here all day, Gregory must be wafted 
forthwith to the happy Gila grounds. 
He’s getting livelier and livelier, the 
warmer he grows.”

The man was balancing a heavy paper­
weight in his hand as he spoke. Now, 
with all his force, he hurled it at the 
biting, hissing thing sidling along just 
below them.

The sharp corner of the projectile 
drove a deep dent into the hard floor, 
scarce an inch from the monster’s head, 

“ A clean miss!” grumbled Wolfe.
“ Gregory is an elusive little pe t! He 
ducked as prettily as Jim Corbett. 
And I don’t seem to have improved his 
temper much. See, he’s trying to jump 
at us. They’re furious jumpers, for all 
they’re so awkward, I’ve heard. But he 
can’t get enough foothold. Floor’s too 
slippery. Here goes for the inkstand! 
Better luck this time.”

Poising the broad, cut-glass recep­
tacle, he threw it, deluging himself, the 
table, and the floor with the flying ink. 
But though this time a corner of the 
missile grazed the monster’s neck, no 
further effect was wrought than to lash 
their foe to a fresh access of murderous 
rage-

“ What a deceptive object an inkstand 
is ! ” commented Wolfe, sopping his 
handkerchief across his spattered face 
and raiment. “ That one didn’t look as 
if it held a gill. Yet I’ve at least half 
a gallon of ink on me, to say nothing of 
the floor. Poor Helen! How pleased 
she’ll be when she sees that floor!

“ Just look at Gregory! There’s actu­
ally foam on his jaws. He has a most 
unfortunate disposition. I hope his tem­
per wasn’t guaranteed gentle when Dick 
bought him. Now for— By Jove!
There isn’t another blessed thing on this 
table heavy enough to crush a mouse.
If I could get across to the fireplace 
where the poker is ' Perhaps I could 
make a dash for it and—”

“  Aho! ”  cried the girl, clutching his 
arm. “ You mustn’t He would be there 
before you. You see how terribly fast 
he moves.”

“ But there might be a chance—”
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“ Roy,” she panted, tightening her 
hold, “ if you think I’m going to be left 
alone on this table—with that awful 
beast prowling around the foot of it—”

“ All right! ” he said in beautiful 
resignation. “ As long as you’ll hold on 
to my arm like that, I promise to stay. 
But I own I’m disappointed in Gregory. 
Maybe our treatment, though, hasn’t 
brought out all that is best in his nature. 
He— Look! He’s trying to jump again. 
This table used to seem almost too high 
for comfort—but now it seems to be get­
ting lower and lower every minute. I ’m 
glad the floor is so slippery. I wish we 
could think how to pacify him. Oh, 
Gregory, 1 in our hours of ease, uncer­
tain, coy, and hard to—’ Shall I try 
him with a blotting pad? I might scare 
him, or—”

“ No! Let him alone. It would only 
make him angrier. Oh, what a posi­
tion ! ”

!! I'm sorry the table isn’t comfortable,” 
he answered. “ If I ’d have had any idea 
you’d ever choose it for a roosting-place, 
I ’d have had it nicely upholstered. Let’s 
play we’re pirates adrift on a raft and 
that Gregory’s a shark. It’ll make the 
time pass quicker till some one comes 
to—”

“ Till some one comes? ” she repeated. 
“ Roy, do you know what that means? 
It means that horrible thing will attack 
anybody that happens to enter.”

“ So it does,” he replied. “ And I was 
just going to sing out for help, too, on 
the chance that my voice might carry as 
far as the ground floor. There’s no one 
else up in this part of the house. Say, 
Marjorie.” he went on in sudden despond­
ency. “ I ’m beginning to see something, 
When you were down upon me for not 
‘ acting and thinking for myself,’ I 
thought you were wrong. Now I see 
you weren’t. Any fellow with a man’s- 
size brain and the power to help those 
he cared for, could figure a way out of 
this nasty scrape. I  can’t.”

“ Don’t talk of that now! ” she 
pleaded. “ You’ve behaved splendidly. 
I never thought you were so brave and 
so—”

“ So inky?” he supplemented, surrep­
titiously rubbing blots of the black 
fluid from his forehead. “ Well, I am! 
And a pretty mess my idiocy has got us

both into. Can you ever forgive 
my— ? ”

■“ O h !” she interrupted, “ he almost 
reached the edge of the table that jump. 
I suppose next time—”

“ He isn’t going to reach you/’ the 
man reassured her. “ So don’t worry 
your pretty head about that. Oh, Greg­
ory, Gregory! What a misspent, undis­
ciplined youth yours must have been! 
If only you’d learned self-control or read 
Dr. Watts’s—”

A rattling of the door-knob cut short 
his apostrophe. Untrained little fingers 
without were wrestling with the handle.

“ Uncle Roy! ” announced a clear 
treble, through the keyhole, “ I’m coming 
in. It’s lomesome down-stairs and—”

“ Keep out! Go away!” croaked 
Wolfe, a great horror sanding his throat 
at sound of his baby nephew’s voice.

The monster, drawn by this new diver­
sion, twisted away from the table and 
faced the door, ready to meet the newest 
antagonist.. Rising high on its stumpy 
forelegs, the foam-flecked jaws snapping 
like castanets, it awaited the child's ap­
pearance.

“ Back!” vociferated Roy, and Mar­
jorie echoed his shout with a scream of 
frantic warning.

The only reply was a gurgling laugh 
from beyond the door. The baby fingers 
had at last mastered the secret of the 
knob. The handle turned and the door 
creaked open.

Roy, at first call of the child’s voice, 
had sought to leap to the floor. But the 
convulsive grip of both Marjorie 
Frayne’s white hands about his arm 
could not be shaken off.

Then came his inspiration. Scrambling 
to his knees as the knob turned, he 

/snatched up with his free hand the heavy 
desk chair from beside tire table; With 
one supreme effort he whirled it aloft 
and sent it smashing—through the broad 
double window just beyond.

In rushed the blizzard driven by a 
s ix ty -m iie  g a le , f i ll in g  the room  w ith  a 
blast of zero air that flung the slowly 
opening door wide and sent an icy draft 
whizzing through the whole house.

And, at first breath of that bitte'r chill, 
the monster, standing full in the path of 
the wind, collapsed into a motionless, 
senseless, wooden lump. The spawn of
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red-hot sands and burning sun could not 
for one instant withstand the ice touch 
of the North. As Roy, with his rare 
flash of inspiration, had hoped, the 
danger was all at once ended. The 
dreaded Gila monster was as. powerless 
now for evil as the broken inkstand it­
self.

The baby stood in shivering wonder 
on the threshold, watching his uncle lift 
from the table a very limp and trembling 
girl. Her clasped hands had somehow 
shifted from his arm to a still less con­
ventional position that necessitated the 
encircling of their attendant arms about 
his neck.

Roy’s pale, ink-stained face was very

close to Marjorie’s own, and he was 
whispering:

“ Did I ‘ act and think for myself,’ for 
once, sweetheart ? ”

“ Oh, you did! Indeed you d id !”  
sobbed Marjorie.

And in the ensuing confusion which 
arose several of the ink-streaks were care­
lessly transferred from Roy’s lips to her 
own.

“ As a matter of fact.” continued 
Wolfe, when he remembered to speak 
again, “ I did nothing of the sort. Any 
one else would have had sense enough 
to brain Gregory with that chair ten 
minutes earlier. But I  don’t care, if you 
don’t. Good old Greg! ”

A F A L L  O U T  O F  F A T E .
By EDWIN BLISS.

An artist in difficulties, how a friend tried to help him out, 

and the part played by his pet antipathy in the process.

CHAPTER L
“  YOUR M ONEY OR YOUR FU R N ITU R E .”

T HUMP! thump! The sound of a 
heavy foot on the stairs made 

Walters’s heart sink into his boots.
Tiptoing noiselessly to the door, he 

turned the key in the lock. Then he sat 
down on the cheap little lounge that 
answered the purpose of bed at night, 
chair by day; landscape, kitchen, and 
dining-room table, and everything else in 
any way pertaining to the pursuit of art, 
the rest of the time.

Thump ! thump ! The steps had now 
passed the second landing, and he waited 
breathlessly. There was one—and only 
one—forlorn hope left. It might be a 
model come to see if he had any work 
for her. .

Models sometimes grow defiant of the 
w o r l d ,  hardened to reproof, and alto­
gether acquire the heart-deadening tread 
that belongs by right only to a collector.

'The dread walker was now outside the 
door, and Walters involuntarily held his 
breath, lest the terrific beating of his 
heart betray his presence.

Bang! Bang!

That settled it! His worst fears were 
confirmed! No model ever had the 
temerity to pound that wav -on a door 
behind which she hoped lay work. He 
listened to see if the man would not go 
away. He had known some that did not 
hammer over a few moments before 
taking their departure.

For instance, the milkman was a sensi­
tive soul, and did not pound anywhere 
near so vehemently as the baker. The 
tailor sneaked up to the door, and tried it 
before rapping politely; while his land­
lord hammered like all possessed.

His first thought was that it might be 
a call for the rent, but there were certain 
little peculiarities about this summons 
that puzzled even such an expert in 
sounds as Walters. Who could it be? 
Of one thing he was certain—the party 
was strong-minded, and on a most dis­
agreeable errand ; consequently, Walters 
kept his seat, and was satisfied with 
merely being curious.

Even- other creditor that came to see 
him had some regard for the panels of 
the door, but this one was exerting him­
self to the utmost to'break it in.

“ Come on, now! I know you’re in
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there!” a gruff voice demanded. “ Y'u 
fergot t’ take ver key out.”

This was a new one on the artist! He 
had heard of all manner of clever ways 
of finding out the fact this fellow seemed 
to have ascertained so easily, but lie had 
never known his creditors to peek in the 
keyhole before. It had always been a 
matter of principle with him to leave the 
key in the lock so that no other one could 
be inserted, but he now recognized that 
what he had been wont to pride himself 
on as a rather ingenious scheme, only 
betrayed the fact that there was undoubt­
edly life within.

Bang! bang! Crash! There was no 
use in concealing himself any longer; 
consequently he began to work himself 
.up into a great passion before opening 
the door.

The collector had now started to kick 
against it, and it did not require much 
effort for Walters to get into a towering 
rage. Rushing to the door, he slapped 
round the key in the lock, and abruptly 
threw it open.

A great, strapping bully, dressed in an 
exceedingly noisy suit of checks, brushed 
him roughly aside and entered the room.

“ See here! What do you mean by 
butting into my quarters that way? ” the 
indignant artist demanded of him.

11 Aw, cut it out, young feller! I butt 
in that way every day! Dat’s me biz.”

“ Well, if it’s your biz or not, you 
don’t come it around here. Do you un­
derstand that?” Walters was mad 
enough to attempt to pitch the fellow 
out, if he had been big as a barn.

The man waved him wearily aside 
with a gesture, as though he were used to 
all that kind of talk. Hauling a long 
dirty sheet of paper from his pocket, he 
scanned it for an aggravating moment, 
then turned to the tenant with: “ Are 
vouse Richard W alters?”

“ I am. What do you want ? ” 
Walters’s heart sank to zero as he 

recognized the document for a court 
paper.

“ I come fer dat rent.”
“ Well,” Walters suavely rejoined, 

“ just go back to Mr. Abrams and tell 
him that I am perfectly ready and will­
ing to pay him when he has fixed that 
pipe in the bathroom, and put this place 
in a sanitary condition. Ask him how he

dares ignore the ultimatum I g t i v f  him 
last week. I will move, and not onlv 
not pay him a cent of rent, but will re­
port this building to the authorities. Just 
tell him that, will you?”

The artist mentally patted himself on 
the back over this outburst.

“ Pat’s a good line o’ talk you've got, 
young feller,” and the man looked at him 
admiringly. “ But you’re barkin’ up the 
wrong tree. I ain’t come from de land­
lord.”

“ Oh, I understand! You want to 
serve a dispossess notice on me. Is that 
i t? ” Walters laughed easily. “ Well, 
just tell them that I’ve accepted service; 
but absolutely refuse to pay my rent 
until the landlord fixes the leak in that 
water-pipe.”

“ Naw, I ain’t come t’ fix no water- 
pipe. Maybe y’u know what dis means? " 

He threw open his coat, and displayed 
a great nickel badge, on which glittered 
the words, “ City Marshal.”

Walters did not know, but it made him 
decidedly uneasy to guess. He felt that 
it must be something far from pleasant.

“ I’m sorry,” he apologized. " I haven’t 
got it to-day, but—”

“ Cut it out! Cut it ou t!” Again 
that indescribable gesture of boredom 
impossible for any one not born in the 
near vicinity of the Bowery to displav. 
“ Save all that line o’ talk fer yer nex' 
landlord. I got trouble of me own.”

“ You see. it’s this way,” Walters went 
on. unabashed at the interruption. “ This 
hss been a very slack month, and the 
orders haven't been coming in as fast as 
they should. To understand the situa­
tion. you must, first, be thorough I v con­
versant with the magazines. Now, I pre­
sume—”

“ Fergit it. fergit it ! Have v'u got 
th’ money fer me? ”

“ I don’t happen to have it in the 
studio at the present moment, but—"

“ Out y’u git. then! The court gave 
v’u three days t’ move or pav. an’ this is 
th’ limit.;” ' ' ,  : ' '

“ But I spoke to the landlord about 
the rent on the day the case was called 
for trial, and lie said my' explanation was 
perfectly satisfactory to him. You cer­
tainly haven't seen him since then?”

“ He jus’ telephoned me t’ roust v’u 
out.”
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“ But he said—"
" Say, kid. honest, it’s a shame t’ take 

th’ money from y’u. It's like stealin’ 
candy from a blind man. Ain’t y’u wise 
yet. that he didn’t want youse in court, 
cr you’d a gotten at least two weeks 
longer t’ move in.”

“ Then he purposely said that to keep 
me from getting my due? He’ll find he 
struck the wrong customer this time. 
I’ll get every fellow in the building to 
move.”

"A ll right, all right I I don’t blame 
y’u. But that ain’t none o’ my business. 
I’m after th’ coin, an’ if y’u ain’t got it, 
it’s up t’ me t’ put y’u out.”

You mean to say that if 1 can’t pay 
vou to-day you will put me out? ”

" Right-oh! Y’u gessed it th’ very 
foist time.” the follow laughed hateful- 
Iv. " Of course, there is little ways o’ 
lixiiT tilings up till nex’ week—” He 
looked expectantly at the artist, to see 
whether the hint was taken,

111 don’t understand,” Walters re­
plied. in a daze at the abruptness of the 
whole affair. " I f  the thing has passed 
into the hands of the court, how can it 
possibly be adjusted? ”

The man laughed.
" Well, now, if youse was t’ ax me 

advice. I t.’ink. from wot 1 knows o’ yer 
landlord, dat if youse was to ban’ him a 
fiver he might wait a few days.”

" But I haven't got a penny,” the 
painter cried in despair, feeling in his 
pockets to see if he might not have some­
thing there to satisfy thy insatiable 
grafter, " If you’ll only give me till 
next week, though, I know I can raise 
the rent, and pay you ten dollars besides, 
to show you my appreciation for your 
kindness.”

“ Nix on de credit in dis game. Nex’ 
t’ing I knows, dev il have me up. a callin’ 
me a grafter. It’s pay cr get out wid 
me.”

"But isn’t there anything I can do?”
“ If y’u got a watch, er ring wid a 

good stone in it. I might persuade him t’ 
wait.”

The fellow’s greedy little eyes twin­
kled avariciously as he fixed them on the 
victim’s face.

“ Do you suppose if I had anything I 
could pawn I would be in this hole?” 
Walters demanded.

“ Dat settles it, den.” The man took 
hold of the easel and slapped it roughly 
together.

'* Wait a minute! ” Walters cried in 
desperation. “ Isn’t there something 
here you could take for the rent?”

He looked around him at the bare in­
terior of the room. It was a very large 
studio, and while he had all the absolute 
necessities, they were dwarfed by the size 
of the place.

In fact, the only thing that was at all 
conspicuous were the rows of pictures 
stacked against the wall. At sight of 
them—though the sacrifice wrenched his 
heart—a brilliant idea struck the artist.

‘‘ Here! Take one of these pictures. 
They have just been returned from my 
exhibition at Seaman’s. Any one of them 
will more than pay the amount due.”

The man leisurely strolled to the pile 
nearest him, and turned over a landscape 
view, in which Walters took great pride. 
The price it had been exhibited at—two 
hundred dollars—was plainly marked on 
its hack, and he heaved a gratified sigh 
of relief as he saw the man pass on to 
the next.

Another and another he exposed, until 
he had made a complete circuit of the 
studio. The artist watched him with an 
expression of pride on his face. It is 
mighty pleasant to show a man who 
thinks you amount to nothing what a 
really fine workman you are.

“ Well, what do you think of that for 
an offer?” he questioned.

Turning, with an expression of the 
deepest disgust, the marshal sneered: 
“ Say, cull, do I look like I was born 
yesterday, er day before?”

Walters smiled benignly.
“ That’s right,” he said, with a nod of 

his head. “ I mean what I say. I’ll 
give you any one you pick out, and call 
it square.”

“ Do I look like I was the only origi­
nal lemon merchant in dis burg, young 
Teller? ” the other demanded.

" Why, what do you mean? I don’t 
understand ! ”

Walters could not believe the evidence 
of his own ears. Surely this man was not 
trying to depreciate the value of the 
paintings!

“ Dese t’ings ain’t wort t’irty cents! ” 
the fellow declared emphatically.
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“ O’Bryan’s got a line o’ dem dat has 
youse skinned t’ deat’! "

“ Thirty cents! " Walters cried indig­
nantly. “ Why—”

“ Say, young feller, are youse tryin’ to 
make y’ur rent out o’ dese?” and he 
pointed at the despised pictures.

“ Why, any one of them would sell for 
a hundred dollars, and that is giving 
them away. Seaman listed them at six 
thousand dollars.”

“ Den why don’t youse pay yer rent 
outer it? ”

That was a facer! The exhibition 
had been a bitter disappointment to Wai­
ters. Although it had been richly pro­
ductive in praise from the people whose 
opinions he valued, his work was evi­
dently not of a salable kind.

Outside of his oils, he had done a 
great deal which he had vainly tried to 
sell to the magazines, but for over a 
month had not got rid of one. Even be­
fore this spell of hard luck he had only 
with difficulty managed to pay his rent 
and keep the wolf away from the door 
for two weeks out of each month.

“ Well, I tell you,” he finally an­
nounced; “ I think I know where I can 
get the money for you by next week.”

“ How about dat fiver t ’day? ” The 
fellow rubbed his fingers together sug­
gestively. “ I might be able t’ square de 
landlord fer y’u wid a ‘ V.’ ”

11 I’ll tell you what you do,” Walters 
suggested. “ You go around to him and 
tell him that I ’m willing, to let him have 
one-of my pictures if he won’t push me 
for the rent. He knows I am ready to 
pay him as soon as I can possibly get the 
money."

“ Great!” The marshal laughed till 
the tears rolled down his cheeks. “ Say, 
young feller, don’t youse want me r  
write youse up in de papers, too? I 
I knows dat any editor ’ud want me 
ideas on picters. Conny Sir—ain’t he de 
guy dat writes ’bout dem tings?”

Even Walters, despite the plight he 
was in, could hardly repress a smile at 
the absurdity of the idea.

“ I don’t know what I can do, then.” 
he said. “ As the landlord seems to wish 
to get rid of me, however, I will go to a 
friend’s house to-night and come around 
early in the morning and pack my 
effects. Tell him I will do my best to

get them out by the day aftei to­
morrow'.”

He turned with a sigh, and looked at 
the studio that had grown so dear to 
him. It was the only place he had occu­
pied since coming back from his studies 
in Paris, and naturally the very trials he 
had undergone had only made it doubly 
homelike to him.

“ Yer fernyture goes in de street it 
youse don’t pay me. D’youse t’ink dat 
a guy like me comes round t’ manicure 
yer nails?” The fellow swelled out his 
chest and looked threatening.

“ In the street? Oh, surely you 
wouldn’t do that? Why — why, that 
would be—” The artist confronted the 
man in mute dismay. “ But, don’t you 
see, all my pictures may be damaged ? ”

“ De law says, ‘ T ’ings mus’ be handled 
wid due care,’ ” and the man laughed 
with sinister meaning. “ But youse is 
such a generous loose guy wid yer money 
dat I ’ll use more dan due care wid de 
t’ings. Last chance now ! ” He sudden­
ly dropped all his banter. “ Pay cr git 
out! ”

“ But isn’t there anything you could 
take to hold off this terrible thing till I 
can raise the money for you? ” Walters 
cast a despairing glance about the room. 
“ Some picture, or something like that.”

The man strolled leisurely toward a 
great pastel the artist had made some 
years ago of his sweetheart when she was 
visiting in Paris.

“ I ’ll take dis one, an’ wait till four 
o’clock for youse t’ raise de coin. I can 
persent it t’ O’Bryan fer his collection. 
She’s a peach! ”

Walters ground his teeth in helpless 
rage at sight of the big brute handling 
with his unclean hands the portrait of 
the girl, who seemed to glance helplessly 
out of the frame at him. Then, as the 
most incongruous ideas will persist in 
obtruding themselves into dreadful situ­
ations, he caught himself wondering 
what the daughter of the rich grain man 
would sav could she see him being evict­
ed for non-payment of rent.

“ No,” he finally decided in a very 
low voice. “ You can take any other 
picture you like, but not that one.”

“ Nix on de udders! Dat’s de only 
one I can see fer a minute,” the man re­
sponded decisively. “ I wouldn’t take
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dis if I didn't t’ink O'Bryan ’ud like t’ 
have it in his bunch o’ beauties.”

“ You will understand my unwilling­
ness when I tell you that it is the por­
trait of the young lady I am engaged to 
marry. That is the only reason I ask 
you to take another one,” and Walters 
smiled at him.

“ Oh, dat’s all right, cull,” and the 
fellow winked back sympathetically. “ I 
knows jus’ how youse feels. Honest, I 
wouldn’t like me own gal’s mug tucked 
up wid de bunch in most o’ de saloons, 
but O’Bryan has a dead swell lot. All 
de beauties on de English an’ American 
stage.”

11 It isn’t that so much,” Walters ex­
plained.

He could see it Would be impossible 
to show the fellow his real reason for 
not wishing the portrait to be exhibited 
there. “ But, naturally, I don’t want to 
lose it.”

“ I ’ll give it back to you when v’u 
bring me th’ money at four o’clock,” the 
man faithfully promised.

“ But suppose by . any chance I 
shouldn’t get it? If the man I am going 
to see is out, or some other thing like 
it should happen?” Walters suggested.

“ Den ”—and the tough face of the 
man lit up with a sinister light—“ I 
might as well have it as not. ’Cause, if 
I didn’t happen t’ -feel jus’ right, yer 
pictures ’ud be smashed up when they 
landed on de sidewalk.”

The artist instinctively clenched his 
fists at the coarsely veiled threat. He 
was helpless as a babe in the hands of 
this brute. There was absolutely no 
direction in which he might turn.

Years ago, when he was beginning to 
read the newspapers, he had smiled at 
the tales of blackmail with which they 
were crowded, and made up his mind 
that the one who attempted to try such 
a game on him would have a very sorry 
experience. He was young then, and 
never dreamed of the thousand and one 
ways in which the law could he used by 
designing ruffians for the furtherance of 
their own dirty ends.

For instance, this man was put by the 
law in a position of absolute dictatorship 
over a man a thousand times his supe­
rior, and yet he was absolutely incapable 
of any power of discrimination.

“ Very well, then,” Walters finally an­
nounced. “ I’ll leave the studio till four 
o’clock. I’ll do my best to get the rent 
and a little extra money for you; but, if 
I don’t, I trust you to take care of my 
things till I come back, and land them 
safe on the street. But you don’t get the 
picture, understand that ? ”

“ Cert, me boy! ” the fellow assured 
him. “ Yer all to th’ merry. I don’t 
want yer gal’s picter. All I ’m after’s 
th’ dough, an’ ”—he leaned over and 
whispered hoarsely in the artist’s ear— 
“ me own little rake-off. Come back 
here wid de forty if youse wants to, but 
it won’t hurt none t’ remember dat ‘ V ’ 
while youse is about it. See? ”

“ But if by any chance I couldn’t get 
it,” Walters pleaded. “ I’ll have it for 
you in the course of a day or so. 
Wouldn’t that be all right?”

“ No money—” The man made an 
eloquent gesture familiar to farmer folk 
as the method by which chickens are 
shooed. ” Remember,” he warned ; “ the 
street fer yours ! ”

He took from his pocket a great tur­
nip of a watch and, ostentatiously snap­
ping open the lid, gazed suggestively at 
its face. “ Four o’clock ain’t all day, 
young feller! If I was youse I ’d be a 
shakiiv in me tootsies.”

Again that gesture with his hands, in­
dicative of a thorough house-cleaning, 
quickly followed bv a glare of menace.

“ Y'u know wot dat means, I t’ink.”

CHAPTER II.
FORTY DOLLARS C)R A X I C K E L .

W a l t e r s  s t o o d  a  m o m e n t  i n  t h e  d o o r ­

w a y  b e f o r e  l e a v i n g  t h e  r o o m .

Where could he go to raise forty dol­
lars on this short notice? He was never 
a borrowing man, and, while he had a 
great deal more downs than ups, he had 
never solicited a loan. Consequently he 
was all at sea.

T h e  fe llo w s  he w o u ld  lo g ic a lly  go  to 
were the ones who owed him money; and 
yet. he reasoned, they were continually 
broke, and showed by the fact that they 
never made the slightest attempt to pay 
him back that they had nothing them­
selves. or else were not the sort to help 
him.
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Naturally most of his friends were ar­
tists, and forty dollars was a fabulous 
sum for any of that ilk to have on hand.

The others—the ones he knew had 
money—liked him because, for one rea­
son, he never had a hard-luck story to 
pour into their ears, and they had often 
asked him why it came about that he 
never was reduced to the extremity of 
borrowing? These were business men as 
well as artists, and 'he feared his well- 
known aversion to asking for help would 
hurt instead of aid him in the quest.

They would be inclined to figure that 
if a chap with as little work to do as 
he came to them for assistance, their 
chances of getting their money back soon 
were very vague. Now, he berated him­
self for the reticence he had adopted in 
his attitude toward them. If he had 
only gone about, borrowing here and 
there, like the other chaps he knew, loads 
of people would have accustomed them­
selves enough to it jto help him gladly 
now.

But perhaps Charlie Berry, in the 
next studio, might have some money. 
Walters knew he could get it if he had, 
although the chance was a slim one.

When Charlie had money he rarely 
showed up at his quarters until it was 
pretty well gone. However, it -was a 
chance, and he rushed breathlessly over 
to his friend.

In response to his timid knock, a deep, 
stentorian voice bawled, “ Who’s there?”

* It’s just me, Charlie,” Walters un­
grammatically responded.

The door swung open abruptly, and 
he found himself being grabbed by the 
coat and swung into the studio.

“ Excuse the haste,” Berry smilingly 
apologized, as he turned the key care­
fully in the lock; “ but there’s a col­
lector hanging round the halls some­
where. Sit down and make yourself at 
home. I ’m just finishing this hand.”

While sitting down was the last thing 
on earth that Walters had any desire to 
do, he nevertheless leaned back comfort­
ably in the great Morris chair, and criti­
cally remarked on the quality of his 
friend’s work.

A dozen times he tried to blurt out 
what he had come for, but the sentence 
always stuck in his throat, and instead 
he voiced some idiotic piece of criticism.

At length, with a groan at the hopeless­
ness of it, and an oppressing realization 
of the fleeting moments, he rose to go.

“ Charlie,” he timidly blurted at the 
door, as at last he mustered up enough 
resolution to tell what he had come for,
“ Charlie! ”

“ H uh! ” The man looked up with a 
frown at the interruption.

Walters had never realized before what 
an extremely forbidding countenance 
Berry had. No, he couldn’t ask him. He 
couldn’t ask any man who said “ H uh! ” 
to him that way!

“ I ’m going,” he finished weakly.
He almost hated the man for not see­

ing the tragedy that was written on his 
face, forgetting that, in the years of 
proud struggle, he had steeled himself 
to show no emotion.

“ Good-by, old man! Drop in to­
night,” the worker easily replied, keep­
ing at his task. Just as Walters was 
turning the key, he sprang to his feet.

“ For Heaven’s sake, be careful when 
you get out! ” he exclaimed. “ Run as 
soon as you hit the door. That fellow 
stays here every night till six! ”

“ Good-by, Charlie!” and Walters 
clasped his hand in a grip that might 
have told any one, save a thick-hided 
elephant, that disaster was in the air, but 
Berry was beast enough not to see it.

“ Well, anyhow, I ’m getting in prac­
tise,” Walters mused as he stood outside 
the door, pondering on the next best 
place to go.

It occurred to him that it wouldn’t be 
a bad idea to strike some fellow that was 
perennially “ broke.” The request would 
not lower him in the other’s eyes.

Easy quest! Conner, across the hall, 
was an ideal person.

Conner owed every artist in New 
York, and Conner likewise had never 
been known to pay back a cent. Yet he 
was the most popular, lovable, free-and- 
easy, happy-go-lucky chap in the artists’ 
colony.

A great big Irishman, with a heart the 
size of his body, he got along somehow; N 
and nobody had ever been able to dis­
cover the slightest reason for his exist­
ence, save the depletion of what might 
otherwise have been plethoric pocket- 
books.

No one could understand his methods
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or his success. He welcomed a creditor 
as fondly and as sincerely as one from 
whom he might have been able to bor­
row. His door was never closed; and, 
while he owed every tradesman in the 
vicinity, collectors always came from his 
studio with a broad grin on their faces, 
ready for renewed assaults on the other 
delinquents’ doors.

“ Step right in, Walters, old chap,” 
and he grasped his unhappy neighbor by 
the hand before he had time to knock on 
the open door. “ This is certainly a case 
of the mountain and Mohammed. I was 
just going to drop in on you.”

Somehow his very manner seemed to 
invite confidence, and the artist found it 
easy to broach the delicate subject. But 
first he must make some little introduc­
tory remark to lead up to it.

He knew from experience that Conner 
always went about it that way.

“ Been a pretty tough winter, hasn’t it, 
Conner? ” he began.

Conner’s face fell till it seemed as 
though all the sadness of the world must 
be concentrated there.

“ Bad—bad—mighty bad!” he dole­
fully responded. “ Could you let me 
have a little matter of a ten? ” he quick­
ly added.

The utter incongruity of the manner 
in which the tables had been turned on 
him brought a smile to Walters's face.

“ That’s right, boy, smile! ” Conner 
beamed. “ I like to see it. 'I f  you 
haven't got a ten, then a five, or a two, 
or a quarter! ” He followed each shake 
of the other’s head by diminution in 
the size of his demand.

“ To tell the truth, Conner, that’s 
what I came to see you about,” Walters 
replied. “ I haven’t got a penny in the 
world, and I wanted to—”

“ Let me see.” The Irishman mused 
a moment, then turned swiftly to his 
desk and pounced upon a large ledger 
hidden under a heap of old papers.

Running his fingers swiftly over the 
pages, he finally turned, with a sigh of 
the most heartfelt relief, to his visitor.

“ Here we are!” he cried triumphant­
ly. “ Walters! Sixty-four dollars and— 
two cents: that’s for the postage-stamp 
I got the other day when you were out— 
I forgot to tell you.

“ You didn’t know about all this! ” he

cried in amazement, at the other’s expres­
sion of ignorance; then wagged his head 
gravely, as though reprimanding a cul­
prit child. “ You must keep better books, 
my dear boy, or you’ll never get along in 
the world. Why, certainly, I can pay 
you. Just wait one moment, till I look 
through those old trousers.”

He, made another flying leap to the 
meager little wardrobe in a corner.

“ By George I ” he exclaimed, with an 
exclamation of dismay; “ I’ve gone and 
left it some place. But, never mind, 
Walters; just drop round to-morrow and 
I’ll have it,” he assured him.

“ I really didn’t expect to get any­
thing,” the artist said. “ And I don’t 
want you to think that I came to dun 
you, but—”

“ W hat! ” the man cried in a tone of 
mortal hurt. “ You expected to get no 
money? ”

“ Seriously, Conner,” Walters con­
tinued ; “ I’m in a terrible hole, and ab­
solutely must have forty dollars by four 
o’clock. I wanted to know how to go 
about it.”

The Irishman’s eyes twinkled humor­
ously at the unconsciously innocent man­
ner in which he was conceded to be an 
authority on the subject.

“ Well, my boy,” he cried heartily, 
“ that’s a very simple matter ! ”

Walters sighed.
“ I’d give anything if I thought so.”
“ Come, come; that’s no way to talk! ” 

the other retorted. “ Lesson No. I : 
‘ Nothing so easy as to get what you’re 
after.’ Never dream of thinking any­
thing else.”

“ But nobody I know seems to have 
any money.”

“ Nonsense! Never be in doubt 
about that! Put them on their met­
tle to give you the money, or show 
themselves up. Lesson No. 2 : ‘ Never
ask—demand ; always expect i t ; don’t 
give up ; and if you see they haven’t got 
it, tell them they can send it, if it won’t 
come later t h a n  ten o’clock in the morn­
ing.’ Of course, you understand these 
are just the cardinal rules, and are given 
to you under the strictest secrecv. There 
are many different little shadings vou 
can impart to this gentle art, but for a 
beginner the things I have told vou will 
suffice.
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“ Boy, boy ”—and he gazed sadly at the 
artist—“ I only wish I had your oppor­
tunity. Think of starting out with a clean 
slate, and a good reputation, and then 
wearing a glum face like that! Shame! 
The world belongs to you if— Just 
think about the lesson that two-cent post­
age-stamp I owe you teaches, and you’ll 
get the money. When you borrow, have 
no intention of paying it back. A man 
who intends to return the loan never 
looks the part. Now, take that sheep­
killing look off your face and you’ll 
come home with your pockets filled and 
enough over for me to come and make a 
touch. Good luck ! ”

Decidedly, Walters now understood 
why it was that everybody seemed to 
eni'oy having Conner owe him money. 
When he left the room, despite the seri­
ousness of his dilemma, and the immi­
nent disaster overshadowing him, he felt 
a thousand per cent better than he had 
when he went in.

Ridiculous though it may seem, it was 
a feeling as if Conner, out of the kind­
ness of his heart, had turned over to him 
everything he held dear in the world. 
He had forgotten for the moment that 
the marshal was in possession of his 
room, with one eye on the clock, and 
another on the furniture; but, once in 
the hallway, it all came back to him with 
sickening intensity.

“ Don’t ask—demand ! ”
The Irishman’s cardinal rule in the 

festive art of “ touch ” reverberated 
through his head. He would immedi­
ately put it in practise.

But where? Necessarily it would be 
useless to go to any one with no money; 
consequently, he rushed down the stairs 
to make a hasty journey down-town. No 
more artists for him! He would go into 
the business district, where every one he 
knew had cash.

He had once heard a friend in Wall 
Street say that money was the cheapest 
thing in the world ; that he could get all 
he wanted at a half of one per cent.

He was the fellow to go to ! Surely 
he would not be averse to making a little 
cash on the side. He—Walters—would 
be willing to give ten or even twenty per 
cent for forty dollars, and any business 
man would surely jump at an opportu­
nity of making such a profit.

He felt decidedly better, as he broke 
into what was almost a dog-trot toward 
the financial district. The only trouble 
was the time limit which the marshal 
had placed on him; the rest was easy. 
He felt rather proud of his own inge­
nuity and resource. Notwithstanding 
the light flurry of snow that was falling, 
he was in a sweat when he rushed into 
the great sky-scraper where his acquaint­
ance had his offices, and searched the 
directory for his name.

There it was, on the fifteenth floor— 
G. W. Broome!

In a second he was being rushed up in 
the electric-elevator, and then wound 
his way through the devious corridors. 
The feeling he had was of blue funk, as 
he watched the rustle and bustle about 
him. He began to think maybe Broome 
had been stretching the truth a little 
when he had made that remark about the 
plenitude of money.

If what he had said was true, why 
hadn’t some of these poor devils of 
clerks, who didn’t look like they had 
over a dime apiece, got the secret and 
quit work ?

“ Who do you wish to see?’’ a curt 
little office-boy demanded aggressively. 

“ Mr. Broome,” Walters responded.
“ What business?”
“ My business is With the gentleman I 

asked for, npt you,” the artist shortly re­
sponded. “ I am a friend of his.”

“ Mr. Broome never sees friends dur­
ing the rush hours. I ’m very sorry, sir, 
but those are his orders.”

Walters’s heart sank to his bools. 
When all he had to do to get money was 
to see a man not twenty feet away—and 
when he could make out that man's 
figure dimly through a ground-glass 
window—to be stopped by a little wliipr 
per-snapper of a child was more than 
he could well bear.

One hope alone remained, and lie de­
cided to try it. And he asked the boy:

“ How long do the rush hours last?” 
“ U p  t ill  fou r  o ’c lo ck , s ir .”
Four o’clock! By that time bis be­

longings would be out on the street! 
No; he couldn’t possibly wait till then, 
tie  decided to try a little diplomacy.

“ But surely he will see me! ” he said. 
“ He asked me to come down any time, 
and I know he will be sorry to miss me."



A F A L L  O U T  O F  F A T E . 429

“ Have you got a tip on the market? " 
the boy questioned.

Walters grasped at the straw.
“ Why, yes,” he reluctantly confessed. 

“ But you must not sav anything about 
it. Your boss would not like to have it 
known that I told even you.”

The imp pointed to a sign on the wall, 
glaringly brutal in its gaudy red paint:

TIPSTERS AND BEGGARS BARRED!

It certainly seemed that he must have 
been expected!

“ Why,” he gasped, “ your employer 
distinctly told me that he loaned great 
sums of money continually.”

“ Dat’s his "biz!” the boy ejaculated.
Walters shuddered. The expression 

reminded him forcibly of the unpleasant 
creature who was waiting anxiously for 
his return.

“ But I came to negotiate a loan,” he 
stammered.

“ Why didn’t you say so at first? the 
boy ungraciously growled. What’s the 
name? ”

“ Walters.”
Fie could almost have hugged himself 

with joy. So it wasn’t a fiction after all 
that this man was in the money-loaning 
business. He had never imagined, even 
in It is fondest dreams, that there were 
places where people were actually look­
ing to loan out money.

Why, this would be easy! If it were- 
the man’s business he wouldn’t hesitate 
an instant about asking for what he 
wanted. And why shouldn’t he get a 
hundred and fix the studio up a bit while 
he was about it?

No, he would not be continually 
taking up the man’s time; he would 
make it two hundred and pay three 
months’ rent in advance.

Not the boy-, but his friend, himself, 
came back and greeted him warmly.

“ Well, well, aren’t you rather far 
afield for an artist?” lie exclaimed, as 
he shook hands.

Once in the comfortable, luxurious 
room, with a big Havana. between his 
lips, Walters found it easy to get down 
to business. He had never dreamed that 
the men in the down-town district were 

' surrounded by such comforts. But his 
friend anticipated him.

“ Well, let’s get the unpleasant part

over first. The boy tells me you have 
come to negotiate a loan.”

Unpleasant! Walters's hopes took a 
decided droop.

“ Why, yes,” he stammered. “ I 
thought I would trouble you to—”

“ No trouble at all! that’s the cfay I 
make a living, loaning money. Now 
about how much do vou want ? ”

He took a check-book from a pigeon­
hole and, dipping his pen in the ink-well, 
paused expectantly.

Somehow all Walters’s resolutions be­
gan to fade, despite the man’s eagerness 
to oblige. Forty dollars would do after 
all.

“ I guess about forty dollars would be 
enough,” he quavered.

“ Forty dollars! ” The man put 
down his pen and laughed till the room 
almost shook w-ith his merriment. 
“ Come, come, you’re joking,” he finally 
managed to gasp.

Walters’s spirits rose again.
‘‘ Well, you’re right,” he admitted. 
“ I did need two hundred, but I never 

borrowed before,' and I didn’t want to 
inconvenience you.”

“ Always remember.” Broome re­
marked, “ it’s easier to get a large sum 
than a small one. Name me a figure 
in the thousands and it will be much 
simpler than the hundreds.”

“ No,” the artist decided. “ I don’t 
believe in going in debt any more than 
I can help. I-guess two hundred will 
do beautifully.”

“ An antiquated notion.” the other 
retorted. “ Borrowing is the only secret 
of commercial success. That’s what 
makes this country the most progressive 
in the world. However, if that’s all 
you’ll take, here goes.”

Fie scribbled hastily- a moment, then 
handed a deliciously beautiful piece of 
paper that read payable to Walters’s 
order for two hundred dollars.

Walters rose and poured forth a tor­
rent of thanks, excusing his hurry on the 
grounds of a most important engage­
ment. What would Conner think could 
he know of its exact nature?

“ Well, if you must leave, good-by,” 
Broome said at the door. “ It’s so 
seldom I have any of you fellows call 
during the day that I hate to let you go 
when vou do come.”
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“ I ’m sure if you were to give them 
an inkling of your business you wouldn’t 
be troubled by not seeing enough of
them, ” Walters laughed.

The other chuckled.
“ I suppose we all get short, now and

then, ” he remarked. “ Just leave your 
security at the cashier’s window. You 
see it over there—that little cage." and 
he pointed.

“ Security! I have no security, un­
less you will take a couple of my 
pictures?” the artist gasped. “ But I ’ll 
pay you back as soon as I get the 
money.”

“ What! No security! Why, mv- 
dear boy, how in the world do you ex­
pect to borrow money without security? 
Don’t you know that I am a broker 
and am obliged to pay back this money 
to the person I get it from at a moment’s 
notice? ”

“ I thought it was your money.” the 
luckless artist stammered.

He handed back the check with a 
sigh.

“ Could you let me have just forty 
dollars on my own word then?” he 
asked.

“ Walters. I ’m giving you the straight 
goods: but I don’t expect any one inno­
cent enough to try to borrow money 
without security will believe me. I live 
up to every penny I make. If I had 
forty dollars I would certainly loan it 
to you, because I believe you’d pay it 
back. But I haven’t got it, and, what’s 
more, I was just figuring on making a 
little ‘ raise,’ out of your two hundred.”

As Walters found himself once more 
on the street, his heart was filled with 
black despair.

He couldn’t for the life of him 
understand how a man could write out 
checks in the thousands, and scatter 
money to anybody and everybody and 
still be forced to borrow from a man 
that he knew only had a measly couple 
of hundred; but then he knew nothing 
o f  such m atters and B room e seem ed to 
be in earnest. He would go to some of 
the other down-town chaps he knew. If 
they had anything he was sure it would 
be an easy matter to secure help.

But first he must telephone the studio 
and tell the marshal that he was hot on 
the scent of cash, so that he would not

start in and throw his things out immedi­
ately on the appointed hour.

He skirmished through his pockets. 
He must telephone somehow. He 
couldn’t put his mind on borrowing 
when he didn’t have any idea whether 
his things were at that very moment be­
ing clumped on the sidewalk. He must 
telephone first!

He stared up the street and then 
down, looking for some inspiration in 
the long, endless rows of ugly buildings. 
How? That was now the momentous 
problem. He must have forty dollars 
or a nickel!

CHAPTER III,
SO NEAR AND Y E T  SO FAR.

W a l t e r s  s t o o d  a  m o m e n t  i n  t h e  

s t r e e t ,  p l u n g e d  i n  t h e  d e e p e s t  t h o u g h t ,  

w h e n  s u d d e n l y  h e  l a u g h e d  a l o u d .

Why, certainly! Why hadn’t he 
thought of it before? He could go to 
any friend’s office and use his telephone. 
No one would dream of charging for it.

As though the idea had put new life 
into him, he started briskly toward 
Broadway. He knew a man in one of 
the big office-buildings near Trinity 
Church where all the lawyers of his’ ac­
quaintance had quarters.

It was but the work of a few minutes 
to reach the head of the street and enter 
the building.

“ Hallo, Walters!” The young law­
yer wheeled in his chair and paused a 
moment to greet him. “ What brings 
you down-town ? ”

“ I wanted to telephone,” the artist 
began: then corrected himself with a 
sickly laugh. “ That is, you under­
stand, I didn’t come down to telephone, 
but just to—to— Well, you see, I 
wanted to do something else, too.”

The lawyer looked at him in amaze­
ment.

“ Help yourself.” and he indicated 
the p h o n e  on  th e  ed g e  o f  h is  desk.

“ Haven’t you got a private one?” 
Wallers stammered.

“ Sure I That one in the outside of­
fice is a private wire.”

“  I  m e a n  o n e  w h e r e  y o u  c a n  t a l k  i n  

p r i v a t e — o n e  w i t h  a  s o u n d - p r o o f  b o o t h , ”  

h e  e x p l a i n e d .
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“ Nope! You’ll find one of them 
down-stairs. Most all the booth phones 
are at the public stations. Wait a min­
ute and I'll show you how to get to it,” 
he began, slipping into his coat.

“ Oh, no; don’t bother,” Walters in­
terrupted hastily.

It would indeed be dire if he were 
forced to reveal, in the presence of his 
friend, that he didn’t have a nickel, and 
had probably dropped into his office for 
no other purpose than to use his phone. 
“ I ’ll wait. Good-by.”

“ What’s the matter, Dick?” The 
attorney placed his hand upon his 
shoulder and then got the whole story.

“ Why didn’t you tell me before,” he 
demanded. “ However, I think I can 
fix it up for you. Just a minute now,” 
and he took down the receiver from the 
hook.

“ Hold on a second,’’ the artist cried. 
“ You don’t know the number yet.”

“ Well, I ought to: I ’ve called it up 
enough times,” the lawyer smiled. 
“ Give me 232 Times,” he requested of 
the operator.

“ That isn’t the number." Walters 
grasped his arm, but the lawyer brushed 
him aside.

“ Hello, is this Judge Frazer?” he 
queried. “ This is Masters. I have a 
client who is being evicted to-day. He 
is a perfectly responsible party, I can 
vouch lor him from mv own personal 
experience. Fie has stood willing and 
ready at all times to pay his rent, but 
there are certain unsanitary conditions 
in his studio which make it unbearable, 
l ime and again he has asked that these 
things be remedied, but to no avail. 
Then his landlord served him with 
a dispossess, and tricked him into not 
going to court to answer it. I want a 
stay of execution to serve on the mar­
shal.

“ He says it will be all right.” 
Masters wheeled in his chair and smiled 
serenely at Walters. “ I’ll send the 
boy right over to get the stay signed.”

He fumbled in his drawer a moment, 
and having produced the blank filled it 
hastily out and rang a bell.

“ Take this to Judge Frazer and have 
him sign it right away,” he directed. 
“ See how much trouble vou have saved 
yourself by coming to your lawyer im­

mediately?” he added with a smile for 
the artist.

“ And will it be all right now?” 
Walters questioned anxiously.

“ Sure! The boy will hustle right 
around to th<f marshal. He won’t move 
the things till you get back. I suppose 
you gave him a ‘ hand-out ’ for wait­
ing? ”

“ No o. You see that was one of the 
things I was looking for. He said he 
would wait till four for me to bring 
him the V.”

“ Blackmail! ” The lawyer jumped 
excitedly from his chair. “ Why, man, 
you’ve got the suit of a lifetime. Do 
you want me to prosecute him for you? ”

“ I certainly want you to get back at 
him somehow.”

“ Well, we’ll have them wishing they 
had never been born before we’re 
through with them. Now you run right 
up there and pay him the rent. Oh, 
don’t worry,” he interrupted to Walters’s 
protest. “ He’ll have to hold it while 
the suit is pending. Then give him the- 
five dollars for waiting, in the presence 
of a witness. Be sure and get him to 
admit that he asked for it, though,” he 
cautioned in conclusion.

“ But I haven’t got a cent.” the artist 
cried in despair.

The other man pursed his lips into a 
long-drawn whistle.

“ Well, that puts a different aspect 
on the thing. But no—wait a min­
ute—” He sat a second, drumming on 
the desk with his fingers. “ I can loan 
you forty-five dollars, I guess. I ’m 
pretty short myself, but this is too good 
a 'thing to let slip. I ’ve always wanted 
to get one of those foxy landlords and 
their grafting marshals.”

Again Walters had the satisfaction of 
seeing a man reach out for a pen and 
scribble hastily on a check. Surely. Con­
ner was right when he spoke of how 
extremely easy it was for a man of his 
appearance to “ raise the wind.”

In the only two places he had tried 
he had met with this remarkable suc­
cess. He eagerly reached forward for 
the bit of paper, but his friend suddenlv 
slapped his knee a resounding blow and 
chuckled as he tore up the check.

“ What’s the matter? Didn’t you 
make it out right?” Walters demanded.
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He thought if he should see another 
man destroy m check, he would do some­
thing desperate.

“ Why no, not exactly tha t! The 
fact is that if I give you the money it 
would come under the head of laying a 
trap to catch a man in a criminal act. 
The law is very particular on that point. 
While you and I know we would be 
performing a service to humanity by 
catching the scalawag, I could never 
make a court believe that I gave you the 
money as a friend, and not as your at­
torney. No, it is impossible.”

“ Well, why don’t you loan me the 
money and not sue them?” Walters 
queried hopefully.

“ My dear boy,” and the lawyer looked 
at him reproachfully, “ do you mean to 
say that you want me to get out of the 
case, after bringing it to me? ”

“ But I didn’t come to bring you the 
case. I came to use your telephone,” 
the artist blurted out. -

“ But, Dick, you said you wanted me 
to take the case, and here I’ve gone and 
telephoned the judge and already signed 
mv name to a document, in his hands, as 
your attornev. Now how can I get out 
of i t? ”

“ What’s the use of telling them about 
it at a ll? ” Walters cried, as a great 
light dawned upon him.

“ That would be easy if you hadn’t 
let the marshal know you had no money 
when you went out. He will want to 
find where you got it? You can’t per­
jure yourself, you know.”

“ Well, all I can say is that I wish 
some of you fellows would take time to 
think of these things before you go to 
writing out checks and then tearing 
them up,” the artist growled.

“ I know it’s pretty tough, Dick?” 
The friend's tone was so sympathetic 
that Walters could not help but forgive 
him. “ Still, there’s lots of the fellows 
that will let you have the money. Just 
go round and see! one of them. They 
know you wouldn’t borrow if you didn’t 
need it mighty bad. I wish I could let 
you have it.” he added sincerely.

“ That’s the trouble,” the artist re­
sponded. “ I ’ve never borrowed, and so 
I don’t know how to go about it. And 
besides, the fellows will think if I ’m in 
such a hole that I have to make a raise,

I'll have a slim chance of paying them 
back.”

“ Not at all; not at all,” the other 
replied with the ready assurance it is 
so easy to give a person who is tackling 
a thing you wouldn’t undertake your­
self. “ I know any of the boys would 
be tickled to death to let you have it.” 

“ You’d help me a lot then if you’d 
give me a list of a few of them. I can’t 
seem to locate them,” Walters spoke 
somewhat sarcastically.

“ Why, anybody,”  his friend indefinite­
ly replied. • Just see how easy it is. 
Didn’t I offer you the money the min­
ute I heard about it? Of course I ’m 
awfully sorry I had to take it back, 
but I was perfectly willing to let you 
have it. Now, wasn’t I? ”

“ It figures mighty easy,” Dick re­
sponded dryly. “ But the fact remains 
that I haven’t got a nickel yet,”

“ That’s right! But don’t be too im­
patient, Dick. Think of the damages 
you’ll get out of that landlord. You 
can’t have your cake and eat it, too, 
you know.”

“ I don’t give a hang for the dam­
ages,” Walters snapped. “ What I want 
is some money, now,"

Masters looked at him reproachfully. 
“'You don’t seem to understand what 

you’ve got, Dick. This is a very pretty 
case indeed. There is a fine legal point 
involved that I will take great pleasure 
in testing.”

“ Well, I ’m going out to look for some 
one of those friends you talk about,” 
the artist responded. “ Now, don’t for­
get to hold that fellow off until I can 
get the money.”

He did not even stop for the other’s 
assurance that he would attend to the 
matter before he was in the hall wait­
ing for an elevator.

“ Brace up, Dick!” he told himself 
as he stood once more on the street. 
“ There’s forty dollars waiting for you 
in a dozen different places. Now, the 
thing for you to do is to locate just 
one of them in the near vicinity, I don’t 
believe any fellow ever had so many 
narrow escapes from good luck in a day 
before, and I guess the tide must turn 
sometime or other.”

There was a chap he had known 
rather well in the old Latin Quarter
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days in Paris, who had always been 
hard up, and who, Walters heard, 
was now doing remarkably well as an 
architect down-town somewhere. It 
was but the work of a few moments to 
find a directory and get his address.

It was just a block up the street, 
and he started out bold as a lion. Here 
was the sort of man whom he could go 
ito without embarrassing himself. Many 
a time he had helped him out of a hole; 
and he saw no reason in the world why 
he should hesitate about asking the 
same favor for himself.

Curiously enough, his resolution 
slipped gently away as he approached 
the huge suite on which his friend’s 
name was emblazoned. There is nothing 
like prosperity to take the wind out of 
a man’s sails, when he is on a still-hunt 
for aid, and Walters nevef realized the 
fact so vividly as when he found him­
self timidly rapping on a door marked

P R I V A T E .

“ Come in ! ” a deep voice growled, 
and he was facing a very florid, aggres­
sively fat and prosperous man, whom he 
recognized, -with difficulty, as the former 
friend.

No, he couldn’t brace this man! 
Time had written too great a change in 
his face. The hard lines, the selfish 
mouth, the bulldog chin—everything 
bespoke stern refusal. In fact, Wal­
ters thought, as his resolution faded com­
pletely out of sight, that he had never 
seen a less promising sight for a touch.

Still the greeting he received fanned 
his resolve into feeble life again. As 
he lolled back in a chair and rambled 
on over the old days—in which at the 
moment he felt not the slightest inter­
est—he tried again and again to bring 
up the subject of a loan, but each time 
the opportunity slipped away before he 
could get a tight grip on it.

“ Say, Dick,” the architect leaned 
over and fished something from his 
pocket, “ do you recognize this?”

He held out a five-franc piece.
“ I haven’t seen one for so long I ’d 

pretty nearly forgotten what they look 
like,” Dick tried to smile, as at last he 
recognized a Heaven-sent opportunity to 
broach the matter uppermost in his 
mind.

4 A

“ No,” the other agreed. “ You don’t 
see many of them in New York, do you? 
Well, that’s the last money I ever bor­
rowed, and I got it from you. I’ve 
always kept it as a terrible reminder of 
my past. Do you remember the way 
you used to lecture me about never 
amounting to anything so long as I bor­
rowed all the time?

“ Well, when I came back to this 
country, I made up my mind to take a 
chance at turning over a new leaf, and 
I believe a good part of my success has 
been due to my never borrowing a cent. 
You know, I ’ve come to be of the opin­
ion that we fellows that were all the 
time making touches were a disgrace to 
America, in the old Quarter; and that 
the fellow who tries it, is nothing better 
than a tramp and beggar. I ’ve always 
held you up to myself as my ideal of what 
a fellow ought to be, and you’ve helped 
me a great deal more than you have any 
idea of. Now, this coin I shall never 
pay back, because it will always make 
me think of what I owe you.”

He leaned back in his swivel chair 
and looked kindly at the artist.

Was ever such a proposition put up 
to a man in a hole such as that in which 
Walters wallowed? Here was a man 
offering him anything he wanted and 
yet practically telling him that should 
he ask for one thing he would forfeit 
his good opinion, and be placed in the 
category of a beggar and tramp.

But he certainly did wish the archi­
tect would forget his little sentimental 
attachment to that five-franc piece. A 
dollar would help quite considerably at 
the present moment!

“ No,” he remarked in answer to the 
other’s harsh estimate of the borrower. 
m I never felt that way about any of 
the boys. It’s all right for a man who 
really needs the money to borrow, and I 
never grudged it to him. Now, I my­
self have—”

“ Nonsense!” the architect laughed. 
“ Y ou  g o o d -h ea rted  o ld  f e l lo w !  Y ou  
didn’t even know yourself that you were 
the most imposed upon man in the 
Quarter. Why, those hoboes used to 
come to you on the most absurd excuses. 
For instance, one of the boys was telling 
me the other day that he got ten dollars 
out of you once, saying that they were
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going to put him out of his room, if he 
didn’t pay it. He was laughing about i t ; 
said you loaned it to him, but remarked 
that a fellow who couldn’t take any bet­
ter care of his money than to get in 
such a hole ought to be put out. Do 
you remember about it? ” The man fair­
ly shook with mirth at the recollection.

“ Yes, I remember,” Walters was now 
nerved up to the point of asking for 
anything. “ But that fellow had plenty 
of money for an allowance. Now, 
there are fellows I’d have been glad to 
loan to, for such a reason. I can’t 
imagine anything worse than being put 
out—”

“ Exactly! But the men who are 
poor enough to be put out aren’t the 
ones who ask for a loan.”

“ I don’t see it that way,” the artist 
replied with a sinking heart.

“ But I tell you, it’s true,” his 
friend continued. “ Take myself for 
example. The first loan I ever effected 
put me back ten years in my work. 
While I thanked the man at the time, I 
have often thought since that no one 
ever did me a worse turn. Why, I 
wouldn’t be the means of putting a man 
on that track for a thousand dollars.

“ Look here,” and he hauled from his 
pocket a great roll of bills and laid them 
on the desk, then drew from another 
a big, impressive looking check-book. 
“ If I do say it myself, old man,” he 
remarked earnestly. “ I am a big suc­
cess to-day. I have money to burn, 
fame, and everything a man wants. 
There’s nothing I like that I can’t say, 
‘ Give it to me.’ Money? Why it’s 
the cheapest thing in the world when 
you once get on the right track.”

“ I wish you wouldn’t say that,” 
Walters protested. “ I once knew a 
very dear friend that made that remark, 
and—”

“ It’s a fact! And do you know to 
what I ascribe it all? Your advice! 
Why, Walters, you’ll never guess what 
I owe you. You could have anything 
in the world from me. I—”

“ Well, that’s mighty good of you,” 
Walters gratefully responded. “ I can’t 
begin to tell you how I thank you. I-—” 

“ Yes, sir, anything in the world.” the 
man went on, “ except a loan. I’ll never 
in the world break over that resolution.

That’s one of the reasons why I think 
so much of you. I know I’ll never be 
tempted.”

“ Good-by.” The artist held out his 
hand abruptly. He could not stand it to 
see that great roll of bills on the desk 
and hear this very personification of 
affluence unconsciously berating him.

“ Good-by.” The other grasped his 
hand warmly at the door. “ I expect 
I ’ve bored you to death with my talk, 
but it’s the first chance I’ve had of let­
ting you know my feelings toward you. 
Now, tell me where you live. I ’ve been 
trying to find out for a couple of years, 
but haven’t been able to locate you. 
I ’ve got a little present I ’ve been 
saving for you a long time. It isn’t 
much—”

Where did he live! Walters could 
not restrain a smile at the question. 
Where? He wondered!

“ I’ll drop in on you in a couple of 
days and tell you then. I ’m—” He
was getting terribly fussed at the inno­
cent question. “ I’m—that is, I ’m plan­
ning to move, you see.”

“ Well, I can get it around to you 
in a day or so. You can’t move before 
then. I tell you what I’ll do,” he 
cried in a great burst. “ I will drop in 
on you to-morrow. It would take me 
back to the old days.”

“ No—no—” the artist cried out in 
alarm at the suggestion. “ I’m all up­
set and I wish you would postpone your 
call.”

“ All right, then. Just as you say. 
But it’s the upset part I was so homesick 
for,” and the architect looked expect­
antly at the artist.

“ I ’ll drop in on you to-morrow and tell 
you whether you can or not.” Walters 
hated to have to deny the prosperous 
man what he so evidently longed fo r; 
but he shuddered to think of what would 
happen should Hayward drop in on him 
when engaged in a duel with that pest 
of a marshal.

“ Don’t forget that,” the other ex­
acted. “ If you don’t come, I ’ll be 
around anyhow.”

“ I ’ll be here. Never fear.” Walters 
made a mental inventory that should 
anything less than the end of the world 
intervene, that was one engagement he 
would keep. “ Good-by till then.”
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His head was in a whirl when he tried 
to think of some one else to strike. He 
had heard the fellows tell funny stories 
by the hour about strange things happen­
ing to them in their efforts to get money; 
he had read whole books on the subject, 
but never had he struck any precedent 
for the manner in which he was being 
received.

He would make one more trial and 
only one, and then abide by the decision. 
If he didn’t get it, well and good. But 
if he was handed another check, or 
tale of romantic attachment, he would 
promptly go home, put Conner on the 
scent, and get his authoritative opinion 
as to what it all meant.

Sturgis, the real-estate man, whom he 
had often met, but had never become 
well acquainted with, was a likely sub­
ject. In the first place he was close at 
hand; in the second, he was a business 
man, and a friend.

Now it is a hard matter to steel one’s 
self to borrowing, but once you have 
been at it a number of times you be­
come automatic and hardened. Conse­
quently it was with a bold air the artist 
pushed open Sturgis’s door and found 
that gentleman hustling into his over­
coat for the trip home.

“ Hallo, old man! You’re just in 
time! Going my way?”

“ No-o,” Walters replied. “ I came 
to see you on a matter of the utmost 
importance to me. Now, please don’t 
beat around the bush, but come right out 
and tell me what you will do. I’m in 
something of a hurry, too. I want to 
borrow forty dollars, as I am in a most 
critical predicament. I must have it to­
night, Can you loan it to m e?”

“ I know you’re good, old man, 
but—”

“ So every one has told me,” Walters 
interrupted. “ I never knew before what 
a splendid reputation I had. While I am 
deeply gratified by these tokens of 
esteem, I want the forty worse.”

Sturgis looked at him in amazement.
“ You’re a queer card,” he murmured. 

“ Well, Dick, to tell the truth, I don’t 
as a business man loan money without 
adequate collateral, and as a friend I 
don’t know you well enough to forego 
the amount of pleasure I could get out 
of that forty myself to let you have it.”

“ Good!” Walters laughed bitterly. 
“ It’s rather tough to hear the truth, 
especially when it means as much to a 
fellow as it does to me; but, thanks, 
for talking square to me.”

The real-estate man regarded him as 
if he thought he was crazy.

“ You certainly are a queer one,” he 
said. “ Is that the way you’ve been 
trying to raise the wind ? ”

“ By asking for it? Yes.”
The man broke into a great roar of 

laughter.
“ Excuse me,” he finally repressed 

himself enough to say. “ But this is 
the funniest thing I ever heard of. You 
know, Dick, I ’ve half a mind to—” 

The artist grasped him by the arm 
as he began fumbling in the pocket 
where ordinarily the check-book is de­
posited.

“ Sturgis, I want the money badly; 
but if you’re going to write out a check, 
make up your mind more than half way 
before you do it.”

“ No, old man,” and his friend shook 
his head decisively, “ I can’t let you 
have it.”

“ No ill feelings,” Walters responded 
heartily. “ I wish I knew you better.” 

He gazed after the departing figure 
of the man, then shook himself together 
like a great Newfoundland.

“ Well, Conner,” he murmured to 
himself in a whimsical vein, “ what is a 
fellow going to do, who is only versed 
in the fundamental principles of touch­
ing, when he strikes the most delicate 
coloring and shading on the part of the 
touchee? Tell me that, will you?”

CHAPTER IV.
CO N N ER IS STUMPED.

“  W e l l , ”  exclaimed Walters, as he 
strode rapidly up the street, “ for taking 
a fall out of fate, it looks very much 
like I’m the only original training part­
ner. There’s a cog loose somewhere in 
the machinery of old Dame Fortune, 
and she keeps smiling at me over her 
left shoulder. If anybody else shows 
me a roll of bills or a check, they’ll 
have to beat me running to get it back. 
I ’ve had some pretty narrow escapes in 
my time, but to-day Luck has certainly
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put her antic disposition on. I wonder 
what ‘ near-decent ’ thing my friend 
the marshal has done up at the studio? ”

The thought quickened his steps per­
ceptibly, and a feeling of impending 
disaster he could not shake off struck a 
chill to his heart. He tried to reason it 
away, saying to himself that his friend, 
the lawyer, had assured him he would 
fix everything all right; that the man 
would never dare to put his furniture 
on the street in the face of the judge’s 
signature on the stay of execution.

But something was wrong, somewhere. 
Walters knew it j could feel it. Inevit­
able, terrible disaster!

So engrossed was he in trying to 
analyze his emotions that, before he came 
to himself, he had turned the corner, 
where he hoped he still lived. A great 
black cat darting from the corner stoop 
brought him to his senses with a jolt.

While Walters was not ordinarily 
more superstitious than the average mor­
tal, he had a pet antipathy, and that was 
cats. Cats, to him, presaged disaster. He 
could not even see one, that some bit of 
bad luck did not come to him 'before he 
had time to close his eyes in sleep. He 
therefore hated them, and never would 
allow one to.come within a block of him 
if he could help it.

Curiously enough, this aversion had 
become so much a part of his nature that, 
try though he might, he could never even 
learn how to draw one of the animals. 
They were the one thing that, of all 
things animate and inanimate, he was 
helpless before with a brush. He sim­
ply hated them with a hatred so deep as 
to be positively ridiculous.

This cat seemed not to have due re­
gard for his feelings, for it fell into line 
with him and slowly, gravely, marched 
on ahead, looking neither to the right 
nor left. In this ridiculous alinement 
the pair went home.

In his strenuous thinking he had for­
gotten all about the dilemma that await­
ed him up-stairs, but the sight of the 
building drove all other thoughts from 
his mind. With an admixture of hesi­
tation and eagerness, he inserted the out­
side key in the lock and let himself in-.

He listened a moment in the hall, and 
from the top floor came sounds that indi­
cated something decidedly unpleasant.

He could hear Conner’s voice pitched in 
a key of anger, which in itself was enough 
to attract his attention—for Conner, 
never, in the memory of the oldest artist, 
got angry.

Two steps at a time, Walters flew up 
the stairs, and on the top floor a sight 
met his eyes that almost paralyzed him.

Conner, the imperturbable, the easy­
going, the lazy, was holding the strug­
gling marshal from behind as easily as 
a St. Bernard toys with a poodle dog. 
The tough was making the air blue with 
sulfuric language; and, although his tone 
was as soft as ever, Conner’s eyes were 
blazing with ill-concealed rage, as he 
pinioned the man’s arms to his side and 
rendered him absolutely helpless.

“ Easy now, me man; be easy.” the 
Irishman was beseeching, in the soft 
tone that only served to make the mar­
shal madder than ever.

“ I’ll fix youse for dis?” the fellow 
screamed. “ I’ll eat yer heart out; I ’ll 
have yer up fer contempt! I’ll—”

“ One at a time, sonny; you can’t do 
them all at once,” Conner irritatingly 
assured him.

“ Here, here! What’s the meaning 
of all this?” To save him, Walters 
could not keep his face straight. “ Turn 
him loose, Conner! ”

“ Will you be good, if I do?” the 
Irishman quizzed his captive.

" Yes,” the man sullenly promised.
“All right then.” Conner released 

him, and the marshal stood glaring 
malignantly at him. “ It’s merely a 
little exercise I’m taking,” the good- 
hearted fellow explained to Walters.

“ But I don’t understand,” and the 
artist looked about in perplexity. “ I 
thought you went off duty at six- 
o’clock?” addressing the marshal.

“ So he should be,” the Irishman 
eagerly interrupted. “ But after waiting 
till six, and making a nuisance of him­
self bumping around in your place, and 
being disagreeable to everybody that 
came to see you, he starts to move your 
things. I had me eye on him though, 
and stopped him just in time,” and 
Conner beamed at his friend.

“ But weren’t you served with a 
stay?” the artist inquired, with a puz­
zled expression.

“  Dat fer yer stay!” The man



A FALL OUT OF FATE. 437

clutched a piece of paper from his 
pocket and, tearing it into bits, threw 
them spitefully on the floor.

“ Shall I bate him ?” Conner’s eyes 
gleamed as he turned to Walters.

“ Never mind, Conner! That’s con­
tempt of court! ” and he glared sternly 
at the man.

The fellow laughed spitefully.
“ I’m here t’ put youse on de street. 

I don’t know nothin’ bout de law sharks’ 
game.”

“ Well, I think perhaps for your own 
good, you’d better call on some one who 
does, before you try any of those little 
tricks,” Walters replied. m Perhaps Mr. 
Abrams, the landlord, will be willing to 
let you know what you have just done. 
Fll call him up and get him around for 
your especial benefit.”

Conner forestalled him and had 
already reached the telephone. He re­
turned in a moment to announce, with 
beaming face, that the landlord would 
come right up.

“ He sees a damage suit in sight, and 
I scared him to death,” he whispered, 
with a chuckle to his friend.

“ But what am I going to do?” 
Walters threw up his hands in despair.

“ Leave it all to me, my boy,” 
the good-hearted chap assured him. 
“ They’ll never get you out to-night, 
and to-morrow always was a fine fellow 
to take care of himself. But I ’ve got 
grand news for you. Grand news! 
Come over to my place while I tell you. 
Our dear friend here will take care of 
everything,” and he beamed at the 
scowling man.

“ Don’t youse fergit dat I ’ll take care 
o’ youse,” the marshal retorted angrily.

“ Out with the good news, old man,” 
Walters begged, as soon as they had 
reached his friend’s room. “ I can 
stand it to hear some, after this.”

“ You’re made, Dick!” Conner took 
him by the shoulders and faced him 
squarely in front of the mirror. “ Look 
at yourself! ” he cried.

“ What are you driving at, you crazy 
Irishman? ” The artist laughed in 
spite of himself at this foolishness.

“ That’s right! Smile. It does me 
good to look at you! You’ll never enjoy 
yourself, or do anything, unless you 
smile all the time.”

“ But I don’t understand! ”
“ Keep looking at yourself! You’re 

made—reputation, fame, riches, every­
thing the heart holds dear. But—be­
ware, Dick, she doesn’t steal your heart 
away! She’s the most beautiful creature 
you ever set eyes on! ”

“ She ! Who ? ”
“ The woman who called on you to­

day—er, excuse me, I should say called 
on your friend the marshal to give you 
a commission to paint her portrait. 
And I—I saved the day. Your dear 
friend' over the way insulted this radiant 
creature, and she was leaving in anger 
when Conner, with his ear to the key­
hole, as usual, saved the unfortunate 
damsel, and made an appointment for 
you.”

“ Talk sense, Conner! Tell me what 
you are driving a t ! ” In his excitement, 
the artist shook his friend vigorously 
by the collar.

“ Mean? Just what I say! A beauti­
ful lady rapped on your door, about 
half an hour after you had unsuccess­
fully tried to fleece me of some hard- 
earned lucre, and the next thing I knew 
I heard her giving some one a most ter­
rific calling down. I thought no one 
had any business in your studio, and if 
some fellow was in there, it was up to 
Conner to find out who it was. Besides 
I’ve been here so long babbling around 
that I know most of the models, and I 
don’t like to have them insulted. I 
never dreamed but it was a model.

“ Well, when I pushed open your door 
I was mad clean through and ready to 
hand the fellow, whoever he was, what 
you saw me giving him just now. Imag­
ine my astonishment to see a queen 
standing in the middle of the studio, 
something like’ this—” He struck an 
extravagant posture of regal command, 
and Walters burst into a roar of laugh­
ter at the ridiculous sight.

“ I hope not like that,”  he protested.
“ Perhaps a little more graceful,” the 

other admitted good-naturedly. “ And 
her voice! I knew’ I had heard that 
voice before, but exactly where, I 
couldn’t remember.”

“ Who was i t? ” Walters could not 
restrain his impatience.

“ Easy! Easy! I ’m coming to that! 
Let me tell my story in my own way.
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She thought your friend the marshal was 
yourself, and I gathered from what she 
said, that if such was the case you were 
likely to lose an order. With my usual 
diplomacy, I managed to draw the lady 
to my studio, and then wrent back to see 
what that fellow was doing there. It 
didn’t take me more 'than a moment to 
find out his unpleasant mission, and to 
persuade him to wait a while until you 
returned with your pockets loaded down 
with lucre. I told him what a splendid 
reputation you had, and how everybody 
you knetv would give you his last cent if 
you asked for it. It is a subject in v'hich 
I flatter myself I have some reputation,” 
he interpolated modestly.

“ But the woman—v’hat about her?” 
Walters cried.

“ When I went back to the charmer, 
she was sitting on my couch in a posi­
tion that I recognized immediately. I 
explained that the man she had met was 
not a friend, or even an acquaintance of 
yours; that he undoubtedly was merely 
one of the horde of vulgar rich, who 
pester you to paint their portraits.”

“ You good old lia r! ” Walters 
smiled affectionately.

“ Well to make a long story short, 
she had been a frequent visitor to the 
exhibition of your paintings up at old 
Seaman’s on the avenue, and had finally 
managed to find out where you lived. 
She had immediately jumped in her 
little carriage and driven post-haste to 
give you an order for a portrait in oils.”

“ But who is it? ”
“ The most beautiful woman I have 

ever had the good fortune to meet. And 
I am not alone in saying so, for her pic­
ture is as well known in Europe as in 
this country. She is the beauty of the 
world.” The Irishman paused impres­
sively. Can vou paint such a woman, 
Dick?”

“ I can paint anything I ever saw but 
a cat,”  Walters replied.

“ Then you can paint her, for she’s the 
farthest thing from being a cat you can 
possibly imagine. And that isn't all. 
When "finished the picture will be exhib­
ited in some art gallery on the avenue. 
There it will court comparison with the 
work of the most celebrated artists of the 
day. They have all taken a turn at 
painting her. You couldn’t have a bet­

ter advertisement. And, besides, her 
own personal press-agent will get in the 
game without its costing you a penny or 
lowering your standards of a true artist’s 
reserve.

“ Oh, so it’s an actress?” Walters’s 
tone indicated his disappointment.

“ More! ” the jubilant Irishman re­
torted. “ It’s the actress I Madame 
Burnham! ”

“ Madame Burnham wants me to 
paint her portrait! Not really!” Wal­
ters gasped. “ Why, she has never had 
an American paint her before, except 
Sargent,”

“ It’s a fact. She gave me the order, 
and I made an appointment for her to 
call here to-morrow about it.”

“ But I won’t be here, to-morrow. 
That fellow is going to put me on the 
street. What shall I do?” Walters 
gazed helplessly at his friend, who for 
once was unable to answer.

It was truly an appalling situation.

CHAPTER V.
E V I C T E D .

“ W h a t  am I  going t o  d o ? ”  Walters 
repeated. “ It’s a chance that only 
comes to a fellow' once in a lifetime, 
and here I am without a cent in the 
world, and not even a roof over mv 
head. How can I paint her when I have 
no studio? ”

“ Didn’t you get anything when you 
v'ere out?” Conner queried. “ I’ll tell 
you what I ’ll do 1 ” he added in a burst 
of enthusiasm. “ I’ll go out to-morrow 
and see what I can raise for you my­
self. You make out a list of the people 
you know with money; and I’ll go to 
them with tears in my eyes, and—”

“ Indeed you will not,” Walters cried 
decisively. “ No, I ’d rather miss the 
whole thing than have everybody know 
the shape I am in.”

“ False pride!” Conner groaned. 
“ For Heaven’s sake, man, don’t let your 
pride stand in the way of this oppor­
tunity. Why. don’t you see that every 
one of the fellows would consider it a 
favor to let you have the money. They 
will regard it the greatest honor that 
has • come to any one of the crowd for 
years. Why—why—”
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‘‘ I know.” the artist sighed; “ but I 
can't do it. But can’t I go to her hotel 
and paint here there?”

“ No: that won’t do,” and Conner 
shook his head. “ She specifically stated 
that she wanted the work done in the 
studio of the artist.”

“ But I can persuade her that I can 
do better work somewhere else.”

“ Haven't you, ever read about the 
Burnham’s crazy notions ? When once she 
makes up her mind to a thing, nothing 
can change it. Don't try it on, my bov. 
I don’t mean to say anything about your 
ability, but can’t you imagine the roar 
that went up when she decided to have 
you paint the portrait, instead of one of 
the big bugs ? She knows what she wants, 
and she’s going to have it.”

“ Well, then, what am I going to do? 
I simply can’t throw the order away, and 
1 can’t have you going to my friends for 
money.”

“ But it’s such a grand opportunity,” 
Conner begged. “ Why, Dick, I could 
bring in a thousand dollars, if you’ll just 
turn me loose. Fve never had such an 
opportunity in my life before. For the 
sake of yourself; for my own satisfac­
tion; for the honor of all the artists in 
town—”

Conner paused a moment, plunged in 
deep thought over a second firm refusal 
from his friend. Suddenly his face lit up.

“ 1 have it ! ” he cried. “ You can use 
my studio! ”

“ Conner ”—and Walters rested his 
hand fondly on the man’s shoulder— 
“ you're the best-hearted fellow in the 
world, and I don’t know how to thank 
you. But you don’t, for an instant, think 
"l would put you in a position of that 
kind with your landlord—do you? He 
would roust you out in a minute.”

“ Nonsense! ” the Irishman cried dis­
dainfully. “ He’s been trying to fire me 
for four years now. Every month I lose 
my appetite if I don’t get a dispossess 
with my breakfast on the first day, but 
always "manage to get the best of him, 
somehow. Once he tried to put me out, 
and I brought a counter suit for dam­
ages, and he dropped it like a hot cake. 
I ’m an expensive luxury, but he’s found 
he can’t do without me.”

“ I t’s no use telling me all that truck, 
Conner,” the other responded. “ But, if

you really think it won’t hurt you, I ’ll 
stay.”

“ Good! That sounds like a m an! 
And now that we’ve settled that little 
matter, let’s go round and see whether 
Abrams has come up yet. You know, I 
can’t quite make him out. There’s 
something crooked going on in his place. 
I think he’s running a little gambling 
game, from the number of men I see 
coming in all the time.”

“ Nonsense! ” Walters laughed. “You’re 
prejudiced against him. He’s not that 
bad 1 ”

“ I don’t know.” The Irishman shook 
his head dubiously, as he led the way 
into the hall.

Outside, the marshal and Abrams 
were having a vehement conversation. 
The landlord was waving his arms like 
a windmill, and protesting that he was 
in nowise to blame for the troubles that 
had overtaken the marshal in the per­
formance of his duties.

“ But, I tell vouse, dat loafer over d’ 
hall hands me a lemon. He tries t’ beat 
me up, an’ says I ain’t a goin’ t’ move 
nuthin’ outter here. He ’saulted me! ”

“ What seems to be the trouble?” 
Conner politely inquired, inserting him­
self into the conversation.

Little Abrams turned fiercely on him.
“ For why you interfere vid my bees- 

ness? ” he demanded.
“ I interfere?” Conner looked inno­

cently at him. “ I simply thought this 
fellow was trying to steal Mr. Walters’s 
furniture, and I stopped him. Don’t you 
think he is rather a hard-looking cus­
tomer yourself, Mr. Abrams? ” he added.

“ I won’t take no more lip front 
youse,” broke in the marshal.

“ I don’t haf noddings to do vid you,” 
the little landlord protested volubly. 
“ You pay no moneys; you make me, 
all the time, trouble—trouble, trouble, 
trouble—nuddings but trouble! ”

“ But, Mr. Abrams, doesn’t he look 
like a thug? Can you blame me for 
stopping him? ”

Instinctively all turned to the marshal, 
who stood glaring at his urbane traducer, 
with a murderous expression on his face.

“ Ain’t youse de fresh guy?” he re­
marked.

But the landlord refused to.smile!
“ I tells you dat I haf noddings vid
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you.1' he repeated heatedly. “ You vas a 
grafter. I vas here vor the Valters man. 
I vas here to put him out.”

Before Conner could say anything 
more. Walters stepped forward. He saw 
now that the drift of his friend’s foolery 
was to turn the anger of the pair toward 
himself, so tha t' they might forget in 
another argument the thing which they 
had come for.

“ Mr. Abrams,” he said, w do you 
mean to say that you intend to put me 
out. after what you told me on the day 
my case came up in court? ”

“ I vas,” the landlord exclaimed em­
phatically. “ I vant my money or my 
room. Haf you got i t? ”

“ I have not, but I received to-day an 
order for a portrait, by means of which 
I will be able to pay—”

“ V ill! Alvays it is vill—vid de 
artist! I vant my money now! I vant 
my room or my money now! ”  Abrams 
repeated emphatically-

“ But you can’t put me out after six 
o’clock at night,” the artist exclaimed. 
“ The judge signed a stay that entitles 
me to a hearing.”

“ Yere vas der stay? I haf nod seen 
it.” the landlord rejoined.

Conner stepped forward indignantly.
“ As you very v’ell know, Abrams, this 

fellow ”—and he indicated the marshal 
with a contemptuous gesture—“ tore it 
up. And, what’s more, you are trying to 
get him in trouble by telling him to go 
ahead and ignore that order from the 
court. You’ll find yourself in jail, with 
all your foxiness, if—”

“ Never mind, Conner.” Walters 
stepped before the irate Irishman. “ This 
is my own affair, and I’m not going to 
let you be drawn into it.”

He turned to the irate Abrams.
“ Perhaps you would like to hear from 

my attorney before you finally decide to 
get me out to-night.”

“ Attorney! I vant no attorney! I 
vant my money or my room,” the land­
lord insisted.

“ But, I tell you, I can get enough to 
pay you within two days at least. I can 
borrow' money on this order I spoke to 
you about.”

“ Vill you let me go to this order vun, 
and hear them say so myself?” Abrams 
inquired.

“ Why, certainly I will not. Do you 
suppose I am going to allow' my patrons 
to be bothered with your stories about 
my being behind in my rent? ”

“ Veil, den, I vill not belief vat I do 
not hear mit my own ears. Already you 
haf told me about dese tings too much.” 
He turned abruptly to the marshal, who 
stood waiting expectantly. “ If he tries 
to kick up a fuss, I vill be responsible 
for anything you do,” he added.

The big brute stepped eagerly for­
ward, and laid his hand on Walters’s 
shoulder.

“ Come on, now7, young feller! Don’t 
make no trouble, er I ’ll trun vouse into 
th’ street after yer tings.”

“ Take your hand off me er I’ll hit 
you with a chair! ” the artist hissed, all 
the rage that had been bubbling up 
within him for so long at, last finding 
outlet.

The fellow laughed scornfully.
“ W’y, kid, I ’d make youse look like a 

piece o’ mince-meat! ”
To emphasize his words, he gave AVal- 

ters a playful twist that sent him spin­
ning across the room.

Wild with rage, the artist sprang to 
his feet, and was coming back, with head 
lowered like a battering-ram, when the 
cool, soothing tones of Conner broke in 
on the scene.

“ Never mind, Dick, I ’ll fix the big 
one, and you can handle Abie.”

“ Abie! ” The landlord fairly stamped 
in his rage, and the ridiculousness of the 
sight brought the ghost of a smile to 
Walters’s face. “ You vas de next von,” 
he roared to the Irishman; then turned 
again to the marshal:

“ Put dose things avay on de side- 
valk, now—quick ! ” he commanded.

“ Very well,” Walters quietly capitu­
lated. “ But J. think you will find you 
are making a big mistake.”

“ Come on in to my room,” Conner 
implored him, his own face white as a 
sheet at the sight of the man laying his 
hand on his friend’s belongings. “ That 
fellow7 won’t hurt anything—I’ll guar­
antee that. If he does”—he turned a 
baleful eye upon the fellow—“ he’ll hear 
from me; and I won’t be satisfied with 
holding his hands the next time either.” 

The marshal muttered something 
about not being “ bluffed,” but subsided
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as his enemy made a move in his direc­
tion.

“ If he goes into your room, I calls a 
policeman to put him out,” the landlord 
stormed.

“ You’ll get a laugh if you call a po­
liceman to put any one out of my room,” 
Conner retorted. " Come on, Walters; 
Abie’s driveling again.”

“ No,” the artist said firmly. “ I’m 
not going to let you get into trouble for 
me. Conner, go to your room, and stop 
interfering.”

“ Where will you be, then? ”
“ Well, just at present, I ’m going to 

call up my lawyer.” He took the phone, 
and hastily secured his friend’s home ad­
dress. 11 Hello, is that you, Masters?”

It was all he could do to keep his 
voice from trembling as he saw the mar­
shal tearing down rudely a very hand­
some pair of curtains over the window.

“ Yes. Is this Walters talking?” the 
voice responded.

“ Yes. That fellow is putting my 
things on the street.”

“ What's that! The boy told me he 
served the man with the stay.”

“ So he did. But when I asked the 
man about it he tore it up, and said that 
that was his opinion of those things.”

“ And he’s moving your things out, 
notwithstanding the fact that the judge’s 
signature was on that paper?”

“ Exactly. What shall I do? I 
haven’t any place to go. I thought when 
you told me everything was all right for 
to-night that I would have no trouble.” 
Walters’s voice quivered in spite of him­
self.

“ Well, you won’t. He’s acting direct­
ly in the face of the law when he touches 
a single thing of yours,” and the law­
yer’s tone was reassuring.

“ But I don’t see how the fact that 
he’s breaking the law is going to help me 
io-night:’’

Walters was getting angry.
“ But think of the case you’ve got 

against him, Dick! ” the man at the 
other end of the wire answered eagerly.
“ Why, if anything should happen to you 
to-night you could recover any amount 
you wanted to sue for.”

“ Hang the recovery! I don’t want to 
recover : I want to keep what I ’ve got. 
That’s all I want! ”

“ But, Dick, cool down and look at the 
thing sensibly. My dear fellow, they 
can’t put you out that way. Don’t you 
see that?” the lawyer replied.

“ But, I tell you, they’re doing it, 
whether they can or not. What am I 
going to do ? ”

“ I never in my life heard of such a 
high-handed proceeding. I ’ll have you 
bring another suit against the landlord 
for damages, and one against the mar­
shal for criminally breaking in with law­
less intent. We’ll have them sweating 
before the year is out. We’ll put that 
little Abrams in bankruptcy! ” Masters 
was allowing his professional instincts to 
run away with him.

At that moment, from the corner of 
his eye, Walters saw the marshal bang 
the leg of a chair against the door-jamb.

“ But they’re breaking all my things 
noiv' ’ ’ he roared through the receiver.

“ You’ll have to speak lower, Dick. I 
can’t make out what you are saying.” 
was the response.

“ I say that at this moment they are 
breaking up my things,” Walters repeat­
ed. with painfully slow enunciation.

“ Good ! Just you make a note of every­
thing that’s injured in any way, anti 
we’ll get up a bill for specific damages.”

“ But they’ll drive me crazy. I ’ll slug 
that fellow yet! ”

Walters almost wept in his nervous­
ness.

“ Don’t lose control of yourself,” his 
friend soothingly cut in. “ Be dignified 
and calm. If they can prove, no matter 
how great the provocation, that you 
struck one of them, it will hurt vour 
case.”

“ This marshal struck me first,” Wal­
ters complained.

“ He did? Great! Another count to 
sue on! That’s assault, even if he no 
more than lays his hand on you.”

“ But, Masters,” the artist implored.
“ I’ve got a big order for a portrait, and 
a friend of mine made an engagement 
for me this afternoon, while I was down 
at your office, to talk over terms to­
morrow at my studio. If the ladv in 
question hears of- this, or comes in on 
it—which will be worse vet—she will 
cancel the order.”

“ Hm-m! That’s too bad! ” the attor­
ney responded. “ Of course that’s really
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the worst of all, but I’m afraid it comes 
under the head of speculative damages, 
and the law won’t allow you to recover 

■ on what you might lose. But all those 
things help your case, nevertheless. Now, 
the law—”

“ To the devil with what the law says!” 
Walters cried, thoroughly worn out by 
what appeared to be his friend’s heartless­
ness. “ Put yourself in my place for a 
minute, and think of yourself as a man, 
and not a lawyer. When am I going to 
see you? Can’t  you come up here and 
stop this infernal thing? ”

“ No-o,” his friend returned. “ I can’t 
possibly do it to-night; but I ’ll read up 
on all the facts you have given me, and 
you come down to the office in the morn­
ing, when we can talk over what course 
to pursue. I—”

Buzz-z-z! Positively Central’s stu­
pidity in cutting off this connection was 
a relief. Walters fairly threw the re­
ceiver back on the hook, and turned to 
find the room as barren as the day he 
moved into it.

It was the first time he had realized 
the absolute hopelessness of his situation. 
He felt morbidly in his pockets, and 
actually smiled at the emptiness there.

He was an outcast. Worse—a cast- 
out ! There was no place for him to 
turn; nothing he could do. With a 
groan he averted his face, that no one 
might see, and buried it in his hands.

The portrait of Mme. Burnham? 
Where could he paint it? He could not 
let this opportunity slip! If he did he 
would be put back years in his advance­
ment.

Here was this mad, eccentric actress, 
with her marvelous artistic ability, recog­
nizing the same qualities in an obscure 
fellow-genius; and the painter saw no 
way of taking advantage of it.

He simply could not raise the money 
himself. If  his very life depended on it, 
he did not have the nerve to go again to 
his friends and try to borrow enough 
from them to put him on his feet; and 
he knew—while Conner might get the 
money—-that the methods would be hu­
miliating in the extreme.

“ Well, Dick, it’s come to a point 
where you can’t be foolish any longer 
about this thing. You’ve simply got to 
use my studio.” The Irishman placed

his hand upon Dick’s shoulder in a man­
ner which there was no denying.

“ Now, don’t say that again,” he re­
torted, in answer to a feeble shake of the 
head. “ This is too bad a case to let any 
nonsensical squeamishness stand in the 
way of your doing your duty to yourself. 
It won’t inconvenience me in the least; 
therefore, you must use my place.”

“ But Abrams says he won’t allow it,” 
the artist feebly protested, feeling all his 
resolution giving way in the face of 
actual calamity.

“ Don’t say a word about it. He has 
no right to dictate. But, as you see. 
what he has a right to do, and what he 
does, are entirely different things. What 
did your lawyer say?”

“ The same thing backward.” Dick 
forced a feeble smile. “ Old man, I can’t 
begin to tell you how I thank—”

“ For Heaven’s sake, don’t try, then,” 
Conner cried in alarm. “ Save i t ; it will 
keep. Don’t you see that beautiful pair 
looking in this direction? ”

The men had returned from the street 
to the studio, and were holding a whis­
pered conversation, and glancing now 
and then in their direction, with the most 
sinister meaning.

Walters watched them, as though the 
sight fascinated him. Some new move 
was in the a ir ; there was something 
sneaking about their very manner.

Finally the little landlord came to­
ward the two.

“ Veil, Mr. Walters, an’ now you must 
follow your tliirjgs,” he said, politely 
enough.

“ Quite so,” the artist replied, in the 
manner in which one would speak to his 
dearest enemy, politely hostile.

Followed by Conner, he started to­
ward the stairs.

The street, a moment before desolate 
as the grave, now had sprung into the 
most lively appearance of animation. 
The sight of the pile of stacked-up fur­
niture on the extreme edge of the curb— 
the most desolate sight in the world— 
had attracted a crowd of the morbid, and 
they were coming from every direction.

Dick shrank back into the hallway at 
the spectacle, but Conner pushed him 
forward.

“ Never mind, Dick; I ’ll draw the re­
marks.”
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The pair sat upon the couch, and 
looked at the gathering rabble. Conner 
soon had them in a roar, with his mock 
expression of wo at the calamity, and 
their undesirable attentions were soon 
directed toward the landlord and his 
burly assistant, who at that moment were 
once more appearing, laden with a piece 
of furniture that drew a roar of rage 
from the jolly Irishman.

“ Here, you ! ” He sprang savagely 
in their direction. 1,1 What are you doing 
with that chair? That belongs to me: ”

Abrams smiled sweetly, but, neverthe­
less, retired behind the marshal as he 
spoke,

“ Vy, certainly, Mr. Conner. Ve vas 
making a clean sweep vile ve vas about 
it.”

“ But by what right do you dare to 
touch my things?” Conner demanded. 
He made a threatening move toward the 
marshal. “ You hobo ! ” he hissed. “ I ’ll 
smash your face in if you don’t take that 
chair back where you found it, this in­
stant.”

The bully dropped the chair, and re­
treated a step.

“ I follow my orders,” he said sullenly.
Conner bellowed at the top of his 

voice.
“ Help! Thieves! Police!” then 

turned, as soon as he saw a cop flying 
round the corner, with a malignant grin 
on his face. “ Just for that I’m going 
to make the policeman compel you to 
carry everything back where you got it,” 
he added.

The little landlord seemed not at all 
alarmed by the approach of the limb of 
the law, but instead only bowed sarcastic­
ally to the pair.

“ Thank you, Mr. Conner, for saving 
me the trouble. I do noddings vidout 
de lawfulness.”

“ Here, what’s all this row? ” the po­
liceman demanded of the four, who, with 
excited faces, were gesticulating around 
the pile of furnishings.

Conner put on his best brogue:
“ Shure, an’' fer no reason at all, at 

all, they put me friend’s stuff on th’ 
strate; an’, because Oi stud up fer him, 
th’ shpalpeens are puttin’ me own there, 
too,” he explained.

The officer looked kindly at his fel­
low-countryman.

“ An’ is it th’ truth ye’re spakin’? ” he 
demanded in astonishment.

Then, turning to the urbane landlord: 
“ What’s the manin’ of this? ” he asked.

“ They are dispossessed,” that gentle­
man hastened to assure him.

“ An’ who dispossessed thim? ”
“ The court dispossessed this man.” 

and he indicated Walters with a stubby 
forefinger.

“ But the judge signed a stay of ex­
ecution, which was served on this mar­
shal before he began putting me out,” 
the artist eagerly interposed.

“ An’ who put out this m an?” The 
policeman looked very kindly at the in­
jured Conner.

“ I did,” the marshal blustered. “And 
here’s my authority.” He hauled back 
his coat, and brought to light his badge.

“ That fer ye’re watch-charm,” and 
the policeman poked the badge contempt­
uously with his night-stick. “ Since 
whin did ye’re badge give the likes o’ 
you the right t’ be t’rowin’ dacint min 
out o’ their homes widout th’ coort savin’ 
so ? ”

“ But they both owe me great rent,” 
Abrams cut in.

“ An’ what of it, if the coort don’t tell 
yese t’ get ’em out? I ain’t a lawyer, 
but I knows they can sue yez fer dam­
ages, an’ get ’em.”

The man turned to the elated artists.
“ Come, step lively, now! Get ycr 

things in the house before Oi have t’ 
telephone th’ Encumbrance Department 
t’ come an’ take away this junk! ” He 
tipped them a wink that took away all 
the harshness of his words and tone.

Abrams and his satellite were holding 
an excited whispered conversation be­
hind them, and Walters had an unde­
fined feeling of dread. He knew they 
were not through yet; that they had 
some other dirty move up their sleeves, 
and would play it before they finally 
capitulated.

Still, it looked as if, with the officer 
on their side, they were safe for the 
night at least.

The policeman prodded the marshal 
with his billy and, growling: “ D’ yez 
hear me tellin’ yez t’ take th’ things 
back ? ” he demanded.

The fellow turned, with an ugly lear 
on his face.
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” ' i-vvin’ th’ landlord’s instruc­
tions. He lys dese guys is undesirable 
tenants.”

“ Sure, an’ why don’t he go to th’ 
coort an’ get thim put out thin, if he 
don’t like thim; instid o’ goin’ about it 
this way?” the officer retorted.

“ I vill not haf gamblers in my house,” 
the little landlord stormed to the officer.

“ Sure, an’ what business is it of yours 
if they gamble?” the man returned.

“ Wud yez listen t ’ th’ likes o’ that?” 
Conner laughed loudly.

“ I hef the right t ’ put a gamblin’- 
house out of my blace,” Abrams cried.

“ Sure yez have,” the policeman re­
turned. “ But y’u’ll have t’ show me! ”

The little fellow rushed up the stairs, 
and Conner turned to his friend, who

stood dazed at the new turn things had 
taken. The officer stood irresolute.

“ Abrams lives in the house,” the 
Irishman cried; “  and he’s going to ring 
in some phony trick on us! ”

11 Here vos der proof ! ”
Abrams had returned, and was tri­

umphantly holding in one hand a 
roulette-wheel; in the other, a faro-bank 
layout. “ Dese vas in de room! ”

“ But it’s a lie,” Walters stammered. 
“ It’s a lie! ”

The policeman turned a stony face 
upon the artists.

“ I guess they must have some reason 
for doing this. They would be liable to 
all sorts of damage suits if they weren’t 
telling the truth. You’ll have to come
along with me! 

(To be continued.)

T H E  B L U F F E R .
By M. GERTRUDE MILLER.

The man who sought a short-cut to a competency and what 
he did, all unconsciously, to aid a more deserving person.

SO far as his brother lawyers knew, 
Barton’s only assets were an ingrati­

ating manner, a dashing air, a handsome 
face, and a dress-suit. Haynes was the 
legal genius of the office, but he was 
deficient in savoir faire, and the men who 
trusted him with their cases paid their 
social attentions to Barton.

• Haynes, being totally indifferent to 
that branch of the profession, slaved 
along at his desk, winning case after case 
by sheer persistence. Goodrich and 
Johnson—just average young lawyers, 
with neither the ability of Haynes nor 
the social qualities of Barton—together 
with Billy Ensign, general law clerk, 
not yet admitted to the bar, made up 
the balance of the office personnel.

Strangely enough, with all his sparkle 
and dash, Barton was not a success 
either before a jury or in the preparation 
of cases for trial. His abilities being all 
on the surface, and possessing. the rare 
gift of knowing his own limitations, he 
wisely confined himself to female clients. 

But, somehow or other, fees vrere few

and far between, though the women 
came in droves, chattering like a lot of 
magpies and wasting his day completely. 
The stenographer used to wonder at the 
daily increasing pile of feminine corre­
spondence on Barton’s desk—all tints 
and sizes of envelopes, some crested, none 
businesslike in appearance. He no 
sooner started to dictate than the phone 
at his elbow rang.

Had the stenographer believed in 
masculine sincerity before entering that 
office, she tvould certainly have emerged 
therefrom enlightened to a degree, for 
to one and all of his women clients 
Barton administered copious drafts of 
flattery, adroitly altered to fit special 
cases and ages. When lie turned from 
the telephone to his dictation, he would 
laugh and say: “ The only way to man­
age tvomen is to jolly them—they’re all 
alike.”

To his confreres in the office, Barton 
was exceedingly communicative, and the 
monotony of their work was enlivened 
by stories of how he bluffed creditors in
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general, and the landlady in particular, 
and of how he managed to play the part 
of a millionaire on nothing a year by a 
judicious application of a minimum of 
tips with a maximum of what Haynes 
called “ hot air.”

“ Do you know,” exclaimed Barton 
one day in the midst of an admiring 
circle, “ I ’ve made up my mind a man 
is a fool to work for a living when there 
are hundreds of girls just dying to get 
married. What I mean to do is to catch 
some girl who has an independent for­
tune and help her spend it. Just think 
of i t ! Plenty of money—no duns— 
and a wife who adores you I How’s that 
for a pipe dream? ”

“ But,” queried Billy Ensign anxious­
ly. “ suppose the girl you loved hap­
pened to be poor?”

Billy had just returned from his 
honeymoon and his mind naturally ran in 
sentimental channels.

“ Love!” ejaculated Barton, with 
biting sarcasm, “ that was out of date 
years ago. It’s the pocketbook that 
counts these days.”

“ But do you think that quite fair to 
the g irl?” pursued Billy.

“ Why not? She’ll never dream I’m 
not crazy about her. Wfiat’s a man 
worth if he can’t pull the wool over a 
woman’s eyes anyhow?”

Billy sighed. He had married a girl 
whose sole capital was a pair of big blue 
eyes and a mass of soft brown hair, and 
such views seemed sacrilegious to him.

One day Barton ran into the office 
excitedly, almost upsetting the office-boy, 
who was carefully transporting an ink­
well. He dashed into his private office 
and threw his cane and hat recklessly on 
the desk. The boy ran at the sharp sum­
mons of Barton’s bell, remarking to the 
stenographer, “ Guess that bag of 
wind’s got a case at last.”

“ Tell everybody to come in—Haynes 
and all,” said Barton excitedly.

They all came but Haynes, who 
grunted he was busy.

“ Sit down, boys. Have a cigar— 
bully, aren’t they?”

“ You must have struck a retainer,” 
suggested Goodrich, as he puffed with 
serene enjoyment, for Barton’s generos­
ity was usually confined to his tongue.

“ No, something better than that.

Her father gave them to me. You 
remember that big case Haynes had last 
year—Stanton versus Hecker. Fine- 
looking old fellow, Stanton—carriage 
like a marshal of France. Well, I met 
him at the hotel last night—after a drink 
or two he warmed to me, asked me around 
to his apartment and introduced me to 
his daughter.

“ Believe it or not, I came the nearest 
being bowled over in my life. She is a 
peach and no mistake! However, I 
pulled myself together and settled down 
to business. They’re just living on their 
money—hers came to her from her 
mother. They are strangers here and 
you may be sure I wasn’t slow' in volun­
teering as escort. Have another cigar,” 
and he chuckled as he passed the box 
around.

“ Well, I wash you luck, old man,” 
said Johnson.

He and Goodrich wrere rapidly assimi­
lating metropolitan standards and they 
hung with avidity on Barton’s every 
utterance.

The office v:as favored with daily bul­
letins of this budding romance, while 
the telephone v'as kept busy with orders 
to florists.

“ I tell you, it’s no joke, trying to run 
a thing of this kind on your nerve,” was 
Barton’s grim comment, when the bills 
and the collectors began to come in.

The office-boy was instructed to “ jolly 
them—tell them any old thing—only 
keep them awray from me,” and he fol­
lowed instructions literally. Barton’s 
ingenuity was severely taxed for ready 
money. Everybody in the office had been 
“ bitten,” and they were impervious to 
hints for further loans.

They told him, with many regrets, he 
would have to “ go it alone,” Haynes 
adding, with the only humor he had ever 
been known to manifest: “ Better get
her father to advance something, and 
agree to pay him out of her money.”

One Friday afternoon Barton sum­
moned them all to his room—Haynes 
still holding contemptuously aloof with 
an enigmatical smile.

As they sat around Barton’s desk 
^smoking, he gaily narrated the happen- 
''ings of the preceding evening:

“ She sails for Europe to-morrow, 
boys. I might think it v'as to get her
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away from me, but her eyes tell a differ­
ent tale. I heard the old man say to 
Haynes last night that he had some busi­
ness to attend to and Miss Helen would 
have to drive alone to the steamer. Dry 
as dust that Haynes—couldn't even Ire 
enthused by a pretty girl. Timmediately 
volunteered, and if she hasn't promised 
to become Mrs. Robert Barton before 
that cab reaches Barclay Street. I ’m 
mightily out in my calculations.

" Then, when she returns in October, 
good-by to duns and living on the ragged 
edge, always expecting to land on my 
head. I’ll be Robert Barton, Esq., the 
husband of an heiress and sole guardian 
of her property.”

No one in Barton’s office had heard 
the outer door open. The stenographer’s 
experience had taught her to know the 
“ real thing ” when she saw it, and there 
was no mistaking the soldierly figure 
that entered, with flashing dark eyes 
under a thatch of snow-white hair.

He bowed as low to the girl at the 
desk as though she had been the mistress 
of the White House.

“ Is Mr. Haynes In?” he asked cour­
teously.

“ Who shall I say. s ir?” asked the 
office-boy.

Before the caller could reply. Barton’s 
voice rang out dearly:

“ When she returns in October, good- 
by to duns.”

The old gentleman waved the boy 
aside imperiously and seated himsell at 
Barton’s door, where he listened atten­
tively to reams of such talk about his 
daughter. Then with a gesture of dis­
gust, he stole softly out of the office.

The boy, who had grasped the situa­
tion with the quickness of his kind, was 
bursting with suppressed mirth.

II.

W h e n  Mr. Stanton entered his apart­
ment, his daughter met him with unusual 
affection.

“ Dear old dad,” she cried, putting 
both arms around his neck.

“ How much is it to-day, Helen?” 
asked her father, with a twinkle in his 
eye.

“ It’s not that this time, father. Jim’s 
—been here—Mr. Carroll,” she said

hesitatingly, twirling a button on his 
coat.

Carroll was a neighbor’s son whose 
addresses had been rejected because of 
his extreme youth and lack of ambition; 
but in the light of recent revelations 
regarding Barton, Carroll seemed a posi­
tive relief.

“ The young rascal! Haven’t I told 
him never to darken my door again?” 
thundered Mr. Stanton, vdth affected 
severity. .

“ That was when he hadn’t any busi­
ness, father. He’s got a splendid position 
now, and he doesn’t care a bit about my 
money—says he can take care of me 
without anybody’s help. I ’d be dread­
fully sorry to act against your wishes, 
but—but—”

“ I see that my little girl means to 
defy her old father. Well, let’s have 
a look at Mr. Carroll. Where is the 
young scamp? ”

“ He’s coming to drive me to the dock 
in the morning, father. 1 didn’t dare 
to ask him to dine to-night, but—”

“ Never mind that, little girl,” and 
Mr. Stanton walked to the telephone, 
laughing to himself as he went.

“ Oh, I entirely, forgot,” cried Helen, 
running after him. “ I promised to 
drive down with Mr. Barton. He has 
been so nice to us. 1 wonder what to 
do.”

“ Just leave that to Jim,” chuckled the 
old gentleman, adding under his breath : 
“ That Barton is an insufferable cad; it 
serves him right,”

III.

T h e  next morning, Barton alighted 
from his cab at the Stanton’s hotel. He 
had run himself deeply into debt for 
flowers and fruit, and the difficulty of 
getting hold of sufficient ready cash to 
see him through the morning had rasped 
on his nerves. He handed his card to 
the sable attendant into whose good 
graces he had repeatedly tipped him­
self, asking for Miss Stanton.

“ She’s in the paid oh. sun.” said the 
boy.

As Barton entered, he saw Miss Stan­
ton in earnest conversation with a tall, 
athletic young fellow, broad-shouldered, 
and with a boyish, pleasing face.
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“ Mr. Barton, I want you to meet Mr. 
Carroll,” she said with a charming blush. 
“ He has arrived quite unexpectedly and 
wants to drive me down to the steam­
ship dock. Can’t we make it a party of 
three?”

Barton winced, but gathered himself 
together quickly, and grasped the young 
man’s hand cordially.

“ Oh, I wouldn’t think of spoiling 
your drive together.”

“ Mr. Barton has been very kind to us, 
Jim,” said Miss Stanton.

“ We must return it by inviting him 
down to Virginia when we—”

“ I’ll finish it for her,” laughed young 
Carroll. “ She means we’re going to get 
married in the fall and settle down in 
Virginia, and certainly any friend of hers 
will be welcome there.”

Barton watched them drive away, for 
once at a loss for words.

T H E  J A I L B I R D . '
By BERTRAM LEBHAR,

Author of " The Time Limit,” “ The Isle of Mysteries,” “ When a Man's Hungry,” etc.

What happened to the man who resolved to live up to an evil reputation he didn’t deserve.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
R eleased from jail after a term of unjust imprisonment, Tom Robbins finds it impos­

sible to long hold any position. After losing his place as bookkeeper to Dolman & Co., 
and applying in vain "for aid to his father and his half-brother, Peter, he resolves to lead 
the life of a crook. The next day Dolman finds $2,000 missing from his safe, and Peter 
Robbins has his furniture factory at Peekskill destroyed by fire.

Near the town of Benford, not far from Peekskill, where Tom is forced to leave the 
train on which he has stowed himself away, Robbins comes upon a young girl fishing in 
a boat on the river. She catches the hook in her finger, and Torn thinks she will upset 
the boat. He gives a shout of warning.

CHAPTER VI.
SHORT, BUT E V E N T F U L.

T OM ROBBINS’S shout of warning 
was wasted. The frenzied girl, 

dancing with pain and panic, upset the 
boat and disappeared beneath the water.

“ This won’t be what you might call 
a crooked piece of work, and therefore 
it’s against my policy,” muttered Tom.
“ But here goes.”

With that he plunged into the stream 
and began to swim with long, strong 
strokes toward the spot where the girl 
had disappeared.

The girl did not come to the surface, 
and Tom, perfectly cool and collected, 
wondered why.

“ Must be weeds at the bottom,” was 
his first thought, and then suddenly he 
remembered the fish=hook in the girl’s 
thumb.

*  Began September Argosy.

The situation was plain. The unfor­
tunate girl had fallen overboard, drag­
ging the fishing-tackle with her. The 
line had become entangled with some­
thing under the water, and the hook 
through the young woman’s thumb pre­
vented her from rising.

“ That’s funny,” Tom could not help 
thinking. “ Instead of the hook pulling 
fish out of the water, it’s pulling the 
fisher under the water. She’s hooked as 
securely as any fish. If she gets out 
of this alive, it ought to be a lesson to 
her not to go fishing any more. She’ll 
sympathize with the poor fish in future, 
I reckon. If I get tangled up with part 
of that line, I guess I ’ll be a goner.” 

With this comforting reflection, he 
dived in search of the girl.

As he had surmised, she was pinned 
to the bottom of the creek by the fishing- 
tackle. -

S in g le  c o p ie s , 10 c e n ts .
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He tugged hard at the line, broke it, 
and, released from its restraint, the girl’s 
body rose to the surface. Whether she 
was alive or dead, Tom did not know.

He attempted to follow her to the sur­
face, but something held him back.

He knew what it was. The spiteful 
tackle had wound itself around his leg. 
He struggled hard to release himself; 
but to no avail. There was a singing 
in his ears, and his head felt as if it were 
bursting.

“ This is the end,” was his last thought.
After that he knew no more.
In the meantime two men in a launch 

had caught the girl’s body as it floated 
upward.

“ Seems to be dead,” remarked one.
“ I hopg not.” answered the other. 

“ Let’s make full speed for shore ; there 
may be some hope of saving her.”

“ But what of the man below ? ” asked 
the other with a shudder. “ We’ve got 
to try to save him.”

“ I’m going down after him. You 
take the girl ashore, and come right back 
for me in the launch.”

As he said the words, the speaker 
plunged overboard.

He had to come to the surface twice 
for air before he was able to find Tom 
Robbins. But by the time the other man 
had returned with the launch, the brave 
rescuer had managed to bring up the un­
conscious man.

“ Good work. John! ” said the man in 
the launch. “ I ’m afraid you’ve had your 
trouble in vain, though. Looks to me as 
if the poor fellow’s gone!”

“ How’s the young woman?” splut­
tered the man in the water.

“ They’re working hard over her. She 
shows . signs of animation. Let’s rush 
this fellow to shore as quick as possible. 
There may be a chance of saving him, 
although it doesn’t look like it. Poor 
chap, .he deserves to live, for he made a 
gallant attempt.”

CHAPTER VII.
AMONG FRIENDS.

T o m  R o b b i n s  did not feel particular^ 
ly grateful when he discovered that he 
was still alive. Neither was he disap­
pointed. He was just indifferent.

Death offered him surcease of mental 
agony and trouble. Life offered him op­
portunities for revenge. It was an even 
choice. Tom felt that he could not lose, 
either way.

He opened his eyes to find himself 
lying on a strange bed in a strange room, 
with a strange face looking at him anx­
iously.

He didn’t ask the stereotyped question, 
“ Where am I ? ” for he did not care. 
He simply opened his eyes and stared.

“ Feel all right, now?” inquired an 
old man with a gray beard.

“ Feel sort of funny,” grunted Tom. 
“ I guess you’re the doctor, eh? ”

“ I ’m a doctor; but I ’m also the father 
of the young woman you so heroically 
tried to save,” said the old man. “ I can 
never repay you, sir—”

“ Ah! How is she? ” asked Tom with 
some interest.

“ She’s all right. She got over it in 
first-class shape, thank God; but you’ve 
had a pretty hard spell. There were 
times when I despaired of bringing you 
through. It was my girl’s devoted nurs­
ing that saved you.”

“ Nursing!” gasped Tom in amaze­
ment. “ How long have I been here?”

“ Five weeks,” answered the old man 
with a smile.

“ Five weeks!” gasped Tom. “ Did it 
take as long as that to get the water out 
of my lungs? ”

“ Not exactly,” was the reply. “ We 
resuscitated you, all right; don’t you re­
member? But you had a bad case of 
fever right afterward. Been unconscious 
most of the time. My girl has nursed 
you night and day.”

“ So it wasn’t a dream, eh? ” remarked 
Tom. “ I ’ve been seeing a woman’s face 
all the while, but I thought it was a 
dream—or death.”

“ Oh, no, that wasn’t a dream,” 
laughed the other. “ That was my 
daughter Angelina you saw. She’s scarce­
ly left your side for a minute. She’s up  ̂
stairs now, taking a nap. The poor 
girl's tired out. You’d better go to sleep 
again, my friend. Here, drink a little 
of this first. You’re out of danger now, 
and you’ll feel much better by and by; 
but you mustn’t excite or exert yourself.”

Tom swallowed the draft and dozed 
off. When he opened his eyes again the
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doctor had disappeared. Tom thought 
he was alone in the room, and tried to 
sit up in bed.

Somebody at the head of it gently re­
strained him.

“ You mustn’t move,” said a girl’s 
voice. “ You must lie perfectly still. 
You couldn’t sit up, anyway, you know. 
You are too weak.”

Tom realized that this was true. He 
tried to turn his face toward the speaker, 
but found he could not even summon 
sufficient strength to do that.

The girl divined his wish, and moved 
forward so that he could see her.

She was too good a nurse not to know 
that there is nothing more aggravating 
to a patient than to have to converse with 
somebody out of range of his eyes.

Tom saw at a' glance that she was the 
girl he had seen fishing in the creek and 
who had fallen overboard.

“ How’s the hand?” he inquired. 
“ Did you get the hook out all right? ”

“ Oh, yes,” she smiled. “ The hand 
was the least part of it. It’s when I 
think of how near you and I were to 
being drowned that I can’t help shud­
dering. We both had narrow escapes, 
didn’t we? By the way, this is the first 
chance I ’ve had to thank you. It was 
very brave of you to risk your own life 
to try to save mine.”

Tom did not answer. He felt half in­
clined to tell her that when he had risked 
his life he had not risked anything of 
much value to him; but, somehow or 
other, he could not put the thought into 
words.

“ You’ve had a bad case of fever,” 
went on the girl. “ My father says it’s 
a miracle that you pulled through all 
right.”

“ Your father told me that I owe my 
life to your nursing,” said Tom. “ I 
guess that makes us quits; don’t you 
think so?”

“ I ’m glad you look at it that way,” 
rejoined the girl. “ I tried to do my 
best.- I owed you that much, you see, 
considering what you’d done for me. I 
hardly think, though, that it was really 
my careful nursing that saved you.”

“ Well, your father says so. He ought 
to know what he’s talking about. He’s 
a doctor, isn’t he? If I ’m not mistaken, 
he told me he was, a short while ago.” 

5 A

“ Oh, yes, dad’s a doctor; although
lie’s given up the practise of medicine.” 
She sighed.

“ Given up the practise of medicine, 
eh? Made his fortune and retired, I 
suppose. Lucky man! ” said Tom.

“ Oh, no! Not exactly that,” replied 
the girl, smiling. “ Dad hasn’t made his 
fortune; quite the contrary. The fact is 
he had to give up practising medicine, 
very much against his will. He’s getting 
old and very forgetful, and lately he’s 
found himself making mistakes when 
he’s gone out to attend to patients. One 
or two blunders threatened to have se­
rious results, and that scared dad pretty 
badly. He finally made up his mind that 
he wasn’t fit to practise any more, so he 
retired.”

“ I suppose he saved a little money. 
Enough for you and him to live on for 
the rest of his days, eh? ” asked Tom with 
interest.

“ No,” said the girl with a sigh. “ Poor 
dad gave freely when he had money, and, 
as a result, he hasn’t got a cent now.”

“ Then how do you manage to live?" 
inquired Tom boldly.

The girl sighed again.
“ Oh, we manage, all right I ’’ she said 

with an attempt at cheerfulness. “ Be­
sides, we have prospects. We live in 
hopes all the time.”

“ Hopes of what? ”
“ Hopes of becoming very rich soon.”
“ Oh, you do, eh? ” said Tom. “ That’s 

good. I ’m glad to hear that.”
He was on the point of inquiring as 

to the precise nature of these prospects, 
but he stopped short. He felt strangely 
interested in this household, and he had 
a natural propensity for asking ques­
tions; but he realized that he had been 
guilty of unpardonable inquisitiveness 
already, in going as far as he had, even 
though the girl did not appear to resent 
his questioning.

“ Do you and your father live alone 
here?” he inquired.

“ Yes,” answered the girl. “ I have no 
mother, brother, or sisters. Dad and I 
live all alone.”

Tom was silent for a while. He was 
thinking.

“ These people are evidently as poor 
as church-mice,” he mused. “ I ’ll bet I’ve 
already been quite some expense to them.
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Three mouths cost more to feed than 
two. even in the country. I guess I won’t 
stay here any longer than I can help."

When, a little later, the old doctor 
came in, Tom mentioned as much to him.

“ I guess I ’ll be strong enough to be 
moving along in a day or so; don’t you 
think so, doctor?” he asked anxiously.

“  Not for a week or so yet, sir,” an­
swered the old man. “ What’s the mat­
ter? Are you in a hurry to leave us?”

“ Well, I don’t want to be a burden 
to you,” said Tom.

“ Oh, you needn’t worry yourself about 
that,” rejoined the old man. “ You’re 
welcome to stay with us as long as you 
care to. By the way, you haven’t told 
me your name, have you?”

“ Tom Watson,” answered Tom, obey­
ing an impulse, without being able to 
explain to himself why he should have 
assumed an alias for the first time in his 
life.

“ Well, you can set your mind at rest 
about being a burden to us, Mr. Watson,” 
said the old doctor. “ We haven’t got a 
whole lot, but what we have you’re wel­
come to share with us for as long as you 
like. Perhaps you’ve got folks, though, 
vou’re anxious to get back to? ”

“ No. I ’ve got no folks,” said Tom 
with a trace of bitterness in his voice.

“ No folks, eh? Well, perhaps you’ve 
got a job you’re in danger of losing if 
you don’t get back to it mighty quick?”

“ No. I’ve got no job, either,” said 
Tom with a sigh.

“ Out of work, eh?” remarked the old 
man, noting the sigh.

“ Yep,” assented Tom.
“ Well, then, why are you so anxious 

to get away from here? Haven't we 
made you comfortable?”

“ Oh, yes, you’ve made me very com­
fortable—you and your daughter: but, 
as I said before, I don’t care to be a 
burden to you any longer than I can 
help.”

“ Well, as I think I said before, you 
can drive that idea out of your head,” 
said the old man. “ We’re only too glad 
to have you with us. Even when you’re 
strong enough to go, you’re welcome to 
make your home here permanently, if 
you wish.”

“ That’s very good of you,” exclaimed 
Tom gratefully, “ especially as I ’m a

perfect stranger to you. You don’t know 
anything about me, doctor.”

“ I know that you’re the man who al­
most lost his life trving to save that of 
my daughter. I guess that’s good enough 
for me,” said the old man.

“ But you don’t know anything about 
my character, or where I came from,” 
persisted Tom.

“ I can see by your face that you’re 
honest,” replied the other. “ That’s all 
I care to know about your character.”

“ Thanks,” said Tom briefly.
“ As for where you came from, that’s 

no concern of mine,” continued the 
doctor.

“ Supposing I were to tell you that I’d 
come from prison,” said Tom daringlv.

“ Well, you might tell it to me; but 
I ’d know you were joking,” was the an­
swer. “ If I thought you really were an 
ex-convict, I ’d turn you out of my house 
this minute, even though you’d saved my 
daughter’s life, for I ’ve got an instinct­
ive horror of men who’ve been to prison ; 
but I ’m a good judge of faces, my friend, 
and I know that you’ve never seen the 
inside of a jail, so make yourself perfect-; 
ly at home.”

“ Thanks,” murmured Tom Robbins; 
and he said no more.

CHAPTER VIII.
TH E  SECR ET IX  TH E  SAFE.

It was not long before Tom Robbins 
was strong enough to be on his feet 
again.

He arose from his bed, feeling so fit 
that he expected he would be able to 
take long Walks right away.

To his surprise and dismay, he found 
that he was just able, by the expenditure 
of great effort, to walk half-way across 
the floor. Then his strength gave out, 
and he remained, shipwrecked, in the 
center of the room, clutching the back of 
a chair for support.

In this position he was rescued by Dr. 
Green (Tom had discovered that his 
host’s name was Silas Green), who pi­
loted him safely back to his bed.

“ Don’t you worry about your inability 
to accomplish more in the line of walk­
ing,” said the old man cheerily. “ You’re 
not bv any means the first man who has
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arisen from a sick bed expecting -to be 
able to tramp across the globe right off 
the reel, and has been surprised to dis­
cover that it was necessary for him to 
learn to walk all over again. That’s 
what’s the matter with jron, my boy. 
You’ve forgotten the art of walking. 
You've got to begin all over again, just 
as if you were an infant."

Tom groaned. He had had four years 
of prison life, and he had learned to hate 
inactivity. He wanted to be up and 
doing.

“ Don’t you clre,” continued the doc­
tor. “ You’ll soon get your bearings 
again. It’ll only be a matter of a few 
days or so. My daughter Angelina will 
help you around until you get your full 
strength back again.’’

“ I hate to think of the amount of 
bother I’m causing to her and yourself,” 
said Tom.

“ Oh, you just forget about that, my 
friend. We’re both glad to be able to 
do it. You’ve earned my undying grati­
tude for what you did for my girl. Per­
haps you don’t know what she is to m e!”

“ I think I can imagine,” said Tom 
•earnestly.

He had reached to the stage when he 
was forced to tell himself a hundred 
times a day that he positively was not 
in love with Angelina Green, and yet 
somehow or other it made all the differ­
ence in the world to him when she was 
around and when she was not.

He could- quite sympathize with Dr. 
Green in his paternal devotion to An­
gelina. Tom himself could not help 
having a fatherly feeling toward her— 
distinctly fatherly, of course, that and 
nothing more.

From the standpoint of an artist, An­
gelina could not have been called beau­
tiful. The local poets did not rave over 
her pretty face, or her glorious tresses, or 
her divine form, for she possessed none 
of these attractions.

Her face, however, was pleasant. Her 
eyes were tender and her speech was as 
gentle as her heart, and for these quali­
ties Tom admired her exceedingly—of 
course, merely in a paternal way.

The convalescent man experienced a 
thrill of gladness when he learned that 
Angelina was to be his instructor in the 
gentle art of learning to walk again.

He made up his mind, instanter, that 
he would prove a very slow pupil, so as 
to prolong the course of instruction.

“ She’s the dearest girl in the world,” 
continued the old doctor; “ and it grieves 
me to think that I haven’t been more of 
a financial success, for her sake. For my­
self, I don’t care. I ’m perfectly satisfied 
to live as I do. We’ve got the house and 
the grounds, and I manage to make a 
little money -writing articles for a New 
York periodical, while Angelina helps by 
selling some needlework, at which she’s 
really clever. Poverty doesn’t mean any­
thing to me; but I hate to see my girl 
deprived of the things other girls have, 
because I ’m too poor to provide them for 
her.”

“ She seems very happy, nevertheless,” 
remarked Tom sympathetically.

“ Ah ! She’d be happy under any con­
ditions,” sighed the old man. “ That’s 
her sweet, unselfish way; but I ’m not 
happy. I ’m miserable on account of her. 
I want to see her properly provided for 
before I close my eyes.”

The old man’s next words caused Tom 
Robbins to turn pale.

“ I want to see her happily married, 
Watson,” went on Dr. Green. “ I want 
to see her marry the man she loves. If 
I could see that, I ’d die happy.”

“ And does she love anybody in par­
ticular, sir?” inquired Tom, a trifle 
huskily.

“ Yes, she does,” said the old man. 
“ She loves young Alfred d’Arcy. I ’m 
sorry to see that it is so, for, personally, 
I don’t think an awful lot of young 
D’Arcy. I think he’s like his father— 
hard and selfish; but, then, you see, I ’m 
not Angelina. She thinks the world of 
him, so I want to see them married.”

“ And how does young D’Arcy feel 
toward her?” asked Tom still more 
huskily.

“ Well, he’s been courting her pretty 
ardently of late—that is to say, ardently 
for Alfred d’Arcy. Fie isn’t a very de­
monstrative sort o"f a fellow. He strikes 
me as being cold and clammy. Angelina 
says that that’s only his reserved way; 
that he has a big heart beneath his cold 
exterior. I hope so, I’m sure; but that 
wasn’t the way I courted Angelina’s 
mother. Personally, I don’t like these 
cold, distant young men.”
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“ Is he able to provide for her com­
fortably?” inquired Tom.

“ Able to provide for her ! I should 
say so. Alfred is the son of old Henry 
d’Arcy, who has the big shoe factory 
here. They're tremendously rich. Old 
ITArcvr and I never got along together. 
He hates me like poison. I believe. It 
was only after I'd made my discovery 
that he pretended to be friendly to me. 
and was willing to allow his son to come 
calling here.”

“ What discovery is that?” asked 
Tom.

“ Oh. I forgot. I haven't told you 
about it. have I ? Well, you see, I ’ve in­
vented something which will revolution­
ize the shoe business. It's a chemical 
formula for treating leather which gives 
it a patent-leather finish and at the same 
time makes it as soft and durable as or-, 
dinary leather. It’s worth a fortune.”

“ Have you patented it?” inquired 
Tom. interestedly.

“ No, I haven’t. In the first place, to 
procure a patent costs money. I haven’t 
the necessary cash.”

“ Couldn’t you borrow i t? ” Tom 
wanted to know.

“ I suppose I could. But to tell you 
the truth. I’m afraid to .take the step. 
You see, it’s only a formula. When a 
poor man goes to patent anything, there's 
always danger of leaks. I ’d have to go 
to a patent agent, and he’d probably steal 
inv idea from me; or, if he was honest, 
somebody else would get the best of me. 
To borrow the money with which to se­
cure the patent. I ’d have to take some­
body else into my secret, and they’d prob­
ably swindle me.”

“ Well, how are you going to protect 
yourself, unless you patent this idea?”

“ Well, you see, it’s quite a lengthy 
formula,” explained the old man. “ I’ve 
got it all written out, and it’s locked in 
the safe down-stairs. There are only two 
persons in the world who know the com­
bination of that safe myself and 
Angelina. Nobodv else shall ever learn 
it, either.”

“ And what do you intend to do with 
this formula? Go into the manufac­
turing business yourself?” asked Tom.

“ Not exactly. I ’m going to use it to 
bring about the marriage of Alfred 
d’Arcv to my daughter.”

Tom groaned.
“ What's the matter?” asked the old 

man anxiously. “ I guess I’m tiring vou 
by talking. Will'd better try to sleep 
now.”

“ No, no! " said Tom eagerly. “ I feel 
pretty good. It was just a spasm of pain 
that shot through me. 1 beg vou to go 
on, Dr. Green. I ’m very much interested, 
I assure you.”

" Well, you see, when I made mv dis­
covery I treated a piece of ordinary shoe- 
leather with it, and the result was splen­
did. It looked just as shiny and glossv 
as patent-leather, and when subjected to 
the hardest kind of tests it manifested its 
durability. It’s much cheaper to produce, 
too. than the ordinary patent-leather. It 
will revolutionize the shoe business. It 
will make shoeblacks unnecessary.”

“ And after you’d found your formula 
a success, what did you do then?” in­
quired Tom.

“ I took the sample of finished leather 
to old D’Arcy. At first the scoundrel 
scoffed and was absolutely insulting in 
his demeanor. Then he tried to trick me 
into giving him the secret. He told me 
to write it out for him, and he’d have 
some experts examine it, and let me know 
if it was of any practical use.”

“ Of course, you did not fall for that? ” 
said Tom anxiously.

“ I should say not. I told old D’Arcy 
that I knew that the invention was prac­
tical, even without consulting his experts. 
I told him that I knew that it was worth 
money and that I was willing to consider 
an offer.”

“ Did he make you an offer?”
“ Yes. He offered me fifty dollars. 

That ended the interview. I told him I 
wouldn’t sell it for less than fifty thou­
sand dollars. He bid me good day, and 
I went out ; but I noted joyfully that the 
old scoundrel kept my piece of sample 
leather.

“ I was preparing to go to Boston to 
see some big shoe-houses, when old 
D’Arcy sent for me again. I went to his 
office a second time. He offered me five 
thousand dollars for the patent. I re­
fused pointblank. He increased his offer 
to ten thousand dollars. He said that was 
the very most he would give. I told him 
that I’d changed my mind and that I 
would not sell the formula for a cent less
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than seventy-five thousand dollars. Old 
D’Arcy grew abusive and tried to bully 
me. I left him again.”

“ I suppose he did not let it go at that. 
He tried again, eh? ” asked Tom.

“ Of course. He sent for me a third 
time. Young Alfred was present at this 
interview. Old D’Arcy told me he’d 
thought the matter over, and that, while 
the formula wasn’t really much of a con­
sideration to him, as he could get along 
very well without it, and probably would 
never use it even if he owned it, he’d be 
willing to pay me twenty thousand dollars 
for it. He said he was disposed to be 
generous because his son Alfred and my 
Angelina had been at school together, and 
Alfred had always been very friendly to_- 
ward my daughter. Alfred had informed 
him that we were very poor, and therefore 
for my daughter’s sake—for the sake of 
old times, as it were—he and his son were 
willing to pay me twenty thousand dollars 
for something that wasn’t worth half that 
amount.”

“ You weren’t foolish enough to sell? ” 
cried Tom excitedly.

“ I should say not. I reiterated my 
demand for seventy-five thousand dol­
lars. D’Arcy and his son both declared 
that I was crazy—stark, raving mad, to 
talk like that.

“ Incidentally, old D’Arcy asked me 
casually if anybody else beside my­
self knew this formula. I told him 
that I was the only person who knew it, 
that the secret was locked in my safe, 
and that only my daughter and myself 
knew the combination.”

“ A h!” exclaimed Tom. “ And what 
happened after tha t?”

“ Well, D’Arcy apparently let the 
matter drop. His son, however, began 
calling here, and became very attentive 
to Angelina.”

“ A h!” exclaimed Tom. “ Has he 
asked her for the combination of the 
safe? ”

“ Never said a word about it. I was 
on my guard as to that, and warned my 
daughter not to disclose the secret under 
any circumstances.

“ Well, young D’Arcy became more 
and more attentive, until the other day 
he openly declared his love. His father 
was furious when he heard about it. 
He sent for me again. I went to him,

thinking that he had made up his mind 
to pay me the seventy-five thousand dol­
lars I demanded.

“ But he did nothing of the kind. 
He told me angrily that he had for­
bidden his son to call at my house, but 
that the obstinate young fool (these 
were his words) refused to obey his in­
junction. He declared angrily that he 
wouldn’t hear of his son marrying a 
beggar.

“ I became angry at that. I would 
have thrown young D’Arcy out of the 
house, if it had not been for the fact 
that my daughter had confessed to me 
that she cared for him. After all, the 
young man was not responsible for what 
his father said or did.

“ I used diplomacy. I told the old man 
that I had changed my mind about 
selling that formula, and that I had de­
termined to give the formula to my 
daughter as a wedding present.

“ Incidentally, I informed the old 
scoundrel that I had received an offer 
of one hundred thousand dollars from a 
Boston concern. I told him that it was 
useless for him to try to bluff me as to 
the value of my discovery. I told him 
that I knew my formula would revolu­
tionize the shoe business, and that if I 
sold it to a rival concern, D’Arcy & 
Son would finally be driven out of busi­
ness.”

“ What did he say to that? ” Tom in­
quired breathlessly.

“ He didn’t say anything. He just 
grunted; but since that time young 
D’Arcy has been calling on my girl 
every day, and lie’s given her an en­
gagement-ring, so I guess the old man 
has decided to let things take their 
course.”

Tom groaned again.
“ You really must not talk any more,” 

said the old man. “ I ought to be 
ashamed of myself for going as far as 
I have. We’ll have you dangerously ill 
again, if I ’m not more careful. You 
try to take a good sleep now, Watson. 
I’ll leave you alone. Young D’Afcy is 
down-stairs with Angelina. I guess I’ll 
go down and have a little talk with them. 
Good-by, young man.”

After he had left the room, Tom Rob­
bins groaned once more.

“ I wish they’d left me at the bottom
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of the creek,” he sighed. “ I’d like to 
thrash the man who brought me to the 
surface. I wonder what sort of a chap 
this Alfred d’Arcy really is? 1 wonder 
if he really loves her? 1 wonder if he’d 
continue calling here if he knew the 
combination of the safe down-stairs? ”

CHAPTER IX.
REVEALIN G  A V IL LA IN .

U n a b l e  to sleep, Tom Robbins tossed 
and turned in his bed all that night.

Of course he was not in love with 
Angelina Green, decidedly not; but, 
nevertheless, the news that she was be­
trothed to young D’Arcy worried him 
exceedingly.

“ Somehow or other,” he said to him­
self, “ from what the old man has told 
me, I can’t get rid of the idea that that 
fellow is not acting on the square. It 
seems to me that the old doctor’s for­
mula is his first consideration, and An­
gelina only secondary, if she’s a con­
sideration at all. I should not be at all 
surprised if there’s some crooked work 
afoot.' I ’ll have to see this'young 
Alfred, and then I’ll be able to judge 
better.

11 But, after all, what grounds have I 
for these suspicions? The old man tells 
me that young Alfred has never men­
tioned a word to Angelina about the for­
mula.

“ She loves him, too, and she’s a girl 
of good sound judgment. Perhaps, 
after all, lie’s on the level. I hope so, 
I ’m sure, for Angelina’s sake.”

Now, as a matter of fact, Tom knew 
that he was trying to deceive himself, 
and that he did not hope anything of 
the kind.

It would have given him great pleas­
ure at that moment to be able to obtain 
definite proof that Alfred d’Arcy did 
not love Angelina, and that his wooing 
was part of a scheme to obtain the for­
mula from the old inventor.

As he lay tossing on his bed, Tom 
made up his mind regarding his course 
of action.

He would take a look at young 
d’Arcy and try to size him up. If he 
felt satisfied that the young man was 
“ on the level,” and was really in love

with Angelina, he, Tom, would leave 
town as soon as possible.

Before he had heard of Angelina’s 
betrothal, Tom had almost made up his 
mind to accept Dr. Green’s invitation 
and prolong his stay indefinitely.

But now he was resolved upon an 
early departure, if the wooing of young 
D’Arcy was quite regular and satisfac­
tory. As soon as his legs were strong 
enough to support him, he would march.

But if he felt convinced that Alfred 
d’Arcy’s motives were sinister, then he 
would remain. D’Arcy and son, in that 
case, would need careful watching. If 
there should be mischief afoot, the old 
man and his daughter would need help.

The next morning Tom began to learn-  
how to walk. When he was able to 
traverse the floor of the bedroom with 
ease, he was allowed to go down-stairs, 
with Angelina’s assistance.

Pie saw for the first time the neat 
little dining-room, kept spotlessly clean 
and decorated bv the work of Angelina’s 
clever hands.

In a corner of the room be noticed a 
little safe with a combination lock.

“ Looks like a pretty good safe,” he 
reflected. u It’s one of modern make, if 
I ’m not much mistaken. I guess it 
would be pretty hard to pick that lock.”

'The Green residence was a typical 
two-story country frame-cottage, with a 
wide porch in front and some ground at 
the back, on which the doctor and his 
daughter grew enough fruit and vege­
tables for home consumption.

It was not long before the invalid was 
able to leave the confines of the house 
and stroll through the grounds with 
Angelina.

That was the part of his conva­
lescence which Tom Robbins most en­
joyed. The sky was blue, the air rich 
and sweet, the scenery picturesque, and 
Angelina by no means an unwelcome 
companion, even though she was be­
trothed to another man.

Angelina pointed out the beauties of 
the scenery to the patient.

“ Over there are the Catskill Moun­
tains,” she said. “ Don’t they look mag­
nificent? I never tire of gazing at them. 
On clear days you can see the white pil­
lars in front of the Mountain House 
quite distinctly. Yonder is the Hudson,
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and down below here the creek which 
came near proving the death of both of 
us. Isn’t this a quiet, peaceful spot? I 
think it’s the prettiest place in the world. 
Don’t you think so? You’ll learn to 
love it after you’ve been here a few 
months. I suppose you’ve made up your 
mind to stay with us, Mr. Watson?” 

“ Oh, no,” said Tom; “ I ’m already 
thinking of leaving. In a few days I 
really must be off. I ’m afraid I ’ve been 
here too long, already.”

“ Nonsense,” said the girl. “ My 
father won’t consent to your going away. 
He’s taken quite a fancy to you. He 
wants you to stay. Besides, why should 
you go? My father tells me that you 
have no folks to go to and no em­
ployment.”

“ That’s just the reason,” answered 
Tom, “ I can’t remain in idleness all my 
life. I must be going to New York to 
look for a job, as soon as possible.”

“ Supposing I were to find a job 
here, would you stay with us?” asked 
the girl mysteriously.

“ What kind of a job?” inquired 
Tom eagerly.

“ Well, I ’ve been speaking to some­
body about you. I ’ve told him how you 
almost lost your own life trying to save 
mine, and he already takes quite an in­
terest in you. Pa told him you were out 
of employment, and he promised to give 
you a job in the factory.”

“ You mean D’Arcv? ” asked Tom 
quickly.

“ Yes,” replied the girl, with a blush. 
“ He says he’ll find out what you can 
do, and give you a position of some 
kind in the shoe factory of D’Arcy & 
Son. Won’t that be splendid? You 
can work in the village every day and 
board here, if you wish. Alfred—Mr. 
d’Arcy will be here soon, and I’ll in­
troduce you to him.”

Tom was so surprised that he did not 
know what to say. He was not quite 
sure that he would take the job, any­
way, even if the offer was a good one. 
Somehow or other, his pride rebelled 
against being the recipient of a favor 
at the hands of young D’Arcy.

And yet, why not? He could find no 
satisfactory reason why he should refuse 
a chance of employment. If he was 
working for D’Arcy & Son, he would

have greater opportunity to watch the 
pair and find out what their game was.

On one point he had definitely made 
up his mind. If he took the job he 
would never be fool enough again to 
confess that he was an ex-convict. He 
had changed his name, and a thick 

. growth of beard, acquired during his 
illness, had altered his appearance com­
pletely.

If he obtained employment he would 
be honest in- all respects save this one. 
He would lie without hesitancy as to 
his past, if any questions were asked.

Alfred d’Arcy arrived a few minutes 
later, and Angelina introduced him to 
T orn.

The latter looked the young man over 
carefully. There was something about 
him which reminded him of his brother 
Peter. The impression was not very 
favorable. As the old doctor had said, 
Alfred’s manner was cold and a trifle 
haughty.

“ I ; understand you’re the man who 
saved Miss Green’s life,” he said. “ I 
learn, also, that you’re out of employ­
ment, and would be glad of a job. I’m 
willing to help you, if possible. What’s 
your line of work?”

“ I ’m a pretty good bookkeeper,” re­
plied Tom.

“ Good. I suppose you can figure 
well. We need a clerk in the factory. 
I ’ll speak to my father about you. 
Come to see me at the office, as soon 
as you feel strong enough. I think we 
can do something for you.”

He walked off with Angelina, leav­
ing Tom standing alone, with clenched 
fists and scowling face.

“ There’s no doubt that she loves him.
I could see that by her face,” he mut­
tered. “ I don’t think I’ll take this 
job, after all. I guess I ’ll leave this 
detestable place as soon as possible.”

In a few days, however, he was in 
full possession of his strength, and 
found himself, almost against his will, 
walking to the factory of D’Arcy & 
Son.

He sent in his name to young D’Arcy 
—not his real name, but the one he had 
assumed—and a few minutes afterward 
the office-boy came out and said that 
Mr. d’Arcy would see him in his pri­
vate office.



456 T H E  ARGOSY .

Tom entered the place, feeling very 
sullen and miserable.

An old man with sharp gray eyes and 
a cruel mouth sat at a desk, and young 
Alfred was pacing up and down the 
carpeted floor, with his hands in his 
trousers-pockets.

“ This is the young man I spoke to 
you about, father. He wants a job in 
the factory,” said Alfred, addressing the 
old man at the desk.

“ Hum ph!” said the latter, wheeling 
around in his revolving-chair and glan­
cing sharply at Tom. “ My son tells 
me you’re a bookkeeper, my friend.”

“ Yes, sir,” answered Tom.
“ Are you a quick figurer?”
“ Yes, sir.”
“ Write a good hand? ”
“ I think so.”
“ Humph! What have you been 

doing for a living until now?”
“ I was a bookkeeper in the toy-house 

of James Brown & Co., of New York,” 
lied Tom.

“ How long were you in their em­
ploy?”

“ Ten years,” said Tom.
“ Can you refer us to them?”
“ Not exactly,” said Tom, smiling 

easilv. “ James Brown died recently, 
and the firm went to pieces.”

“ Humph! How old are you?”
Tom was about to tell his real age, 

but he remembered the gray in his hair 
and caught himself in time. “ Forty- 
two,” he said.

“ Humph! Rather old. You’re 
name’s Watson, isn’t i t? ”

“ Yes, sir.”
“ And you are boarding with the 

Greens, eh?”
“ Yes, sir. For the time being.”
“ What do you mean by that last re­

mark?” asked the old man sharply. 
“ Are you thinking of leaving them?” 

“ I haven’t made up my mind, yet," 
said Tom.

“ Well, make up your mind to stay 
with them,” went on old D’Arcy. 
“ They’re good people. I suppose you 
know that I ’m interested in them. Dr. 
Green’s an old man, and he’s only got 
his daughter. I’d like to have somebody 
with them to protect them. You’d 
better stay on there, Watson.”

“ I wonder what the old rascal is dri­

ving a t? ” thought Tom. “ I wonder 
what he wants to have me there for? 
I should think he’d prefer to have me 
out of the way.”

Aloud he said: “ All right, sir. I 
reckon I’ll stay with them, if I land 
a job and can pay my board there.”

“ Well, we need an entry-clerk here. 
We’ll give you ten dollars a week to 
start, and promise you a raise if you’re 
satisfactory in every respect. How 
would that strike you?”

“ I guess I’ll take the job.” said Tom. 
“ When shall I start in ?”

“ To-morrow morning, if you wish.” 
" Very good, sir.”
“ I wonder what their game is?” 

mused Tom again as he took his de­
parture.

After he had been in the employ of 
D’Arcy & Son for three weeks he found 
out.

Old D’Arcy called him into his pri­
vate office one day. Young Alfred was 
not there. They were all alone.

“ Close the door,” said the shoe 
manufacturer, “ I want to talk to you 
confidentially, Watson.”

Tom closed the door and returned to 
his employer’s desk.

The old man toyed with a paper- 
knife for a full minute without saying 
anything. He was evidently deciding 
how to start the conversation.

“ How do you like your job here?” 
he snapped out at last.

“ Pretty good, thank you,” answered 
Tom.

“ Ten dollars a week isn’t much of a 
salary, is i t? ”

“ Well, it’s good enough to start 
with,” said Tom. “ I haven’t forgotten 
that you promised me a raise if I 
turned out satisfactory,”

“ Yes, we always reward employees 
who are faithful to us. This is a good 
house to work for, Watson.”

“ I don’t doubt it, sir,” assented Tom. 
“ If a man is faithful, he can rise 

pretty high here. What we demand in 
our employees is that they must be ab­
solutely devoted to the business. They 
must place our interests above every 
other consideration. Do you under­
stand? ”

“ I think so, sir,” said Tom, begin­
ning to smell a rat.
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“ Now, you seem like a bright, able 
man. Ten dollars a week is no salary 
for a man of your ability. I need a 
private secretary. I'd be willing to pay 
fifty dollars a week, if I can find the 
right man.”

“ Yes, sir,” said Tom breathlessly.
“ Now, how would you like the job? ” 
“ Very much.” said Tom, smiling. 
“ Of course, it would be a confiden­

tial job. To be my successful private 
secretary, you would have to give your­
self over to me, body and soul, so to 
speak. Do you understand?”

“ Yes, sir,” replied Tom.
“ If I gave you the job, would you 

place this business before every other 
consideration?” asked the old man 
sharply.

“ I would try to, sir.”
“ Fifty dollars is a good salary, you 

must admit. A man ought to be will­
ing to sacrifice himself a whole lot for 
a job like that, Watson.”

“ I should say so, Mr. d’Arcy.”
“ And you think you tvould like the 

position?”
“ Yes, sir.”
“ And if I gave it to you, would you 

be willing to give yourself over to me, 
body and soul—figuratively speaking, 
of course—eh?”

D’Arcy wheeled around in his chair 
and looked at Tom sharply.

“ Figuratively speaking, I would,” 
replied Tom.

“ Well, supposing I was to ask you 
to do something for me that wasn’t 
quite honest. Not anything criminal or 
too dishonest, you know. Just a matter 
of business. Would you be willing to 
undertake it, if you were my private 
secretary, eh?”

“ I think so,” said Tom, “ provided 
it was not too dishonest; provided it 
didn’t land me in jail.”

“ Good. I think I understand you. 
You draw the line at going to jail, eh? 
( Itherwise, it would be all right. I 
think you’re the man I want, Watson. 
I’ve been watching you carefully for 
the past week. I think I’ll give you 
the job.”

“ Thank you, sir,” said Tom grate­
fully.

“ You’re still living with the Greens, 
aren’t vou?” he inquired.

“ Oh, yes. I ’m still boarding there.”
“ And I suppose you have heard about 

the formula the old man has discov­
ered, eh?”

“ Yes. I've heard tire doctor speak 
about it.”

“ You don't happen to know that for­
mula. do you?” asked D’Arcy eagerly.

“ No, sir; I do not. The old man 
keeps it a close secret,” said Tom 
calmly.

“ Well, do you know the combination 
of the safe in the dining-room?”

The old man fixed Tom with his 
sharp, steely eyes.

“ No, sir. They never told it to me.”
“ Humph! You’re a bright fellow, 

Watson. I suppose, if you tried hard, 
you could manage to learn that com­
bination, eh?”

“ I might be aWe to,” said Tom.
“ Good! ” exclaimed the other. 

“ Well, of course, I need not tell you 
that you must not speak of this conver­
sation to a living soul. One of the es­
sential qualities of a private secretary 
is his ability to keep his mouth shut. 
You understand me, I see. I think 
you’re the very man I want. You can 
start in to-morrow as my secretary, 
Watson. That desk over there will be 
yours. Remember, your salary will be 
fifty dollars a week, and you can have 
the job for the rest of your life, if vou 
serve us well. That’s all.”

“ Thank you,” said Tom, with a great 
display of gratitude; but when he had 
closed the door behind him his manner 
changed.

Fie clenched his fists, and his eyes 
flashed.

“ 'I’he old villain! ” he muttered. 
“ You precious pair of rascals. I was 
right, after all. I know your game at 
last. I ’ve discovered your plot, you 
thieving dogs. You’d rob an old man 
and his young daughter, would you ? 
Well, by Heaven, I ’ll do my best to foil 
v o u . ”

CHAPTER X.
T H E  COM BIN ATION .

O n  h is  w a y  t o  t h e  G r e e n  h o u s e  th a t  
n i g h t ,  T o m  R o b b in s  m a d e  t w o  r e s o lu ­
t io n s .
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First, he would lose no time in in­
forming Dr. Green as to the villainy 
afoot, and, second, he would leave the 
employ of D’Arcy & Son immediately.

“ I’ve suspected, right along, that 
that mean-looking cuss, Alfred d’Arcy, 
was after the formula, and that his woo­
ing of Angelina was only a pretense,” 
he told himself.

“ Angelina will be deeply shocked, I 
suppose, when she learns the truth. It’s 
best that she should be told, though. 
She’ll have to swallow the bitter pill 
sooner or later, poor girl.

“ On second thought, I guess I won't 
leave the employ of D’Arcy & Son just 
yet. I think I can best serve the inter­
ests of Dr. Green and Angelina by stick­
ing. I ’ll keep my job at the factory, 
and watch this precious pair of scoun­
drels pretty carefully. I ’ll fight them 
with their own weapons. I’ll take this 
job of private secretary to old D’Arcy, 
and I ’ll fool the scoundrel into the be­
lief that I’m his man, body and soul.

“ I suppose he’ll expect me to learn 
the combination of Dr. Green’s safe, 
open it, and bring him the formula. Of 
course, I won’t do that; I guess I ’m 
clever enough to be able to stand him 
off for a time. I ’ll tell him I’m trying 
to learn the combination, and that it is 
a difficult task, but that I hope to have 
discovered it in a few weeks. I’ll jolly 
the old scoundrel along.

“ He’s not going to get the best of 
that poor old man and his daughter, if 
I can help it. They are the only people 
in the world who have been kind to me, 
and I’ll protect them, even at the risk 
of my life.”

When he reached the house, Ange­
lina’s quick eyes noticed at once that 
something was wrong.

“ What is the matter, Mr. Watson?” 
she asked. “ Look, father, how pale he 
is. Something serious has happened. I 
know it.”

“ Yes, Dr. Green and Miss Angelina, 
something serious has happened,” said 
Tom solemnly. “ I’ve been offered the 
position of private secretary to old 
D’Arcy, at a salary of fifty dollars a 
week.”

“ Good! ” exclaimed the doctor, hold­
ing out his hand. “ I congratulate you, 
my boy. I knew you would rise.”

“ Isn’t it splendid!” cried Angelina. 
“ I’m so very, very glad to hear the 
good news, Mr. Watson. From the 
paleness of your face, I thought it was 
bad news you were bringing to us. I 
feel too overjoyed for words. I know 
this is dear Alfred’s work. I was tell­
ing him yesterday of the great interest 
we take in you, and how we would like 
to see you get along. Isn’t he a grand, 
generous fellow? You must be a very 
happy man to-night, Mr. Watson.” 

“ No,” said Tom, “ I’m not happy. 
I ’m very miserable. I don’t regard this 
as good news at all.”

“ And why not, pray,” asked the sur­
prised doctor, while Angelina could 
only look her astonishment.

“ Because there is a condition which 
goes with the offer. I ’m expected to 
give myself over to old D’Arcy, body 
and soul.”

“ And what does that mean, pray?” 
inquired the old man,

“ It means just this, doctor,” an­
swered Tom. “ It’s no use beating 
about the bush. The contemptible 
scoundrel wants that formula.”

“ Well, he’s going to get it.” said Dr. 
Green. “ Haven’t I promised that I’ll 
give it to Angelina and Alfred for a 
wedding present? ”

“ He doesn’t want to wait for the 
wedding,” went on Tom. “ To tell you 
the painful truth, Miss Angelina. I don’t 
think that he intends that there shall be 
any wedding at all. I ’m sorry to have 
to hurt you by saying this. He Iras 
given me to understand that if 1 want 
to be his private secretary at fifty per 
week, I must steal that formula from 
you and bring it to him.”

“ The treacherous scoundrel! " cried 
the old man furiously.

“ Of course, they’re not going to get 
the formula, if I can help it.” said 
Tom. “ But I want to warn you to be 
on your guard. Dr. Green. I guess the 
old villain will stop at nothing to ac­
complish his purpose.”

“ He’ll not succeed,” said the old 
doctor, trembling with anger. “ Only 
when his son is married to my girl shall 
he have that formula, and I ’m sorry 
that I promised it to him, even then. 
If I thought that young Alfred had 
anything to do with this dastardly plot,
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Fd break off this match in a minute: I 
would indeed, my girl.’’

“ Oh. father! ” sobbed Angelina. 
“ How can you suspect Alfred. He’s 
not responsible for' his father’s faults, 
is he? ”

“ I don’t know,” said the old man, 
shaking his head. “ It’s bred in the 
bone, I fear. I suppose we must give 
hint the benefit of the doubt, until we 
find out definitely that he’s mixed up 
in this. If we do, we’ll throw him 
overboard instanter. Angelina. You 
slia’n’t marry a scoundrel, if I can help 
it, no matter how much you care for 
him.”

“ Alfred is not a scoundrel, father,” 
protested Angelina, and left the room 
hurriedly to conceal her tears.

After the old doctor had gone up­
stairs to bed, Angelina came down into 
the dining-room, where Tom was sitting, 
deep hi thought.

Tom saw that her eyes were red with 
weeping.

‘‘ Mr. Watson,” she said, trembling, 
“ Alfred was not present during your 
interview with old Mr. d’Arcv. was 
he?”

“ No,” answered Tom; “ he was not, 
Miss Angelina.”

“ And you’ve got no proof that he 
knew anything about this plot, have 
you? ”

“ No. I can’t say that I have,” re­
plied Tow. “ I ’ve got no proof.”

“ But, nevertheless, you believe that 
Alfred does know about this terrible 
thing, don’t you, Mr. Watson?”

“ Yes, I think that Alfred knows.”
“ Well, what reason have you for 

such a belief? Tell fne that,”
“ Well, I can’t say that I have any 

reason at all for thinking so. Somehow 
or other, though, I mistrust him, in­
stinctively. I think he and his father 
are working together, and that they’re 
capable of any villainy and any kind 
of trick. I hate to say this to you, Miss 
Angelina, knowing what young Alfred 
is to you, but it is my honest opinion.”

“ Oh, but I am sure you are wrong! ” 
cried the girl. “ That is why I don’t 
mind what you say, Mr. Watson. You 
mean well, I know; but you are posi­
tively mistaken.

“ Alfred is true and honest; he would

not stoop to a trick like that. His 
father, I fear, is bad—very bad; but we 
can’t blame Alfred for that, as I said 
before.”

“ I hope that what you say may prove 
to be true, Miss Angelina,” said Tom 
earnestlv.

“ Of course it will,” protested the 
girl. “ You mustn’t jump at conclu­
sions. Mr. Watson. It isn’t fair. You 
must learn to know Alfred better. He 
is quite different from his father. I 
know what you think. I won’t pretend 
that I don’t. You think that Alfred is 
deceiving me. You think that he is only 
wooing me in order to try to learn the 
secret of that formula, don’t you?”

“ I never said that,” said Tom grimly. 
“ I know you didn’t .say so; but I 

also know that that is what you think, 
and you don’t deny it either, I notice. 
Well, answer me this question, Mr. 
Watson. If Alfred’s object in coming 
here has been to steal this formula, why 
has he lost so much time? He has not 
once asked me for the combination of 
the safe or even breathed the subject 
of the formula to me. Why should" he 
have delayed so long?”

“ Excessive caution, possibly,” replied 
Tom. “ But probably I’m wrong. I’ve 
got no right to talk disparagingly of 
young D’Arcy. I’ve no evidence against 
him. Probably I’m wrong and you’re 
right. I hope so, anyway, for your 
sake, Miss Angelina.”

“ Ah, that’s better! ” said the girl, 
smiling. “ Of course I ’m right and 
you’re wrong. Next to Alfred and my 
father, I ’ve come to regard you as the 
best friend I have, Mr. Watson. I hope 
I ’m not too presumptuous in saying so. 
Naturally, I want you and Alfred to be 
on good terms.”

“ I hope that you will always con­
sider me your friend, Miss Angelina,” 
said Tom earnestly.

Of course I shall. Haven’t you 
proved yourself such. By the way, I 
want to thank you for the loyalty you 
have shown in this matter. It was a 
great temptation, I know. I suppose 
there are many men who would Jrave 
been willing to betray us and give up 
that formula in order to obtain the re­
ward that you were offered.”

“ Pshaw!” exclaimed Tom. “ No­
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body but a scoundrel would betray his 
benefactors, and you and your father 
have indeed been benefactors to me, 
Miss Angelina. -

“ Besides, you’re forgetting that it 
wasn’t in my power to betray you, even 
if I had wished to do so. I don't know 
the combination of that safe, you see. I 
guess it’s easy to be honest when it isn't 
in your power to be otherwise.”

“ And do you think it would have 
made any difference, if you had known 
the combination of that safe?” asked 
the girl.

Tom smiled.
“ I wouldn’t like to say,” he an­

swered. “ The temptation was strong. 
I wouldn’t like to say that 1 would not 
have succumbed to it. if it had been 
in my power to do so.”

“ I don’t think so,” said the girl, 
shaking her head emphatically. “ You’re 
not that kind of a man, Mr. Watson. 
You’re too loyal and honest.”

“ How do you know?” asked Tom.
“ Well, I ’ve' got implicit faith in you, 

and I’m going to prove it.”
“ How ?” asked Tom eagerly.
“ By giving you the power to betray 

us. I ’m going to give you the combina­
tion of that safe.”

“ No! N o !” cried Tom hoarsely.
“ Yes,” insisted the girl, smiling, with 

tears in her eyes. “ I want to show my 
trust in you, Mr. Watson. I want to 
prove that I believe in your loyalty to 
my father and to me. I know that 
you’d never dream of betraying us, even 
if you had the power.”

“ I’m very grateful to you for your 
confidence,” said Tom. “ But really, 
Miss Angelina, I’d rather not know that 
combination.”

“ But you must know it,” said the 
girl. “ If I did not entrust you with 
the secret now, it would look as if I did 
not trust you. There are only two per­
sons in the world who know that com­
bination—my father and myself. And 
now there shall be three. My father 
looks upon you as a son, and I as a 
brother. You shall share our secret 
with us, Mr. Watson. Here is the com­
bination.”

She wrote some figures on a piece of 
paper and handed the paper to I om.

He glanced at it almost involuntarily.

and the figures branded themselves upon 
his brain. Then he took the paper and 
held it over the lamp, burning it to
ashes.

“ I’m very grateful for your confi­
dence. Miss Angelina," he said brokenly. 
“ But, really, I ’d rather not know that 
combination.”

He had’destroyed the paper, but he 
could not, help remembering the figures. 
His mind was too quick and retentive 
to enable him to forget them.

He was an arithmetical expert, and 
used to taking in whole columns of fig­
ures at a glance. .

As he went up to his room that night 
he said to himself:

“ God bless her for the trust she re­
poses in me! I’ll try to be worthy 
of it.”

A second later a sudden thought oc­
curred to him and sent the blood rush­
ing through his veins,

“ She’s told me the secret, and she 
hasn’t told it to young D’Arcy, her 
lover,” he said exultingly.

“ She can’t trust hip, after all. She 
trusts me, and she does not trust him, 
There’s hope for me yet.”

CHAPTER XI.
T H E  TRIP TO BOSTON,

T h e  n e x t  d a y  w a s  a  d a y  o f  s u r p r is e s  
f o r  T o m  R o b b in s .

The first surprise he encountered 
when he was on his way to the factory.

He had made up his mind definitely 
that he would stay in the employ of 
D’Arcy & Son for a time at least, in or­
der to be in a position to watch the 
precious pair more closely.

He was crossing the bridge over the 
creek when his eyes were attracted by a 
poster, pasted on one of the steel up­
rights of the structure, and he stopped 
short before it.

It was evident that the poster had 
been there for some days; for it was 
soiled and dilapidated, and part of the 
text had been obliterated by recent rain­
storms.

What remained, however, was start­
ling enough to cause the jaw of Tom 
Robbins to drop and his breath come 
quickly.
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At the lop of the poster was a half­
tone portrait of himself.

Under the portrait was printed:
$100 REWARD.

For the capture of Thomas Robbins, whose picture is 
shown above

W anted by the police of N ew  York City and Peekskiil for 
Burglary and Arson.

Arrest him on sight and notify police of either of above 
cities. One hundred dollars reward will be paid for his arrest.

The specific crimes with which Robbins is charged are 
as follows : _

The rest of the text was the part 
which had been almost obliterated by 
rain and exposure. Tom was just able 
to decipher the names “ Caspar Dolman 
and Peter Robbins.”

“ A h! ” he exclaimed. “ This is 
some of the work of my precious brother 
Peter. He wants to put me in prison 
again. Thinks it would be better for 
him if I was kept out of the way. 
Truly, lie's an affectionate brother. So 
kind and considerate. Well, I'm not 
going to prison if I can help it.

“ This is the first happiness and con­
tentment I ’ve known for years, and I'm 
not going to be deprived of it. Other­
wise, I'd go and give myself up, for 
they can’t prove me guilty of these 
charges. But they’d put me in prison 
for weeks awaiting trial, and I don’t 
want to leave here, especially at this 
time.

“ Now, it’s funny that I ’ve never no­
ticed this poster before. From its af»s 
pearance, it must have been here for 
days. I t’s a funnier thing, too, that no­
body in this village has recognized me 
and earned that hundred dollars re­
ward.” ,

Just then he happened to catch a re­
flection of himself in the water below, 
and he gave vent to a sigh of relief. 
He had quite forgotten his altered ap­
pearance.

His five weeks of sickness had made 
great changes in his looks. His face and 
body were much thinner, and he had al­
lowed a luxuriant beard to grow, unmo­
lested. He wasn’t at all like the man 
on the poster.

“ No, I guess I’m safe from being 
recognized.” he mused. “ Only a per­
son who knew me intimately would be 
able to identify me now. What a lucky 
thing for me that I didn’t shave off this 
beard! I must be more on my guard,

however. I’m glad I noticed this poster 
to-day.

“ I guess they’ve been posted all over 
town. There’s evidently a general 
alarm out for my arrest. Well, as I said 
before, they’re not going to catch me if 
I can help it. I ’ll be very careful.”

That was surprise number one.
Surprise number two came when he 

reached the factory.
Remembering that old D’Arcy had 

told him he could start on his duties as 
secretary that morning, he went straight­
way to the private office, instead of to 
his desk in the accounting department.

He knocked on the door, and old 
D’Arcy’s voice, from within, bade him 
enter.

“ Good morning, sir,” said Tom 
briskly.

“ Good morning. Watson,” answered 
the shoe manufacturer coldly. “ What 
can I do for you?”

“ Tin ready to begin my duties as pri­
vate secretary, Mr. d’Arcv,” answered 
Tom.

The shoe manufacturer frowned.
“ Oh, yes,” he said. “ I was speaking 

to you yesterday about a matter of that 
sort, was I not, Mr. Watson? Well. 
I ’ve changed my mind. I shall not 
need a private secretary, for the present. 
You had better continue at your work as 
entry-clerk until further notice.”

“ Very good, sir,” said Tom.
“ By the way, you remember that mat­

ter I was discussing with you yester­
day?” went on D’Arcy.

“ You mean Dr. Green’s formula, 
s ir?” said Tom.

“ Exactly. I suppose you haven’t 
learned the combination of that safe 
yet, eh?”

“ No, sir,” said Tom.
“ Well, you need not bother to try to 

learn it. I hope you did not take me 
seriously yesterday, Watson. As a mat­
ter of fact, you know I was merely test­
ing your honesty. I wouldn’t ask one 
of my employees to steal for me. I 
take it that anybody who would steal 
for me would -steal front me, if he had 
the chance. Now, if I thought that you 
would really betray your friends and 
steal that formula, because I asked you 
to do so, I’d fire you instantly, Watson.
I wouldn’t have such a man in my office
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for an hour. But I’ve watched you 
closely since you’ve been with us, and 
i feel satisfied that you would never 
have got that formula for me. Isn’t 
that the truth, Watson?”

“ I reckon it is, sir,” said Tom quiet­
ly, wondering what was responsible for 
this change.

a They’re up to some trick,” he 
thought. “ And they no longer need 
my assistance. I must find out what the 
new game is. He can't fool me, the old 
villain.”

“ By the way," continued old D’Arcy 
suddenly, “ I may want you to go to 
Boston to-day and stay there for a few 
days, Watson, on business for the firm. 
Would you care to go?”

“ For how long? ” asked Tom quickly.
“ For a week or so.”
“ No, sir, I ’d rather stay in Benford,” 

replied Tom.
“ There’s .some mischief afoot, and 

they want to get me out of the way-. I 
won’t go,” he told himself.

“ Well, I ’m afraid we’ll have to send 
you,” said D’Arcy sharply. “ It’s im­
portant, and you are the only man we 
can spare. If you want to rise in this 
business, Watson, you must be ready at 
all times to subordinate your own affairs 
for our interests.”

“ I’m very sorry, sir, but I can't leave 
Benford just now.” said Tom doggedly.

“ And why not, pray?” asked the old 
man angrily.

Tom pondered hard to find a reason, 
but could not think of a plausible one.

“ 1 just cannot leave Benford,” he 
said desperately.

“ Well, that’s nonsense, Watson,” re­
joined D’Arcy. “ You just must go to 
Boston. When it gets down to it, I’m 
the boss, you know. I can’t have my 
orders disobeyed.”

“ I’m very sorry, Mr. d’Arcy,” began 
Tom.

“ I’m very sorry, too, to see you dis­
play such gross disobedience to orders,” 
interposed the old man. “ I’ve got no 
time for argument, Mr. Watson. You 
leave for Boston by the three o’clock 
train.”

“ I can’t do it,” said Tom doggedly.
“ Either you leave by the three o’clock 

train, or you quit the job. I ’ll give you 
until then to think it over. This insub­

ordination is very exasperating. I can’t 
tolerate it, Mr. Watson. I’ve got im­
portant business in Boston for you to 
transact, and if you attended to it 
properly, I planned to give you that 
private secretary job. I’ll give you until 
two o’clock to think it over. That will 
be all now.”

As Tom left the private office, he 
tried to make up his mind as to what 
;;e should do.

“ I don’t want to leave the employ of 
D’Arcy & Son just yet,” he mused. 
“ And yet I can’t go to Boston. It’s a 
scheme to get me out of the way. I feel 
sure of it. They’ve got some plot afoot, 
I ’ll wager. That’s why the old thief 
has changed his mind about wanting 
me to get him that formula. Something 
has occurred overnight to cause him to 
alter his plans. He’s going to try some­
thing else, and it’s necessary to get me 
out of the Greens’ house.

“ Well, I won’t go. I’ll leave the job 
first. I ’ve got no proof that that mis­
sion to Boston isn’t legitimate business; 
but somehow I just feel that it isn’t, 
and I’m not going to take any chances 
of harm coming to Angelina and the 
doctor."

When two o’clock arrived, Tom re­
ceived a summons to D’Arcv’s private 
office. •

As Tom entered the room he noticed 
that Alfred d’Arcy was standing in the 
background, apparently gazing abstract­
edly out of the window.

“ Well, Watson,” said D’Arcy senior, 
“ I suppose you’ve thought better of it, 
and are ready to go to Boston, eh?”

“ No, sir. I regret to say that I can’t 
go,” answered Tom.

“ And you can give no reason for re­
fusing? ”

“ Well, there are reasons why I can’t 
leave Benford just now; but I can’t tell 
you what they are, sir.”

“ What do you think of him, Al­
fred ? ” said the old man, turning to his 
son. “ He came here at your recommen­
dation. Perhaps he’ll be willing to ex­
plain to you this insubordination.”

Alfred d’Arcy left the window and 
walked over to his father’s desk.

“ What’s the trouble, Watson?” he 
said quietly. “ 'Why don’t you go to 
Boston, as my father orders?”
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There was something in his manner 
which irritated Tom, and caused him to 
throw discretion to the winds.

“ I ’ll tell you why,” he cried hotly. 
“ I won’t leave Ben ford, because’ I don’t 
care to leave Dr. Given and his daugh­
ter just now. I want to be on hand to 
protect them. There’s mischief on foot, 
and I'm going to. prevent it. Do you 
understand ? ”

He repented of the words as soon as 
he had uttered them, and cursed him­
self for a fool.

“ What does the fellow mean?” asked. 
D’Arcy of his son, with a puzzled look 
oil his face.

Alfred shrugged his shoulders.
“ I can’t imagine.” lie said quietly. 

“ Perhaps Watson will be good enough 
to explain. He knows, of course, that 
I am greatly interested in the welfare of 
the Greens, and his startling words fill 
me with alarm. What mischief do you 
apprehend, Watson?”

By this time Tom had recovered his. 
presence of mind, and he answered 
calmly:

“ Well, sir, It's just this. I ’ve heard 
that strange tramps have been in Ben- 
ford, and I’m afraid to leave the doc­
tor and Miss Green alone at night.”

He invented this explanation, hoping 
that it would allay the suspicions his in­
cautious outburst must have aroused in 
their minds.

To his great surprise, however, he 
noticed that his words had an extraor­
dinary' effect on both the father and son. 
Old D’Arcy turned very red. and Al­
fred’s face paled perceptibly.

Tom noticed that a significant look 
passed between the young man and the

“ Well, your loyalty to the Greens 
does you credit,” said Alfred after a 
long pause. ■ “ I feel too much inter­
ested in their welfare to allow my 
father to punish you for your insub­
ordination. I’m grateful to you, Wat­
son, very grateful. I've heard of no 
strange tramps being seen in Benford; 
but if there are any. we’ll look out for 
them. I ’ll have an armed guard sta­
tioned at the house of Dr. Green. That 
ought to satisfy you. I suppose you'll 
consent to go to Boston now, eh? ”

“ No, sir,” replied Tom. “ If there’s 
going to be an armed guard up there, 
I want to be the armed guard. You’ll 
have to send somebody else to Boston.”

“ Then you can leave this factory in­
stantly,” thundered the old man.

“ Otic minute! ” cried Alfred. 
“ Leave the room, Watson. I want to 
have a private talk with my father. I ’ll 
send for you in a few minutes. Wait 
outside the door.”

Tom left the private office, positive 
now that mischief was afoot.

About five minutes afterward the door 
opened and Alfred beckoned to him to 
come inside.

“ My son has interceded for you,” 
said old D’Arcy. “ He takes an interest 
in you, and he’s begged me not to fire 
you, although you richly merit it for 
your disobedience. You can go back to 
your desk. I ’ll get somebody else to go 
to Boston.”

“ Thank you,” said Tom, and as he 
left the room he said to himself:

M Now, I wonder what this all means. 
I wonder why the old man and young 
Alfred became so rattled whe* I spoke 
of strange tramps in Ben/ord. T’ve got 
to solve this mystery.”elder one.

(To be continued.)

THE WELCOME.

Come in the evening or come in the morning,
Come when you’re look’d for, or come without warning,
Kisses and welcome you’ll find here before you,
And the oftener you come here, the more I’ll adore you.
Light is my heart since the day we were plighted,
Red is my cheek that they told me was blighted;
And the green of the trees looks far greener than ever,
And the linnets are singing, “ True lovers, don’t sever! ”

Thomas Davis.



A CONSPIRACY IN GREENBACKS.
B y F R E D  V .  G R E E N E ,  J r .

The farmer who was enticed by a 
harrowing consequences and an

T HOMAS WILLIAMS’S face hard­
ened as he turned to his wife.

“ Now, Lucy, they ain’t no use a harp­
in’ on the subject. I ain’t got the money 
to spare, an’ thet’s all they is to i t ! ”

“ But I ain’t hed a new dress for over 
six years,” his wife continued sadly.
“ and Lizzie Hall jest hed one made to 
wear to the sociable. My old black one 
is awful shabby lookin’.”

The hard lines around the farmer’s 
mouth shaped themselves into a sneer.

“ If I hed as much money’s Jim Hall 
he?—but they ain’t no use arguin’—I 
ain’t got it and thet ends i t ! ”

His jaws closed with a snap, and push­
ing his chair back from the table with a 
noisy scraping upon the clean, hard 
floor of the kitchen, he angrily jerked 
his hat from its accustomed peg, and 
strode through the doorway toward the 
stable, to finish the chores.

“ Wimmen are so durned extravagant,” 
he muttered angrily. “ Jest ’cause"one 
of ’em hez a new dress, it puts it into the 
heads of ev’ry one of ’em fer miles 
aroun’ thet they must hev one too. They 
ought t’ be a law—”

He stopped abruptly and faced toward 
the road, as the rumble of wagon-wheels 
was heard through the gathering twi­
light.

“ S’pose thet’s Jim Hall now, deliv­
erin’ the mail,” he growled, feeling a 
personal antipathy for the man whose 
wife he blamed for putting, as he ex­
pressed it, “ durn fool notions ” into his 
own wife’s head.

It was an unusual occurrence for any 
mail to come for Williams, who was 
known as the stingiest man in Litchfield 
County. Nor did he ever look for any, 
but as he turned to continue his walk 
toward the stable, he again stopped, 
realizing that the vehicle had come to a 
sudden halt in front of his house, then 
continued on its way.

Get-rich quick” process, with 
utterly unlooked-for termination.

Forgetting for a moment the unfin­
ished chores, Williams walked toward the 
little wooden box he had nailed to a 
post by the roadside. He did not hurry 
or display any eagerness. To him a 
letter foreboded trouble—a begging ap­
peal for more time to pay interest upon 
one of the mortgages held by him.

Reaching the box, he pulled out a 
letter and roughly pushing it into his 
overalls-pocket, went to the stable and 
finished the day’s work in darkness.

“ Didn’t Jim Hall leave a letter to­
night?” Mrs. Williams queried, as her 
husband entered the house again. 
“ Seems like I heard him stop.”

“ Yep,” he snapped, seating himself 
in his accustomed chair. “ Wonder who 
it is ain’t got th’ interest on their mort­
gage this time? ”

Mrs. Williams realized that her hus­
band was not in a very genial frame of 
mind, and refrained from questioning 
further. But as she continued wiping 
the dishes, she cast frequent glances in 
his direction.

Slowly he drew the crumpled letter 
from his pocket, pressed the creases out 
carefully, and examined the address. 
With a grunt of satisfaction, he tore open 
the envelope and carefully perused the 
contents. This consisted of one sheet of 
letter-paper of the Treasury Department 
of the United States, and upon which 
was written the following:

W ashington. D. C.
Mr. T homas W illiam s, Riverton, 

Conn.:
Dear S ir : Your name having been 

given me by a mutual friend, I wish to 
take up with you, through my brother, 
Mr. Horace B. Lawson, a matter of 
financial interest and gain to you.

My brother will call upon you in a day 
or two, and as I am informed you are 
always ready to investigate an oppor­
tunity for a sure investment that will

464
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yield large returns, I trust you will give 
him, out of your valuable time, enough 
to allow an explanation of his errand.

I remain, very truly yours,
B urton B. L awson.

As Williams slowly folded up the 
letter, his wife briefly queried i “ What 
is i t? ”

“ Nothin’—nothin’ at all," he hastened 
to reply, and soon fell into a state of 
thoughtfulness, from which he awakened 
to realize that his wife had retired, 
and that the chill in the air proved 
the fire in the stove had gone out.

The letter made a great impression 
upon the close-fisted,- penurious old 
farmer. He wondered how they had 
heard of him in Washington, and what 
the investment could be to which Mr. 
Lawson referred.

With these thoughts upon his mind 
he sought his bed, and although he 
remained awake for some time, he was 
up and dressed at his regular hour the 
next morning, anxious and waiting for 
the call of Mr. Lawson’s brother, which 
was indefinitely promised to be made 
11 in a day or two.”

He had not long to wait. After break­
fast he busied himself preparing some 
new nests in the hen-house, desirous of 
being within easy call when the envoy 
should arrive, and had just started upon 
the work when the rumble of carriage- 
wheels attracted his attention. He 
emerged from the building to find him­
self face to face with a well-dressed 
young man, who had just alighted from 
his carriage.

“ Are you Mr. Williams?” he queried, 
advancing toward the farmer with out­
stretched hand.

“ Yes, I be. And you—”
“ Mr. Lawson. You received my 

brother’s letter ? ”
The farmer nodded.
“ Then let us adjourn to the house. 

I wish to intrude upon your time to a 
small extent. May I ? ”

Williams was somewhat taken aback 
by the free, sanguine manner of his 
caller, but he mutely led the way and 
they passed through the house and into 
the front room, which served as parlor 
and office.

“ This matter is strictly confidential,”
6 A

Lawson began, as soon as they were 
seated.

Then, in a low tone, he continued: 
“ This is a great opportunity for you, Mr. 
Williams. My brother is employed in 
the Treasury Department at Washington, 
and has charge of the destroying of all 
the worn and dilapidated bills which 
have been sent in, and for which new 
ones are issued. But he does not destroy 
all of them—I have with me a few thou­
sand.”

Lawson smiled significantly, as he 
pointed to a traveling-bag he carried. 
“ Of course, we could not put them back 
into circulation at Washington—they 
would get to the Treasury too quickly, 
and spoil the game.

11 But I could sell them to you,” he 
continued, “ on your promise not to use 
them for thirty days. Do not even put 
them iii the bank. At the end of that 
time we will have cleared up enough for 
us to — well, not need the Department 
any more.”

He finished with a laugh.
Williams looked skeptically at the 

man before him.
Lawson noted he had not made the 

impression he had* expected, and con­
tinued, as he opened his bag and took 
from within a huge bundle of bills, all 
of which were torn and soiled: “ This is 
the way they come. Examine them 
yourself.”

He dropped them carelessly into Will­
iams’s lap.

The farmer examined them eagerly, 
critically. At the sight of such a large 
roll of money, his excitement rose with 
his desire to possess it.

“ What do ye want fer ’em?” he 
queried hoarsely.

“ Oh, you can have that bundle— 
there’s five hundred there—for two hun­
dred dollars, providing you promise to 
hold them for one month."

Williams’s eyes bulged from their 
sock e ts .

“ Be they all good?” he queried 
tremulously, as he carefully examined 
them one by one.

“ Why, of course,” Lawson laughed 
quietly. “ It’s simply a business deal, 
that’s all. We can’t use them in Wash­
ington ; but if you use them up here in 
a month, they’ll be some time getting
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back to the Department, and they may 
never reach there at all. In any event, 
they could never trace them to you.”

“ I l l  was sure— ”
“ Why, here,” Lawson interrupted, 

“ I ’ll tell you what I’ll do. Select any 
ten bills out of that bundle—I’ll trust 
you—and take them to your bank to 
prove their genuineness. But don’t 
leave them there—bring them back. I’ll 
go with you.”

This statement allayed any suspicions 
the farmer had, and with plainly appa­
rent embarrassment for the mistrust he 
had felt, in view of the other’s frank­
ness, he exclaimed: “ I think—”

“ You need have no fear, Mr. Will­
iams,” Lawson broke in. “ You have 
my brother’s address, and if at any time 
before the thirty days are up you wish 
to recall the bargain, he will gladly re­
turn your money. A Treasury Depart­
ment official—”

“ ’Scuse me, sir, but I meant no 
offense to yer brother. I ’ll take ’em !”

The farmer arose, -and going to a 
large, old-fashioned secretary, unlocked 
it, and counting out two hundred dol­
lars, put in their place the large bundle 
of dilapidated one and two-dollar bills, 
first counting and recounting them.

After shaking hands cordially, the 
interview evas over, and Lawson drove 
out of the yard, after inviting Williams 
and his wife to pay him and his brother 
a visit, should they ever come to Wash­
ington.

“ Who was thet young man, Thom­
as?” Mrs. Williams queried as lie 
turned toward the house again.

“ H im ?” Williams replied absently. 
“ Oh, he was a young man wot come to 
see me on some bizness. Mighty fine 
young feller, eh?”

“ But wot bizness? ” persisted Mrs. 
Williams.

The farmer faced his wife angrily.
“ Look here, Lucy, I ain’t botherin' 

myself with yer runnin1 of the house, 
am I? Well, don’t you be botherin’ 
with my affairs ! ”

With this final admonition, he strode 
in the direction of the barn, where he 
busied himself with the many duties 
demanding his attention there.

He went at his work with a light 
heart, and more than once. a self-satis­

fied chuckle escaped him, as his mind 
reverted to the investment of the morn­
ing* To make three hundred dollars so 
easily was a new experience to Will­
iams, and added to this, the fact that he 
was known and recognized by men of 
affairs at Washington, put the old 
farmer in a more genial mood than had 
been his for many months.

Suddenly the clanging of the old 
cracked bell that was used by Mrs. Will­
iams as a dinner-call broke rudely upon 
his ears.

“ By gqrry! ” he exclaimed aloud as 
he walked slowly in the direction of the 
house, his head bent toward the ground. 
“ If I could only make three hundred 
every day—”

He halted abruptly and glanced to­
ward the road, where a carriage had 
pulled up.

“ Does Mr. Thomas Williams live 
here?” the occupant queried in a loud 
voice.

“ He does—I’m him! ” the farmer re­
turned. “ Gosh, I wonder if this is an­
other feller goin’ to present me with 
three hundred more,” he murmured to 
himself, with a quiet laugh.

“ I want to see you on important 
business,” the stranger called, springing 
from his vehicle.

With long, firm steps he strode toward 
Williams, who stood in the driveway, a 
peculiarly pleased expression upon his 
face.

As the stranger halted in front of the 
farmer, he began bruskly: “ You had a 
business deal this morning with a man 
who called himself Lawson, didn’t 
you ? ”

For a moment Williams did not an­
swer — his common sense forbade his 
doing so. In his own mind he realized 
that in buying the money he made him­
self a party to the crime, yet he con­
sidered at the time the chances of de­
tection so small that they were not 
worth thinking of. But now he was at 
a loss how to reply,

“ I repeat, did you? ” the stranger 
queried impatiently.

There was a certain seriousness to the 
question that did not escape the farm­
er’s detection, and he quickly answered: 
“ No. I did—”

“ None of that, now!” the stranger
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interrupted, throwing back his coat and 
disclosing a shield. “ I am a secret- 
service detective from Washington, and 
have been tracing this man Lawson for 
three weeks. He and his brother, who 
is employed in the Treasury Depart­
ment, have been working a clever game. 
The brother steals the money entrusted 
to him to destroy, and this one sells it. 
But a crook always gets pulled up, 
sooner or later.

“ I caught him over in the town a 
little while ago, and after a good sweat­
ing he confessed the whole game, and 
also that you had bought some from 
him this morning, knowing fully how 
he came by it. In other words, you are 
as great a criminal as he is, and I place 
you under arrest! ”

Seizing the farmer’s arm roughly, he 
ordered: “ Come on, without any fuss.”

As Williams realized the gravity of 
the charge, his face turned a deathly 
greenish-white; and as he staggered, 
the heavy hand upon his arm tightened 
its grip.

“ Come On, without any trouble,” the 
officer again commanded.

“ But—but—I ain’t done nothin’
wrong.” Williams protested brokenly.

The other burst into a harsh laugh.
“ You don’t consider your aiding a 

plot to rob the government a crime, eh? 
Well, I ’m not your judge—there are 
others paid to be that—I’m only paid 
to get you. So, come on! ”

Williams endeavored to speak, but the 
words would not come. He tried to 
think, but it was a useless task.

The only picture before him showed 
his neighbors all gathered together and 
laughing at his predicament. He knew 
only too well how they hated and de­
spised him, and how they would gloat 
over his trouble.

“ Thomas, ain’t ye cornin’ in to 
dinner? ”

Williams started at the voice of his 
wife, and, looking up, beheld her stand­
ing in the kitchen doorway, gazing won- 
deringly at the stranger who was hold­
ing her husband’s arm so determinedly.

“ Yes—no—I’ll be there—in a mo­
ment,” he stammered, glancing appeal­
ingly toward the man at his side.

With the first display of consideration 
the detective had shown, he ordered, in

a low tone: “ I must ask *you to give 
over to me the money you got from this 
Lawson this morning, which was stolen 
from the government—the five hundred 
dollars. Then we’ll go.”

“ It’s inside,” the farmer groaned. 
“ Come with me and I’ll get it.”

But the detective stayed the step to­
ward the house Williams attempted to 
take.

“ Remember, no funny business—I am 
an officer of the government.” Eying 
Williams suspiciously, he added: “ It 
would only go harder—”

“ Man, I ain’t no fool,” the farmer 
broke in bitterly. “ I been one yester­
day—I ain’t goin’ to be one to-day, 
too.”

The old man’s manner, looks, and 
words showed such sincerity that the de­
tective was immediately reassured.

“ Lead the way,” he briefly ordered, 
and, following his prisoner, they passed 
through the kitchen and into the parlor, 
where, earlier in the day, the deed had 
been done that the farmer was now help­
less to undo.

As they passed Mrs. Williams, who 
stood at one side, she noted the faltering 
footsteps and bowed head of her hus­
band, and wondered, but wisely refrained 
from questioning.

With trembling fingers, Williams un­
locked the old secretary, and drawing 
out a bundle of greenbacks, handed them 
to the officer with a sigh of relief, feel­
ing that in a way the return of the stolen 
money atoned for his part in the crime.

The detective counted the bills care­
fully, then as carefully recounted them. 
At the conclusion of the task, he fin­
gered the frayed and worn notes idly, 
as if in deep thought.

At last he looked up, an expression in 
his face that was in direct contrast to 
any he had previously shown.

“ Mr. Williams, pardon me for my 
former remarks and outspoken suspi­
cions,” he began kindly, “ but in our 
line of work we meet all classes of crim­
inals, and we always consider a man 
guilty until we have positive proof of 
his innocence.”

Again he paused, apparently thinking 
deeply upon some matter of great im­
portance. The farmer’s eyes stared di­
rectly at him, and through their look of
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terror and despair showed a trace of 
hopefulness.

Suddenly the detective raised his head.
“ See here, Mr. Williams, I’ve been 

thinking this matter over,” he exclaimed. 
“ I don’t want to blast the remaining 
days of an old man, particularly one 
who has unwittingly made himself a 
criminal.”

“ Ye mean, ye won’t arrest m e?” the 
farmer burst out. '■ Ye mean, ye set me 
free? ”

“ No—not exactly.” The officer was 
weighing the matter carefully in his 
mind. “ You see, I have to protect my­
self. My duty is to arrest you; but I 
hesitate about doing so. If I were posi­
tive this Lawson—he and I are the only 
ones who know of this matter—if I 
were sure he would not implicate you, 
I would take all the risk, and not arrest 
you.”

“ Oh, sir, don’t ye think ye could per­
suade him not to say nothin’ ’bout me?” 
Williams pleaded eagerly. “ I ’d do any­
thin’ fer him—”

“ Hold on ! ” the detective interrupted. 
“ Your remark just now showed me. the 
way.”

The farmer leaned forward excitedly.
“ You see.” the officer continued, 

“ Lawson will be wanting a lawyer now, 
and they cost like the Old Harry. If 
you will agree to this, I ’ll let you go en­
tirely and run all risks, although I ex­
pect nothing but your thanks. It is that 
you send him a couple of hundred 
dollars to help him out. I ’ll attend to 
the rest.”

For a moment Williams did not at­
tempt to speak, his mouth twitching ner­
vously and his features distorted as if 
in physical pain.

“ I don’t see—I can’t un’erstand—” 
he faltered.

“ Of course, suit yourself,” the officer 
broke in. “ It’s really nothing to me. 
I only suggest it to help you in your 
predicament, and by so doing I may be 
putting myself in a- hole. You know, I 
have three other cases against Lawson, 
and I think two hundred would seal his 
mouth regarding you—I want nothing 
for myself except your friendship and 
the thanks of an old man who has been 
the dupe of others.”

“ But he already has two hundred of

mine,” the farmer groaned. “ Wouldn’t 
that do? He kin keep thet, if ye’ll only 
let me go.”

“ I am afraid that much would not 
do. In a case like this one, .a lawyer 
would exact a big fee, knowing just what 
a hopeless case he is undertaking. But 
I must hurry. I think the best thing to 
do is to forget our conversation entirely 
—you had better come along with me.”

He arose and placed his hand heavily 
upon the old man’s arm.

“ No—not that 1 ” Williams screamed. 
“ I can’t go! I ’ll pay the money gladly 
if ve can promise me— Oh. what shall 
I do?”

“ Suit yourself,” was the calm remark 
of the other. “ It’s your affair, not 
mine. But you must decide quickly.”

The farmer buried his face in his 
hands. He could not reconcile himself 
to the loss of four hundred dollars, 
neither could he go to jail upon a crime 
that magnified itself every moment.

A mental picture of himself in prison, 
wearing the usual stripes, passed before 
his eyes.

Slowly he raised his head, and with 
traces of tears upon his weather-stained 
countenance, mumbled brokenly: “ I
trust ye, sir—I’ll do it! ”

Walking falteringly toward the old 
secretary, he extracted a roll of bills 
from within, and, counting out the re­
quired number with fingers that shook 
as one stricken with the palsy, handed 
them over to the officer of the law.

“ Ye’ll see he gits them? ” he begged, 
“ and thet I ain’t brought into the 
case?”

“ | ’ll do my best, and can safely 
promise you success. I really think you 
are pursuing the only plan left open for 
you. You, a man of wealth and a power 
in your community, going to jail—”

“ Don’t—don't—I can’t think of it! ” 
the other wailed, closing his eyes to shut 
out the horrible picture.

Tiie officer was upon his feet in­
stantly.

“ I will not trouble you further. It 
is long past the time I intended getting 
back to my prisoner, and I am truly 
glad I am going back alone.”

Extending his hand, he seized the 
farmer’s and, clasping it sincerely, add­
ed: “ Good-by, sir—a-nd take the advice
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of one who has had years of experience 
in just such cases as this—that every­
thing in this world has a face value— 
when it is offered much below that, un­
less you know your man and the circum­
stances relative to its being offered, 
be suspicious.”

Williams could not voice his thanks. 
He tried, but the words died in his 
throat, and he mutely led the way to 
the front door, which he unlocked with 
quivering, clumsy fingers.

He waved his hand to the officer as 
he stepped into his carriage, and fol­
lowed him with his eyes as he drove 
down the road.

For a moment he stood rooted to the 
spot, endeavoring to decide just what 
plan to pursue. He dreaded the ques­
tions he knew his wife would ask re­
garding the visitor, and fully realized 
that his answers would not satisfy her.

He felt he could not admit the truth 
—by doing so he would be lowered in 
her estimation as a sharp, shrewd man 
of business. And to lose four hundred 
dollars, and she know of it—he shud­
dered at the remarks she would make, 
and was sure this would be a matter to 
which she would always refer, if refused 
any request for money.

Glancing fearfully around him, he tip­
toed off the porch, and by a devious 
route through the apple-orchard at the 
side of the house, he reached the barn 
without passing the kitchen door, where 
he knew his wife was awaiting his re­
turn—and explanations.

He wanted an excuse to get away—as 
far away as possible, if only for the rest 
of the day. An idea occurred to him— 
early that morning his wife had re­
marked that a trip to town should be 
made for a bag of cracked corn, as there 
was none on hand for the little chickens.

He hurriedly hitched up the horse to 
the spring wagon, jumped in, and drove 
to the kitchen door.

“ Where ye goin’ now, Thomas?” his 
wife queried before he had an oppor­
tunity to speak.

“ Goin’ to git thet cracked corn ye 
spoke about this mornin’,” he replied, 
avoiding the eyes he knew were directed 
so suspiciously at him.

“ Ye be, eh? Well, hev ye gone clean 
crazy—ye ain’t hed yer dinner yet! ”

“ Don’t want none. I ain’t hungry, 
atjyway.”

With a final look of disgust, Mrs. 
Williams turned from the door to busy 
herself with her household duties. Heav­
ing a deep sigh of relief, Williams chor­
tled to his horse, and was soon jogging 
along the dusty road that led to the 
town.

Arriving there, he tied his animal se­
curely to one of the many hitching- 
posts that lined the street in front of 
the mill, and, going inside, received the, 
to him, pleasant information that they 
had no cracked corn; but as they were 
about to grind some, it would be ready 
in an hour.

A feeling of satisfaction at the delay 
passed over him as he emerged from the 
building—he was like a drowning man 
grabbing frantically at straws. Any 
excuse to put off facing his wife was 
good news to him.

“ Hallo, Tom Williams!” a cheery 
voice called.

He glanced up, startled at the sound 
of his own name, and saw, hurrying 
across the street toward him, John Kin­
ney, the village constable, resplendent in 
a new policeman’s uniform the town had 
just furnished him.

Behind the rich blue cloth and the 
brass buttons, his large frame and sunny 
face made a picture for which the old 
man plainly showed his admiration.

“ John, ye look fine—jest fine!” he 
burst out, forgetting momentarily his 
own troubles. “ When did ye git i t? ”

The constable’s face beamed with de­
light at the praise of the farmer, who 
was rarely known to express any re­
marks of a complimentary nature.

“ I jest got it yesterday,” he replied. 
“ Fits splendid, don’t it? Purty fine, 
eh?”

His eyes glanced approvingly down 
his broad chest to the tips of his newly 
polished shoes.

“ It certainly do,” the farmer agreed, 
examining one of the large brass buttons 
that lent added dignity to the front of 
the long-skirted coat.

“ Glad to hev seen ye, Tom,” the con­
stable exclaimed; “ but I got to go 
down to Torland on the two-eleven 
train. It’s only three miles, but as long 
as the town pays my fare, I’m goin’ to
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ride. Got to deliver a paper fer. Judge 
Sparks.”

Drawing from his pocket a large sil­
ver watch, he added: “ Gosh ! It’s two- 
five now—I’ve got to run. Wish ye 
were goin’ down, too. I’d like yer com­
pany, an’ I’m cornin’ right back.”

“ I'll go. John!” The officer had 
already turned, but the fanner's words 
halted him abruptly.

“ I ’ll pay yer fare if ye will, Tom.”
This remark was caused by his knowl­

edge of the penury of Williams, so well 
known to every one for miles around.

“ No, ye—” -
“ Come on, then. We got to run 

fer it.”
With surprising agility for the years 

and rheumatism of the farmer, and the 
fleshiness of the constable, the pair 
started on a dash toward the railroad 
station. An engine whistle in the dis­
tance caused them to redouble their 
efforts, and they rushed up to the sta*\ 
tion platform, panting and exhausted.

“ Durn—it—a ll! ” the constable ex­
claimed between breaths. “ It’s only— 
the New York train. Ours can’t—come 
in — until that one passes. Ours is 
probably—waitin’ up the—road a piece, 
on the switch. I’ll git the tickets.”

With these remarks, he hurried into 
the little waiting-room.

As Kinney disappeared, Williams 
turned just in time to see a figure rush 
from around the corner of the station, 
and he recognized his caller of the 
morning, the secret-service agent, who 
raced up to him.

“ Mr. Williams, you are not going—” 
He glanced around fearfully in all di­
rections, and added: “ If you will prom­
ise not to have us pinched, we’ll return 
your money.”

The farmer was dumfounded. He 
could not grasp the meaning of the new 
turn of events, but stared vacantly at 
the man.

“ But ye—” he began.
“ Here’s your money!” the other in­

terrupted. “ Count it quickly: We'll
leave town immediately on this train for 
New York.”

Williams seized the bundle of bills 
thrust into his hand as the heavy train 
rolled into the station. At that same 
moment the still puffing Kinney returned

to his side, and as he caught sight of 
the roll of bills the farmer held, his 
eyes distended to twice their usual size 
in astonishment.

“ Why, Tom—” Kinney exclaimed.
“ It’s all right,” Williams hastened 

to interrupt, a strange smile settling it­
self upon his features as a great light 
dawned upon him.

With an apprehensive glance toward 
Kinney, the secret-service agent of the 
morning sprang upon a car platform of 
the already moving train, quickly fol­
lowed by the man who called himself 
Lawson, and who appeared from the 
other end of the station.

Williams saw and realized. Hastily 
counting the bills he held, he found 
they amounted to exactly four hundred 
dollars.

“ They cert’inly bed a slick game,” he 
muttered beneath his breath. “ Wonder 
who else got caught.”

“ Wot ye say, Tom? ” queried the con­
stable.

“ Nothin’,” was the brief reply.
“ Here comes our train,” Kinney re­

marked, glancing up the track.
“ Guess I won’t go, after all,” Will­

iams observed slowly. “ I’m goin’ 
home. Oh, here, John, buy a present fer 
the kids.”

He peeled off a five-dollar bill from 
the roll, and thrusting it into the aston­
ished man’s hand, turned and abruptly 
retraced his steps toward the mill where 
he had left his horse and wagon.

Knowing Williams's avaricious, close- 
fisted reputation, the constable gazed at 
the retreating figure in amazement, then 
at the money in his hand.

“ Well, of all things! ” he muttered 
in a bewildered tone.

The old. farmer’s steps were light 
and care-free as he hurried up the street. 
His first astonishment had given way to 
a feeling of joy and happiness that he 
had not known for many years.

“ Purty slick critters, them.” he 
chuckled- under his breath. “ Guess 
everythin’ 'cep! the money was a fraud 
—thet sure was real. An’ bv them work- 
in’ together that way, they could easy 
clear up a case a day. and then skip the 
town. I see, now, why that feller Law- 
son were so insistin’ thet I keep the five 
hundred in th* house—so I’d hev it
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handy fer his partner when he come. 
And when they see me runnin’ up with 
John Kinney, in constable’s clothes, they 
thought I was a goin’ to hev them jailed. 
It’s luck fer me—”

He stopped abruptly before a dry-

goods store, then entered without the 
least hesitation,

“ I’m goin’ to s’prise Lucy—I’ll git 
her thet dress she wanted. And it won’t 
be jest plain black—it’ll be black silk. 
She deserves it, anyway.”

S E C R E T  E N E M I E S /
By F . K, SCRIBN ER,

Author of "A  Conflict with Caesar,” “ The Eagle of Empire,*’ “ The Ravens of the Rhine,*’etc. 

The man with a difficult trust to execute in a strange country 
and threatened by foes whom he has no means of knowing.

S Y N O P S IS  O F  C H A P T E R S  P R E V IO U S L Y  P U B L IS H E D .

A rriving in P a ris  to  visit h is frien d , V ic to r de M arras t, S ir  H a ro ld  Cam pbell dis­
covers th a t  th e  m arquis has been consigned to  the B astile  th ro u g h  a le t tre  de  c a ch e t  in the  
hands o f som e po w erfu l enem y. C am pbell sets ou t in haste  fo r the C hateau B leaum ont 
to  aid  M ile, de M a rras t, w hom  he has reason to believe is also in  danger. A t an  inn 
som e d istance fro m  F ou lon  he is o v ertaken  by De M a rra s t’s bu tle r, Jean  Labrie, w ith the  
new s th a t  M ile, de M a rra s t has been decoyed from  the  chateau  by a fa lse  m essage, and  
th a t, e sco rted  by th ree  o f he r enem ies, she will p robably  stop a t the  inn th a t n igh t on  he r 
w ay to  P a r is . In  an a ttem p t to  rescue her, Cam pbell and L ab rie  rouse  the F ren chm en , one 
o f w hom  is quickly overcom e. L abrie  a ttacks a second, D estrade , in th e  hall, w hile the  
th ird , De C harily, engages w ith Cam pbell in M ile, de M a rra s t’s rpom . C am pbell calls to 
the  g irl to  escape by the window', and  forces the  fight out o f h e r room  in to  the  hall.

CHAPTER VII ( continued).
A  RAPIER, A  TA BLE, AN D A HORSE- 

PISTOL.

H IS opponent’s back was toward the 
two Frenchmen, so Campbell could 

see something of what was taking place 
between them. Destrade had disentangled 
himself and rose painfully; but though 
one hand was powerless, and the blood 
flowed from a gash in his forehead, he 
was still able to wield a sword.

Labrie, however, was not so fortunate, 
for, besides being entirely unarmed, he 
was pinned down by the table in such a 
manner that he could not even struggle 
to his knees.

The expression upon his enemy’s face 
showed he would be pitiless; only a 
moment, it seemed, stood between tire 
hapless butler and a sword thrust' through 
the body.

Campbell took in all this in a glance, 
for he dared not take his eyes from the 
face of De Charny. After the rapid 

*  B e g a n  A u g u s t  A rgosy .

assault and desperate defense, the two 
men were content to remain motionless 
for a moment, their blades pressing 
against each other.

Then Campbell, driven to action by the 
danger which threatened his companion, 
renewed the combat fiercely; but this 
time the Frenchman did not give back.

Destrade limped forward until he 
stood almost above his prostrate enemy. 
With the utmost coolness he measured the 
distance, looking down with angry, nar­
rowed eyes. Then he drew back his arm 
and poised the point above the breast of 
the helpless butler.

Fabric's lips quivered, and instinctively 
he threw out one hand. A ghastly smile 
distorted the blood - stained face of his 
enemy. The steel flashed coldly in the 
candle-light; giving up all as lost, Labrie 
uttered a groan and closed his eyes.

Then suddenly a voice rang out in the 
hall. The butler opened his eyes and 
stared up at the blade hovering above his 
heart; but the steel did not descend.
S in g le  c o p ie s , 10 c e n ts .
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Destrade was no longer looking down, 
but toward the- outer door, which opened 
onto the veranda. In this opening stood 
the hostler, Fortier.

In his hand he held an enormous horse- 
pistol, the muzzle of which was pointed 
at the head of the astonished Frenchman. 
Between the mouth of this atrocious 
weapon and Destrade’s eyes was scarcely 
ten feet; he could discern the charge of 
lead slugs which had been rammed into 
the Black depths.

“ Drop your sword, monsieur/’  said 
the hostler harshly. “ It does not please 
me that you should murder a helpless 
man.”

Destrade uttered an oath, but under­
standing perfectly that the hostler was 
terribly in earnest, he lowered his arm.

“ Get up, my friend,” continued For­
tier.

And Labrie, rolling over, dragged him­
self from under the table and retreated 
behind the shelter of the horse-pistol.

“ Good ! ” grunted the hostler, “ Now, 
messieurs may be permitted to finish their 
interrupted argument.”

He motioned toward Campbell and De 
Charnv.

But the end came quickly. The French­
man, thrown off his guard for an instant 
by the sound of the loud voice behind 
him, left an opening. Campbell’s blade 
darted through it, and the steel went 
a hand’s breadth into his shoulder.

De Charny uttered a sharp cry, reeled 
back, and fell upon his knees. Campbell 
drew back his arm. and the stricken man 
rolled over upon his side.

For a moment silence reigned in the 
hall. Then Destrade, with an awkward 
movement—for he could use but one hand 
—sheathed his sword.

It was plain he had enough of fighting, 
and possessed neither the courage nor the 
determination which had been exhibited 
by his companion. Fortier lowered the 
horse-pistol.

“ Well, messieurs—" he began;. then, 
in a loud voice: 'ClIort du dietble!
What are you doing there? Cannot gen­
tlemen enjoy themselves but you must 
poke vour noses into the affair? ”

And he raised the pistol threateningly.
There was a wild scramble in the rear 

of the hall. The two servants belonging 
to the inn, and the stable-boys, who had

been aroused from their beds by the tu­
mult, fled back to their quarters. The 
hostler shrugged his shoulders.

“ The devil! ” he muttered. “ Now I 
am in a pretty fix. They will tell old 
Pierre that I have mixed in this business, 
and he will blame me because his house 
has been turned into a shambles and the 
doors and furniture broken. Only I could 
not resist showing that Reveillon what it 
is to gain the enmity of the people.”

He glanced at Destrade, who was ex­
amining his injured hand, then at the 
body of De Charny stretched out on the 
floor.

" Monsieur—•" lie began, addressing 
Campbell, but the latter was no longer 
in the hall; he had disappeared through 
the door of mademoiselle’s room.

“ Mademoiselle. Mile, de Marrast!” 
they heard him call.

There was no reply; after several mo­
ments he reappeared in the doorway.

“ Guard this fellow,” he ordered sharp­
ly. Then,, to Jean Labrie : Mademoi­
selle is no longer here—to the stable.”

He pushed his way past the others and 
hurried out through the front door. 
Destrade began to laugh.

“ Silence! ” thundered the hostler, and 
half raised the horse-pistol.

Campbell lost no time in reaching the 
stable. But though the door was open 
no other sound except the restless move  ̂
ments of horses greeted him.

"Mademoiselle! ”  he called, but re­
ceived no answer.

A suspicion flashed into his head.- -He. 
entered the stable, called again, and lis­
tened. It was so dark he could see noth­
ing. Turning, he hurried back to the inn.

Destrade was l e a n i n g  against the wall; 
the hostler had handed the pistol to La­
brie, and was bending over the body of 
De Charny. As Campbell appeared, he 
looked up and said brusklv:

“ He is not dead, though you have 
pierced him through the lungs, monsieur.’’

But Campbell, at that moment, gave no 
thought to a wounded man. He addressed 
the hostler sharply.

“ A lantern! We must count the 
horses; I fear one is missing.”

“ You mean—” began Fortier.
“ That mademoiselle, has—” answered 

Campbell; then glanced at Destrade and 
checked himself.
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The Frenchman shrugged his shoul­
ders.

“ It does not interest me, monsieur/' he 
growled. “ I was to have received five 
hundred francs for this affair; now I 
get nothing but a broken hand and a 
cracked head. The dejjil take every one 
connected with the business.”

Campbell understood that De Charny 
was really the leader of those sent to 
conduct Mile, de Marrast to Paris. He 
turned to Jean Labrie.

“ Take him in there and permit him to 
sit down.” He motioned toward the 
public room. Then, to the hostler: 
“ Come—a lantern.”

The faint rays of the sputtering candle 
lighted up the interior of the stable. For­
tier began to count the horses.

“ There should be eight, and now there 
are only seven; one has been taken, mon­
s i e u r said he.

“ You are not mistaken?” demanded 
Campbell.

“ Five which came from Foulon, those 
which you yourself and M. Labrie rode 
from Paris, and one which belongs to old 
Pierre. I counted them plainly when I 
closed the door at nightfall. Now' there 
are but seven; a saddle also is missing,” 
replied the hostler.

“ And mademoiselle has taken i t ; yet, 
there is time to overtake her,” •muttered 
Campbell.

“ Pardon, monsieur, if one knows 
which direction she has gone,” suggested 
the hostler.

“ It is to Paris,” replied Campbell 
without hesitation. He remembered now 
that the girl had urged that no time be 
lost in hastening to her brother’s assist­
ance.

“ And you desire to follow at once— 
toward Paris?” asked his companion.

“ At once, as soon as I can summon 
Labrie.

Fortier ran his eye over the horses and 
selected three 'which his experienced eye 
told him were the swiftest. He began to 
place the saddles upon their backs in 
preparation for the journey.

“ But there are only two of us,” sug­
gested Campbell.

“ Pardon, monsieur, but there are three. 
In the first place, I do not care to remain 
and face old Pierre; and, in the second— 
well, if Jean Labrie speaks the truth.

there is going to be something doing in 
Paris at which I desire to be present,” re­
plied the hostler.

CHAPTER VIII.
I X  PARIS BEFORE TH E OUTBURST.

T hey found the butler of the Hotel 
de .Marrast in the public room, guarding 
the sullen Destrade. It was plain the 
man’s injured hand was paining him 
dreadfully and his head ringing from the 
blow he had received in falling against 
the edge of the table.

When Campbell appeared in the door­
way he began to swear fearfully.

How long was he to be kept seated on 
a hard bench and threatened by a horse- 
pistol? Had he not already said he was 
through with the business, and all he de­
sired was to return to Paris as quickly as 
possible ?

Campbell replied shortly that he had 
brought his misfortunes on himself, but 
that presently he v'ould be left to his owm 
devices, when he might do as he chose. 
Doubtless he would be occupied for the 
remainder of the night in taking care of 
his two less fortunate companions, one 
of whom lay in the hall and the other 
under the window of the room which had 
been occupied by mademoiselle. In any 
case, it would not be permitted him to ride 
toward Paris until morning.

Then he explained to Jean Labrie that 
Mile, de Marrast was already gone and 
that they were to follow immediately.

The butler threw up his hands in pro­
test.

"Monsieur,”  said he solemnly, “ I pray 
that you hasten, but I will remain until 
morning; then I will go on, in the coach, 
to Paris, Henri, who has driven made­
moiselle thus far from Foulon, has noth­
ing to do with these men; also, he is a 
coward, and I will keep the pistol.”

Campbell could not repress a smile. 
The man’s reluctance to remount a h o rse  
overcame all other fears and desires. He 
wished to follow after mademoiselle, but 
the thought of sticking for twenty-four 
miles in the saddle filled him with dis­
may.

But the Scotchman had no idea of leav­
ing the honest fellow behind. De Charny, 
it was true, would make no trouble, but
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Destrade and the man laying outside, and 
who might regain consciousness at any 
moment, would not hesitate to settle 
scores if the opportunity was afforded 
them.

This he explained to Labrie.
The latter wavered; then the restless 

movement of the horses, which the 
hostler was holding at the foot of the 
veranda steps, renewed his reluctance.

Campbell began to grow impatient.
“ Come! ” said he sharply. “ You will 

not ride alone; and we will overtake 
mademoiselle before we have covered 
many miles. In any case, your presence 
is necessary when we reach Paris; the 
danger to your mistress will be greater 
there than here.”

He did not tell Labrie that, having 
overtaken the girl, he would urge her not 
to return to the capital. Either the 
chateau near Foulon, or some quiet inn in 
the country, would be safer for the time 
being.

He proposed to leave her in the care 
of the butler and to return to Paris him­
self, where he would take steps in the 
marquis’s behalf. But he desired that 
Destrade should believe mademoiselle was 
going to Paris.

The butler resigned himself to his fate, 
and left the room as though he -were walk­
ing to execution. Campbell turned to the 
Frenchman.

" Monsieur,”  said he gravely, “ we are 
about to leave this place and ride to Paris. 
I have the right to kill you, for you sought 
my death, but I am content to leave you 
as*you are. But, if you attempt to follow, 
I will take the law into my own hands; 
you understand?”

“ I have told you I am through with 
this affair; you may go to Paris or to the 
devil, it is all the same to me, monsieur" 
growled Destrade.

Campbell hesitated a moment.
“ Monsieur,”  said he, “ a little while 

ago you spoke of receiving five hundred 
francs for your part in this business. 
From whom were you to receive them? 
For the information I am willing to pay 
an equal sum.”

Destrade shrugged his shoulders.
“ Who, but from De Charny? ” he an­

swered sullenly.
“ But who stands behind De Charny? 

You understand what I mean, monsieur

“  Mort du diable! How should I know 
that? It was an evil hour when I agreed 
to enter into this affair. Now De Charny 
is dead, or dying, and I have only my 
trouble for my pains,” answered Destrade 
with a sour smile.

It was plain h^could not, or would not, 
tell anything. Campbell turned and left 
the room.

Coming out upon the veranda, he found 
Labrie and the hostler already mounted. 
He swung himself into the empty sad­
dle.

Monsieur," said Fortier as he gath­
ered up the reins, “ I have assumed the 
liberty of taking certain precautions; in 
case any one should desire to follow us, 
I have turned loose the horses from the 
stable, even those which were attached to 
mademoiselle’s coach.”

Campbell nodded. “ To the road.” 
said he sharply, and put his mount in 
motion.

It had seemed that it would not be very 
difficult to Overtake the girl who had pre­
ceded them by scarcely a quarter of an 
hour, but, as the horses covered mile after 
mile and there were no signs of her, 
Campbell began to have misgivings.

He understood perfectly why she had 
seized the opportunity to leave the inn 
so suddenly. If he, Campbell, had been 
vanquished, she would then be left in the 
hands of those whom she had been made 
to believe were her enemies; therefore it 
was the part of wisdom to escape while 
there was yet time. Two things were 
possible: either she had not ridden to­
ward Paris, or, being an excellent horse­
woman, she was riding so rapidly she 
could not be overtaken.

Not knowing who might follow her, 
she would scarcely tarry along the road. 
Campbell accepted the latter as the true 
solution of the problem.

Clinging desperately to the back of his 
horse, Jean Labrie managed to keep pace 
with his companions. And thus, in the 
early dawn, uncertain whether mademoi­
selle had preceded them, they reached the 
outskirts of the French capital.

Campbell pulled his mount to a walk.
“ My friend,” said he, addressing 

Labrie, “ if mademoiselle has already 
entered Paris she has gone straight to the 
Hotel de Marrast. Let us proceed thither; 
you know the way.”
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The butler, panting and shaken almost 

to pieces, found his voice with difficulty. 
Finally he replied weakly:

“ Pardon, monsieur, but would it not 
be the part of wisdom for you to avoid 
the Faubourg St. Germain; there is cer­
tainly that Jacques, and-^perhaps others, 
watching. It is believed that you have 
reached Foulon and are no longer in 
Paris.”

He wiped the perspiration from his 
glistening face.

“ I would suggest just this, monsieur,”  
he continued. “ I have a relative, a dis­
creet person, who lives in the Rue de la 
Cite; permit me to conduct you and 
friend Fortier thither. Afterward I will 
go to the Hotel de Marrast, and no one 
will suspect anything.”

Campbell recognized the wisdom of 
this plan.

“ To the Rue de la Cite, then, my 
friend,” said he shortly.

Jean Labrie straightened himself in the 
saddle, adjusted his garments, and became 
their guide through the streets of Paris. 
He even assumed a haughty air as he 
rode through the gaping crowds.

The discreet relative proved to be a 
Frenchman of villainous aspect and un­
certain age. Fie occupied three rooms on 
the top floor of a high building near the 
end of the Rue de la Cite.

He had served several masters: in his 
younger days, in one of the king’s regi­
ments ; afterward, as an upper servant to 
several of the nobility. Now his time was 
his own, but lie served the Tiers Estate, 
and was considered something of an au­
thority when it came to the discussion of 
proper adjustment of the laws between 
the classes.

Further, it appeared that he knew of 
every one in Paris, but especially concern­
ing those whom the state had domiciled 
behind the walls of the Bastile. Fie even 
knew the interior of the gloomy prison 
as one knows the rooms of his own house.

It was said he had served Louis the 
Fifteenth in the capacity of an under­
warden in the gray stone pile at the end 
of the Faubourg St. Antoine.

He was seated in a chair on the side­
walk before the door when the trio rode 
through the Rue de la Cite and, at a 
gesture from I.abrie, pulled up their 
horses. The butler slid from his .saddle.

“ Good morning, monsieur,”  said he 
gravely.

The man of the Rue de la Cite arose, 
thrust one hand into the bosom of his 
shirt, and regarded the newcomers crit­
ically; his gaze rested upon Campbell’s 
face the longest. Jean I.abrie hastened 
to get in a word.

“ A friend of the people : and monsieur 
is a stranger to Paris,” he explained.

Then, taking a step nearer, and in a 
lower voice: “ And a friend of the Mar­
quis de Marrast,” he added.

“ Then certainly monsieur is a stran­
ge’-, ior it is dangerous to be openly the 
friend of one who has been sent to the 
Bastile,” replied the other in a deep voice.

“ Then you already know that my 
master has gone to the Bastile?” asked 
Labrie in a voice filled with emotion.

The other shrugged his shoulders.
“ Two days ago, at half past four in 

the afternoon, an officer bearing a lettre 
de cachet was admitted to the Flotel de 
Marrast. At five o’clock the Marquis de 
Marrast was on his way to the Bastile. 
At five-thirty his name was recorded, he 
was inspected by the governor, and was 
assigned to a room in the quarter set aside 
for prisoners dangerous to the state,” said 
the other in a tone one might employ 
when reading from a printed report.

Campbell looked at the man in amaze­
ment. The occupant of a dingy house in 
the Rue de la Cite, a fellow apparently 
without influence or authority, he u’as 
able to give the details which pertained 
to the arrest and incarceration of a mem­
ber of the nobility.

But Jean Labrie showed no surprise; 
instead he made a gesture denoting de­
spair.

“ It is, then, as a prisoner dangerous 
to the welfare of the state that my mas­
ter has become a. resident of the Bastile— 
he is lost! ” said he in a dull voice.

“ Which explains what I meant when 
I said that m o n s ie u r  here must indeed be 
a stranger to Paris when he permits him­
self to be declared a friend of the Mar­
quis do Marrast,” added the other impas- 
sionatelv.

Then, with a harsh laugh:
“ But doubtless monsieur is able to dis­

tinguish between the Rue de la Cite and 
—shall we say certain other quarters of 
Paris?”
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Campbell, who felt his impatience 
rising at being kept standing in the street 
when he desired to learn if Mile, de Mar- 
rast had arrived, turned to Labrie.

“ We are forgetting our errand, and— 
mademoiselle,”  said he.

“ No, monsieur, I was coming to that, 
and M. Reuel understands perfectly'well 
we have not stopped merely to make an 
early morning call in the Rue de la Cite.”

Campbell glanced at the crowd which, 
attracted by the presence of the horses, 
had collected on either side of the street.

M. Reuel made a little gesture toward 
the open door. Labrie turned to the 
hostler, Fortier, who during all this time 
had" not opened his mouth.

“ Remain with the horses, my friend,” 
said he, and indicated to Campbell to 
follow his new host, who had already 
entered the house.

Having climbed three pairs of stairs, 
the newcomers found themselves in a 
little room whose single dingy window 
faced the street.

A table, two chairs, and a huge chest 
completed the furniture of the apartment. 
Upon the latter M. Reuel seated himself, 
leaving his companions to follow suit or 
stand as they chose.

Then he looked at the butler of the 
Hotel de Marrast, and nodded.

“ In an hour I am due to attend a 
meeting of the National Assembly,” said 
he bruskly, and leaned back against the 
wall.

Campbell did not understand what the 
National Assembly might beT but it was 
evident the man to whom Labrie had 
brought him considered his time of value; 
also, that the butler’s admiration for him 
was immense.

Labrie cleared his throat, hesitated, 
then, beginning at the moment when 
Campbell was admitted to the Hotel de 
Marrast, related everything that had hap­
pened.

“ And what do you desire of me?” 
demanded M. Reuel, when the tale was 
finished.

“ First, that M. Campbell may be pre- 
mitted to remain here for a few hours; 
and afterward—well, there is mademoi­
selle,”  replied Labrie.

“ And nothing more? ”
“ Well, it might be desirable to get 

mademoiselle out of Paris. Now, if she

has gone to the Hotel de Marrast, to leave 
the city secretly may not be so easy; and 
—you understand.”

M. Reuel shrugged his shoulders.
“ And why should I,” he asked sud­

denly. “ who am of the people, put 
myself out to assist a member of the 
nobility? What is the misfortune of this 
marquis to me? Because one noble 
chooses to cut the throat of another, whv 
should I interfere? Simply because I 
have kept my ears and eyes open, and am 
able to accomplish something when—it 
pays me to do so? ”

“ Monsieur,”  broke in Campbell, “ it 
is not necessary for you to interfere in 
this matter; nor do I know why I have 
come here.”

Angered at the other’s tone, and be­
lieving time was being wasted, he took 
a step toward the door. M. Reuel did 
not open his mouth, but Jean Labrie 
interposed hastily.

“ Wait, monsieur—you do not under­
stand."

“ Only that I am wasting time: M. 
Reuel is not inclined to bother himself 
with this affair, what more is there to 
say ?” answered the young man sharply.

“ Wait, m o n s ie u r You wish to save 
mademoiselle—perhaps even the mar­
quis,” cried Labrie again.

Campbell hesitated: there was a' note 
of earnest entreaty in the man's voice.

“ And how can I serve either made­
moiselle or De Marrast by remaining 
here?” the Scotchman asked.

“ Monsieur”  explained the butler 
eagerly, “ as you know, the king and the 
nobles have in France an excellent sys­
tem through which they find out and ac­
complish many things. This system is 
provided with arms which extend into 
every quarter of the country and reach 
even beyond the border. The integral 
part is composed of numerous secret 
agents bound by oath to serve a head or 
master—either the king or some power­
ful noble. It is even so in your own 
country, monsieurf ”

“ That is universal knowledge,” re­
plied Campbell.

“ But you do not know, and not every 
one in France knows, monsieur, that there 
is another system which reaches deeper, 
into darker corners, and is more potent 
than that of the nobility; because greater
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opportunity is given to its secret agents. 
It is the secret service of the people of 
Paris: of the Tiers Estate—whose agents 
work not for pay from the hand of a cen­
tral master, but for the welfare of a 
common brotherhood. You have not 
known this, monsieur, or that through this 
secret agency it will be possible to dis­
cover the identity of the enemy who sent 
the Marquis de Marrast to the Bastile: 
the man from whom mademoiselle has so 
much to fear.”

“ What are you saying?” demanded 
Campbell sharply.

And, glancing at M. Reuel, he almost 
fancied he detected a smile lurking upon 
the Frenchman’s lips.

It was the latter who replied:
“ And so you are surprised, monsieur, 

but what is so very wonderful in that? 
Why should not we, the Tiers Estate— 
the National Assembly of France—have 
our secret agents? Shall the common 
people throw away their opportunity? 
Can we not be permitted to amuse our­
selves after the fashion set by the no­
bility? And if, in time, we come to use 
what we have learned, why should the 
world wonder because we have not shut 
our eyes and ears?

“ There are a thousand servants em­
ployed by the King of France; thrice 
ten thousand by the nobility; M. Jean, 
here, is butler to the Marquis de Mar­
rast. Why, I ask, should not M. Jean 
use his ears and eyes? Why should not 
the coachman who drives you through the 
Faubourg St. Germain discover some­
thing when opportunity falls in his way? 
Why should a cook in the king’s kitchen, 
a footman in the stable of M. the Duke 
of Orleans, a maid of the queen’s apart­
ments, close their ears?”

“ And if each little part brings its 
information to, a common head, what 
may not the whole become? Perhaps it 
amuses us; possibly it is something more 
—the world has yet to learn that, M. 
C a m p b e l l . ”

The shiftless air of indolence had 
fallen from the man; his speech did not 
savor of that of the lower classes of 
Paris. Campbell realized suddenly that 
M. Reuel did not properly belong in a 
dingy house in the Rue de la Cite. He 
began to understand why Jean Labrie had 
brought him here.

For several moments pride struggled 
with common sense; to throw himself 
upon the good graces of this rough­
appearing member of the Tiers Estate 
must be to acknowledge a limitation of 
his own resources; but. on the other hand, 
could he cope alone with the powerful 
obstacles in his path ?

He understood perfectly that what he 
had just heard was not idle boasting,- and 
that through the assistance of M. Reuel 
he might hope to save not only Mile, de 
Marrast, but her brother also.

"" Monsieur.”  said he gravely, “ it is my 
desire to protect Mile, de Marrast from 
such danger as may threaten her; the first 
step was taken at the inn on the road to 
Foulon. The second has led me to the 
Rue de la Cite.”

M. Reuel arose from the chest; the 
villainous expression which had fallen, 
like a mask, from his face while he was 
speaking, had returned.

“ If it please monsieur, he may remain 
here while Jean Labrie returns to the 
Hotel de Marrast; it is possible that, in 
time, we may learn something,” said he 
briefly.

“ And the horses, monsieur? We can­
not leave them standing in the street,” 
ventured Labrie.

His old deferential manner had re­
turned.

“ Sell them, my friend, and divide the 
money among yourselves,” Campbell re­
plied.

M. Reuel was already at the door; on 
the threshold he turned.

“ As monsieur has not breakfasted, 
there is an inn a few doors down the 
street; not such as monsieur is probably 
accustomed to, but it will suffice,” said 
he.

Campbell took up his hat and, with the 
others, descended to the street-door. The 
hostler, seated upon one of the horses, 
was scowling at the crowd, which had not 
lost the opportunity to pass jeering re­
marks,

Labrie explained what might be done 
with the animals; the hostler nodded, 
gathered up the reins, and moved off. 
M. Reuel had already disappeared. 
Labrie returned to the door.

“ I will be back at the earliest moment,
monsieur,”  said he.

Campbell watched him disappear into
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the crowd, which was dispersing—some 
following the horses, others going about 
their business. Impressed by the state­
ment he had heard a few minutes before, 
he noted what otherwise might have es­
caped his attention.

The men and women who filled the 
narrow Rue de la Cite were not the light­
hearted, careless rabble common to the 
poorer quarters of Paris. Certain things 
appeared to be out of joint. It seemed 
as if those -who laughed laughed less 
heartily, the scowls upon the faces of 
those who scowled were darker and more 
sinister. Every one appeared to watch 
his neighbor furtively, with cunning 
glances.

The Scotchman stepped out on the 
sidewalk, walked down the street, and 
entered the public-house of which M. 
Reuel had spoken. The room was poorly 
lighted, for the little window-panes were 
stained and dingy.

Seating himself in a corner, he ordered 
a light meal from the slouchy waiter who 
presented himself. Customers were con­
stantly leaving and entering the place, 
and in idle curiosity Campbell glanced at 
each in turn..

Then suddenly the face of a new­
comer attracted his attention—a man who 
was dressed more neatly than the ma­
jority that frequented the place. This 
man glanced carelessly about the room and 
dropped into a seat near one of the win­
dows. For a moment Campbell could not 
place him, though he knew he had seen 
the man before. Then the fellow’s iden­
tity flashed into his head.

It was Jacques, under-butler at the 
Hotel de Marrast.

CHAPTER IX.
A T  T H E  GATE OK T H E  TUILERIES.

T h e  F r e n c h m a n ’s p ro f ile  w a s  s i lh o u ­
e t te d  a g a in s t  th e  l ig h t ,  a n d  C a m p b e ll  
k n e w  he c o u ld  n o t  b e  m is ta k e n , fo r  th e  
fa c e , once  seen , c o u ld  n o t b e  fo rg o tte n .

He had observed the man only casually 
in the hall two nights before, but to an 
excellent memory for faces was added 
the interest imparted by Labrie’s story 
at the inn, to the effect that the under­
butler was in the employ of the marquis’s 
unknown enemy.

From behind his coffee-cup Campbell 
now studied the man attentively, while 
the other, unsuspicious, despatched his 
breakfast with deliberate slowness. And 
while he ate, and Campbell from his cor­
ner watched him, a plan took root in the 
Scotchman’s mind.

Finally the Frenchman paid his bill, 
arose, and walked to the door. For a 
moment he stood looking out into the 
street, as though hesitating which way to 
turn; then, with a slight shrug of his 
shoulders, lie crossed the threshold and 
walked at a brisk step down the Rue de la 
Cite.

Campbell, well in the rear, took up the 
trail. Probably he would have nothing 
to show in the end for his trouble, but it 
pleased him to keep an eye on M. Jacques.

The latter continued for some distance 
along the Rue de la Cite, then turned 
sharply into a side street, traversed this, 
and plunged into a more crowded and 
bigger thoroughfare.

Campbell had no idea of where he 
was or of where he was going; follow­
ing doggedly, he kept the other in sight. 
For half an hour the chase continued, 
then, passing suddenly into a more open 
boulevard, Campbell saw the Seine and 
its bridges before him.

The Frenchman turned to the right and 
took up a course parallel with the river. 
They were now in a better part of the 
city and the street was less crowded, 
therefore Campbell was forced to employ 
more caution in keeping out of sight of 
his quarry.

Presently a pile of gray stone building 
loomed up ahead, the street broadened on 
either hand, forming a semicircular park. 
Then, for the first time, Campbell was 
able to get his bearings: he was approach­
ing the Tuileries, the Paris residence of 
the king.

The man whom he was following 
slackened his pace as he drew near the 
stone-flanked gates of the palace. For 
several moments he hesitated, then, seeing 
the guards eying him suspiciously, he 
approached and addressed one of them.

The soldier shook his head and mo­
tioned for the fellow to pass on, but M. 
Jacques seemed in no hurry to depart. 
Though some way off, Campbell could * 
see he was becoming violently excited.

Another guard joined the first, and to
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him the man addressed himself, talking 
rapidly and gesticulating. Campbell ap­
proached nearer, curious to discover why 
the under-butler should seek to gain ad­
mittance to the royal residence.

For several minutes the scene contin­
ued: M. Jacques arguing excitedly, the 
soldiers shaking their heads and refusing 
him admission. It is probable the affair 
would have ended by the man being 
thrown into the gutter had not a -sudden 
interruption occurred.

A little group of horsemen appeared on 
the inner side of the gate; the guards 
sprang to attention, and one, seizing the 
intruder by the collar, jerked him back­
ward so suddenly he measured his length 
upon the ground. At the same moment 
the foremost of the horsemen rode 
through the gateway.

A crowd, attracted by the appearance 
of the cortege, had collected around 
Campbell, who turned to a man standing 
at his elbow.

“ Is it the king? ” he asked.
“ No, monsieur, the king is at Ver­

sailles, but it is the Duke of Orleans— 
that first one. on the white horse,” replied 
the citizen.

Campbell looked with curiosity upon 
this powerful nobleman who, some 
claimed, exceeded in authority even 
Louis himself. And at the moment an 
unusual thing happened.

M. Jacques scrambled to his feet, and, 
eluding the guard, who made a second 
grab at his collar, darted forward.

The half-dozen horsemen who were ac­
companying the duke from the Tuileries 
were past the gate also and close behind 
the nobleman. In his haste to elude the 
guard, Jacques stumbled into the midst 
of the party.

Then, evidently fearing to be knocked 
down by one of the horses, he sprang back 
and came into violent contact with the 
animal on which the duke was mounted.

For a moment the riders were thrown 
into confusion; then by a quick move­
ment Orleans recovered himself, and, 
snatching off one of his heavy riding 
gauntlets, struck the fellow a resounding 
blow in the face with it.

An officer of the guards hurried for­
ward and seized the dazed Jacques rough­
ly by the shoulder. The duke looked 
down, his eyes blazing with anger.

" Take the fool away and put him 
where he can play no more boorish 
pranks. It is possible he may learn 
something with those of his kind across 
the river,” said he sharply.

The officer began to drag the man off, 
but M. Jacques, whose face had become 
white as chalk, except where the red welt 
crossed his cheek, threw out his arms.

" Monsieur! ” he cried, “ in God's 
name, monsieur, I did not mean—”

A second soldier rushed forward and 
clapped his hand over his mouth. The 
unfortunate man began to struggle des­
perately, and a sound like the cry of a 
wounded animal came from beneath the 
guard’s fingers.

The duke nodded to his followers and 
touched his horse lightly with the spur. 
The cavalcade passed on, leaving the un­
fortunate under-butler in the hands of the 
soldiers.

Then began a struggle which,- though 
brief, was terrific. M. Jacques became 
suddenly possessed with the strength of 
despair ; he struck right and left fiercely 
and his teeth sank into the hand clasped 
over his mouth.

“ Save me, monsieur!''’ he cried. “ I 
was but obeying orders—to tell you the 
Englishman is again in Paris.”

A blow on the head laid him upon the 
cobblestones. The duke and his escort 
were already some rods away, and no one 
turned to look back.

Two of the soldiers picked up the un­
conscious man, as though he had been a 
log of wood, and carried him inside the 
gate.

The Frenchman at Campbell’s elbow 
uttered a deep growl.

. “ It is that way they use a citizen who 
happens to bump against one of their 
horses.” He ended the sentence with an 
oath.

“ Where will they take him?” asked 
Campbell.

His heart was beating rapidly, for he 
believed he had discovered through acci­
dent the identity of the Marquis de Mar= 
rast’s enemy.

Jacques had been ordered to inform his 
master if he, Campbell, returned to Paris. 
It was to carry out this order that the 
man had hastened to the Tuileries and— 
the person he sought was the Duke of 
Orleans.
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And if it was this powerful nobleman 
who had sent De Marrast to the Bastile, 
and was plotting against mademoiselle, 
what chance had he, a stranger, to accom­
plish anything? For the first time he 
felt his courage failing.

He was recalled to himself by the 
Frenchman, to whom he had put the 
question, replying:

“ Where but to the Conciergerie, which 
is only a little better than the Bastile 
itself, and from the Conciergerie to the 
galleys at Toulon. It will be many years 
before our friend sees Paris again, mon­
sieur

The crowd began to disperse. Camp­
bell looked at his watch ; it had been over 
an hour since he left the house in the 
Rue de la Cite, and Labrie might already 
have returned from the Hotel de Mar­
rast.

He must know at once if he had heard 
anything of mademoiselle. Sire must be 
found, if possible, before the Duke of 
Orleans learned she was in Paris.

By inquiring the way he at length 
again reached the Rue de la Cite, and 
hurried up the three flights of stairs to 
the room of M. Reuel. It was empty— 
Labrie had not returned.

For another hour he paced the floor 
restlessly; at times he was tempted to 
rush from the house and hasten to the 
Hotel de Marrast. Then, after what 
seemed hours instead of minutes, foot­
steps sounded on the stairs. The door 
opened, and Jean Labrie entered the 
room.

Campbell turned toward him quickly.
“ W ell?” said he, suppressing his 

eagerness by an effort.
The butler was wiping the perspiration 

from his forehead with an immense hand­
kerchief.

“ I have been to the Hotel de Marrast. 
monsieur,'’ said he calmly.

Campbell could have seized his collar 
and shaken him.

“ And mademoiselle—is she there? ” he 
demanded.

“ For the past two hours.” replied 
Labrie briefly.

“ Then, in God’s name, let us lose no 
time! ” cried the Scotchman, reaching for 
his hat.

The butler’s face expressed mild sur­
prise.

“ Of course, monsieur, but as it is a hot 
day, and haste is not necessary, I would 
suggest—” he began.

Campbell seized him by the front of 
his jacket.

“ And while we stand talking the last 
chance may slip from our grasp. Have 
you lost your senses that you say haste is 
not necessary? Let us bring mademoiselle 
here—anywhere—only that she be not 
found in the Hotel de Marrast,” he burst 
out.

“ It is evident monsieur does not under­
stand,” replied his companion.

“ I understand that unless we make 
haste it will be impossible to accomplish 
anything,” cried Campbell impatiently.

Monsieur,”  answered Labrie, “ that 
is not what I was about to say; it was 
that I have just learned at the Hotel de 
Marrast that the Vicomte de Lesse is in 
Paris.”

“ And who the devil is the Vicomte de 
Lesse?” demanded Campbell, no longer 
trying to conceal his irritation.

“ The vicomte is an officer in the king’s 
service; he is also, a cousin of the Mar­
quis de Marrast. and therefore of made­
moiselle, whom he loves like a sister. No 
one will dare to molest her, now that he 
has afforded his protection—the more 
especially as he is a favorite at Ver­
sailles.”

“ Then, why did not De Marrast call 
upon this excellent person for assist­
ance?" asked Campbell dryly, his irrita­
tion by no means subsiding upon being 
informed that he might retire into the 
background.

“ You see.” explained Labrie gravely, 
“ the vicomte returned to Paris only yes­
terday, having been absent from France 
for some weeks oft a secret mission. 
Knowing that, the marquis could not call 
upon him for assistance at a moment's no­
tice. But now the vicomte has taken 
up his residence Sir the Hotel de Marrast, 
and mademoiselle will be under his pro­
tection. He will also take steps to free 
mv master from the Bastile.”

“ And you have seen him and doubtless 
explained everything? ”

“ I have not spoken to the vicomte, for 
he was absent when I reached the house ; 
but the Comte de Plauex has explained 
everything first to him and this morning 
to mademoiselle.”
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“ Who believes that this vicomte will 
free her brother from the Bastile, now 
that he is on the ground?” retorted 
Campbell.

“ She has not seen him, but does not 
doubt he will accompany her to Ver­
sailles, where, together, they will lay the 
matter before the king,” answered Labrie.

Justly or unjustly, Campbell expe­
rienced a feeling of resentment at the 
turn affairs had taken. Having risked 
his liberty, and perhaps his life, in order 
to carry out the request of his friend, 
De Marrast, he now received a hint that 
his services were no longer required.

“ Well,” said he dryly, “ it is doubtless 
fortunate the Vicomte de Lesse has re­
turned to Paris in the nick of time; yet 
I fancy he also may find himself power­
less. The Duke of Orleans is not an 
enemy to be despised, even by one who is 
a favorite of King Louis.”

“ The Duke of .Orleans?” cried 
Labrie.

“ So it would seem; and I imagine 
your vicomte will find his hands full 
before this affair is concluded,” replied 
Campbell bruskly.

His companion’s face expressed con­
sternation.

“ Monsieur,”  he stammered, “  I do not 
understand. You have learned something 
—the Duke of Orleans—”

“ Has put De Marrast into the Bastile ; 
and it is doubtless he who sent messengers 
to Foulon to bring mademoiselle back to 
Paris. Now he has but to call at the 
Hotel de Marrast and his purpose will be 
completed.”

Campbell was human enough to enjoy 
springing this information upon the as­
tonished butler.

Labrie almost collapsed into a chair; 
the perspiration gathered in great drops 
upon his forehead.

“ The Duke of Orleans! ” he mur­
mured. “ It is not possible, monsieur

Campbell’s irritation vanished; he 
even experienced a feeling of shame that 
he had permitted himself to indulge in 
such childishness. Having reduced the 
self-contained Labrie to a state bordering 
on panic, he hastened to explain.

Rapidly he related how he had fol­
lowed the fellow Jacques, and just what 
had occurred at the gate of the Tuil- 
eries.

7 A

For several moments his companion 
remained silent, then gradually an ex­
pression of relief overspread his face.

“ Monsieur”  said he, “ pardon, but I - 
believe you are mistaken; it is not the 
Duke of Orleans who is the Marquis de 
Marrast’s enemy.”

“ But who else? For it is evident that 
fellow went to the Tuileries to accost the 
duke. If Orleans is not interested in this 
affair, why should the man have cried 
out to him: ‘ Save me, monsieur—I have 
come to tell you the Englishman has re­
turned to Paris ’ ? ” replied Campbell.

Labrie passed his hand across his fore= 
head.

“ Monsieur,”  said he, “ it is evident 
you have forgotten one thing. “Did not 
the marquis say in his letter: ‘And it is 
I who first took him to Versailles ’ ? Now, 
it is perfectly evident that the Marquis 
de Marrast did not introduce the Duke 
of Orleans to the court at Versailles, 
therefore he must have meant some one 
else. Also, if it reaHy was the duke, it 
is not probable he would personally have 
engaged the services of such a fellow as 
that J acques; he would have given his 
orders to some one who has a better head 
on his shoulders, who, without mention­
ing names, would in turn employ his own 
agents.

“ Let us consider this matter from an­
other point of view, monsieur. It was not 
the duke to whom Jacques addressed 
those words, but rather to one of the other 
horsemen. The enemy of my master, the 
marquis, was one of those who followed 
the Duke of Orleans through the gateway 
of the Tuileries. Jacques, knowing this 
person was at the palace, went thither 
to communicate with him. Seeing him 
about to ride away, he forgot prudence, 
and in his zeal nearly unhorsed the 
proudest man in France, with the result 
that we are rid of him for good and all. 
He betrayed his master; for punishment, 
he will pass the rest of his life chained 
to an oar in a galley-ship at Toulon.”

The sigh which accompanied the con­
clusion of this speech testified to the re­
lief which Labrie experienced in proving 
to his own satisfaction that it was not the 
Duke of Orleans who was De Marrast’s 
enemy.

Campbell shared in this feeling, for he 
understood perfectly that the marquis
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could not have had the duke in mind when 
he penned the lines to which the butler 
had referred. He tried to recollect the 
faces of the half-dozen horsemen who had 
accompanied the nobleman, but as he had 
paid no attention to any one except 
Orleans, he could recall nothing that 
would help him.

“ Monsieur,”  continued Labrie, “ we 
were speaking of the timely arrival in 
Paris of the -Aconite, when you fright­
ened me nearly to death by declaring you 
had discovered in the Duke of Orleans 
my master’s enemy. I was about to de­
liver to you a message from mademoiselle, 
who has not forgotten what you did for 
her at the inn last night.”

“ And what did mademoiselle say, my 
friend?” asked Campbell,

“ That you accompany me to the Hotel 
de Marrast, when it is her purpose to 
introduce you to the vicomte, her cousin. 
Knowing in what regard the marquis 
holds you, and of your zeal in her behalf, 
she will beg that you remain her friend. 
You see, monsieur, that in an affair of this 
kind two heads are better than one; 
mademoiselle, and the vicomte also, will 
accept your assistance with gratitude.” 

Campbell’s feeling that his premature 
irritation had been an injustice to the girl 
accelerated his decision to accept this in-, 
vitation. Moreover, he did not believe 
that the secret enemy would retire from 
the contest because of the arrival of the 
Vicomte de Lesse on the field. Nor did 
he share that confidence which was ap­
parently held by Jean Labrie: that Mile, 
de Marrast was no longer in danger.

“ Let us go at once,” said he, moving 
toward the door.

At the end of half an hour they were 
in the Faubourg St. Germain, and ap­
proaching the Hotel de Marrast. As 
they reached the broad entrance, Jean 
Labrie made a little gesture.

“ Pardon, monsieur,”  said he, “ but I 
will go round and enter by the gate which 
opens into the alley.”

For the second time, Campbell found 
himself standing alone before the door 
of the_ De Marrast residence. As he 
reached to grasp the bronze knocker, the 
sound of a window being opened quickly 
somewhere above attracted his attention.

Looking upward, he noticed a small 
white object which, fluttering in the air,

was descending toward him. Wafted by 
an almost imperceptible breeze, it zig­
zagged for a moment, then fell upon the 
sidewalk a few feet from where he was 
standing.

Withdrawing his hand from the 
knocker, he stooped and picked it up.

It was a piece of white paper 
crumpled into a ball. As he straightened 
he heard the window above close softly.

CHAPTER X.
T H E  M A N  B E H IN D  T H E  DOOR.

C a m p b e l l  u n r o l l e d  t h e  b a l l  o f  p a p e r  

a n d  s m o o t h e d  o u t  t h e  c r u m p l e d  s h e e t ,  

w h i c h  a p p e a r e d  t o  b e  t h e  f l y - l e a f  t o r n  

h a s t i l y  f r o m  a  b o o k .

It did not require more than a casual 
glance to determine the identity of the 
writer of this strange missive. Even had 
a signature not been appended to the few 
straggling lines, the old-fashioned, pre­
cise lettering revealed the handiwork of 
the Comte de Plauex:

Com e to  m e at the first opportun ity , 
monsieur, but m ove w ith  cau tion  fo r I 
am  w atched  closely. A  w olf has en te red  
the  hom e o f  your fr ien d  the  m arquis. 
Be on y o u r guard . D e P lauex.

For a moment Campbell stared at this 
perplexing communication; then the 
truth which lay behind the words rushed 
upon him. The old nobleman was vir­
tually a prisoner in the Hotel de Mar= 
rast, but had outwitted his jailer by 
dropping from a window the note which 
otherwise must never have reached its 
destination.

The solution of the mystery depended 
upon an interview with De Plauex, and 
at any cost he must see the old man.

Campbell crumpled the paper in his 
hand, but hesitated what course to pursue. 
Should he enter the house openly and de­
mand to see the comte or await a favor­
able opportunity when he might do so 
secretly?

The decision was taken out of his 
hands. Suddenly the door swung open 
and Labrie appeared. Conflicting emo­
tions were written upon the butler’s face 
—fear, consternation, and perplexity.

“ Monsieur,”  h e  s t a m m e r e d ,  “  s h e  is no 
longer here! ”
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Campbell crossed the threshold and 
motioned to the other to close the door.

In the hall, filled with its atmosphere 
of gloom, he turned to Labrie. The but­
ler’s hand was trembling as he turned 
from pushing home the bolt.

“ When I left to go to the Rue de la 
Cite, not an hour ago, mademoiselle was 
here,” he explained in a dull voice. “ I 
had been gone scarcely fifteen minutes 
when a message was delivered to her. 
Though dreadfully fatigued, she left the 
house almost immediately in the carriage 
which had brought the messenger.”

“ And this message?.” asked Campbell 
quickly.

Fortunately, as Labrie explained, the 
girl in her haste had left it upon her 
dressing-table. - Upon being informed 
that Mile, de Marrast was gone, the 
butler had rushed to her room.

It was evident she had stopped only to 
change her dress, for the dust - covered 
garment she had worn during the ride 
from Foulon was lying across a chair. 
Convinced that his mistress had really 
departed, he was hastily leaving the room 
when the sheet of paper on the dressing: 
table caught his eye.

He had at first thought it was a note 
left by mademoiselle, but a glance 
showed him it was the missive which had 
caused her hurried departure. He now 
drew' it from his pocket and placed it in 
Campbell’s hand.

In itself the brief note was only a re­
quest that the girl should proceed with­
out delay to meet the writer at Versailles, 
when together they would lay the matter 
of the marquis’s arrest before the king. 
Under ordinary circumstances it would 
not have seemed fraught with importance, 
but two circumstances struck Campbell as 
worthy of attention.

The note was signed “ Henri de Lesse ” 
—and had therefore evidently been writ­
ten by the vicomte, the man who had 
supposedly come to Paris from the south 
the night before.

But how had the Vicomte de Lesse 
learned that mademoiselle had returned 
that morning to the Hotel de Marrast? 
When he had visited the house the eve­
ning before, she was supposed to be at 
the Chateau Bleaumont, eighteen leagues 
away.

According to Labrie’s statement, 'he

had not revisited the residence of the 
Marquis de Marrast that morning. 
Therefore, some one who had been sta­
tioned to watch the house in the Faubourg 
St. Germain had reported that Mile, de 
Marrast had returned.

And secondly, the note which the old 
nobleman had dropped from the window 
referred to a new element of danger 
which threatened Campbell, for he was 
warned to act cautiously and to be on his 
guard. “ A wolf has entered the home of 
your friend, the marquis.”

Who, to his knowledge, had entered the 
Hotel de Marrast during his absence? 
The Vicomte de Lesse! Taken together, 
these two facts gave to the message a 
sinister import.

Campbell folded the note carefully and 
put it in his pocket. When he turned to 
address his companion his voice had in it 
the ring of determination.

“ My friend,” he said calmly, “ it 
would appear that you have been de­
ceived. At this moment Mile, de Mar­
rast is in greater danger than when we 
found her at the inn on the road from 
Foulon.”

Labrie seemed to be struggling for ut-_ 
terance; the perspiration gathered in 
great beads upon his forehead.

“ You mean—you mean, monsieur— 
that it is the Vicomte de Lesse ? ” h* 
stammered.

“ I do not say this precious vicomte 
sent the marquis to the Bastile. But it 
is evident he has lured mademoiselle 
from this house; for what purpose it re­
mains for us to discover.”

“ Let us hasten to Versailles. We may 
even overtake the carriage,” cried Labrie.

“ Rather let us first interview the 
Comte de Plauex, for it is necessary to 
learn everything possible,” replied Camp­
bell.

As he had done once before, he fol­
lowed the butler up the wide stairway, 
past half a dozen doors, until his guide 
stopped before one near the extreme end 
of the corridor.

“ It is the comte's apartment,” said 
Labrie.

Campbell rapped upon the panel. For 
several moments only silence answered. 
For the second time the knocking echoed 
through the corridor. There was a foot­
step within and the sound of a bolt being
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drawn. The door opened a few inches 
and a gruff voice demanded:

“ Who is there?”
“ It is the Comte de Plauex I desire to 

see,” Campbell replied.
“ Pardon, monsieur, but that is not pos­

sible,” replied the man back of the door.
The butler, standing close behind 

Campbell, drew a sharp breath.
" Monsieur,”  he whispered, “ that is 

not one of the servants; and why is he 
guarding the Comte de Plauex? ”

“ That is what I propose finding out,” 
replied Campbell in a determined tone.

Then, before the guardian of the 
comte’s apartments could guess his pur­
pose, he pushed the door farther open.

With an exclamation, the fellow tried 
to close it, but Campbell had inserted his 
foot in the aperture.

The man uttered what sounded like an 
oath, and shoved the door yet harder, fig­
uring that the pain would force the in-, 
truder to withdraw his foot. But this 
move, only nerved Campbell to more des­
perate measures.

He took one of the pistols from his 
pocket. At sight of the weapon the man 
drew back, but still held the door.

“ Two can play at that game; begone, 
or it will be the worse for you,” he cried.

Campbell drew back suddenly, then 
sprang forward and hurled himself 
against the panels. Taken unaware, the 
other was driven backward with such 
violence that he measured his length on 
the floor.

When he scrambled to his feet he 
looked into the muzzle of Campbell’s 
pistol, while a knife lay upon the carpet 
where it had fallen.

Campbell saw that he had to deal with 
one of those so commonly found among 
■the lower classes of great cities. The 
man’s chief characteristics were brute 
force and a certain element of cunning. '

It was perfectly evident he stood in no 
great fear of immediate danger from the 
threatening weapon, but understood that 
a resort to violence might bring unpleas­
ant consequences. Therefore he remained 
quiescent, blinking into the muzzle of the 
pistol.

The room in which this tableau was 
being enacted was of small dimensions 
and evidently an anteroom which opened

into a larger apartment beyond. Camp­
bell raised his voice and called the comte’s 
name. There was no answer, and a grin 
appeared on the sullen face before him.

For the second time he called to the 
old nobleman, with no better success, yet 
surely De Plauex must be within reach of 
his voice. A disquieting suspicion took 
possession of him that violence been done.

He took a step forward, the pistol still 
leveled at the other’s breast; at the same 
time he called to Labrie to lend assist­
ance, directing him to tear down the 
curtain cords and bind the man securely. 
It was plain the fellow would not be 
frightened, and he dared not lower his 
weapon.

Labrie began to untie the cords of the 
curtains draped on either side of the 
doorway. With these—several yards of 
strong silk rope—he approached to obey 
Campbell’s order, Then, for the first 
time since he found himself a captive, the 
man spoke.

“  Monsieur,”  said he in a whining tone, 
“ of what do you accuse me? ”

“ Of nothing. Hold out your hands, 
my friend,” replied Campbell shortly.

The man did not move.
“ Because an aristocrat offers me fifty 

francs to guard a crazy man, and, desiring 
to earn an honest living, I accept the bar­
gain, why should I be tied up like one 
who is being led to execution ? ” he con­
tinued sullenly.

“ And who offered you fifty francs?" 
demanded Campbell.

“ How should I know, only that he was 
an aristocrat and brought me to this 
house? I was forbidden to permit any 
one to enter, because that old fool in there 
becomes violent at the sight of company. 
But a few moments ago I caught him 
opening a window; he was about to throw 
himself into the street. Well, I knew 
what to do, and now he is sleeping sound­
ly. And for my services, instead of re­
ceiving fifty francs, I am to be tied up 
and perhaps turned over to the police.”

For an instant Campbell was thrown 
off his guard. He even fancied the fellow 
might be honest, after all, and was simply 
following instructions—to guard, as he 
thought, a crazy man.

He partially lowered the pistol. The 
mistake was a fatal one.

{To be continued.')



CUPID IN A CRUSHED HAT.
By JOHN MONTAGUE.

An adventure by rail that after all was not much ado about nothing, and 
which had an outcome suggesting the title of yet another Shakespeare play.

“ A FOOL and his money are soon
-rA- parted,” said some wise person 

ages ago, and Denton U. Benson now 
came to a full realization that he was 
a fool. Indeed, he had been hoodooed 
from birth by a set of initials which 
spelled “ Dub,” a nickname that had 

(stuck to him like a leech to a wound 
ever since his earliest recollection.

His every endeavor seemed to result 
in failure, and at the time of this little 
narrative he found himself the possessor 
of the handsome sum of two dollars and 
a half.

Over that part of his life when he 
was prosperous we will pass quickly, 
though sorrowfully. Left a few thou­
sand dollars at the death of his father, 
he had started West to make his for­
tune. An investment in a mine proved 
a bonanza—for the other persons con­
cerned—and Benson soon found himself 
an almost penniless wanderer in the 
neighborhood of the Rockies.

Efforts to secure lucrative employ­
ment were futile, and after five years 
of unsuccessful attempt to strike it rich, 
he turned his face to the East, full of 
tan and experience, but nothing more. 
And so it was that he found himself at 
the opening of this story on board a 
train from Philadelphia to New York, 
with the said sum of two and a half 
dollars in his trousers-pocket.

With that economic instinct which 
comes of an embarrassed financial con­
dition, he directed his footsteps in the 
direction of the day-coach where no ex­
tra charge is made for a seat. There 
had been days when he had traveled in 
state, but that time now seemed ages 
past.

His route lay through the parlor-car, 
where passengers were able to extract 
some enjoyment from the trip for the 
paltry sum of an extra fifty cents. 
Every chair was occupied — Benson
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could feel prosperity in the atmosphere, 
and at his heart gnawed a feeling of 
bitterness for his own pecuniary con­
dition.

He walked on, steadying himself by 
the backs of alternating chairs and keep­
ing his eyes on the carpet, with the hope 
that no one in the car would recognize 
him. He had almost reached the rear 
door when he was plucked by the sleeve, 
while a familiar voice struck upon his 
burning ear.

“ Why, Dub—Mr. Benson! ”
Had the train ditched at that point 

he would have been thankful; for of all 
the persons in his long list of acquaint­
ances and friends, the one he most 
wished to avoid at this particular time 
was Teresa Sheridan. Under ordinary 
circumstances he would have been de­
lighted to see her—but these were not 
ordinary circumstances.

This he keenly realized as his hand 
sought and crushed the two and a half 
in his pocket, while he raised his eyes 
and looked into those of his former 
sweetheart.

“ Teresa—you?” he exclaimed, try­
ing to simulate a warmth of greeting 
which he did not feel. “ Where under 
the sun did you come from? ”

Her answer was tinged with sarcasm.
“ You really don’t wish to know, do 

you, Mr. Benson ? ” she asked in a 
mocking tone. “ I might have died, 
been buried, and be now on my return 
to earth for all you know. One might 
be coming from ’most any place after 
five years.”

“ Five? As long as that, Teresa?”
“ Oh, of course you could hardly be 

expected to keep track of the flying 
months, especially when you have been ■ 
busy piling up a fortune. A girl’s 
memory keeps greener than a man’s, 
especially if she has a sisterly interest 
hi one’s rise to fame.”



486 THE ARGOSY.

Fame! Fortune! Benson nearly 
groaned aloud. What mockery! The 
cruelest irony of fate is the assumption 
of -a condition that has not been real­
ized.

“ I presume,” she went on in a 
lighter tone, “ that by this time you 
own several automobiles, a yacht or two, 
belong to all the clubs, and have become 
a god among members of the susceptible 
feminine sex.”

Benson forced a smile, in spite of the 
bleeding at his heart. He did not an­
swer her questions, but switched the con­
versation by one of his own.

“ Are you going to New York?”
“ Yes,” she replied with a little sigh. 

“ And I had been looking forward to a 
monotonous journey. But now that you 
have come back from the grave, as it 
were, I shall take advantage of your 
presence to while away the time. Please 
get a chair in this car and keep me com­
pany.”

Benson had been squeezing the for­
tune in his pocket until he felt sure he 
had murdered the eagles on the several 
coins. A seat in this car would cost 
fifty cents—a fifth of his entire wealth 
—which he would have to part with or 
disclose his true state.

The latter he could not do, after the 
assumptions voiced by the girl to whom 
he had been a devoted slave some years 
since.

Therefore, he called the conductor 
and asked for a seat. As a breath of 
refreshing air in a stuffy cell, came the 
response that every chair wras sold.

“ Isn’t that too bad?” exclaimed the 
disappointed Teresa, and then, as a 
happy thought struck her: “ But stay— 
the man who has this chair next me has 
not occupied it since we left Philadel­
phia. Sit here until he comes.”

The conductor had gone about his 
business, and, with a sigh of relief, Ben­
son started to avail himself of the vacant 
seat. But, all eyes for the girl who con­
trolled the strings to his heart, he in­
advertently seated himself square on a 
Derby hat which the owner of the chair 
had left while he went into the smoking 
compartment.

Benson arose with alacrity. To his 
embarrassment he beheld the result of 
his carelessness, and inwardly cursed the

fate that had directed his steps through 
the parlor-car.

Gingerly he picked up the crushed 
chapeau and glanced anxiously at the 
maker’s mark. His worse fears were 
confirmed—it was a five-dollar lid!

“ Heavens! ” he groaned inwardly, re­
garding the hat much after the fashion 
of Hamlet’s inspection of poor Ycrick’s 
skull. “ Just my luck. A hoodoo cer­
tainly hangs over my head.”

And then he almost jumped out of 
the window. A bare-headed man had 
entered the car and was making his way 
toward him.

Benson turned his back and held the 
ruined Derby out of view of the ap­
proaching stranger. He strove to smile 
at his predicament, but something in his 
throat made him gulp so ludicrously that 
the frightened Teresa had to laugh in 
spite of herself.

The bare-headed one drew nearer, and 
Benson felt the man’s breath on his 
burning neck. The fellow would doubt­
less be so angry that a fight would 
ensue, as he was a burly, uncouth sort 
of person.

“ Beg pardon,” he said gruffly, and 
Benson whirled to apologize as best he 
could, but he almost fainted with delight 
when he discovered that the man with­
out a hat merely wished to pass him in 
the aisle in order to gain the rear door.

“ Oh, what a relief! ” he whispered, 
glancing at Teresa, who had turned her 
head away. “ I felt in my bones that 
was the man. For once Fate was kind 
to me.”

“ I don’t see why you should act so 
scared,” rejoined his companion. “ It 
was an accident, pure and simple. If 
the owner says anything, give him the 
price of a new hat; that should satisfy 
him.”

The price of a new h a t! Where was 
the price to come from? That was the 
question which worried Benson; and to 
make matters worse, the conductor ap­
peared at this most inopportune moment 
to announce that the drawing-room on 
this same coach was vacant.

“ Oh, that’s just what we want! ” ex­
claimed the delighted Teresa. “ Get the 
drawing-room, and we can talk together 
the rest of the way. I ’ll go in and wait 
until you have fixed things. You had
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better find the owner of the hat and 
make matters right with him first.”

So saying, she left Benson with the 
conductor — Benson, the tanned and 
rugged, who could have been knocked 
over with a straw!

“ What’s the cost for the drawing­
room?” he asked rather coldly.

“ Three dollars,” replied the official, 
preparing to make out the necessary 
checks.

“ Hold on,” rejoined Benson. “ Why 
•—er—you see, the lady already has this 
chair—”

“ That’s all right. That doesn’t make 
the drawing-room any cheaper.”

“ Plow much did you say it was? 
Three? ”

“ Yes, three. Do you want it or not? 
My tune is valuable.”

“ So is mine,” returned Benson 
haughtily, knowing nothing better to 
say, and trying to gain time.

“ Well, do you want i t? ” demanded 
the conductor, point-blank.

“ I’ll see you later about it,” answered 
Benson, affecting the expression of an 
imbecile, which the angry official imme­
diately put him down to be, and de­
parted without further ado.

The train rolled on, and Teresa, in 
the drawing-room, waited patiently for 
the “ Dub ” who failed to come. She 
tried to read, but every word seemed to 
spell Benson, while before her mind’s 
eye floated visions of scenes of five years 
agone.

She loved him far more deeply than 
she dared show, for she was not sure 
that his affection was of equal warmth.

As mile after mile was traversed, and 
he failed to come, she began to grow 
impatient.

“ Probably he was having trouble 
straightening’ out the matter of the 
crushed hat,” she reasoned, and waited 
on; but when fully twenty minutes had 
passed and he did not appear, she re­
turned to her seat in the chair section.

Here she was surprised to find her re­
turned lover missing. She sat down to 
await his reappearance, but after a 
while, instead of Benson, there came the 
man who owned the chair next her own.

He was a middle-aged man, of re­
fined, intelligent appearance, and Te­
resa was glad when she saw him, for

she knew Benson would have little 
trouble in fixing up his accident with 
this cultured gentleman.

Reaching his chair, he picked up the 
hat thereon and, in the act of seating 
himself, paused. Something about the 
hat struck hint as strange, and he turned 
it over in his hands.

Glancing inside the crown, he gave a 
start of surprise and looked hurriedly 
about the car. Then he adjusted his 
glasses and inspected the interior of the 
hat more minutely.

“ Hum-ii, hum-11,” Teresa heard him 
mutter, and in the little looking-glass^ 
at the side of the car she saw the 
stranger scratch his ear in a perplexed 
way. Finally, he took a step in her 
direction and spoke.

“ I beg your pardon,” he began cour­
teously; “ but have you been in your 
chair right along? I ask,” he hastened 
to explain, “ because, upon my return to 
my own, I find a strange hat.”

“ A strange h a t!” repeated Teresa.
All along, she supposed the stranger 

had been examining the cracks in the 
crushed head-gear.

“ Yes,” continued the other; “ but 
what is still more strange, it contains 
the initials of one for whom I have been 
searching for several years. They are 
Initials so out of the ordinary that I feel 
positive the owner, who evidently has 
taken my hat by mistake, is the man I 
want.”

“ Man I want! ” The words fell like 
icicles upon Teresa’s anxious heart'. 
They sounded terribly ominous, and she 
began to grow nervous.

Why did this man want Benson? Had 
he done something wrong? No; she 
would not tolerate the thought, and 
banished it. But she decided not to 
assist this stranger, for whom she sud­
denly conceived a dislike.

So she said nothing; and taking her 
silence as a termination of the inter­
view, the other, after a third scrutiny 
of the hat, went in search of the owner.

Teresa could not figure out the mat­
ter. Why had Benson not come to her 
in the drawing-room? Where was he? 
From the middle-aged man’s remarks, 
Bensor? had evidently not settled for the 
ruined head-gear, but had left his own 
in exchange.
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Was he still on the train, or had he 
got off at one of the stops? Why did 
he not come to her? What could his 
neglect of her mean?

She began to entertain doubtful 
thoughts, and was on the point of tears, 
when her chair was pushed around and 
in front of her stood the man of her 
heart, a transformed, a different Benson.

His eyes were aglow, his hands were 
trembling with a suppressed excitement. 
He tried to speak, but failed. In pan­
tomime, he motioned for her to follow 
him, and started up the aisle.

Half-way, he met the conductor.
“ I want the drawing-room,” he said.
“ But it’s only twenty miles to New 

York,” returned the official.
“ I don’t care if it’s only a quarter 

of a mile; I want the drawing-room. 
Here’s five dollars-—keep the change.”

He took his little checks in exchange 
for the bill which he thrust into the 
hand of the astonished conductor. Then 
he hastened on, with Teresa at his heels.

Reaching the drawing - room, he 
flopped himself down on the sofa and 
regarded his mystified sweetheart with 
the look of a man who had been pulled 
back from the sliding edge of a preci­
pice. He was breathing as hard as 
though he had just finished a five-mile 
foot-race.

“ What under the sun is the matter 
with you? ” demanded Teresa. “ You 
act,-honestly, like a—”

“ A lunatic, a fool. I know, I ’ll finish 
it for you,” he laughed. “ And, to tell 
the truth, that’s just what I do feel 
like. Pinch me, Teresa; please pinch 
me. I am positive I am dreaming.”

“ Will you tell me what’s the matter 
with you! ” she exclaimed with a wom­
an’s characteristic impatience when some 
secret is withheld. “ I’m getting so ner­
vous over your antics that I can hardly 
sit still.”

“ Well, I wish you would sit a little 
closer,” laughed the idiotic Benson, sli­
ding his arm around her waist. “ Tell 
me, Teresa, are you really glad to see 
me back again? ”

“ Yes, yes, of course I am; but what 
has that to do with your secret? ”

She was struggling to release herself.
“ Teresa, darling, I have loved you 

all these years; but, to tell you the

truth, I met with so many misfortunes 
that I was too dejected to write you a 
line. I lost all my money in a fake 
mine out West, and then I went on a 
ranch and worked for my bare existence. 
I have been hoodooed since mv birth; 
but an idea has come to me. Do you 
know, I believe I could banish that hoo­
doo if I were to—”

“ What ? ” she asked as he paused.
“ Get married,” he finished. And 

then, continuing: “ Teresa, dear, do you 
love me enough to marry m e?”

“ Why, my dear boy, if you can’t 
support yourself, how do you propose 
to support two persons?”

“ Then you won’t marry m e?”
“ I didn’t say I wouldn’t,” she broke 

in quickly as the tears came into her 
eyes. “ I ’m willing to engage myself to 
you, Denton, if you think that will be 
an inspiration to achieve things. I know 
you have it in you, if you only get the 
proper opportunity.”

“ Then you’ll marry me — say, in a 
year? ”

“ Yes, but in the meantime you must 
show me—”

But he was kissing her, and might 
have kept it up until New York was 
reached, had it not been for the en­
trance of the middle-aged man.

“ Oh, I beg pardon,” he stammered. 
“ Not necessary, not necessary!” ex­

claimed Benson. “ Come right in and 
meet my fiancee, Miss Sheridan. This 
is Mr, Robertson, Teresa. Tell her 
about it, Mr. Robertson.”

“ Well,” replied the other man, “ I 
don’t know as there’s much to tell that 
would interest Miss Sheridan.”

“ Oh, indeed, everything interests me 
-—if it is about Den—Mr. Benson,” she 
rejoined.

The other man continued:
“ I am simply the executor of the late 

William B. Chanler’s will. Mr. Chan-, 
ler was Mr. Benson’s uncle, and Mr. 
Benson, being the only heir—”

“ A l l  o u t fo r  N e w  Y o rk ! ” in terru p ted  
th e  porter.

And it was not until several years 
after their marriage, which, by the way. 
did lift the hoodoo, that Benson told 
his wife the extent of his embarrass­
ment during that trip from Philadelphia 
to New York.
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The series of fearsome happenings that set wide-awake 
a certain little sleepy village on the Atlantic coast.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED,
U p o n  finding a  murdered man in the house which he rents in  the little t o w n  o f  

Broggan, the young author, Joseph Dell, sends for his friend, Dave W arson, a detective. 
W arson finds in the man’s pocket a paper which rea d s: “ Scipio—600,000— Cash,” which
he takes to have reference to the buying or sale o f som e ship. H e is led to suspect D ell 
through the fact that the author has had dealings with the shipping firm o f Baymer 
Brothers.

W arson returns late one night from  a trip to Boston, and the next m orning is found  
dead by Dell, in his neck a wound sim ilar to that discovered in the murdered man. K now ­
ing that he w ill be suspected o f this second murder, Dell carries the body o f W arson into 
the woods, where it is found by a villager, Joel Bankred. From Baymer Brothers he 
learns that the victim of the first murder is W illiam  W ratton, from  whom  the company 
had bought the ship Scipio.

One m orning D ell finds on his desk a note in fem inine handwriting, telling him that 
the writer has been sent to kill him, and that the warning may cost her life . T w o nights 
later he is startled by a ring at his bell. A nsw ering the summons, he stumbles over a 
huddled heap on the threshold.

CHAPTER XVI.
T H E  A T T A C K .

W HAT I saw at my feet was a wom­
an. And her clothing was soggy 

with salt water.
I thrust my revolver into my pocket, 

and picked her up in my arms. She was 
unconscious.

Unmindful of the water that dripped 
all over me, I carried her into the room 
that had been occupied by Warson. Here 
I laid her down, and hurried out for the 
lamp.

When I got back I saw with horror 
that she was severely wounded and appar­
ently dying.

Her face was scarcely beautiful, but 
she was dark and of a handsome type, 
with something wild in her wet and 
tousled hair and velvety skin.

I poured some brandy down her 
throat. I tore her waist open at the throat.
I knew, if she had made her way from 
the sea to my door, she was not half 
drowned. It was the wound with which 
I had to deal.

*  Began Auguti Argosy.

It was in her shoulder—a bullet wound 
—foully sent from behind.

I was in a terrible frenzy now. I knew 
that this was the woman who had written 
the letter. I knew that she had come to 
me either to warn me or to have me assist 
her.

What tragedy of the sea had taken 
place I could not even conjecture. But 
there I was, with my own life threatened, 
with a wounded and probably dying girl 
on my hands.

Although I worked over her with all 
the skill I possessed, which I am free to 
confess was not much, I failed to see any 
signs of returning consciousness.

The wound had stopped bleeding, and 
I could bandage that well enough. I 
tore a sheet into strips, and made as good 
a job of it as I could. But I knew there 
was something to be done which I could 
not do.

The girl had been in the sea, and so 
recently that she was still dripping. And 
I knew that with all her clothing in that 
soggy condition there was danger for her 
life.
Single copiet, 10 eentt.
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What was needed whs a woman. I 
‘couldn’t undress the girl.

Once thought of, my resolve was made, 
I could do her no good by remaining. I 
might save her life by bringing some one 
who could help.

But bring whom ?
Mrs. Bankred, Joel’s mother!
I knew that almost every old country 

woman is a home-made doctor, and, giv­
ing a last look at the girl and finding her 
breathing apparently a little easier, I 
locked the door of the room and put the 
key in my pocket.

It would not take long to bring Joel’s 
mother, but I took this precaution in case 
some one else came to the place mean­
time.

I rushed out to the stable, and in less 
time almost than it takes to write it I 
had the horse harnessed, and was off like 
a flash.

It was not even a long walk to Joel’s 
house, and the horse covered the distance 
in a few minutes. I jumped out of the 
wagon and banged on the door with my 
fists.

“ What’s wanted down there?” de­
manded Joel’s voice from an open win­
dow. “ Who’s down there?”

“ I, Joe Dell. I want your mother— 
quick!”

“ What’s up? ”
“ Get your mother up ! Quick! ”
His head disappeared, and the min­

utes seemed like hours, though they were 
'only minutes, and not many of them at 
that, when the door opened, and Mrs. 
Bankred, about half.-dresse'd, appeared.

“ At this time of night—what’s the 
tron' le?” she asked.

“ I’ll tell you on the way. Quick, get 
a shawl around you. Don’t wait to finish 
dressing. It’s a girl needs you.”

“ H a ! The ghost at last,” exclaimed 
Joel as he joined us.

He was exactly as he left his bed.
Mrs. Bankred rushed back, and came 

out again with a great Paisley shawl 
wrapped around her.

“ Joel,” I said, “ get dressed and come 
to the house. I may need you.”

“ All right,” he said. “ I’ll be there 
soon.”

I almost hurled the old lady into the 
wagon, leaped in myself, and the horse 
darted back toward the big house.

I told Mrs. Bankred in as few7 words as 
possible all I knew7 of the girl.

“ Poor thing ! ” she said.
“ Of course,” I said, “ I am not sure 

this is the one who left the letter for me. 
If it is, I don’t see why she didn’t come 
by the secret way, wherever that is.”

“ We’ll do what w7e can for her, and let 
her tell her story. When Joel comes we’ll 
let him go for the doctor. He knows 
where he lives.”

By this time we were at the house. 
Not more than twenty minutes had 
elapsed since I had locked the girl in, yet 
I almost expected her to have flown in 
some mysterious way.

But she was there, still breathing, and 
still unconscious.

Mrs. -Bankred told me in quick, sharp 
tones just what things she wanted, and I 
hurried to get them, as far as possible, 
from what I had on hand. I never saw7 a 
hurriedly awakened nurse take hold of a 
patient before, but certainly that w7oman, 
was a marvel.

“ There,” she said. “ Now some dry 
towels.”

I got them.
“ Now7 you can go smoke till Joel 

comes. No use telling you where the doc­
tor lives. I t’s on a mean road, and turns 
through woods. Joel knows. He’ll go.”

I left her, and she closed the door. I 
w7ent to the library and sat down. I 
couldn’t sit still. I got up and paced 
around.

What wore my feelings in regard to this 
girl now? Of course, I did not know 
what wild thing had happened out at sea 
that night to send her like a wounded 
bird fluttering down to my very door; 
but that she had come to warn me or beg 
my protection w7as certain.

It was equally certain that if she 
wanted my protection she was going to 
get it against all comers.

I was standing staring moodily at the 
rays of light that seemed to dance in my 
library windows, when something struck 
me. I fell fonvard, unable to cry out, 
but yet half conscious.

“ Quick—the cloth! ” came a whis­
pered voice, and a thick bandage was 
fastened tightly and securely around my 
mouth, effectually stopping all outcry.

I struggled desperately, but the blow7 

had almost deprived me of strength.
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“ Good thing the girl didn’t get here,” 
said another voice in a whisper. “ Tie 
his legs and arms.”

My resistance was reduced to practical­
ly nothing. And there flashed through 
my brain the conviction that my assailants 
were not aware that the girl had arrived.

A great fear welled up within me that 
Mrs. Bankred would bring the girl’s wet 
clothes out to hang them on a line.

But these miscreants worked quickly.
“ Hurry up,” said one. “ Jim’s a blame 

poor marksman, and maybe he didn’t kill 
her, after all. Dash her eyes! What a 
mess! She could have saved us this. But 
he’ll get all that’s coming to him now.”

They were afraid of the girl. They 
knew she was on her way to warn me, and 
had shot to kill her and prevent the giving 
of the warning. Surely I had no reason 
to hate the girl.

“ Now for the blindfold ! ”
A heavy cloth was tied over my eyes.
My arms were fastened straight down 

along my .sides, and my feet strapped to­
gether. i  was trussed up like an Egyptian 
mummy.

“ Now,” I heard a whisper.
I was lifted by two men, one at my 

head, the other taking my feet. I was 
carried swiftly, feet foremost, somewhere. 
My legs were bent downward, and then 
I was slid slowly, both men clinging to 
me, into some kind of passage in which I 
hung suspended perpendicularly.

“ Get in on the ladder,” I heard a 
whisper.

I was roughly handled while they 
changed their grip, and I knew they were 
following me into the hole, whatever it 
was.

From below me there came a cool, 
damp draft, smelling of the sea. We were 
somewhere over salt water, and yet inside 
of the big house.

Then I heard a mild little grinding 
noise like a door on well-oiled hinges, yet 
a door that was little used.

Then I felt myself being gently low­
ered. There came a peculiar humming 
and singing to my ears, which kept getting 
louder and louder.

“ Shall we give it to him here and drop 
him?,” asked one, now in an ordinary 
tone.

“ Him? No. The prick is too good 
for him. It kills too quick and without

pain. He’s caused us enough trouble. 
We’ll fix him all right. Wait till we get 
to the cave.”

Lower and lower I descended, till my 
two carriers were puffing with the exertion 
of holding me. I could now hear the roar 
of water, like confined waves lashing the 
sides of their prison.

And at last I was swung to one side 
and my feet touched a hard floor.

“ Now, Mr. Joseph Dell,” chuckled one 
of my captors, “ you’ve had the pleasure 
of a ride through the secret passage. But 
you’ll never take another.”

And then they both laughed.

CHAPTER XVII.
A  T E R R IB L E  P O S IT IO X .

B o u n d  a n d  b lin d fo ld e d  as I was, a ll  
there w as le f t  to  m e w ere h earin g  and  
th o u g h t. W h at I heard w as to the h ig h ­
est d egree  a la rm in g , and  m y th ou gh ts  
w ere fa r  from  p leasant.

Had nothing occurred before to show 
the desperate villainy of my captors, I 
might have felt some hope. But the dev= 
ilish ingenuity of the poisoned dagger, 
the murder of William Wratton, and the 
murder of Warson, together with the 
latest tragedy of the sea, the shooting of 
the girl to prevent her from warning me, 
all proved that I was in the clutches of a 
gang that would stop at nothing.

While I suppose I had displayed the 
ordinary courage of an ordinary man 
since I had taken up my quarters in the 
so-called haunted house, I must confess 
that my bravery oozed perceptibly while 
I was being lowered into some kind of 
hellhole the nature of which I could not 
even imagine. I knew I stood on rock, 
and I knew that the sea was washing 
around my feet.

“ Tie him to the ladder,” said the voice 
of one of the men.

The cords that had bound my arms to 
my side were cut away. I was placed in 
an upright position, with my back to what 
seemed a ladder of iron, and my hands, 
as I thrust them back, touched a wall of 
rock.

I was as helpless as an infant, for my 
feet were still tied together, and if I at­
tempted to strike out at my captors I 
would lose my balance and go plunging
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into the sea that I knew lay at my very 
feet.

I was tied securely to the iron ladder, 
a rope being passed around my chest, and 
then each wrist was fastened to an up­
right of the ladder. The cord then being 
drawn tight, the upper part of my body 
was as firmly secured as though I had 
been riveted there.

The next operation performed by my 
captors, who were constantly chuckling 
at this device of theirs for incalculable 
cruelty, was to cut my feet free of the old 
cords, and tie them, one to each of the 
uprights of the ladder.

“ Take off the blind,” said one voice. 
“ There is no pleasure equal to watching 
oneself die.”

In a moment the eye bandage was 
whisked away. The cloth which gagged 
me was left in place. It was not the 
purpose of these scoundrels to permit me 
to call for help.

It must be remembered that all this 
occurred at dead of night. When the 
bandage was taken from my eyes, for a 
moment I could not see at all, and they 
might just as well have left it on.

But from my left the moonlight 
streamed in through a great arch in the 
rock, and in what was left of the rays 
by the time they reached me I finally 
gained my vision.

I seemed to be in an immense grotto. 
The arch through which; the moonlight 
streamed was about as far from me as 
the edge of the cliff was from the stone 
house. At least it seemed so to me, as I 
measured it with what little senses I had 
left.

This arch opened to the sea, and the 
water flowed in and out in accord with 
the action of the waves outside.

Looking up, I could see nothing, it was 
so dark. But I knew the ladder extended 
straight upward for a considerable dis­
tance and led to the secret entrance to the 
house.

Before me the water came almost to 
my feet. I was standing on a narrow 
ledge of rock, and just in front of me 
there lay a boat. It seemed to be a small 
launch, evidently the tender of a larger 
boat.

In this boat now sat two men. I could 
not see their features, at least, well 
enough to identify them again, but their

voices and accent, even though they spoke 
good English, proved them to be from 
some other part of the world than the 
northern portion of the United States.

“ Back away,” said one. “ The tide is 
rising. We’ll watch him from the en­
trance.”

It was evident that by “ entrance ” he 
meant the mouth of the cave. For the 
launch slowly backed away and passed 
just outside the opening, where it 
stopped.

There was apparently a ring or chain 
fastened to the rock there, for I saw one 
of them tie the boat. Then they lighted 
cigars and lounged there, waiting.

I knew that along this coast the tide 
rose to the height of anywhere from six 
to eight feet, and even the lower, rise 
would be enough completely to engulf 
me. for I was far from six feet in height.

I understood the cruelty of their ar­
rangements. They had no fear. Why, 
when they had dreaded the arrival of the 
girl before, they ignored her completely 
now I could not understand.' The girl 
must know the secret of the entrance.

But they certainly feared nothing.
I will not even pretend to portray here 

what I felt. Life was sweet to me. I 
was young, was not in want, and was in a 
fair way to make a name for myself in 
literature. Had I not cared for life, I 
would not have come to Broggan to rest 
and recuperate.

But as the black water swirled and 
swished against the rock I saw no possi­
bility of escape.

Certainly these devils would not relent. 
They had murdered Wratton. They had 
murdered Warson. They had tried to 
murder the girl. There was no reason to 
believe they would not murder me.

But I could not understand why they 
took this slow method when they could 
have ended it all in a moment. But no 
one can fathom the workings of a mind 
gone wrong and warped with crime.

The other murders had been done 
quickly because they had to be. They 
had plenty of time to amuse themselves 
with me, and watch my dying agonies as 
the water gradually rose to overwhelm 
me.

My mind dwelt bitterly on the fact that 
the girl had succumbed at the very door. 
Had she lasted but a moment longer—
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long enough just to breathe a hint of the 
secret entrance—it would have enabled 
me to meet my enemies and give me a 
show for my life.

I wondered if anybody would miss me. 
Of course Joel would arrive. But Mrs. 
Bankred had told me to go and smoke, 
and in the agitation she knew I felt it 
was just as probable that I might light 
a cigar and wander out in the woods, or 
along the cliffs, as it was that I would sit 
idly in the house.

They would miss me. I realized that. 
But they would wait for me. Joel would 
be sent for the doctor. It was late, and 
the physician would be in bed. Physicians 
don’t rush off half dressed after being 
wakened, and I knew it took them longer, 
according to the anxious minds of those 
who call them, to get on their clothes than 
it does anybody else.

It would be perhaps an hour before 
Joel got back. Even then there might be 
a chance because it would take a few 
hours for the tide to reach my neck. But 
would the fellows in the boat get tired 
of their fun?

Would not the long waiting jar upon 
them and cause them to end it with the 
knife or pistol and to go their way?

All these thoughts were far from 
pleasant.

“ If you get thirsty, Joseph Dell,” 
called one of them, “ don’t be impatient. 
You’ll have plenty to drink by and by.”

The other laughed.
Even .now the water was swirling 

around my feet. The tide was rising 
swiftly. I knew that in some parts along 
the coast it rose with great rapidity, the 
slack water remaining longer than in 
places where the tide had farther to travel 
into bays and up rivers.

At least, I thought I knew this. I con­
fess I didn’t know much about tides, and 
don’t even now.

Whether the tide rose with any greater 
swiftness there than at any other point 
I don't know. But it seemed to fairly 
leap. It reached my knees.

The sensation of having water rising 
about you while you are fastened like 
Andromeda waiting for it to overwhelm 
you is far different from wading in with 
your arms free and able to take care of 
yourself. It sent cold and horror all 
through me.

I even imagined myself to be already 
dying. A peculiar numbness assailed me. 
I shut my eyes. The moonlight on the 
rushing waters assumed grotesque and 
horrible fantastic shapes. Great hobgob­
lins danced before me. There was a hor­
rible roaring in my head.

Suddenly I heard a voice above me. 
Then a stream of light shot down.

I looked up—a lantern was swinging 
in the passage.

“ By Heavens!” I heard Joel say. 
“ Give me that revolver and a sharp knife 
quick. They’ve got him tied to the lad­
der.”

CHAPTER XVIII.
M O M E N T S  O F A G O N Y .

J o e l ’ s  voice, while it came down to m e  

and filled me with a leaping thrill of 
hope, did not, evidently, carry out to the 
men at the mouth of the cave. I looked 
up, and saw his big body bend out. He 
held the lantern in his teeth while he 
reached across the upright passage and 
grasped the ladder. He then swung him­
self in, and, hand over hand, was coming 
down to me.

-And now another terror assailed me.
He did not know the men in the boat 

were at the mouth of the cave. The 
moment he came in sight with his lantern 
they could shoot him, and he would be 
helpless to return their fire.

Yet I was unable to give him the slight­
est warning.

Down, down he came, slowly, as 
though feeling his way. I tried to make 
a noise. All I could do was to emit a 
grunt.

“ All right, Mr. Dell,” he said cheer­
fully. “ I ’m coming.”

He did not understand the warning.
My Heaven, how the blood surged 

through me ! Here was my deliverer com­
ing—coming to his own certain death— 
when, if I could but give him a hint, he 
might save us both.

All the horror I had felt before sank 
into insignificance compared with what I 
felt at that moment. I could see no posi 
sible hope. The men in the boat were 
laughing and talking, but their eyes were 
always turned my way, and they would 
surely see Joel before he saw them.
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It was so.
“ Look! A light in the chimney! ” 

exclaimed one.
I could see both straining their eyes at 

the unwelcome sight.
“ Somebody coming down to rescue 

him. That accursed girl has told.”
I saw the man—my tongue cleaving to 

the roof of my mouth in terror—unfasten 
the boat from its temporary moorings. 
The little engine was not started, but 
with their hands they caught the edge of 
the rock and drew the launch inside. 
Then, with a push, they sent it toward 
me.

Oh, that was really a moment of hell! 
Joel was almost down to me. The lan­
tern, swinging in his teeth, cast the shad­
ow of his feet and legs upon the boat as 
it came to a stop right where he must step 
to the rock.

I tried to yell. With the muscles of 
my throat I attempted to move the gag 
so that I could shout a warning. But 
these fellows knew their business, and 
not a sound could I make except that 
senseless grunt which Joel evidently 
thought was an expression of pleasure 
because he was coming.

My blood froze. I could feel ice in 
my finger-tips and clutching at my heart.

Don’t worry, Mr. Dell,” he said. 
“ I won’t step on your head.”

Oh, if he only would, and knock that 
accursed bandage off!

The two men got out of the launch 
quietly.

They stood there waiting. In the light 
of the swinging lanterns their faces be­
came the faces of fiends. Their hands 
were ready to grab Joel the moment he 
emerged from the upright passage.

His feet were scraping the iron rungs 
just above me. His right foot now came 
slowly down along my head.

“ Move your head to the right—your 
right,” he said. “ I want room on the lad­
der.”

Instead I pressed my cheek with all the 
strength of the muscles of my neck 
against his descending heel. It caught in 
the cloth.

He felt it—feared he was stepping on 
me, and drew it up. But he had pushed 
the cloth down about an inch.

“ Look out! They are here |  ” I 
shouted.

With a curse, one of the men struck 
me a smashing blow in the face that drove 
my head back against a rung and for a 
moment stunned me. But I heard an ex­
clamation from Joel.

The next instant they had grabbed his 
legs. The lantern fell with a hissing 
sound into the water.

Joel came splashing down, almost 
knocking the wind out of me.

But the warning had not been entirely 
too late. Though a raw country boy, Joel 
Bankred was possessed of prodigious 
strength. Of course, he had no science as 
to how to use that strength; but in his 
position I doubt if any amount of science 
would have helped him. He fell on his 
hands in the water.

With a roar like that of an enraged 
bull, he kicked out with both feet, and 
one of the men fell over in the boat and 
the other in the water.

In an instant Joel was on his feet on 
the ledge, the water up to his knees. The 
man in the boat drew a revolver and fired. 
Joel’s revolver, which was the one Lavin 
had given me, had been dropped and now 
lay at the bottom of the water in the 
cave.

With another roar, such as I had never 
heard from a man, seemingly part terror 
and part rage, Joel leaped into the boat.

“ Now, goldarn you, man to man, I ’ll 
have your lives! ” he yelled.

He grabbed the man in the boat by the 
throat and rained blows on his face. The 
flood tide was now carrying the craft so 
near the roof that in another moment it 
would be impossible for the boat to leave 
the cave. The opening would be too 
small.

And the man in the water knew that. 
Leaving his comrade to continue the fight, 
he began swimming and pushing the boat 
before him to the mouth, and still Joel 
fought. The boat rocked from side to 
side, and I thought it would overturn 
every moment.

But the fellow got it outside. The 
pistol was fired again, and I fancied 
I lizard Joel cry out that he was hit.

The boat, when it was past the open­
ing, was carried from my sight by the 
tide, and my heart sank. For now, 
wounded as he was, he would have two 
to deal with.

But even then, above the roaring of the
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inrushing t'df there came his ferocious 
bellow, ana then all was still.

It was over. My brave friend, who 
had come to rescue me, had been over.-, 
come, and this was the end. The water 
was now getting so high that it seemed 
to want to lift me, tied even though I 
was.

But I had my voice. I shouted as loud­
ly as I could for help. I shouted again 
and again.

“ I’m here,” I heard a voice.
It came from the mouth of the cave. 

It was Joel’s voice. I saw his head as 
he was swimming inside the mouth. I 
looked for the boat, but it did not follow 
him, nor did I hear any more shots.

I gazed in surprise and wonder as he 
swam through the swirling water with 
mighty strokes, and was soon on the ledge 
beside me.

“ Where are they? What happened?” 
I asked breathlessly.

“ I kicked their blame boat over—

that’s what happened," he answered sav­
agely. “ But I suppose they can swim, 
so we’ve got to hurry. I gave ’em each a 
good crack, though. It may take them 
a minute to wake up.”

He still had the knife, and with quick, 
true strokes was cutting me free.

“ How did you find the secret passage? 
What is it? Where? ” I inquired, asking 
question after question.

“ Never mind—you’ll see. Get up that 
ladder as if the devil was after you—and 
he is.”

Up I went, and he followed.
“ When you get to the top, put out your 

hand and feel that thin little wire hanging 
down.”

My head bumped against what seemed 
to be a solid floor. I put out my hand 
and felt the little thin wire.

“ I ’ve got it,” I said.
“ Pull it down hard.”
I pulled quickly, with all my strength, 

and had the surprise of my life.
( To be continued.)

Bill Beans’s Bump of Observation.
By ROBERT CARLTON BROWN.

The rustic with an ambition to shine as a detective, with an account of the 
experience that cooled his ardor, and also accomplished something else.

“ T ’M a detective,” announced Bill
J. Beans, as he lolled his awkward 

bulk over the cigar-case in a Bowery 
pool-room.

“ That so?” smiled the proprietor. 
“ Got yer gun an’ gum shoes in yer 
pocket? "

“ Got my gun an’ star, anyway,” 
snapped the big fellow, placing a big, 
old-fashioned pistol on the show-case 
and throwing his coat open wide to dis­
play a cheap tin star.

“ Well, that’s very pretty. How long 
you been in the profesh?” was the pro­
prietor’s question.

“ Just a day.”
“ Thought so,” smiled the man be­

hind the case.
Bill Beans had come down from 

up-State to startle little old New York 
with his prowess.

A traveling phrenologist had told him

that a certain bump—where he had been 
hit by a bat in his school-days—was his 
bump of observation, and showed that 
he was a born detective.

Forthwith Bill threw down the plow 
and answered the alluring ad. of a cor­
respondence detective course.

His unusual acumen in the science 
of detection gave him an insight that 
allowed him to complete the course in 
six days.

He then took sixty dollars that he had 
saved and came on to New York.

His first day in town he spent in 
awaiting a promised assignment from 
the school that had graduated him with 
honors as a detective.

But the assignment did not come, in 
fact it never came. So at the end of a 
week Bill, with only forty dollars left, 
turned his attention to the classified 
advertising columns.
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His eyes immediately caught the fol­
lowing insertion:

W anted—Ambitious young detective 
in New York Bowery district. To locate 
criminals from their photographs. An­
swer at once and a trial will be given. 
T h e  S harp-E yes D etective Agency, 

Boston, Mass.
Of course Bill Beans answered the 

ad. He would have answered a score 
of that kind. In fact he hadn’t seen 
anything like it in the nine days that he 
had been a full-fledged detective.

As he slipped his studied reply into 
the mail-box, he swelled visibly and 
could not help but smile at what the 
folks up home would say when they 
heard of his great success on this, his 
first chance.

“ The correspondence course says:
‘ A man who keeps his eyes open and 
has energy cannot help but succeed.’ ” 
Bill smiled to himself. “ Now, some 
fellers wouldn’t have answered that 
advertisement. An’ some probably didn’t 
see it at a ll ; but you see, /  done both. 
That phrenologist feller said right when 
he told me I had the powers of observa­
tion unusually high in development.”

An envelope was delivered to Beans 
two days later. It was a bulky affair 
and looked highly businesslike. Inside 
was a printed form that read:

We have received your reply to our 
advertisement and offer you a trial 
herewith.

We enclose photographs.
We will pay you twenty dollars a 

piece for the location of criminals and 
fifty dollars for each criminal that you 
succeed in arresting.

Yours truly,
T he S harp-E yes Detective A gency, 

Boston, Mass.
N ote—Wire news a t our expense.

“ Well, that looks good now,” cried 
Bill, fingering over the three photo­
graphs that were enclosed. “ Twenty 
for locatin’ ail’ fifty for arrestin’. By 
gosh, I ’ll arrest ’em ! ”

Slipping a pair of shiny new hand­
cuffs into his pockets—they had come 
W'ith the correspondence course— Bill 
pulled his cap over his eyes, adjusted 
his star, and sat down at his small table 
to scrutinize the photographs.

“ Gee, this feller herfll be hard to 
find, only gives the back of his head. 
How do they expect a feller to know a 
man by the back of his head ? A h! 
There’s a scar right near the neck; I can 
tell him by that all right. I ’ll get him !’’

He placed the photograph carefully 
in his pocket and, closing his eyes, re­
called it perfectly.

Then he picked up the second por­
trait.

“ Gosh! Side view; that feller can’t 
get away from me. Look at that nose 
now, I never seen th’ like; looks like a 
pig snout. He’ll be easy. That mus­
tache curls up an’ looks sassy. Kind 
of a /talian by his looks.”

As he started to put this one into his 
breast-pocket, his keen eyes caught a 
bit of writing on the back.

“ Under alias of * Panhandle Pete.’ 
Well, that’s a name fer yer! ” he cried. 
“ Reckon he wouldn’t register that way 
though.”

Taking out the back view' he found 
the name of “ alias Joseph H, Jones” 
on that.

The third photograph was a full front 
view*, and on the back was scrawled— 
“ As P. Pierpont.”

Having memorized the picture of each 
crimin .1, Bill Beans drew his massive 
bulk together and pounded a beefy fist 
on the table.

“ I’ll catch each an’ every one of them 
fellers, an’ I ’ll do it now,” was his loud 
decision.

With that he left the room and saun­
tered down the Bowery.

A notorious pool-room was the first 
place he visited. As he sat looking out 
from under the low brim of his hat he 
suddenly recognized a man that entered.

Bill almost dashed forward to greet 
him, he remembered his looks so well. 
Then he changed his mind and tried to 
recall where he had seen that face be­
fore.

A sudden shock shot through him.
“ Why, that’s the feller with the 

nose! ” he gasped, under his breath.
Stealthily withdrawing the photo­

graph of the side view he compared it 
with the original. The nose was an 
exact match, and Beans grinned to him­
self as he thought of how easily he had 
run down his first man.
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For some minutes he sat planning the 
best way to effect the capture. Sud­
denly the man he was watching slipped 
through the back door into an alley.

Bill jumped to his feet and followed. 
His suspect was just skulking down the 
alley when the new detective rushed up 
behind, clapped a strong hand on his 
shoulder, and bawled. “ You’re under 
arrest! ”

“ The Hades I am !" bellowed the 
man, crashing a savage blow into Bill’s 
face.

Bill staggered back, but in a minute 
he recovered himself.

Throwing both arms around the Bow­
ery tough he pulled him close in a ter­
rific hug. The man squirmed, but that 
was all.

Beans, hugging him tighter every 
minute, dragged his catch up the alley 
until he came to the near-by police- 
station. There he forced him through 
the doorway and shoved him into the 
arms of an awaiting policeman.

“ Lock him up ! ” he told the officer.
“ What’s the charge?”
“ He’s a criminal.”
“ But I can’t put nobody in fer that. 

Where’s the warrant ? ”
“ Lock him up, I tell you. He’s a 

criminal! ” repeated Bill Beans.
“ I’ll lock you both up,” the police­

man flared out. “ This ain’t no way to 
butt into a station an’ start things.”

The desk sergeant heard the commo­
tion and stepped into the hallway.

“ Jerry !” he exclaimed, as he recog­
nized the man Beans had dragged in.
“ You slipp’ry eel. It’s mighty glad I 
am to see you here. Dougherty’s been 
lookin’ for you on that Mott Street 
job.”

The prisoner was booked, Bill was 
questioned, released, and sent on his way 
rejoicing.

“ Well, I ’ve landed one of ’em, any­
way,” he grinned. “ There’s an easy 
fifty dollars. This is some better than 
plowin’.”

He stopped with a small crowd be­
fore a display window and looked in 
absently, debating whether or not he 
should telegraph the detective agency at 
once.

The head of the man in front of him 
attracted him strangely. He wrondered 

8 A

vaguely where he had seen a scar similar 
to the one on the back of the fellow’s 
scalp.

A sudden realization came to him and 
he secretly drew out the photograph 
labeled “ Joseph H. Jones,” and show­
ing the back view of a head.

Bill’s face expanded in a huge smile.
“ By gorry, here’s another of them 

fellers! Well, if I ain’t got luck! ”
He edged up to the man and scru­

tinized his profile.
Certain of the identification, he 

awaited an opportune moment to effect 
the capture.

In order to appear thoroughly uncon­
cerned he stepped around beside the 
man, stood a little in front of him, and 
gazed into the window with interest.

He had been standing there for some 
minutes when a peculiar sensation was 
telegraphed to his brain. Without 
moving, he tried to look at the man 
beside him out of the corner of his eye.

Everything seemed all right, but Bill 
was still cognizant of the peculiar sen­
sation.

A sudden dive of his hand into his 
coat-pocket, and his fingers clutched the 
wrist of the man next to him.

With a dexterous twist he turned and 
secured the man’s other hand.

“ Tryin’ to pick my pocket, was you? ” 
he demanded.

The man who was in the habit of 
carrying his hands in other men’s pockets 
struggled to free himself. A policeman 
rushed in and heard Beans’s complaint.

The pickpocket was held until the 
hurry-up wagon came, and then Bill ac­
companied him to the station to make 
his complaint.

“ What! You here again!” snapped 
the sergeant, as Beans entered with the 
policeman and the prisoner.

“ Sure! ” beamed Beans. “ Got an­
other criminal. They’re as thick down 
here as swallows is up home.”

A quizzical smile spread over the 
police officer’s face.

“ How long you been here?” he 
asked Bill, as he booked the prisoner.

“ Nine days.”
“ What’s your business?”
“ Somethin’ th’ same as yours. I ’m a 

detective,” the young fellow answered 
proudly.
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“ Well, you’re certainly a live one, all 
right. Ain’t afraid of nothin’, are 
you?”

“ Well, I was chased by a bull once 
an’ I don’t think I ’d care for it again,” 
the embryo detective smiled.

“ You’re all right. Where do you 
live?” asked the sergeant.

Beans gave him his address and went 
out with a radiant face.

Pulling the third photograph from his 
pocket, he looked at it intently. It w'as 
the one of the full front face.

“ He’s the only feller left,” smiled the 
amateur detective. “ Lucky gettin’ them 
other two in less’n two hours. Guess I’ll 
telegraph Boston the news that they’ve 
been caught.”

He stood reflectively for a moment.
“ A hundred in a hour,” he murmured. 

“ That ain’t bad. I alius knew I was cut 
out fer a city feller. Why, I ’d a worked 
four months fer that up home. This- is 
a durn sight better’n pitchin’ hay. That 
phrenologist feller was certainly right. 
I ’m a born detective. Why, I recognized 
both them fellers from their pictures in 
a second.”

The photo of the last man wanted 
was still in his hands. He took another 
good look at it.

“ Geeminy!” he cried, “ I’ll bet I 
seen that feller in a cigar store yesterday. 
Sure I did! I ’ve seen him there before. 
Yes, sir, them same long eyelashes an’ 
funny ears. I ’ll get him! ”

Beans started off at a great stride, in­
tent upon doing his job thoroughly and 
having the third man arrested.

As he passed a telegraph-office sign he 
stopped abruptly.

“ Guess I better let them fellers in 
Boston know I ’ve got two. It said to 
telegraph at tlieir expense, so it won’t 
cost me nothin’ any way.”

The energetic detective dashed into 
the office and slowly scratched out the 
following message, with utter disregard 
of all telegraphic customs.

S harp-E yes D etective A gency,
Boston, Mass.

Gentlemen ; Have caught two of 
them criminals. The one named 
Alias Joseph H. Jones was a pick­
pocket. The other, Panhandle Pete, 
was a criminal that the police wanted 
too. Am on trail of the last one and

will land him in the station in a few 
minutes. Yours truly,

W m . B .  B e a n s .
238 East First Street, New York City.

Having condensed the message some­
what, and marked it “ collect,” the 
operator began ticking it off, and told 
Beans that he could go.

With that the young farmer swung 
out of the office and rushed off for the 
cigar shop, to look for the third criminal.

Unluckily the man was not lounging 
there as usual, and Beans stood waiting 
for an hour.

At length he gave up his search and 
went to get dinner.

Having eaten, he returned to his room 
to wash.

As he entered the door the landlady 
rushed up to him feverishly, and pushed 
a yellow envelope into his hands.

“ A telegram, Mr. Beans. Oh, I do 
hope nobody is dead. Try to fortify 
yourself, sir,” the good soul sobbed.

Beans burst open the envelope and 
spelled out the message.

It read:
W m . B .  B e a n s ,

238 West First St., New York City.
Photos sent were three different views 

and aliases of one man. He was ar­
rested Chicago this morning. You are 
a fool.

S harp-E yes D etective A gency, 
Boston, Mass.

Bill Beans’s big hand shook, and he 
leaned weakly against the wall.

" Don’t ! Don’t tell me it’s your own 
mother! ” wailed the landlady.

Without answering, Bill Beans went 
up-stairs to his room and flopped into 
a chair.

“ What a fool you a ir! ” he blurted 
out to himself. “ Thinkin’ them three 
pictures was of different men.”

He pulled out the photographs and 
looked at them dully.

“ Any blame idiot could see they all 
looks alike an’ was just took in different 
positions,” was his caustic comment.

Turning to the backs of the portraits 
he read, “ Under alias of Panhandle 
Pete. Alias Joseph H. Jones. As P. 
Pierpont.”

“ Why, that’s plain enough for any 
baby! ” he snapped.
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“ Here I ’ve been an’ arrested two 
men an’ traced another, when only one 
was wanted. There’s a hundred an’ fifty 
dollars gone. Oh, gee, I guess the 
farm’s the place fer me.”

Bill sadly arose from the chair and 
counted his money.

A knock at the door interrupted him. 
The trembling landlady pushed her 

hand through and handed in a note. 
Tearing it open Beans read:

D ear Sir :
The two men that you brought to the 

station this morning have been wanted 
for some time.

You have nerve and energy and would 
make good on the police force. In a 
conference with the captain of this sta­
tion he requested that I send for' you. 
He admires your courage and will find 
a place for you on the force, if you 
want it.

Yours truly,
Sergeant T imothy Dollan.

“ Geeminy! ” grinned Bill Beans, 
“ I ’ll just take that job! I ’d rather be 
a policeman anyway; this detective busi­
ness is too confusin’. I guess I ain’t got 
such a surprisin’ bump of observation 
after all.”

WASHINGTON OR— WORSE?*
By EDGAR FRANKLIN,

Author of “ The Taking of the Liberator,” “The Chare of the Concession," etc.
Certain astounding happenings that broke the calm current of life in a banana republic.

CHAPTER X III.
TURNING A TRICK.

IRTON drew in a quick breath.
“ Yes, and— D’ye see his face? ” 

he demanded. “ D’ye see who it is? ”
Bending forward, the Secretary of the 

Treasury strained his eyes. He straight­
ened up suddenly, and an uncanny little 
chuckle escaped him.

“ By the piper that played before 
Moses! ” he cried under his breath. 
“ It’s the main guy of the whole business, 
Steve! I t’s the fellow that’s running 
the show7 and had us down for the next 
turn, at eight-thirty, and—hush! ”

Carefully he looked over his rifle. 
His free hand patted a revolver-butt.

“ He’s all of three hundred yards 
ahead of them now, too! ” he whispered. 
“ He’s— ”

The hoofs beat steadily toward them. 
Nearer and nearer, and ever nearer, 
came the big animal. The hiding pair 
held their breath as they slipped from 
their ovm mounts and came nearer the 
edge of the clearing.

And then, suddenly, the man was in 
the shadow, and:

“ Senor! ”  Hemmett cried quickly and 
softly.

* Began J u ly  AMO*T.

The big horse slid to a standstill. 
The cold voice of the w7hite-faced man 
came promptly:

“ Who goes there?”
"  Libertad sin cesar! ”  Hemmett re­

sponded as readily.
“ The passivord?”
“ Victoria, senor. Will you ap­

proach? ”
Slowly the horse came forward. Foot 

by foot he neared them, the rider peer­
ing curiously ahead into the gloom of 
the trees.

“ Who is there?” inquired the impe­
rious voice.

Out of the darkness a figure sudden­
ly appeared at either side of his steed. 
A rifle-barrel was thrust fairly into 
either side of his body, and:

“ H a lt!”
u j __»»

“ H a lt! ” snarled Hemmett. “ Keep 
your mouth closed, if you ever want to 
open it again in this world. Give me 
that pistol! Take the other, Steve! As 
for you, you command those gentlemen 
of yours to halt, right where they are! ”

There was a moment of hesitation. In 
the stillness a pistol clicked ominously 
near to the mysterious one’s head; a 
cold barrel was thrust to his temple.

Single  eopiet, 10 eente.
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“ There, Mr. Root and Branch of the 
Revolution!” Hemmett cried exultant­
ly. “ You let off one good long yell 
before I count five, or you’ll stand a 
chance of being buried, right here and 
now! You tell your friends to stay 
where they are! One—two—three—” 

A gasp came from the mounted man. 
A noisy intake of breath; and suddenly 
his voice rang out in Spanish:

“ Vanesca! Rudino! Remain where 
you are until I return! ”

There was another pause. The group 
heard—halted two hundred yards away. 
The pistol still held its place; and Hem­
mett tried hard to stifle the yell in his 
voice as he cried:

“ Perhaps we haven’t smashed the 
revolution, Steve, but we’ve dug up the 
roots, and potted ’em good and plenty! ”

CHAPTER XIV.
A T  T H E  P O IN T  OF T H E  PISTOL.

F or a while, there was a tense pause . 
in that particular patch of scrubby 
woodland.

Then the big horse, prodded slyly by 
a spur, gave a leap forward.

As quickly, Hemmett had the bridle* 
and had brought him to a standstill with 
a mighty effort. And as he caught his 
breath, he commented:

“ You may just get down on your 
feet, my friend! There’s no need of 
acrobatics here ! Down ! ”

“ And if I don’t choose to obey?”
“ You’ll be shot—and 'I ’ll have your 

horse! ” came with equal calm from 
Hemmett.

The man on the big horse considered 
for a second or two. Uncommenting, 
then, his leg came over the saddle, and 
he dropped gently to the ground. 

Hemmett laughed aloud.
“ If you’ll keep him covered for a 

minute, Steve, while I moor Pegasus to 
one of ■ these primeval pines,” he sug­
gested. “ Then—”

He stopped, as he tethered the horse 
to a tree. He turned, then, and ap­
proached almost at a skip.

“ And now, Mr. Man,” he chuckled,
“ we’ve got you. haven’t we ? ”

The stranger laughed slightly and 
contemptuously.

“ You are in my presence, if that is 
what you mean.”

“ It’s rather a swell-headed way of 
putting it, but the idea is there,” Hem­
mett commented joyfully. “ And now—”

“ And now, I should advise you im­
mediately to restore my guns and my 
horse, Mr.—er—Hemmett.”

“ We take advice between nine and 
five, daily,” the Secretary of the Treas­
ury responded with a renewed chuckling 
that was little less than ghoulish. “ I t’s 
after hours now, you blamed scoundrel, 
and—”

“ Be a little careful with that tongue 
of yours! ”

“ It’s not necessary!” responded 
Hemmett with some anger. “ Your—”

“ On the contrary, it is necessary!” 
The imperious quality seemed not to 
diminish one whit. “ I am in command 
of this—”

“ You were, you mean ! ”
“ On the contrary, I am ! And what­

ever may be the point of this little 
prank, however you may have made your 
escape, I can assure you that it will not 
alter to-morrow morning’s program in 
the slightest. You will be shot—well, 
decently, if I may use the term, if I am 
released at once. If you persist in this 
absurdity, it is quite possible that you 
will be shot after you have burned a 
little while! ”

The utter calm of the tone, for the 
moment, disconcerted even Hemmett 
and Girton. The former, then, stepped 
closer, and laid a hard and heavy hand 
upon the shoulder of the captive.

“ My egotistical friend,” he said 
sharply, “ have you ever had the pleas­
ure of eating in a Bowery restaurant, in 
New York?”

“ E h ?”
“ In a good many of them they have 

fly-cages on the tables, with a little 
puddle of molasses to lure the innocent 
insect, and a nice wire-netting affair to 
keep him put, as it were. Catch the 
idea?”

“  I — ”

“ I believe you do grasp i t ! ” Hem­
mett continued. “ Therefore, if you 
can conceive one of those little cap­
tive flies talking up, real good and 
sassy, to — say, to the professional 
bouncer of the place, you may get some
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faint idea of the weight your threats 
have with this particular pair of citi­
zens! Catch that?”

“ It is interesting to hear you talk.” 
The comment came with the slightest 
diminution of the utter superiority.

“ It will be infinitely more interesting 
to see—and feel—us act. My man, 
we’ve got you. You’re going to follow 
instructions, or become the deadest thing 
that ever happened around these parts.” 

“ Mr. Hemmett, upon the first evi­
dence of actual violence, I shall call 
upon my people—”

“ No, you won’t, and I’ll tell you 
why!” the Secretary of the Treasury 
interrupted in a curiously businesslike 
tone. “ You’re no more in love with 
these people than you are with the in­
habitants of Mars. You’re here because 
a certain governmental clique in Eu­
rope sent you here to kick up trouble. 
You don’t believe we’re going to kill 
you, for you think we’re afraid of the 
job. On the other hand, you are very 
much averse to dying, for that would 
cut off your interesting career.”

The captive was silent.
“ And having made that part clear,” 

Hemmett concluded, “ I have only to 
inform you that, unless you go to the 
edge of that clearing and announce in 
the clearest and least involved Span­
ish that Mr. Perdon is to be mounted on 
a horse and brought here instantly, 
you’re going to be so filled with bullet- 
holes that you’ll resemble a sieve more 
than anything else.”

The moon was filtering through the 
trees now. Hemmett glanced at it— 
glanced at his rifle. He snapped the 
magazine, then, and the hammer lay 
back, palpably ready for action.

He propped the weapon comfortably 
under his arm, the muzzle trained on the 
stranger’s heart.

He brought out his watch, then, and 
consulted it.

“ I am going to give you three min­
utes to obey, my man,” he said vesy 
quietly. “ At the end of that time, if 
you haven’t ordered Perdon brought 
here, you’ll be dead! ”

His low voice died away. Dead si­
lence fell upon the little woodland 
patch, broken only by the uneasy rus­
tling of the horses now and then.

It was to be a test of nerve, then—• 
a test with no advantage upon the 
stranger’s side, however he might view 
the case. In the dim light he surveyed 
them rather curiously, and he seemed 
little encouraged.

“ One minute! ”
The stranger’s hands fell to his sides. 

His brow contracted, suddenly and 
thoughtfully. He took another quick 
survey, and—- 

“ Two minutes!”
“ One moment, Mr. Hemmett! ”
“ Well ? ”
“ May I ask whether, in event of my 

compliance, I am to be allowed a peace­
ful return to camp ? ”

“ If you do, you’ll get a mighty flat 
assurance that you’re going to do noth­
ing of the sort! ” Hemmett laughed 
shortly. “ And now—time’s up, and—” 

The rifle came to his shoulder. With 
a bound the stranger made for the edge 
of the shadow — seemed about to dash 
forth. Hemmett’s finger pressed dan­
gerously on the trigger, and:

“ Vanesca! Rudino! ”
“ Aye, senor? ”  came the hail.
“ You will proceed to the cave, and 

have Senor Perdon brought to me here, 
mounted upon one of your horses! ”

“ And ail the others may return to 
camp, you to follow later! ” Hemmett 
supplemented, as the gun-barrel came 
into contact with the base of the stran­
ger’s brain.

“ And the others may return to 
camp! ” the captive shouted, in Spanish. 
“ I shall return alone! ”

“ It’s a lie, but we’ll try to forgive 
i t ! ” Hemmett chuckled. “ Step back 
here again.”

Resistance seemed to have been ban­
ished by the diplomatic brain of the 
captive. He obeyed passively enough.

“ You see that stone—the whitish one 
in the moonlight?” Hemmett asked.

“ Naturally.”
“ Sit down on it, in full view. If 

you move, you’ll be shot on sight! ” 
Silently the captive took his seat. 

Hemmett retreated half a dozen paces, 
his rifle still handily directed toward 
the man. Girton followed him into the 
shadows.

And there the Secretary of the Treas­
ury broke into a soundless laugh.
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“ I ’ll bet that scoundrel’s having a 
taste of the nerves he gave us! ” he com­
mented. “ Steve! Do you suppose two 
men ever got another one so downright 
‘ good’ as this?”

“ It couldn’t have been much better. 
If the rest of his crowd hasn’t tumbled 
to his plight—”

“ If they have, it’s because they’ve 
transposed plain, every-day Spanish into 
some sort of superhuman cipher! ” 
chuckled Hemmett. “ No, we’ve got 
him, and we’ll have Perdon in a little 
while, if nothing slips! And then?”

“ For the woods on the other side, 
and the guide! ”

“ The surest thing you ever knew! ” 
The Secretary of the Treasury sighted 
lovingly along the barrel. “ -I could 
take every button off his coat with this 
gift of the eccentric angel! ” he ob­
served parenthetically. “ Yes, then for 
the trail—and Puerto Carlo—and Wash­
ington! ”

“ E h ?”
A low laugh was his only answer. 

Hemmett, leaning against a tree, was 
absorbed in his own thoughts.

Minutes were passing now, as the si­
lent man remained motionless upon his 
stone, head down, thoughtful, too.

A dozen of them had gone when, dis­
tantly, came the trampling of hoofs. 
In an instant Hemmett was alert, and 
Girton as well. Noiselessly they 
stepped forward and peered through the 
trees, one eye ever upon the captive.

Horses were coming up the mountain­
side — three of them. The foremost 
seemed to bear the man Vanesca. The 
second unquestionably carried Mr. Lu­
cius Perdon. The third, Rudino.

Upward they jogged lazily enough. 
The chief had ordered it, and the na­
tives were there to obey. The center 
figure held his reins limply, it seemed, 
with the grip of a man entirely hopeless.

Now only a few hundred yards sepa­
rated them f r o m  the w o o d la n d  p a t c h : 
now a solitary hundred, and Hemmett 
commanded briskly:

“ Tell them to ride straight in here, 
my friend! ”

The captive stirred. For an instant, 
in the growing moonlight, he faced their 
own hard countenances—-and a bitter 
smile came upon his lips.

“ This way! ” he shouted. “ Come 
here! ”

The horses swerved a little and quick­
ened. An anxious minute or two, and 
they trotted straight into the shadow, 
and:

“ Vanesca! Rudino! H a lt! ” cried 
Hemmett. “ Here! None of th a t!”

A bullet sped through the air, clip­
ping a neat stretch of skin from Vanes- 
ca’s right hand, as it went toward his 
holster! A little cloud of powder-smoke 
floated toward the natives as Hemmett 
went on:

“ Throw your guns away! ” He wait­
ed an instant. “ That’s right! Dis­
mount, now! Quick! ”

There was a sudden, very startled 
commotion in the neighborhood of the 
two Guanamans. They came to their 
feet together then, and stood stock still.

“ And as for you, Perdon! ” Girton 
almost shouted. “ This happens to be 
Girton and Hemmett! ”

A hoarse, sudden shout of joy escaped 
the little man. A kick at his mount’s 
sides, and he was with them, and the 
Secretary of the Treasury was wringing 
his hand.

Hemmett broke in suddenly on the 
flow of words, as he called across the 
intervening few yards.

“ Cut out that congratulatory shout­
ing, gentlemen! ” he ordered cheerily.

Then, as he turned to the natives: 
“ Keep our agitator friend covered, 
Steve. Now, Mr. Rudino! It’s my duty 
to inform you that you’re going to be 
tied hard and fast to a tree! ”

"  Sefior! ”
“  Seiior, be damned! Give me that 

bridle of yours, and slip out the saddle- 
girth, too, and the stirrup - straps! 
Come! Here’s the argument! ”

The rifle-barrel popped into Rudino’s 
face. Swiftly he obeyed the command.

“ As for you, Big Chief Vanesca! ” 
the Secretary of the Treasury rambled 
on joyfully. “ You’ll stand right there, 
and give an impersonation of a marble 
statue dyed brown. Move, and you’ll 
have more to keep you interested than 
that scratch on your fist! Back up 
against that tree, Rudino! ”

Chattering breathlessly, wholly unre­
sisting, the native complied. No novice 
at knots, Hemmett trussed him swiftly
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to the tree. A brief search of his pock­
ets, a final pull at the strap which bound 
his hands behind the tree, and the Secre­
tary of the Treasury hurried to his 
friends.

“ And now we’ll get out! ” he decreed. 
“ Here’s your horse, Mr, Unknown! 
Get aboard! ”

Rippling with excited laughter, he 
watched their chief captive mount.

“ You first, Steve! Follow our late 
friend’s direction. You next!” and he 
slapped the big horse. “ You follow 
after, Vanesca! We’re going to turn 
you loose in the woods in two or three 
hours, I think. Now, Mr. Perdon, I 
believe we’ll ride side by side and ex­
change a few calm views on the Guana- 
man situation as it stands at present! ”

“ And you’re actually—actually—in 
hope of getting clear. Mr. Hemmett ? ” 
came breathlessly from the Governor of 
Guanama. “ I understand—”

They were out of the woods now, and 
moving upward in single file. The Sec­
retary of the Treasury burst into a jubi­
lant laugh.

“ N o man understands anything in 
this country until he sees it before hint! ” 
he cried. “ At present, all we can under­
stand is that we’re headed for the rail­
road and freedom—and that we’ve got 
the chief actor of the whole affair right 
in the hollow of our hands! ”

CHAPTER XV.
OX T H E  VOLCA NO 'S BRIN K.

T he moon was well up now, bathing 
the whole eastern side of the mountain 
in golden light.

Behind, the patch of trees was grow­
ing small, as the little file of mounted 
men climbed toward the crater. Over­
head, and not so very far overhead now, 
the dull red glow of El Demonio’s 
eternal caldron of fire blazed against 
the sky.

One of the unending series of rumbles 
from the bowel of the mountain gave a 
slight tremor to the ground, and Hem- 
mett turned to Perdon and muttered:

“ Great old joke on us if she should 
start up an eruption now, eh ? ”

“ It could hardly be more startling 
than the story you have just told me,

Mr. Hemmett! ” the Governor responded 
gravely. “ This chance at escape, even 
though it prove unsuccessful, is—”

“ It won’t prove so, if the luck 
holds!” the Secretary of the Treasury 
laughed softly. “ And after such a run 
of providential happenings as we’ve seen 
to-night—eh? What’s Girton stopping 
fo r?”

The Secretary of State had indeed 
taken sudden pause, and with him their 
mysterious captive, and the man Vanesca.

They seemed to have been struck by 
the same impulse, too, for their eyes were 
turned northward along the mountain­
side, toward the distant covered wagons 
with their death-dealing contrivances of 
steel and wood.

Silently, with no little curiosity, the 
rear guard followed the gaze.

There was nothing to see at first, as 
they came together in a huddled group.

Then, as they watched, from between 
the upmost pair of vehicles issued a sud­
den flash of white—a man on horseback, 
it seemed; or, had it not been so in­
credible, one might have fancied that 
the breadth of white expanse indicated a 
skirt!

A moment, it went swiftly by the fore­
most wagon. It whisked about the end, 
then—disappeared altogether.

Through the still air came a very, 
very distant whinny of a horse. The 
hard-faced man on the big animal started 
noticeably. The Secretary of the Treas­
ury smiled.

‘‘ Something wrong, friend?” he in­
quired.

He was wholly ignored. The man 
stared on, angry amazement written 
large upon his face.

Then, by the wagons, another form or 
two appeared on foot—men this time, 
beyond a question. They seemed to 
hurry to the front of the foremost 
wagon.

Another came into view—and in either 
hand he held a horse’s bridle. Another 
and still another appeared, until some 
six or seven were about the vehicle.

“ Ammunition going down to camp?” 
Girton queried evenly of the captive.

“ It is not! ” escaped that imperturb­
able person. “ No order was—”

Shortly, angrily, he bit off his words; 
his lips closed tight as he stared steadily
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again toward the fifteen thousand rifles 
of the projected Free Guanama.

And there was much to be seen just 
now, much that was amazing, inexplica­
ble, confusing to the very last degree!

More little groups of three or four 
had appeared! More men were about 
more wagons! More horses, too, had 
come into sight—suddenly, unaccount­
ably from the woods behind!

“ And as I had figured out matters,” 
Hemmett observed aloud, “ about all 
their horses were running loose at the 
north end of the camp, in the flat 
forest! ”

The captive winced. His eyes con­
tracted to little slits as he strained them 
toward the phenomenon. His lips open­
ed—and opened wider suddenly, and in 
uncontrollable amazement he shouted;

“ In the name of God—
“ Dry u p ! ” Girton commanded with­

out turning.
The man’s teeth closed again. His 

breath came hard and fast. Like the 
rest of them, he leaned forward in his 
saddle and glared at the impossible sight 
across the mountain.

For the wagons were moving!
Not moving downward, not moving 

either toward them or away from them, 
but moving straight upward, for the 
edge of El Demonio’s deep, blistering 
crater!

A second or two, perhaps, not one 
believed his eyes. Then conviction was 
forced upon them. . There was abso­
lutely no doubt of what was occurring; 
with the foremost wagon a hundred yards 
nearer the crater, the whole line was 
moving straight upward!

Slowly, steadily, they climbed.
From somewhere below them came 

one or two flashes of fire; a moment later 
the echo of several shots. From the spot 
where the last wagon had stood, another 
sheet of flame flared forth—and firing 
ceased from the bushes below.

From the side, then, came further 
shots. As promptly as before, they too 
were answered by crouching figures on 
the bare hillside.

And the wagons climbed on—and on 
—and on—until, abruptly, the first 
seemed literally to be tottering on the 
edge of the crater.

Then, abruptly, it stopped short. Men

clustered around the horse’s heads. 
Arms waved—in the moonlight, the white 
flash appeared again—and vanished!

The wagon began to turn. Half way 
’round it stood now. Now it had turned 
completely, and the rear end was facing 
the vast gulf of the seething crater.

A pause—some distant shouting. The 
horses seemed to have been cut loose very 
suddenly, for they trotted a few paces 
away and were caught.

Men clustered around the heavy vehi­
cle then, and bent their back to pushing 
it upward.

It rose some few feet. It rested, sud­
denly, upon the very brink of the crater.

Another crouching of the little, distant 
group—and the wagon vanished alto­
gether.

“ One — thousand—rifles—went—into 
—that—crater ! ” Hemmett- gasped me­
chanically.

He found no reply.
One and all, the amazed group watched 

the second of the big vehicles. More 
rapidly than the first, it was wheeled 
about at the edge. Steadily as the first, 
it climbed to the crater edge—and upon 
it—and over! The second load of rifles 
had disappeared as abruptly as the first!

There was the faintest of distant rum­
blings, the faintest reddening of the sky 
as heavy wooden beams flamed up in the 
crater. And—the third wagon was ap­
proaching !

The little dots which represented men 
were racing furiously now. Clusters ran 
back, to push at the wagons as they 
climbed. By the dozen, it almost seemed, 
they herded around the wheeled things.

Three had disappeared now—now four 
—now six of the loads had been fed into 
the crater of El Demonio!

Then:
“ That was the tenth! ” Hemmett an­

nounced, in a curiously quiet voice. “ Un­
less I ’m altogether wrong—”

“ Mr. Hemmett! If you will allow 
me—” burst tensely from their chief cap­
tive.

“ We’ll allow you to remain where you 
are, on penalty of being shot! ” Girton 
announced. “ There she goes—eleven! ”

“ And there’s the twelfth! ” Perdon 
muttered hoarsely. “ Are they—are 
they—”

“ It doesn’t matter just what they are,”
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said Hemmett. “ They’re sending their 
rifles to certain perdition—and that’s 
enough! ”

The thirteenth wagon climbed to the 
crater. The horses were cut loose and 
the vehicle too, like the others, disap­
peared altogether!

The fourteenth followed. But a single 
one remained below. It started upward, 
briskly, too, for well on to a dozen horses 
were hitched. To the top it fairly raced, 
and to the edge of the crater.

The horses were cut loose, and a man 
tumbled upon their backs. And other 
men shoved at the wagon—and shoved 
and shoved—and it dropped into the 
crater of El Demonio!

The figures took to racing wildly now. 
One after the other, men found horses 
and were astride them. Other little men 
turned and ran pell-mell, not toward 
camp, but around the summit.

That peculiar, mounted flash of white 
shot after them—and El Demonio’s slope 
was bare!

Girton regained his senses with an 
effort. One last look at the empty space, 
and he broke into a yell!

“ Ned, they’ve sent every last gun into 
that fire-pot! ” he screamed. “ Start for 
the woods! The guide’s waiting for us, 
and—”

“ And not only have we got the cause 
of the revolution,” Hemmett roared, fran­
tically, "  b u t th e  revo lu tio n ’s sm a sh ed ! ”

CHAPTER XVI.
T H E  C A R D  T H A T  C A M E  O N  B O A R D  S H I P .

A r o u n d  all the square before Puerto 
Carlo’s railway terminal, people were 
packed, and carriages and automobiles 
as well.

American flags waved aloft, big ones 
and little ones. American cheers, too, 
rent the baking, sunshiny air. Flowers 
were thrown into the big square, hand­
kerchiefs were fluttering.

To the left, almost at the wide door 
of the depot, the famous Field Music 
of the One Hundred and Eighty-ninth 
Regular Infantry blared inspiringly; the 
drums rolled. The music ceased, and the 
bugles blared out another long call, as 
the cavalry rode in, four abreast, and slid 
from their horses. '

For the United States troops were 
starting up-country!

Five thousand of them, and nearly a 
quarter of that the finest horse regiment 
the regular army boasts, were headed for 
the forests behind Felipe.

Armed perfectly, amply supplied with 
ammunition, thoroughly backed by the 
trainloads of supplies that were even then 
being trimmed on the freight tracks, 
American troops were on the way to the 
seat of the—now wholly unarmed— re­
bellion; American discipline was on its 
way to enforcement.

And, with that beautiful inconsequen- 
tiality which characterizes the Guanaman 
people, the native element in the jam of 
humanity cheered even more loudly than 
the white-skinned contingent!

Or perhaps there was little of the in­
consequent in the action; perhaps it 
sprang from the soundest of logic. For, 
since morning of the day before yester­
day, uncensored telegrams from Santa 
Maria and the up-country had been tell­
ing of the amazing return of thousands 
upon thousands of men—men who had 
left to go nowhere; men who had re­
turned now from nowhere, apparently 
quite ready to undertake the pursuits of 
peace!

Toward the center of the square, two 
automobiles were standing.

In the foremost, alone, but thoroughly 
guarded nevertheless, stood Mr. Lucius 
Perdon, Governor of Guanama, erect and 
pompous as ever. His collar was white 
and stiff as of yore; his tie was white 
and smooth; his brow was altogether un­
ruffled, as he bowed to one officer after 
the other.

In the sceond machine, sweltering 
under the affliction of frock coats and 
tall hats, the Secretary of State and the 
Secretary of the Treasury maintained 
their statuesque attitudes.

Majestic, erect, they remained, until 
the last trooper had passed, with his 
saber at salute, until the last horse had 
been led out of sight and the last cavalry­
man had disappeared from view within 
the stifling, packed depths of the railroad 
station.

And then, with an inaudible grunt, 
Hemmett sat down suddenly and glanced 
at his watch:

“ So endeth the fireworks!” he ob-
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served. “ Now, we haven’t any too much 
time to—”

“ That’s right. It’s within twenty 
minutes of twelve now! ” the Secretary 
of State whistled. “ Well—we’ll have
to bid Perdon farewell and skip for the 
dock.”

A word to the chauffeur, and tire auto­
mobile lined beside the Governor’s. 
Girton leaned over with outstretched 
hand.

“ We’re off now, Governor,” he said. 
“ Good-by.”

“ And you are returning to Guana- 
m a?” Perdon smiled quietly as he took 
the hand.

“ Some time—somehow. We’re not 
prepared to fix a date this morning. 
Perhaps it’s because we’re all too thank­
ful to be in the land of the living! ” re­
plied Hemmett.

The Governor mopped his brow 
daintily.

“ It was the most providential escape 
in history, gentlemen! ” he said gravely. 
“ But for you, I myself might now be—”

Hemmett’s hand went forth as well.
“ Don’t think about it, Perdon,” he 

said. “ It’s over, and we’re out of it— 
and nothing short of a Higher Power 
could have engineered affairs for us. But 
so long as we’re breathing still and 
safe— ! ”

“ Exactly, Mr. Hemmett.” The 
larger motor took to whirring. Mr. 
Perdon, the same calm and dignified 
statesman of former days, despite all, 
removed his hat and made a deferential 
salutation.

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “ I bid you bon
vo ya g e! ”

The motor started. The crowds burst 
into further lusty cheering, as they 
opened to make a passageway for the 
automobile.

Placid, unruffled as the Rock of Gib­
raltar, the two sat back in stately fash­
ion, bowing here and there and every­
where.

“ Slight contrast to being stood up in 
a sunless glade and having that lantern- 
jawed sphinx inform you that the death- 
rattle is due at eight-thirty! ” Girton 
observed.

Hemmett laughed softly and in wholly 
satisfied fashion.

“ Never mind,” he said; “ we have

that gentleman where he’ll be quite harm­
less.”

'Fhe thick of the crowd was past now. 
Methodically, some eight or ten of Puerto 
Carlo’s imported and white - skinned 
mounted police ranged about the machine 
and broke into a brisk trot.

Silently, the occupants leaned back—si­
lently and contentedly. The residential 
districts were behind now, with their fly­
ing flags and their fluttering handker­
chiefs.

They were- spinning through the busi­
ness end of town, through streets lined 
with -warehouses and mercantile estab­
lishments. And these in turn were 
passed and the water-front reached— 
and the automobile whirred out upon the 
long new wharf and came to a standstill 
beside the new liner Guanama, bound for 
the city of New York.

The police ranged ’round. Bowing to 
a new crowd, the Secretary of State and 
the Secretary of the Treasury stepped 
down and made for the gangplank; and 
up to the new deck they climbed, to dis­
appear momentarily among the waiting 
throng.

A minute or two, and they were lean­
ing over the rail, looking downward and 
waiting for the last call of “ All 
ashore! ”

The Secretary of the Treasury sighed 
a little, and his partner turned question- 
ingly.

“ Well, sorry to be leaving?”
“ Not altogether.” The words came 

reluctantly. Hemmett’s uneasy eyes 
searched the crowd with ill-assumed care­
lessness.

The Secretary of State laughed a lit­
tle to himself.

“ Let bygones be bygones,” he said.
“ Remember the present, Ned—remem­
ber that you’re well out of a mess that 
might have proved the very devil—re­
member that Providence has taken care 
of us to an amazing extent.”

H e m m e t t  n o d d e d .
“ And now,” he said, “ we’ve got Mr. 

Somebody, from Somewhere, down in his 
stateroom below, with a pair of handcuffs 
on him and Bill Burrows and four others 
watching him in a circle! ” He chuckled 
slightly. “ I wonder precisely what’s go­
ing to happen to that genial manufac­
turer of revolutions? I presume he’ll be
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neatly jugged, for twenty or thirty years, 
after the Federal courts get done with 
him.”

“ I don’t.”
“ E h ?”
“ No, sir! I doubt it very much. See 

here, Ned; here’s a notion that appealed 
to me last night. I spoke to Perdon 
about it, and I believe he has cabled to 
Washington. This captive gentleman of 
ours, let him represent and work for that 
th e  European Power however much, is, 
nevertheless, out for himself. He’s lost 
this deal altogether.”

“ Yes.”
“ Well, don’t you imagine that if he 

was thoroughly sweated and made to con­
fess in full on the promise of being 
turned loose—if all the available Secret 
Service men were given a good look at 
him in the flesh and pictures of him taken 
and circulated through the service—that 
he’d be—well, slightly unlikely to try 
another scheme against the United 
States? ”

“ Well—”
“ And more than that, with his written 

confession, wouldn’t we have the most 
beautiful possible club to hold over that 
same th e  power—eh?”

Slowly, the Secretary of the Treasury 
smiled acquiescence.

“ That’s righ t!” he remarked. “ And 
if—what?”

He turned suddenly as a steward ap­
peared at his elbowo Girton, some two 
yards distant, saw' him receive a card— 
saw his face suddenly undergo the most 
remarkable of transformations.

CHAPTER XVII.
W A S H IN G T O N '---- FOR BETTER.

I n the merest fraction of a second 
Hemmett was electrified. Without one 
backward glance, he wras off.

Through the crov'd, he fairly jammed 
his way to the gangplank. Sailors were 
gripping the ropes, the captain himself 
stood at the head. And the latter dig­
nitary, Mr. Hemmett addressed with the 
loveliest of assurance.

“ You’ll have to hold this boat a few 
minutes! ” he announced as he stepped 
downward.

“ But—my dear sir! I—”

“ I don’t care a cuss vdiether it’s con­
venient or no t! ” came cheerfully from 
the lower end of the runway. “ It has 
to be done—official business, under­
stand ! ”

Rather amazedly, the brass-buttoned 
officer gave a v'ord or twTo. The men’s 
grasp on the ropes relaxed, their aston­
ished eyes followed the hurrying form of 
Mr. Edward Hemmett.

From the rail, Girton’s eyes were fol­
lowing, too. Through the mass of peo­
ple -went his friend, a dozen or two fol­
lowing.

A word to one of the police officers, 
and the dozen or two were driven back, 
and the Secretary proceeded on his way 
alone.

Pie now broke into a run, headed to­
ward the street end of the dock, and here 
lie stopped suddenly—before the tall, 
slim, veiled figure of a girl.

Even at that distance his lips were 
seen to be moving rapidly, close to the 
impenetrable veil. Their hands met then, 
and they talked on and on and on.

From the Guanama came a long, 
powerful blast of the whistle. People 
turned on the wharf, people looked down 
from the rail, people began—for they 
were in theT main Americans—to criticize 
the line, for was it not now eight minutes 
past twelve?

Frowning, Girton watched on. The 
second long blast came, and with it an 
apparent start from the distant Hemmett. 
An instant, he looked hastily toward the 
vessel.

Then the veil was raised suddenly, the 
girl’s arms were thrown about Hem- 
mett’s neck. Even at the distance there 
was not the slightest doubt in the world 
about it.

The Secretary of the Treasury had 
kissed the lady! And it was absolutely 
in no hesitating or timid fashion!

He turned then, did Hemmett, and 
raced headlong for the gangplank.

Unconscious of all eyes, he leaped up 
the incline and to the deck of the liner— 
and the plank began to slide almost be­
fore his feet left it. Unconscious, he 
pushed his way back to Girton’s side as 
the big boat started to move.

He seized that gentleman’s arm and 
piloted him unceremoniously to the 
stern; and here, by the rail, he turned
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upon the Secretary of State a counte­
nance of such beaming qualities that the 
latter almost turned weak.

“ The person,” he said, “ who is re­
sponsible for our regular respiration to­
day—for our escape—for the smashing 
of the revolution—is I n e z !  ”

“ Who was also the person responsible 
for all our trouble! ” Girton bbserved 
quietly.

“ IV h a t!  ”  Sudden fury flared into 
Hemmett’s tone. “ Well—good Lord, 
man! No mortal can do more than re­
pent— th e  B ib le ’l l  tell you that! ”

The big liner began to ease out of the 
wharf and into the big harbor. Mr. 
Hemmett removed his hat and whistled 
blithely for a little.

“ Steve! That girl’s a wonder— a 
w o n d e r!  ” he observed. “ There isn’t 
another woman like her alive! She got 
the fit of repentance when word went 
around that we were to be shot! She 
saw the light then, and saw what a fool 
business it was, and went to work to 
undo i t ! ”

“ Yes?”
“ That long-legged cuss who passed 

us the weapons and steered us out was 
her second cousin,” Hammett rambled 
on. “ He’s been trying for five years to 
marry her. It was on her promise to 
have him that he went to work and, with 
her assistance, corrupted his whole troop 
of horse—the bunch that engineered the 
guns over into El Demonio! ” He gasped 
a little at the thought. “ Thunderation! 
See what a man’ll do for a pretty 
woman! ”

“ I have seen! ” Girton muttered very 
softly.

“ And now she’s bound to jump the 
country for a while,” the Secretary of 
the Treasury went on cheerfully. “ Her 
cousin and the rest of the troop are in 
hiding. Inez is sailing for New York 
on the fruit steamer to-night—-going to 
spend a year or so there with her aunt. 
Um! ”

Mr. Hemmett’s eyes were glued upon 
the end of the wharf.

“ I suppose dear cousin and several of 
his friends in the late troop will have 
their several stretches of epidermis punc­
tured with nasty knives for this,” he re­
marked thoughtfully. “ May not, though.

THE

Tilings’ll quiet down now, and—” he 
broke off for a minute. “ I say, Steve! 
That fruit steamer’ll dock in Philadel­
phia the day after we reach New York.”

“ I presume it will."
The Secretary of State was smiling 

slightly as he watched the absorbed gaze 
toward the pier.

In a way, his mind was working 
around to the conclusion that even a 
maiden of Guanaman blood and blessed 
with such beauty as the Senorita Van- 
niera’s must, after all, be endowed with 
a rather remarkable degree of that most 
admirable quality—sheer pluck. Re­
pentance, too, which goes to such lengths 
that—Girton smiled slightly.

“ So that I presume also one of us at 
least will stop off at Philadelphia on the 
way from New York to Washington?” 
he inquired slyly.

The broadest of grins was turned 
upon him.

“ And I seem to deduce also that—er 
—everything is now forgiven and 
smoothed out?”

“ Well, Stephen, if your eyes are 
good—” began the .Secretary of the 
Treasury.

The Secretary of State pursed his lips. 
There was a queer sort of last, flickering, 
vague doubt running through Iris un­
smitten mind. All things considered, it 
did seem a bit idiotic to be hurled head­
long into the jaws of death by one frail 
young woman; and thereafter to be 
jerked out bodily from the same jaws 
with as little ceremony, as little consent 
on the part of the hurled, as if—

“ Steve! ”
“ I—eh? Yes? W hat?” gasped Gir­

ton.
“ There! Right on the end of the 

wharf now! She just came out! See 
her, Steve! T h ere  she  is !  ”

The Secretary of the Treasury had 
torn the hat from his head and was wa­
ving it frantically toward the slim, veiled 
figure on the end of the pier.

For an instant the Secretary of State 
hesitated. Then, abruptly, he surren­
dered for good.

Mr. Girton, too, waved his hat en­
thusiastically in the direction of the black 
veil and the fluttering white hand­
kerchief.

END.



T H E  I N N O C E N T S .
By EDM UND E. FIELD.

How a matter of circumstantial evidence put two men in 

jail and caused the victim of the crime to take to her bed.

“ T T ALLO, Central! Give me the
T 1  police! What’s that? Who do 

I want? Why, I stated plainly enough— 
police! Police station! Central, this is 
a very important matter, and I must 
have— What do you say? Busy! Oh, 
dear! ”

Patiently waiting a few minutes, and 
hearing no further response from the 
instrument!, Mrs. Weston hung up the 
receiver.

She began pacing up and down the 
room, showing evidence of fear and 
anxiety; then, glancing in the direction 
of an open door, she stealthily reached 
and closed it, turning the key.

- “ Mercy, if they should still be in the 
house! ” she murmured.

Then the telephone-bell rang. A deep, 
heavy voice answered her: “ Hallo ! This 
is the police station! Did you call?”

Mrs. Weston thereupon informed the 
officer that her house was full of bur­
glars—that she could almost hear them 
packing up her silverware in the dining­
room below. Yes, they had most cer­
tainly been in the house, for she had seen 
the evidence of their work, and, upon 
hasty investigation, had missed some val­
uables.

“ We’ll come immediately,” responded 
the voice. “ Try to hold them till we 
get there.”

When the detectives finally arrived, 
Mrs. Weston nervously informed them 
that during her absence of a few hours 
burglars had entered the house, had been 
to her room, and stolen a diamond ring.

“ And it is quite possible they are still 
here,” she added, with a little shiver.

The officers quieted her fears, and she 
accompanied them while they searched 
the house.

Everything appeared to be in perfect 
order—at least,' no attempt had been 
made to disturb her precious silverware. 
Finally they reached her bedchamber.

My diamond ring has disappeared,” 
she cried now.

“ What was its value?” inquired the 
detective.

“ Three hundred and fifty dollars.”
“ When did you miss it? Where did 

you leave it ? ”
“ In my hurry to keep an appointment 

with the dentist,” she explained, “ I posi­
tively remember removing it from my 
finger and laying it upon the dressing- 
table, intending to replace it after I had 
washed my hands. This I neglected to 
do, and did not discover my carelessness 
until after I had left the house. But I 
did not wish to be late for my appoint­
ment, so I proceeded on my way.

“ It was two hours before I got back. 
I came right up here. My ring was gone! 
I hunted high and low, notwithstanding 
I knew I had placed it there,” pointing 
to a spot on the dressing-table.

The detective carefully questioned her 
concerning the house, about her family, 
and as to how many servants she had. 
Did the latter report any callers during 
her absence?

“ My husband and myself constitute 
the family,” was her reply. “ He is a 
traveling salesman, and left home early 
this morning for a few days’ trip. I 
have one maid.”

“ When you returned home, and dis­
covered your ring missing, did you speak 
to your maid about it? ” asked the officer.

“ My maid was not here when I came 
in. In fact, she is away for the day.”

“ Do you remember how long it was 
before you left thgt the maid went out? ” 
the detective inquired.

“ Well, really, I can’t recall whether 
she left before or after I did. You see, I 
was in such a hurry myself that I paid 
little attention to her.”

The detective frowned, and spoke 
rather sharply:

“ Do I understand that you left the
509



510 THE ARGOSY.

house without inquiring whether the 
maid was here or not? Are you in the 
habit of leaving her alone, with dia­
monds left lying carelessly about ? ”

“ Sir, I am not in the habit of leaving 
diamonds lying carelessly about,’’ she 
quickly responded. “ In fact, it is the 
first time anything of the kind has ever 
occurred. Furthermore, I have every 
confidence in my maid. She has been 
with us for some time, and has proven 
trustworthy.”

“ We have had to deal with the trust­
worthy kind before,” remarked one 
detective to another,' with significant 
emphasis.

“ Madam,” went on the one who had 
been handling the case, “ our remarks 
are not intended as a reflection or criti­
cism. Our duty now is to ascertain how 
your ring disappeared, and, if possible, to 
recover it. You can be of great service 
to us by remaining absolutely silent; es­
pecially, say nothing to your maid when 
she returns as to what has occurred, 
for—”

“ It may be possible,” she interrupted, 
“ that the maid came into the room after 
I left and put the ring somewhere for 
safe-keeping.”

“ In that case the maid will inform 
you immediately. If  so, notify us at 
once.” Whereupon the detectives de­
parted.

II.

W h e n  t h e  m a id  r e t u r n e d  th a t  n i g h t  
M r s .  W e s t o n  w a i t e d  a n x io u s l y  f o r  s o m e  
r e f e r e n c e  t o  h e r  r i n g .  T h e  g i r l  a p p e a r e d  
t o  b e  in  h e r  u s u a l  h a p p y  f r a m e  o f  m in d .  
S h e  t a lk e d  a  f e w  m in u t e s ,  a n d ,  a f t e r  a  
p le a s a n t  “ g o o d  n i g h t , ”  w e n t  t o  h e r  r o o m .

Mrs. Weston was now fully convinced 
that her ring had been stolen, not by her 
maid, but by a burglar who had entered 
during her absence.

In the meantime, the detectives were 
busy. Whatever opinion they had as to 
how the ring had disappeared, they kept 
to themselves. One of them suspected the 
maid. There was no doubt of this, from 
the remarks he had made about “ trust­
worthy ” people in the presence of Mrs. 
Weston. He decided to shadow the 
maid, ascertain where she went, and with 
whom she spent her spare time. The 
head of the detective bureau was easily

persuaded to insist upon Mrs. Weston 
allowing the maid, under the some pre­
text, to be at leisure the next afternoon.

It is the usual custom of the police, 
whenever a valuable piece of jewelry is 
stolen, to notify the pawnbrokers and 
jewelers, giving a minute description of 
the property, with instructions to report 
to them immediately if the missing arti­
cle comes under their notice.

The next morning one of the detec­
tives had just finished describing the lost 
ring to a certain jeweler, when a young 
man entered and handed him a diamond 
ring such as the detective had just de­
scribed.

Betraying no uneasiness, however, he 
remarked pleasantly: “ This is an unusu­
ally large and brilliant stone.”

The young man did not seem inter­
ested in the jeweler’s comment. “ I 
would like to have the size of that ring 
changed,” he said. “ Can it be done?” 

"Yes,” answered the jeweler; “ if you 
know the exact size you want. That, of 
course, is very important.” _

Fumbling in his vest-pocket, the young 
man handed the jeweler an ordinary 
plain band ring, remarking: “ Here is 
one the girl wears; you can get the size 
by that. Can you have it ready to-day? ” 

“ Excuse me a minute,” said the jew­
eler, and joined the detective at the rear 
of the store.

“ Is that the ring in question?” he 
asked. “ What action shall I take? ” 

The detective, having heard all that 
had been said, replied: “ Tell him the 
ring will be ready in an hour or two. 
I ’ll keep him under surveillance; I sus­
pect there are others in the game. Don’t 
let him think you suspect anything.” 

The young man left the store, happy 
in the assurance that his ring would be 
ready very soon, blissfully ignorant that 
a detective was trailing him.

“ What, back so soon? What became 
of your man? Did he get away?” 
excitedly inquired the jeweler, when 
presently the sleuth walked in on him 
again.

“ No; I met another detective, whom 
I instructed to shadow him. By the way, 
I wish you would take your magnifying- 
glass and examine the inside of the ring 
that fellow gave you for size. See 
whether any marks are inside.”
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The jeweler did as requested, and re­
ported : “ There are three Initials—‘ E. 
A. W.’ ”

“ Thanks. I think I will go up to 
Mrs. Weston’s and see whether she has 
anything new to say, I’ll take the dia­
mond ring along for positive identifi­
cation.”

When the detective reached her home, 
and showed her the ring, Mrs. Weston’s 
surprise was out of all comparison with 
her joy.

“ You are quite positive it is your 
ring?” inquired the detective.

“ Quite positive? Absolutely! I would 
know it among ten thousand.”

But when the detective requested the 
return of the ring, Mrs. Weston was 
amazed. In fact, she hesitated about 
complying. It was her ring,' and she 
could not understand what further action 
was necessary.

“ The ring is evidence, and must be 
used as such—first to make an arrest, 
then to convict the party in whose pos­
session it was found, together with any 
others who may be implicated in the 
theft,” the detective explained.

“ What are your initials in fu ll?” he 
added.

“ B. L. W.,” she answered.
“ Do you know the initials of vour 

maid?”
“ E. A. W.,” was the reply.
“ Just as I suspected,” the detective 

told himself.
Leaving the house, satisfied that he 

had another link in the chain of evi­
dence, he returned to the jewelry store.

It was planned there that he was to 
assume the attitude of a customer ex­
amining goods, with a view to making a 
purchase, in order that he could be ready 
for action. In due course the young man 
appeared.

“ How about my ring?” he inquired.
“ I have not done anything with it,” 

replied the jeweler.
Before he could proceed, the detective 

turned suddenly toward the customer, 
and bluntly demanded: “ How did you 
come into possession of that ring? ”

“ I don’t know that it’s any of your 
business.”

“ Now, don’t get too flip! You might 
save yourself a lot of trouble bv being 
civil.”

“  I  d o n ’ t p r o p o s e  to  h a v e  y o u  ju m p  o n  
m e  as i f  I  w a s  a  c r o o k , ”  r e s p o n d e d  th e  
y o u n g  m a n .

“ It remains to be seen whether you 
are one or not,” put in the detective. 
“ Some crooks throw a pretty stiff bluff 
in assuming the innocent dodge when 
they begin to get cornered. You know 
you have a stolen ring. If you didn’t do 
the job yourself, you know who did. 
You certainly have a lot of nerve to try 
your game so soon. Don’t give me any 
of your talk—cut it out! I  am a  detec­
tive, and place you under arrest. You 
come to headquarters. The chief wants 
to see 5-ou.”

W i t h  r e p e a t e d  e x c la m a t io n s  t h a t  i t  
w a s  a n  o u t r a g e ,  t h e  y o u n g  m a n  w a s  f a in  
t o  s u b m it .

The chief was at his desk when they 
arrived, but he could get little satisfac­
tion from the prisoner, who assumed an 
air of defiance. He was held for a hear­
ing in the morning.

III.

T h a t  n i g h t  th e  p a p e r s  p r in t e d  a  
l e n g t h y  a r t i c l e  a b o u t  a  s t o l e n  d ia m o n d  
r i n g  h a v in g  b e e n  r e c o v e r e d ,  m u c h  t o  t h e  
s a t i s fa c t i o n  o f  t h e  j e w e l e r ,  w h o s e  n a m e  
f i g u r e d  v e r y  p r o m in e n t l y  in  t h e  a c c o u n t .

At the hearing next morning Mrs. 
Weston, her maid, the jeweler, and a few 
other people were to be heard.

Mrs. Weston explained to the court 
how she had discovered the loss of her 
ring, identifying the one in evidence as 
her property.

The jeweler testified that the ring had 
been offered to him for alteration by the 
man charged with the theft.

I he prisoner, who gave his name as 
John Jones, told what seemed to be a 
straightforward story.

“ A fellow, Dick Bush, friend of mine, 
called to see me the other day. He asked 
me if I wanted to buy a  ring. ‘ It’s a 
beaut,’ h e  said, handing me th e  ring : 
1 and the best imitation diamond you ever 
saw. You can throw an elegant bluff 
with a big thing like that. I ’ll bet it’s 
worth at least twenty-five dollars.’

“ I told him that I didn’t want to buy 
any ring. ‘ Buy it and give it to your 
girl,’ he said. ‘ You can have it for ten 
dollars.’ So I bought it, and next morn­
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ing took it to the jeweler to have him 
change the size.”

“ To whom did you intend to give the 
ring after you had it altered? ” the court 
inquired.

“ Emma Williams, a friend of mine.”
“ Where did you get the flat band ring 

you gave the jeweler for size? ”
“ It belongs to Emma. She gave it 

to me.”
“ Did you ask any one the value of the 

diamond ring when you had it in your 
possession? ”

“ I didn’t know it was a real diamond 
ring. I thought it was a fake stone. 
Dick Bush said it was.”

“ But you did not think ten dollars 
was too much to pay for a fake stone, 
did you? ”

“ I thought I was paying all it was 
worth.”

Emma Williams was next called, and 
asked what her occupation was. She 
nervously replied: “ I am the maid in 
the employ of Mrs. Weston.”

When handed the plain ring she iden­
tified it as her own, stating that she had 
given it to Jones upon request, as he was 
a particular friend of hers.

“ You say Jones is a particular friend. 
What do you mean by that ? ”

“ Why,” she blushingly replied, “ I 
expect to marry him some day.”

“ Did Jones say anything about a dia­
mond ring at the time he requested your 
band ring, or intimate in any way what 
he wanted it for ? ”

“ No. He only said: ‘ Emma, let me 
have your band ring.’ ”

“ Did( Jones call often to see you at 
the house of Mrs. Weston? ”

“ Once in a while; not often.”
“ When was he there last? ”
“ He met me there last Wednesday 

morning.”
“ How long did he remain in the 

house? ”
“ He waited down-stairs in the kitchen 

about fifteen minutes, while I was up­
stairs putting my hat on to go out with 
him.”

“ Was that before or after Mrs. Wes­
ton went out? ”

“ It was after Mrs. Weston went out.” 
“ That was the day Mrs. Weston’s ring 

disappeared, was it not ? ”
“ I did not know anything about Mrs.

Weston’s ring having disappeared. She 
didn’t say anything to me about it.”

Dick Bush was then called, and asked 
by the court: “ What is your business? ” 

“ I am not doing anything just now,” 
he answered.

“ Is it not a fact that you seldom do 
anything, if you can help i t? ”

“ I am willing to work when I can 
get something to do.”

“ Where did you get that ring you 
sold to Jones?”

“ I found it down near the railroad 
depot,” was the answer.

“ When did you find it? ”
“ Last Wednesday morning.”
“ Did you show it to any one before 

you sold it to Jones?”
“ No.”
“ You simply found it, and ran around 

to Jones to sell it to him? ”
“ Yes.”
“ How did you know Jones would 

buy it ? ”
“ I knew he was stuck on a girl, and 

might want to buy it to throw a bluff.”
“ What were you doing down at the 

depot last Wednesday morning?”
“ I carried Dr. Fischer’s grip down 

for him. He was going on the morning 
train.”

“ Was it before or after you reached 
the depot you say you found the ring ? ” 

“ On my way back—about a block. I 
was looking for snipes, when I saw the 
ring lying in the gutter.”

“ What do you mean by ‘ snipes’? ”
“ Cigars thrown away by men before 

they reach the depot.”
“ How did you guess the ring was 

worth twenty-five dollars?”
“ It looked pretty good to me.”
“ If you thought it was worth twenty- 

five dollars, how did you come to sell it 
for ten dollars?”

“ I needed the money.”
“ Judging from your record, I should 

imagine when you need money you would 
adopt almost any method to get it. It is 
a question in my mind, if you had real­
ized the ring was worth three hundred 
and fifty dollars, whether you would 
have sold it -for ten dollars. On the 
other hand, if you really did know you 
had a valuable ring, you may have want­
ed to get it out of your possession as 
soon as possible.



THE INNOCENTS. 513

“ The question to be determined is, 
did you really find it? Were you in 
reality near the railroad station Wednes­
day morning? ”

Mopping the perspiration from his 
brow, Bush began to show signs of un­
easiness. It was a case of a fellow with 
a shady record, and circumstantial evi­
dence was closing in upon him.

“ I can prove I was at the depot, your 
honor,’* he pleaded.

“ You will have a chance; also to 
prove where you were before and after.”

Mrs. Weston was asked if, when on her 
way to or from the dentist Wednesday 
morning, she was in the vicinity of the 
depot.

She replied she was not.
“ The depot is half a mile from my 

house, in the opposite direction from the 
dentist,” she added.

She again declared that she positively 
remembered laying her ring on her dress­
ing-table, and that it could not possibly 
have been lost in the street.

One of the detectives, who had been 
following up a clue, now entered the 
court, accompanying a new witness, 
whose statement was:

“ On last Wednesday morning I was 
at the depot, delivering freight. I drove 
the team back by way of the East End. 
When passing Henry and John Street 
I saw Jones and his girl coming along. 
I thought it was pretty early in the day 
for them to be out for a stroll. Jones 
left her standing there, while he went 
over and said something to Bush, who 
stood in a doorway near the corner. It 
was not more than a minute or so when 
he joined his girl, and they went on. 
The whole thing slipped my mind until 
this morning, when the detective pumped 
me and said: ‘ I guess you had better 
come down to court.’ ”

When asked if he was positive it was 
last Wednesday he saw the two, he an­
swered :

“ Sure thing. That’s the day I bought 
my new suit of clothes, and I wore ’em 
that night to the Truck Drivers’ Ball, 
and got soaking wet on my way home.”

The judge then inquired: “ Are you 
friendly toward Jones and Bush? That 
is, have you any grudge against either of 
them? ”

“ Certainly not,” was the answer.
9 A

The deeper they probed into the case 
the tighter it closed'‘around Bush.

Was he simply a tool in the hands of 
Jones, acting the part of an innocent 
victim ?

Jones knew that Mrs. Weston was not 
at home that morning. Was his meeting 
and hurried talk with Bush accidental or 
designed ?

The judge, a man of long experience, 
was known to be a careful and thorough 
investigator. “ If you can pass the criti­
cal examination of Judge Minns, it’s as 
good as an acquittal,” was a common ex­
pression among the undesirable citizens 
and their sympathizers.

Tapping his lead-pencil upon his desk, 
where he had been making notes of the 
case, as was his usual custom, the judge 
now glanced in the direction of Jones, 
who stood up.

“ Why did you go to Mrs. Weston’s 
house for the girl so early on that par­
ticular day?” the judge inquired.

“ I knew' that Wednesday wras the day 
that Emma had to herself, and I hap­
pened to be in the neighborhood. I 
thought I would call for and take her to 
the car. She was going to her home,” 
answered Jones.

“ Did you know that Mrs. Weston was 
not at home before you called ? ” asked 
the judge.

“ I saw Mrs. Weston going up the 
street from her house when I stood on 
the corner,” Jones replied.

“ Had you thought of calling for the 
maid before or after you saw Mrs. Wes­
ton on the street? ” the judge inquired.

“ It was after I saw Mrs. IVeston. I 
knew then that she was not at home, and 
couldn’t kick. If I called on the girl in 
the morning she might not like it,” ex­
plained Jones.

“ What were you doing walking the 
streets that morning, when you should 
have been at work? ” quizzed the judge.

“ The engine at the factory broke 
down, and we were laid off for the day,” 
was the prompt answer.

“ When you and the girl were walking 
down the street you left her standing a 
few minutes, while you spoke to Bush. 
What was it about ? ”

“ I told him I would be at home all 
morning if he wanted to come around to 
play cards,” explained Jones.
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“ You and Bush seem to be very in­
timate—close friends, I suppose?” the 
judge went on, with a searching glance.

“ I know Bush gets knocked a whole 
lot by the boys, because he doesn’t care to 
work very much. I feel sorry for him, 
and try to treat him square. I bought 
the ring from him, just as I told you, 
judge. If he touched Mrs. Weston for 
it, honest to God, I don’t know anything 
about it.”

Jones’s voice was quivering with emo­
tion as he spoke.

Just here quite a commotion was 
caused by the maid, who became hyster­
ical and cried out: “ This is terrible! 
Terrible! Why should John be blamed 
for it? Oh, why did he ever have any­
thing to do with that loafer, Bush?”

The judge sounded his gavel, and 
ordered the court officers to restore order,

“ Quiet that girl, or take her from the 
room! ” he commanded.

“ It’s all up with Bush,” remarked a 
fellow with a black eye to his companion, 
as they both grinned at the stir in the 
court-room.

The court attendants quickly quieted 
the maid, with the assistance of Mrs. 
Weston, who by this time was bordering 
on a nervous breakdown herself;

When order had been restored the 
judge, with a determined expression, 
warned the spectators that in case of any 
further unnecessary disturbance he would 
dear the room.

Dr, Fischer, whose grip Bush claimed 
he had carried, now appeared, and Bush 
was ordered to the stand.

“ Doctor, do you know that m an?” 
the judge inquired.

“ I certainly do not,” he answered.
“ Do you remember having seen him 

before?” the judge asked.
“ Not to my knowledge,” replied the 

doctor.
A death-like silence filled the room. 

Necks were craned from all directions to 
get a glimpse of Bush. Here was the 
witness upon whose testimony he depend­
ed to establish the fact of his presence 
near the depot, according to his own 
testimony.

“ In the interest of justice, doctor, I 
will try to refresh your memory. When 
you went to the depot, last Wednesday 
morning, the prisoner claims to have car­

ried your grip there. Do you remember 
the incident, and do you recognize the 
m an?” the judge gravely inquired.

“ Your honor, I did not go to the 
depot last Wednesday. As a matter of 
fact, I have not been out of town for 
two months. I learned early this morn­
ing that my name was mentioned in con­
nection with the case, and on my way to 
visit a patient I dropped in to correct 
the mistake.”

“ Thank you, doctor, for your thought­
fulness. You are excused from further 
testimony,” the judge smilingly re­
marked.

The fellow with the black eye, on the 
back seat, nudged his associate and whis­
pered : “ It’s twenty-three for Bush, all 
right.”

Bush by this time was as white as a 
sheet, and trembling from head to foot, 
an object of pity rather than of con­
demnation. The judge, anticipating he 
might make a confession of his guilt, 
now asked: “ What have you to say to 
Dr. Fischer’s testimony?”

“ I certainly carried a grip to the 
depot, all right. If it was not Dr, Fisch­
er's, it was a fellow' wtho looked a lot like 
him,” meekly answered Bush.

“ Listen to him; listen to him,” said 
the fellow with the black eye, trying to 
suppress his laughter.

Just then a court officer touched him 
on the shoulder, and commanded him to 
leave or be locked up.

The judge ordered Bush held under 
one thousand dollars’ bail. Turning to 
Jones, he said: “ I will have your record 
looked up. In the meantime I’ll hold 
you under five hundred dollars’ bail. The 
case is adjourned until Monday.”

IV.

W h e n  M r .  W e s t o n  a r r i v e d  h o m e  t h a t  
n i g h t  h e  w a s  m e t  a t  th e  d o o r  b y  t h e  
m a id ,  w h o ,  w i t h  t e a r - s t a in e d  c h e e k s  a n d  
s w o l l e n  e y e s , e x c l a im e d :  “ O h ,  M r .  W e s ­
t o n  ! O h ,  M r .  W e s t o n  ! ’ ’

Fearing something terrible had hap­
pened to his wife, he dropped his grip in 
the hall and, without waiting for any 
explanation from the maid, bounded up 
the stairs turn steps at a time.

Entering his w'ife’s room, he found 
her in bed, under the care of a phvsi-
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cian. “ John, John, John!” was all she 
could moan, tossing her head from one 
side to the other.

Mr. Weston stood there dazed. A 
thousand thoughts flew through his 
brain. Recovering himself, he gasped: 
“ What on earth is the trouble? ”

“ Oh, John; the court, the tria l!” 
hysterically cried his wife,

“ What does this mean?” he inquired 
of the doctor, who stood anxiously look- 
ing on.

“ This is all I can tell you,” replied 
the physician. “ I was called here hur­
riedly by the maid, and found Mrs. 
Weston in this highly nervous state.”

“ My head! My head! No, judge; 
I did not go near the depot that day. In 
jail, both of them! Why should I be 
put to all this suffering? ” were the in­
coherent sentences that now came from 
Mrs. Weston.

Her husband bent over her, and tried 
to draw forth some definite explanation. 
All efforts proving vain, the doctor sug­
gested sending for the maid.

“ Why don’t they give me my ring? 
Why do they keep it from me? ” moaned 
Mrs. Weston from the bed.

“ Her ring? What ring?” asked Mr. 
Weston.

“ Why, her diamond ring that was 
stolen?” explained the maid.

“ Her diamond ring that was stolen? ” 
excitedly cried Mr. Weston. Reaching 
into his vest-pocket, he drew out a piece 
of paper distractedly ; then, after search­
ing each of his pockets in turn, he 
moaned: “ I ’ve lost it. I had it, and I ’ve 
lost it.”

“ Lost what?” inquired the doctor.
“ Why, my wife’s diamond ring! I 

understand now; it all comes to me. I 
left home last Wednesday morning to be 
gone a few days. When I reached my 
office, and while arranging some papers 
I intended to take with me on my trip,
I discovered a very important one miss­
ing. Presuming I had left it on my desk 
at home, I hurriedly went to get it.

“ When I arrived there my wife and 
maid were both out. Going at once to 
my desk I found the paper I sought. As 
I passed through the room I noticed my 
wife’s diamond ring lying upon her 
dressing-table. She had frequently re­
quested me to have it reset, as she feared

the setting had worn thin and might let 
the diamond slip. So I decided to take 
it with me, as I knew of a jeweler where 
I was going who made a specialty of 
that class of work. I wrote her a note 
stating that I had taken the ring for that 
purpose. I intended to place the note 
upon her table, and really thought I had 
done so, until I found it in my vest 
pocket a few minutes ago. I can’t un­
derstand how- I came to make such a 
blunder; it would have obviated all this 
suffering.

“ And now what did I do with the 
ring? I can’t find it in any of my 
pockets. This is terrible! Why, I—
why, I know I took i t ; fool that I was 
to bother with a valuable piece of jew­
elry like, that when my mind was so full 
of business matters. I never gave the 
ring another thought from the time I 
left the house Wednesday until I came 
home to-night.”

Mrs. Weston by this time was sitting 
up in bed anxiously listening to her hus­
band.

“ Oh, John, it couldn’t have been that 
you took i t ; you must have forgotten it, 
and a thief broke into the house and stole 
it while I was out. You couldn’t have 
taken it.”

“ I know I did. I positively remember 
putting it in my wallet for safe-keeping, 
but it’s gone. I had that wallet out a 
dozen and one times since I left and 
never once thought of the ring. I ’ve lost 
it—I’ve lost i t ! But where did I lose it, 
and how?

“ I remember hurrying to get the train 
Wednesday morning, and when within a 
short distance from the depot I took out 
my wallet, while on a half- run, and 
opened_it to take out a bill in order to 
save time when buying my ticket. It 
never occurred to me that I had placed 
the ring there. Could it have dropped 
out then ? ”

The doctor was intensely interested in 
Mr. Weston’s story, and suggested that 
he go at once and state the facts to the 
judge who had tried the case.

“ Just think what an awful predica­
ment to be placed in ! I almost dread 
to meet the judge. But there is no other 
way. I must face it,” sighed Mr. Wes­
ton.

When lie had finished his explanation
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to the judge, the latter thoughtfully 
nodded his head and remarked:

“ It is very evident that you lost the 
ring. Your unfortunate neglect to leave 
the note of explanation naturally caused 
your wife to think it had been stolen. 
She was not to blame for the actions of 
the detectives in suspecting the two men 
who are now in jail. Dr. Pierson, just 
returned to town, was here a while ago,

and stated it was his grip Bush carried 
to the depot Wednesday morning.

“ There is no doubt in my mind but 
that Bush found the ring as he testified, 
although a strong case of circumstantial 
evidence was woven about him. It cer­
tainly was a most unusual occurrence; 
but as Shakespeare says, ‘ All’s well that 
ends well,’ and the men shall be freed at 
once.”

C H A S I N G  R A I N B O W S .
By DOUGLAS PIERCE,

Author of “ His Good Right Hand," “ The Shaft of Light,” etc.

The pursuit of fortune in town by a fellow from the coun­
try, with an account of the jolts he received in the process.

CHAPTER XIV.
“ w h a t ’ s  s a u c e , f o r  t h e  goose.”

KING’S smile from Fortune came to 
. him in this wise.

He had never relinquished the idea 
that through the grafters he might be 
able to get a line on the true inwardness 
of that rubber company deal, and serve 
his employer by recovering the money 
so recklessly invested, while at the same 
time putting in a jolt or two at the 
colonel on his father’s account.

He was now more than ever convinced 
that the enterprise was a fake, pure 
and simple, for after getting all the 
money he could from the sale of stock, 
its promoter seemed to lose interest, and 
the operations which had so glowingly 
been promised to start “ within three 
months with dividends at the end of the 
first year,” kept being delayed first upon 
one excuse, and then upon another*

It was really to “ get next ” to 
Scott and Newman, as he phrased it, 
that John had arranged to throw the 
“long shot ” securities their way, and he 
managed afterward to keep in touch 
with them, and to do them one or two 
additional good turns, so that by the 
time he got ready to broach the subject 
of the colonel he had won his way pretty 
well into their confidence.

“ Tell me,” he said one day, when he 
*Began July Argosy.

was settling up with them on some minor 
transaction lie had entrusted to their 
charge, “ didn’t old Linden know the line 
of trade you fellows were in, when he 
got you to place that rubber stock? ”

“ ’Course he. did,” grinned Scott. 
“ He told us at the start that it was flim­
flam artists he was looking for, and that 
our play must be to pass over any cus­
tomers who might want to make an 
investigation. ‘ Confine yourselves chief­
ly,’ he told us, ‘ to young chaps with 
money, who will gulp at the bait without 
noticing the hook behind it.’ Failing 
these, however, we could go after old 
ladies and clergymen.”

“ Yet to hear him talk,” observed 
King, deftly injecting his poison, “ you’d 
have thought no one could be more sur­
prised than he, when he found out you 
were crooked. Why, the way he went 
on about you that night at Chase’s was 
something scandalous, He couldn’t have 
abused you worse if you had been a 
couple of horse thieves.”

Now, the average crook is even more 
resentful of unjust aspersion than is an 
honest man, and both Scott and Newman 
took fire on the instant.

“ Abused us, did lie?” railed the for­
mer. “ Why, the slimy old scoundrel, 
he has forgotten more crookedness than 
we ever began to know! I doubt if he 
ever made a straight turn in all his life! ” 

Single eopiei, 10 eentt.
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“ Then he had no rubber plantation, 
eh ? ” questioned King, striking while 
the iron was hot. “ The whole scheme 
was pure fraud from beginning to end? ”

“ No,” Scott shook his head, while a 
puzzled look came into his eyes. “ He 
has the plantation all right. I know, 
because I ’ve seen the title deeds, and all 
the papers for i t ; and it’s a mighty valu­
able piece of property, too, so far as I can 
find out. What’s made him juggle 
around with it, the way he has, is more 
than I can get through my nut, as I ’ve 
often said to Billy here, but I guess the 
true solution is that he’s gone crooked 
so long, he can’t go straight now, even 
when it tvould be to his advantage to do 
so.”

“ But, if the property is all right, as 
you say,” rejoined King, “ why don’t he 
do something with it? Here, he has his 
company organized, all the money he 
needs in the treasury; yet the months go 
by, and not a hand is turned, while all 
the answer he vouchsafes when any of the 
stockholders put up a kick, is a pack of 
lies which wouldn’t deceive a child.”

“ Oh, ask me something hard,” gibed 
the grafter. “ Why, I ’m surprised, King, 
that a chap as shrewd as you can’t see 
through a deal of that sort. The colonel’s 
got the money, hasn’t he, and also a con­
trolling interest in the stock? Well, if 
by these shilly-shallying tactics he can 
depreciate the shares, and frighten the 
minor stockholders into believing that 
their holdings are of no account, he can 
freeze them all out, can’t he, and buy up 
their interests for little or nothing? 
Then he will have stock, money, planta­
tion and everything else all to himself. 
It’s as plain as the nose on your face, 
and I am only surprised that he has not 
started the gobbling-up process before 
this.”

“ I guess the explanation for that,” 
put in Newman, ‘‘ is that he is pretty 
well tied up with a similar deal which 
he is trying to put through over in New 
York. I was talking only the other day 
to a fellow who had seen him there, and 
he told me that although the colonel 
would undoubtedly come out as usual 
with flying colors, he is pretty hard 
pressed just at present for ready cash.”

It was this conversation which sug­
gested to King a rapid road to fortune,

and all at once illumined his horizon 
with the rosy glow of hope.

He took occasion next day to consult 
an eminent lawyer, and to make some 
other inquiries, and then when he had 
all his data fully in hand, he approached 
Arthur Chase.

“ Chief,” he began in an off-hand way, 
“ what have you ever done with that 
rubber company stock you bought from 
Lindon? Still got i t? ”

“ Oh, yes,” laughed Arthur, with a 
wry grimace, “I have it all right: small 
chance of getting rid of it. But w-hy do 
you ask? Want to put it on the bargain 
counter as you did my other ‘ hostages to 
experience,’ and get rid of it for me? ”

“ No, indeed,” the excitement which 
was thrilling King’s bosom commencing 
to show in his voice, “ I want you to 
take me in as a partner on it; and if 
you do, I’ll make it the most valuable 
asset in your possession, worth more than 
the entire estate left you by your father.” 

He spoke with such conviction and 
certainty, that the other could not fail 
to be impressed.

‘‘ Do you know’,” he said, “ I always 
thought mighty w’ell of that rubber stock 
myself, and believed that something 
would come of i t ; but the thing has 
dragged on so long now, and old Lindon 
has handed us so many fish stories, 
that latterly I have, been commencing to 
lose hope. What have you heard, 
though? Is there a chance of his begin­
ning operations on the property at last? ’’

“ Not the slightest in the world.”
“ Well, then, how do you make o u t. 

that it is going to be such a valuable 
asset ? ”

“ First, let me know if you stand 
ready to give me a half interest in your 
holdings? ”

‘‘ Willingly; provided you can play 
the magician as you say, and get out for 
me what I put into the rotten deal.”

“ I’ll do far, far better than that. In 
fact, if w e play our cards right, there’s 
not less than a cool five million apiece 
for us in those seemingly worthless cer­
tificates.”

Then King sat down and related all 
that he had found out concerning the 
value of the property, explaining at the 
same time the colonel’s crafty purpose in 
letting it lie idle and unproductive until
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he should tire out the patience of his 
dupes.

“ But I still don’t see how that helps 
me out,” frowned Chase. “ My stock 
is no good until he does start things to 
moving, and that may be years from 
now; while in the meantime, my one 
hundred thousand dollars remains hope­
lessly tied up, and I am losing each 
year the interest which should accrue 
from its investment.”

“ Ah, but I was not proposing to wait 
upon the colonel to start things up. On 
the contrary, my idea is to start things 
up ourselves.”

“ And how can we do that?”
“ Simply by taking a leaf out of his 

own book, and securing possession of 
the entire property —  plantation, com­
pany organization, and all. As a minor 
stockholder, you have the right to go 
into court complaining that the concern 
is being mismanaged and asking for the 
appointment of a receiver; and upon the 
showing that can be made, there is no 
doubt that any judge in the land would 
grant you the desired relief.

“ Then,” John continued, “ when the 
company is out of his control, and in the 
hands of men who can ventilate his past 
shenanigan, Lindon will be so afraid of 
suits against him for malfeasance in of­
fice that he will be ready to sell out at 
almost any price we choose to offer, 
while the other stockholders, scared at 
the application for a receiver, can also 
be bought up at a song. In that way, 
we easily acquire the whole shooting- 
match.”

“ Yes, I see your plan, but can we do 
it? Won’t Lindon fight us tooth and 
nail, and force a protracted struggle 
through the courts?”

“ He can’t. If we strike now, we 
catch him at a disadvantage, owing to 
the way he is tied up over in New York. 
He will be almost obliged to take what­
ever w e  see fit to give. The game is 
practically in our own hands.”

CHAPTER XV.
R AISIN G  T H E  W IN D .

E v e r y b o d y  t o  w h o m  t h e  s c h e m e  w a s  

p r e s e n t e d ,  o r  w h o s e  a d v i c e  w a s  a s k e d  in  

r e g a r d  t o  i t ,  i n c l u d i n g  a  c o r p s  o f  h i g h -

priced lawyers, gave it an enthusiastic 
endorsement, with the sole exception of 
King’s old friend, the traveling-man.

“ Better go a little slow,” was his cau­
tion, “ and look very carefully before 
you leap. I ’ve seen lots of prospects 
just as promising as this which turned 
out to have claws in them before the 
fellows who were monkeying with them 
got through. The trouble with that 
sort of undertaking is that it’s easy to 
get in, but sometimes almighty hard to 
draw back. I don’t say not to tackle it, 
mind you; but I do urge that you first 
make very sure where you are going to 
land.”

But any hint of delay was distasteful 
to King’s impetuous spirit. He grudged 
every moment which the lawyers took 
to draw up their papers and arrange 
the preliminary details of the case. He 
wanted that fortune just as soon as he 
could lay his hands on it; not only for 
the fortune’s sake, but because its 
possession would give him the right to 
speak to Kate.

Therefore, he turned from the travel­
ing-man’s counsel with impatient frowns, 
and jeered at the latter with such con­
temptuous epithets as, “ Slow coach,” 
“ Old fogy,” and “ Stick-in-the-mud.”

“ I fail to see where your policy has 
been such a shining success in your case,” 
lie argued hotly. “ When I get to your 
age I intend to have a good deal more 
to show than a few thousand dollars put 
away in the bank, and a reasonably good 
job. I am going to be a millionaire.”

The traveling-man smiled placidly. 
Pie was satisfied with his lot, and could 
afford to regard John’s frenzied outburst 
in a spirit of kindly tolerance. So, al­
though he felt like quoting that verse 
from Scripture about the time for boast­
ing being when one “ putteth his armor 
off,” he refrained, and thereafter let his 
young companion “ dree his own weird.”

But if John was enthusiastic and 
wrought up over the enterprise, Arthur 
Chase was more so.

He hated to be considered merely the 
son of a wealthy man, and wanted to 
prove that he could succeed in his own 
right. So now that he saw a chance to 
win his spurs, and achieve at one coup  
more than his father had accomplished 
in a whole lifetime of endeavor, he threw
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himself into the undertaking without re­
serve.

How those two planned and consulted 
and went over the ground together again 
and again! At first, everything seemed 
to be coming their way, and, flushed with 
elation, they congratulated themselves 
upon a speedy victory; but presently, as 
in all such campaigns, unexpected ob­
stacles and delays cropped 'Up to hold 
back the moment of triumph.

Still, neither of them ever doubted for 
a single instant but that they would win. 
It was costing them far more than they 
had reckoned on, yet Arthur never mur­
mured, deep though he had to dip into 
his resources for the necessary funds.

Nor did King complain about the 
sleepless nights he put in ; for the brain- 
work and strategy to be employed fell to 
his province, and sometimes when things 
seemed to be going against them, the 
long strain of anxiety lined his face and 
bowed his shoulders like those of an old 
man.

The colonel, for all his handicap, 
fought them viciously as soon as he 
found out what was in the wind; and 
tricky and full of ruses as an old fox, he 
made it interesting for them every step 
of the way.

“ You may beat me eventually,” he 
once grinned at Chase when they were 
leaving the court-house after a hearing 
upon one phase of the question, “ but, by 
Jove, you will find it has cost you a 
pretty penny when you do! ”

Yet they could not stop now, even if 
they had been willing to do so. Step by 
step, as the colonel had succeeded in 
tangling up the litigation, or inventing 
new excuses for postponement and delay, 
they had gone deeper, until at length 
Arthur Chase’s entire patrimony was in­
volved.

As the traveling-man had said, it is 
easy to get in, but sometimes almighty 
hard to draw back.

At last, however, the wily colonel was 
seemingly run to earth. His lawyers 
came forward with a proposition to com­
promise; and although John and Arthur 
at first indignantly rejected his terms as 
outrageously exorbitant, they finally re­
alized that it might be to their advantage 
to accept.

As their counsel pointed out to them,

the old rascal had still plenty of fight 
left in him. and by drawing out the legal 
proceedings he might succeed in making 
it cost them more than if they effected a 
settlement at the present time, even upon 
a somewhat unfavorable basis. (

Accordingly, a period of haggling en­
sued where first one side would concede 
a point, and then the other; but after 
about a week of this sort of jockeying, 
the young men’s lawyers advised them 
that their opponent’s limit had been 
reached, and that as the news from his 
New York venture had been rather more 
encouraging in the last few days, it 
would be wise to close promptly.

The young men asked for two hours 
to consider the question; but when they 
were alone faced each other with drawn 
and anxious faces.

“ Can we possibly raise that much ? ” 
questioned John, although he well knew 
what the answer must be.

His associate shook his head.
“ I don’t very well see how. As you 

know, I have already strained my credit 
beyond the limit, and it was almost by 
going down on my knees for it that I got 
that last ten thousand. Great Scott, 
when we started on this thing, I never 
had any idea that it would call for the 
mint we have poured into i t ! ”

“ Yet it is practically wasted unless 
we can meet this new demand, while, on 
the other hand, meeting the colonel’s 
terms will finish up our troubles once 
and for all, and place us in incontestable 
possession of the property. Oh, we must 
raise the amount! ” John insisted pas­
sionately. “ Think, Arthur! Think!” 

The other wrinkled up his brow, dug 
his fists into his temples, and scowled at 
tire floor; but apparently to no purpose, 
until at last, just as John was about to 
give up hope, he raised his head with 
slow, hesitating consideration.

“ Well.” he said, “ Kate could, of 
course, help us out, if she wanted to ; but 
she told me once when I wanted her to 
go into this very rubber scheme, over 
two years ago, that she absolutely re­
fused to enter any speculative venture, 
and ever since I have rather shied at 
asking her to help me.”

“ But, good Heavens, man,” inter­
jected John fiercely, “ this isn’t a specu­
lative venture! It is safe and sane as a
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mortgage on the City Building. Tell 
her so; assure her that there isn’t a pos­
sible chance for her to lose. What on 
earth are you waiting for? Get along 
with you, and see that you don’t fail to 
come, back with the funds. If we miss 
this one opportunity we may lose the bat­
tle altogether.”

Then, after Arthur had snatched up 
his hat and disappeared, he sat on net­
tles, nervously drumming his fingers on 
the table, and striking match after match 
to light the cigar between his teeth, and 
then, after a puff or two at it, abstract­
edly allowing it go out.

Finally the telephone-bell tinkled on 
the other side of the room, and, dashing 
across to it, he quickly placed the re­
ceiver to his ear.

“ Hallo, K ing| ” It was Arthur’s
voice speaking. “ She says we can have 
the money all right; but she first wants 
a guarantee from you that you consider 
the enterprise absolutely without risk 
and would advise her to go into it.”

John hesitated just a second. Then 
he spoke with crisp determination.

“ Tell her to come to the phone.”
“ Hallo, Mr. King.” Kate’s tone 

was like a strain of exquisite music to 
his ear.

“ Hallo, Miss Chase! Your brother 
tells me that you wish my opinion con­
cerning this deal. All I can say is that 
if you go into it, you will do the greatest 
stroke of business you ever can hope to 
accomplish in all your life.”

“ And you have no fears of failure? ” 
“ Failure? This is an undertaking 

which simply cannot fail.”

CHAPTER XVI.
A  V A N IS H IN G  POT OF GOLD.

For a week or so the partners lived 
in a state of feverish exultation. They 
had won. The long strain was over, 
and the rubber plantation was theirs. 
Now, all they had to do was to exploit 
it properly, and fortune was assured.

Then vague, disquieting rumors began 
to reach them, to which at first they paid 
little heed; but which gradually waxed 
more detailed and insistent, and finally 
resulted in their sending off an emissary 
to Central America to investigate,

With what anxiety they waited for 
news may be imagined; yet when the 
cablegram came, although it should have 
found them in a measure prepared, its 
tidings broke upon them like a thunder­
clap.

Briefly, it corroborated the worst that 
they had heard. There had been a rev­
olution in the little banana republic 
where their domain was situated, and the 
new regime had taken over the rubber 
industry as a government monopoly, can­
celing all existing concessions on the 
ground that they had been fraudulently 
secured, and were consequently null and 
void.

The old colonel had in some way se­
cured advance information of the event, 
and had simply mulcted King and 
Chase of a good round price for a large 
and elegant gold brick.

“ Oh, yes, you can fight the decree,” 
said the lawyer skilled in South Ameri­
can tangles, to whom they rushed hur­
riedly for counsel; “ you can fight, and 
if you have sufficient political pull, you 
may eventually induce this government 
to take the matter up, and perhaps win 
out; but you will find it much cheaper 
and far less trouble to drop quietly down 
to this little two by four country, and 
deal with the powers at present in the 
saddle, on a strictly cash basis.”

“ And how much would that take?” 
questioned John,

“ Oh, not much. Forty or fifty thou­
sand dollars. Perhaps a shade less, if 
they happen to be a decently liberal set 
of fellows.”

They thanked him, paid his bill, and 
quietly withdrew.

Forty or fifty thousand dollars! Good 
Heavens! he might as well have told 
them to take the moon down from the 
sky, and offer it as a present to these 
saddle-colored grafters.

They had reached the end of their 
rope, and the hopes upon which they 
had expected to feed were Dead Sea 
fruit in their mouths.

“ I wouldn’t care so much,” Arthur 
murmured with a little catch in his voice, 
“ if I hadn’t coaxed Kate into the thing. 
I am a man and can stand it; but to 
think of her having to come away down 
in the world, simply because she was will­
ing to do me a favor is more than I can
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stand. I don’t know how I shall ever be 
able to tell her about it.”

John threw back his shoulders.
“ I’ll do the telling,” he said. “ I am 

the one most to blame for getting her 
into it, and it is I who should justly re­
ceive her reproaches.. Moreover, as there 
is no excuse for delaying a facing of the 
music, I am going up to do it right now.” 

Yet for all his assumption of boldness, 
his knees were trembling as he sat in 
the old-fashioned parlor listening for her 
step upon the stairs, and when she came 
in at the door, he would rather have 
faced a regiment of soldiers than lift his 
eyes to meet her glance of greeting.

Still, he did not shirk the duty which 
was before him. Simply, straightfor­
wardly, accepting his full meed of blame, 
he told the story, sparing her all he could, 
yet not failing to let her know just how 
heavily she had lost through him, and 
how meager, how very meager, was any 
hope of recovery.

She listened to him in silence, paling 
slightly as he proceeded, but saying noth­
ing until he had completely finished. 
Then she raised her eyes clear and un­
dimmed to his.

“ But you honestly believed what you 
told me, did you not? ” she asked, “ that 
the thing absolutely could not fail?”

“ Heaven knows I believed i t ! ” he 
groaned. “ Fool that I was ! ”

“ Then why should you reproach your­
self? There is some risk in all human 
affairs, even to putting one’s money in 
the bank and hoarding it up. I knew 
there must be some such hazard when I 
engaged upon this project, and I took it 
with my eyes open. That the under­
taking failed is due to no fault of yours, 
and I would accept your judgment just 
as readily if I had to do it over again to­
morrow. You are not to blame; nobody 
is to blame. The affair is merely one 
of those dispensations of Providence 
against which it is useless to rebel.”

He gazed at her in absolute wonder­
ment. Such poise, such calmness in the 
face of what could not have come other­
wise to her than as a terrible and crush­
ing disappointment!

“ I believe you are the bravest, the 
most forgiving woman in the world! ” he 
said hoarsely.

Somehow, in the strained tension of

the moment his hand met hers, and then 
almost before either of them knew it, 
she was in his arms, her face upturned 
to his, and he was raining kisses upon 
cheek and lips and brow.

“ Kate ! Kate ! ” he broke out wildly, 
“ I had hoped to hold you thus, when I 
had won my fortune and could come* to 
you on an equality; and now I win you 
when I have nothing to offer, when not 
only has the fortune I planned to gain 
gone glimmering, but I have also suc­
ceeded in beggaring you. Oh, I have 
been a fool, and worse than a fool! ”

“ Hush, sweetheart, hush,” and she 
placed her hand against his lips. 11 I 
will not hear you call yourself names. 
And as for the fortune, that is only tem­
porarily delayed. You will win it yet. 
Such hope, such energy, and such ability 
as yours cannot go unrewarded! ”

Her complete faith in him brought 
back in a rush all his old buoyant opti­
mism. He drew himself up to his full 
height and looked down at her with 
sparkling eyes.

“ You are right! ” he cried. “ Fate 
cannot down me now that I know you 
really love me. Let men call me a rain­
bow-chaser, if they will. I shall win 
yet. I shall win for you! ”

CHAPTER XVII.
“  TH E  STONE W H IC H  T H E  BUILDERS R E­

JE C T E D .”

It is all very well to defy Fate as 
King so vaingloriously had done; but 
that capricious dame has sometimes a 
nasty way of coming back at one, just 
when one is least expecting it.

So John, athrill with the fervor of his 
young love, and eager to start out and 
conquer the world for his “ ladye faire,” 
suddenly found himself beset with an 
unaccustomed lassitude. He had to flog 
himself to work, could not think clearly 
or consecutively, slept badly at nights, 
fell off in his appetite, and, strangest of 
all, became oppressed with morbid and 
gloomy fears.

Finally, Kate observing how pale and 
thin he was growing, insisted on his con­
sulting a physician, and although he de­
clared stoutly that he was not ill, he did 
so to oblige her.
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The doctor thumped and stethoscoped 
him, tested him in all sorts of ways, and 
then asked him if he had not been on a 
prolonged nervous strain.

Yes, John admitted; he had.
“ Exactly. And as a result you now 

have a well-advanced case of nervous 
prostration. Six months for you out in 
the country where you can get air and 
sunshine, and be absolutely free from 
any thought of business.”

“ Free from any thought of business? 
Oh, I couldn’t think of that.”

“ You must.”
“ And suppose I won’t ? ”
“ If you keep on as you are going now, 

the madhouse in less than a year’s time. 
In fact, unless you quit right now, to­
day, and do as I tell you, I will not 
guarantee that a cure can be effected in 
your case at all. You must have imme­
diate relaxation, complete change of 
scene, enlivening surroundings.”

John went out of the doctor’s office in 
a daze. He was not fit to work; he had 
felt that for some time. But to quit 
now. right when he should be making his 
fresh start; and for six months? It was 
impossible. Still—the madhouse!

In the end, he decided that he would 
do it. Yet where could he go? He had 
no money wherewith to seek some con­
genial spot; no friends living in the 
country upon whom he could bivouac for 
his loafing spell.

There was, in short, nothing else for 
him but to go back to Blairsburg.

Back to Blairsburg! Not as he had 
planned in the panoply of power and 
pride, but sick and impoverished, creep­
ing back to the despised farm when he 
had lost out in his struggle with the 
world.

It was all he could do, though; and 
back he went, sick at heart, despondent, 
forlorn, only to find things more de­
pressing and gone-to-seed than when he 
went away.

The'dav was gray and overcast, with 
a chill east wind; the hillsides were sere 
and yellow with the passing of autumn, 
the house looked more desolate and tum­
ble-down than ever, while his father, 
whose greeting was interrupted by a 
paroxysm of hollow coughing, it was 
plain could never survive another bleak 
winter.

“ The place and I will go together, I 
guess, John,” he said as he lay back 
weakly on the couch, his gaunt frame 
little more than skin and bones. “ The 
colonel has had some awful bad luck 
down in New York, they say, and he is 
pulling in every cent that belongs to him. 
He has started to foreclose on me al­
ready, and I ’m to be sold out in Decem­
ber if I last that long.”

“ Enlivening surroundings!” thought 
John with a mirthless laugh. “ I have 
certainly dome to the right place.”

As the afternoon wore on and his 
father fell into a doze, he felt that he 
could stand the gloomy and dispiriting 
atmosphere of the house no longer, and 
set off for a ramble across the fields, his 
way leading him through the sixty-acre 
patch of briers and rocks which had 
caused the quarrel between him and his 
fSHier, and had resulted in his leaving 
home.

It was still the same barren and un­
productive tract that it had always been, 
fit to grow nothing except “ snakes and 
poison ivy,” and John’s rankling hatred 
against old Lindon broke out afresh, as 
he reflected that it was this that might 
shortly deprive his dying father of a roof 
to cover his head.

But just then a peculiar whistling 
sound caught his ear, and his curiosity 
aroused, he stopped to investigate.

At first he moved somewhat cautious­
ly; for the noise he had heard might be 
the warning of a rattler, but presently 
he made out that it came from a crevice 
in the rock just beside his head.

So, lighting a match, he stepped for­
ward to peer in but—Pouf ! There came 
a blast of blue flame, and a report like 
the explosion of a cannon fire-cracker.

He tried the experiment again, with 
the same result. Then stood back with 
a sudden gasp which was almost awe.

Inadvertently, he had stumbled upon a 
find of natural gas, and that, too, he was 
m ore th a n  ce rta in , in  p a y in g  q u an titie s  !

The despised and rejected sixty acres, 
instead of being only fit to raise “ snakes 
and poison ivy,” was a veritable bonanza 
teeming with hidden wealth.

Yes, his fortune was here; but all at 
once the thought obtruded itself that he 
would need some little money to develop 
it, and how was he to get that?



W H E N  T H E  R E T U R N S  C A M E  I N . 523

He himself had none. Arthur was 
broke. Ah — the traveling-man, and 
those few thousands laid away in the 
bank! Would he touch them, even upon 
so excellent a risk as this?

There was but one way to find out, 
and like a shot John was off toward the 
village and a telegraph-office. An hour 
later he trudged back the same road, his 
heart warmed by a yellow slip upon 
which was written: “ Will be there on 
first train.”

Then, as he reached the brow of the
THE

hill just beyond his home, the clouds in 
the west suddenly broke away, and the 
setting sun, shining across the mists of 
the valley, brought out a faint, delicate 
rainbow which, as with the one he and 
his father had watched, seemed to rise 
just out of the sixty-acre patch.

“ It’s funny," quoth John King with 
a jubilant laugh, for already renewed 
hope had put his nervous prostration to 
flight, “ it’s funny that I had to go so 
far to find it, when the pot of gold was 
waiting here for me all the time! ”

E N D .

WHEN THE RETURNS CAME IN.
By HOW ARD R. GARIS.

The story-writer who turned editor, and the possi­

bility in the game on which he forgot to figure.

“ T ^\0  you think he’ll take it? ” asked 
U  Mabel Rossmore, as Dick Trant- 

well finished a rather long description of 
a story he had written and sent to the 
editor of a big magazine.

‘‘Take it! Of course he’ll take it! 
He can’t help it. I t’s the best story I 
ever wrote, and if he doesn’t like it—well, 
all I say is that I’m sorry for him.”

“ And if he doesn’t I ’m sorry for you,” 
spoke the girl, her brown eyes regarding 
Dick with an unmistakable glance. “ It 
sounds perfectly lovely. How I wish I 
could write as you do, Dick. It’s per­
fectly splendid.’-’

“ Thanks. But, do you know, I some­
times wish I couldn’t write.”

“ Oh, Dick!”
“ I know i t ; but every now and again 

I feel as if I ’d rather be working with a 
pick and shovel at so much a day. I ’d 
know then that when I got through I ’d 
have something to show for my time and 
labor. As it is now I’m never sure of it.” 

“ But you’ve done well, haven’t vou, 
Dick?”

“ Um ! That’s how you look at it. I ’ve 
managed to make enough to live on, by 
doing some specials for the Sunday 
papers and a few advertisements. I 
don’t live very high, you know. As for 
the profits on my short stories—well, it’s 
a good thing I ’m not married.”

“ Oh, Dick!” .
“ I know it, little girl. I ’m a brute to 

talk so, but then it cuts—sometimes.” 
And then, just to show that he wasn’t al­
together heartless, Dick did what any 
other sensible young man would have 
done under the circumstances when he 
was within half an arm’s length of a 
pretty girl.

' “ But, seriously, Mabel,” he went on, 
“ it hardly seems fair to you. I feel that 
I’m engaged to you under false pretenses. 
I know I can write good stuff, but the 
editors don’t—or, rather, they refuse to 
admit it. I feel as if I should never 
have—”

He stopped abruptly.
“ Well, what, Dick? ”
“ Never mind. If this story doesn’t go, 

I ’ll—”
“ Don’t make any rash promises,” the 

girl interrupted, and, to prevent him, she 
laid a dainty hand on Dick’s lips.

He promptly took advantage of this by 
kissing the pink finger-tips, whereat 
Mabel swiftly drew them away, exclaim^ 
ing meanwhile:

“ Don’t, Dick! Stop it! Suppose any 
one should come in ! ”

“ I don’t care who comes. Aren’t we 
engaged? ”

“ Yes, of course. But you just said—”
“ Never mind what I said.”
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But there is no use in tantalizing the 
reader. If you were a man you would 
probably do just what Dick did under 
the circumstances, and if you are a woman 
you’ll probably be jealous; so, what’s the 
use?

“ Seriously,” went on Dick, after a 
pause, “ if I don’t sell that story this trip, 
I’m going to take up a new line of work. 
I ’ll have to—or starve.”

“ Why don’t you become an editor 
yourself, Dick?” suggested Mabel. 
“ Have a magazine of your own and pub­
lish your own stories.”

“ I ’ve a good notion to. It would serve 
’em all right if I did.”

Then Dick managed to change the con­
versation to a more cheerful subject.

It was about a week after this that the 
buzzer in Dick’s modest bachelor apart­
ment announced that some one wanted to 
sec him. As he was going down-stairs 
to receive his unexpected visitor, the post­
man’s whistle blew, sounding shrilly 
through the corridors.

“ I hope that’s a check,” mused Dick, 
as his heart beat high with hope. “ I 
certainly need the money. If it isn’t—” 

It needed but a glance at the letter­
box to show that the receptacle contained, 
not the thin missive ever associated with 
checks, but a bulky package that had 
written all over it: “ Rejected manu­
script.”

“ Confound the luck! ” cried Dick. 
“ Here’s where I challenge fate! ”

Mechanically he opened the envelope. 
It contained the typewritten sheets of his 
latest story, a rather long tale, called 
“ The Red" Lion of Mercator.”

“ Let’s see how these slips read.” said 
Dick half to himself, as he pulled out a 
neatly printed notice that accompanied 
the manuscript.

It was to the effect that the editor of 
the W en tw o r th  M agazine  had carefully 
examined the enclosed manuscript, but, 
to his deep regret, had not found it ex-, 
actly suited to his wants, and was return­
ing "it herewith, with thanks for the op­
portunity of having examined it, and that 
so many features govern the acceptance 
of a manuscript that the absence of 
specific criticism must be pardoned ; and 
that the magazine might have on hand 
material similar in style or treatment, 
and that they were well stocked with fic­

tion at the present time, and that he was 
very glad of having been privileged to 
examine the manuscript, etc—etc.—etc.

Ah, a good many of us have been there 
more or less often!

As for Dick, bitter disappointment 
welled up in his heart. He had counted 
on that story being accepted this time, 
for, in spite of being the author, he knew 
it was good.

“ Oh, what’s the use?” he exclaimed. 
“ What’s the use? I’d better be shoveling 
dirt at a dollar and a half a day! Here’s 
where I quit trying to sell stories. I'm a 
failure at it.”

He was about to tear up the manu­
script, but something stayed his hand. 
It was not that he intended trying it on 
another magazine, for it had gone the 
rounds. But it seemed like a part of 
himself, and he hated to destroy it.

“ I’m going to look for a jo b ! ” he ex­
claimed. “ I ’ve no place in literature.” 

He was about to ascend to his room, 
forgetting what had brought him down, 
when he was hailed by a cheerful voice: 

“ Hallo, Dick, my boy! I was just 
coming up to see you! I low’s the story 
business? ”

“ Rotten! ”
“ Ah! Unrecognized genius, eh? 

Editors down on you. Can’t get a show, 
and all that sort of thing. Another story 
rejected? Never mind! Set ’em up in 
the other alley! Never say die! Try, try 
again, etc., etc.”

“ Shut up ! ”
Dick growled out the words.
“ Of course,” Frank Enderby agreed. 

Then, after a pause:
“ Never mind. Come on out, and I’ll 

take you to lunch. If the editors don’t 
buy your stuff, why don’t you turn editor 
vourself and break some other poor devil’s 
heart. Turn about is fair play. Get a 
magazine of your own.”

Dick started. Frank was the second 
person to suggest that he turn editor. Of 
course, neither he nor Mabel knew where­
of they spoke. Still—

“ Look at me.” went on Frank. " I ’ve 
just thrown up my job, but you don’t find 
me worrying. I’m not that kind.”

“ You don’t mean to say you’ve quit 
your place with that big importing 
house? ”

“ That’s what I have. They didn’t use
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me right. I can sell anything, but I’ve 
got to be treated right. I ’m not a baby, 
so I up and told ’em they could find an­
other salesman. I ’m not worrying. I’ve 
got enough to last until I get another 
place, and that won’t be long. There's 
a new restaurant around the corner. The 
stuff is sure to be good—for a while. 
Come on with me. Then we’ll take in 
the theater. I have a couple of tickets 
for to-night. It will lift your mind off 
your troubles.”

“ Sorry, but I can’t take in the show, 
old man,” said Dick. “ I have an en­
gagement for this evening, but I’ll go to 
lunch with you.”

“ Some girl, I ’ll bet a cookie. Or is it 
an editor?” asked Frank with easy fa­
miliarity, for he and Dick had known 
each other since they were boys together 
in the little country town.

“ It’s a girl,” admitted Dick.
“ You literary fellows are the most 

reckless I ever heard of,” the salesman 
went on. “ Writing is the most uncertain 
business in the world, yet every one of 
you is married or wants to be. Why? I 
can always be sure of earning a living, 
and yet you don’t catch me making love 
until I ’m positive I can take care of a 
wife. I t’s too risky7.”

Dick thought of Mabel’s brown eyes, 
and the risk seemed not worth consider­
ing. - But he said nothing.

He called on her that night. She saw 
at once that something had happened.

“ What is it, Dick?” she asked. 
“ That story? ”

Dick nodded.
“ I knew it! Oh, I ’m so sorry! Never 

mind. Send it somewhere else.”
“ I ’ve tried it on all the magazines that 

might take it. It’s a serial. I ’ve done 
the first and last pages over a dozen times 
to freshen the thing up after its journeys. 
It’s no use! I ’m going to give up ! ”

“ Don’t ! ” pleaded the girl. “ Become 
the publisher or editor of a magazine 
of your own. Why not, Dick?”

“ Why not ? A dozen reasons. In the 
first place—money. It takes a lot.”

“ Yes,” dubiously, “ I suppose so. 
But,” this triumphantly, “ there’s Uncle 
Kirkden. Maybe he’ll lend you some, or 
invest it in a magazine for you—or do 
whatever they do with money in a case 
like that.”

“ They mostly keep it. if they’re lucky 
enough to have it, little girl.”

“ Now, Dick, don’t make fun of me! ” 
“ I’m not. I ’m serious.”
“ Then why don’t you go and ask my 

uncle for the money? He’d be sure to 
let you have it if you told him—er—told 
him you were going to—marry me ”— 
the last in a whisper.

“ I ’m afraid that would be just the very 
reason he would not. He doesn't care for 
me.”

“ I didn’t know vou were afraid. 
Dick.”

I’m not—of ordinary things. This is 
different.”

“ I ’m sure you’d make a very good ed­
itor,” Mabel went on. “ You have such 
fine ideas for stories.”

“ But I don’t seem able to make them 
suit other editors.”

“ Then the only thing to do is to get 
a magazine of your own.”

They talked it over, the girl waxing 
more enthusiastic and Dick never getting 
beyond lukewarm. He saw too many dif­
ficulties, she too few.

“ Besides, even if your millionaire 
uncle would consent to invest some of his 
thousands in a magazine, which I very 
much doubt, I ’d have to have some one 
to help me manage the business end of it. 
I couldn’t do that,” objected Dick as a 
clincher.”

“ Haven’t you any friend you could ask 
to help you ? ”

Dick thought of Enderby. He would 
be the very one, and he was at present 
free. A more hopeful look came into 
Trantwell’s face. Mabel noticed it.

“ I knew you would ! ” she cried. “ I ’ll 
tell you what we’ll do. I ’ve got about 
fifty thousand dollars of my own, that 
poor papa left me. It’s mine when I 
come of age. Uncle has it now, and I’ll 
ask him to advance some. I ’ll finance 
the magazine. That will be splendid.” 

“ I can’t take your money! ” exclaimed 
Dick. “ Besides, your uncle wouldn’t let. 
you.”

“ Why not? It’s my money! I’ll ask 
him right away. He’s in his study.”

“ No. dear. Let me do the asking. I ’m 
not afraid, though I know he’ll turn me 
down. I ’ll ask him to invest some of his 
own money in a magazine venture. I 
believe I could make it succeed.”
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“ If he refuses you, I ’ll go see him,” 
whispered Mabel.

“ I must have a talk with Frank first,” 
Dick stipulated. “ He’s got a good 
head for business, and could manage that 
end.”

The next day Dick and Frank talked 
the situation over. Dick was sure he 
could take care of the literary end, if 
Frank could look after the publishing de­
partment.

“ We need advertisements,” said Frank. 
“ I ’ll hustle for some. You look after 
the reading matter and the pictures. 
They’ve got things down so fine now that 
it’s no trouble at all to get out a magazine 
if you have the money. The first number 
is a cinch. After that—well, we’ll see. 
Is there any chance of Uncle Kirkden 
giving up? ”

“ Not much, I ’m afraid. Still, I prom­
ised to try. We’ve got to have a name for 
the magazine.”

“ Call it the S u re  T h in g ,” suggested 
Frank. “ That’s catchy, and will pique 
the people’s curiosity. That’s a good 
name.”

“ All right,” agreed Dick. “ The Sure  
T h in g  it is. Now to beard the lion in 
his office. It all depends on him.”

Dick sought Andrew Kirkden the next 
day. He found him in his private room, 
at the rear of the big wholesale woolen 
house he owned.

“ G-r-r-r-umph ! ” growled Mr. Kirk­
den, which might be taken for “ good 
day.” He seldom wasted his breath.

Dick rather hesitated in explaining his 
mission. As he went on, haltingly and 
stammeringly, Mr. Kirkden’s eyes opened 
wider and wider.

“ What’s thot ve’re askin’ me? ” he in­
quired when Dick had finished.

Dick repeated his request in briefer 
language, appealing for funds on behalf 
of the S u re  T h in g .

“ Are ye a bit daffy? ” asked Mr. Kirk­
den, lapsing into his Scotch. “ Are ye a 
wee bittie tetched in the head?”

“ I didn’t come here to be insulted,” 
retorted Dick.

“ Nor did I go to insult you, laddie,” 
said the aged man more kindly. “ But 
you’ve gie me an amazin’ bit of talk. 
Writin’ a whole magazine yersel’, It’s 
out of the question! Writin’s a woman’s 
work, anyhow. True, Rabbie Burns did

a neat bit of verse now and then, but it 
was in no ways his. business, and only a 
pastime for him. He never made his 
bread and butter at it, nor will any mon.

“ I t’s clean foolishness! I had a book­
keeper once—a pleasant enough lad, but 
a bit daffy on poetry. He used to scrib­
ble verses in the back of the ledger in- 
stid of writin’ the accounts. He never 
could strike his trial balance, and all 
because of the verses. A poor daffy bit 
of a lad, but harmless enough. No, no, 
Dick. I like ye well enough, an’ I ken 
well enough why ye’re around the house 
so much. But writin’s a woman’s trade; 
it’s no for men like you an’ me.”

“ Then you refuse to finance the maga­
zine? ”

“ Refuse? Why, I ’d never think of it, 
lad. You’re a bit down on your luck, I 
take it. Now, if ye’re a mind to go to 
work I could make a place for ye here,” 
and he waved his hand over the big es­
tablishment. “ It wouldn’t be much, but 
I rather like ye, an’ I’ve taken a notion 
to ye. Mabel spoke a good word for ye. 
Ah1, there’s a girl! The man as gets her 
will have to know how to make money. 
No poetry writer to starve her. She’s a 
brave lassie! ”

But Dick did not stay to hear more. 
He hurried out, leaving Mr. Kirkden to 
mutter over the daffy bookkeeper who 
wrote poems.

“ I knew how it would be,” Dick com­
plained to Mabel that night. “ He 
laughed at me!”

“ Laughed at you!” There was an 
ominous note in her voice, “ I’ll tell 
him—” and she started from the room.

“ Where are you going?” cried Dick.
“ I ’m going to see my uncle! ”
“ Mabel! Don’t ! ”
But she was already on her way to Mr. 

Kirkden’s study.
Dick hardly knew what to do. With 

his mind in a tumult, he followed the 
girl into the hall. He saw the light 
stream from her uncle’s room. Then he 
heard her voice, broaching the subject of 
the magazine. He heard Mr. Kirkden’s 
growl in reply.

“ Then, since you don’t care to invest 
your money in the magazine, to help Dick 
—and—and me,” Mabel said, “ I’ll use 
some of mine! I want you to give me 
some of the funds papa left me! ”
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“ Hoot! H oot!” exclaimed her uncle 
in a rasping voice. “ Perhaps you’re not 
aware, miss, that I’m your guardian, and 
that you’re not of age for tVo years yet.” 

He was speaking blandly now, for he 
felt master of the situation.

“ I’m under bonds to keep your money 
safe until you’re able to manage it your­
self, and you’ll not squander it on any 
whipper - snapper that wants to write 
stories and start a magazine! ”

“ Then I ’ll go to a lawyer and see if I 
can’t get what’s mine! ”

“ See a dozen lawyer-sharps ! ” cried 
the old man, and his voice showed anger. 
“ Ye’re no niece of mine to want to squan­
der my dead brother’s hard - earned 
money! ”

“ I’ll not stay here!” retorted Mabel, 
and there were tears in her voice. “ I ’ll 
go away and board ! I’ll go to work, and 
when the two years are up I ’ll marry 
Dick, and get my money, and we’ll start 
the magazine.”

“ Ye’ll not leave me, lassie?”
The old man was pleading now.
“ Yes, I w ill! ”
“ Ye’ll not leave me, lassie! ” His 

voice was pathetic as he thought of his 
big, lonesome house that would be dreary 
indeed without the brown-eyed girl. But 
Mabel was firm.

“ I’ll go unless I can have some of my 
money,” was the ultimatum she delivered.

“ Foolish, foolish lassie ! ” murmured 
her uncle. “ Have the money, then."

“ Oh, Uncle Andrew! ”
“ Not so fast!” he cautioned, as she 

threw her arms a'uout his neck. “ Not 
one penny of your money shall you risk. 
I ’ll waste some on this foolishness.”

The old man winced, for he was akin 
to a miser.

“ I’ll finance the magazine,” he went 
on. “ Now, send in your lad, for I ’ve 
no doubt you have him in hiding in the 
house the" while. Poor foolish lassie! 
Poor foolish lad ! ” he murmured. Mabel 
hurried to tell Dick the good news.

She found him where she had left him. 
for he had returned when he found he 
could not prevent Mabel from broaching 
the matter to her uncle.

“ Oh, Dick, dear,” she exclaimed, “ it’s 
all right! He’ll advance the money.” 

Dick did not know' the argument she 
had used.

“ He wants to see you now, in his 
study. Don’t lose your temper if he’s 
cross. He doesn’t mean anything.”

Dick kissed her and went to meet what 
he believed was his fate,

“ G-r-r-r-r-umph ! ” grunted Mr. Kirk- 
den, between puffs on his long church­
warden.

“ You wanted to see me? ” Dick began. 
“ If you want to see me.”
Not a very promising start, Trantwell 

told himself. He watched the smoke from 
the long-stemmed pipe. It had only just 
been lighted, and presently the tobacco 
seemed to have a soothing influence on 
Mr. Kirkden, for he went on:

“ My niece has been saying a good 
word for you.”

He spoke slowly and without more 
than a trace of the Scotch burr.

“ I’ll not say what I think, but I ’m 
willing to go into the magazine venture. 
I ’m willing to lose some money—to a 
certain extent—to a certain extent,” he 
repeated quickly.

“ I do not believe you wall lose a dol­
la r! ” exclaimed Dick. “ If I did I 
would never come to you.”

“ G-r-r-rumph ! ” growded Mr. Kirk­
den. Clearly he did not believe Dick. 
“ Now, how much money do you think it 
will take? ”

“ I haven’t the least idea.”
“ What, mon?” the millionaire cried, 

dropping his pipe, which broke into a 
dozen pieces. “ And ye intend goin’ into 
the business! Are ye— But, there! I 
promised Mabel I ’d keep my temper, 
though it’s hard work. Have ye ony idea 
of business at all, lad?”

“ I intend to look after the literary end. 
I expect to have a partner who will at-, 
tend to the business side of selling the 
magazine and getting the advertise­
ments.”

“ Is he—has he— Say, laddie, has he 
any experience in that line, or is he an 
infant like yersel’ ? ”

“ Well, I don’t know that he ever pub­
lished a magazine, but lie’s a good sales­
man.”

“ Who is he? ”
“ F*rank Fmderby.”
“ Did he used to sell for Tumen & 

Trowbridge? ”
“ I believe he did.”
“ I thought so! ” And the old Scotch­
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man chuckled. “ Why, that young rascal 
made me buy ten cases of the worst shod­
dy I ever had! He wormed the order out 
of me after I ’d almost kicked him from 
my office. But I got rid of ’em at a 
profit afterward, though I was afraid I ’d 
lose on ’em.

“ Frank Enderby, eh? I believe he 
could sell a fur suit to a New Zealander. 
It’s no so bad as I thought if ye have 
Frank Enderby. I t’s no so bad.” And 
Mr. Kirkden puffed thoughtfully at a 
new pipe he had set aglow. “ But he’s 
the one I must talk to. Do you go on 
writing your stories and your verse, lad. 
I must have a man to talk business to 
when I invest money. Though it’s no so 
bad ! It’s no so bad ! ”

Dick could hardly believe his good 
luck. He found Mabel waiting for him 
in the dimly lighted hall. He groped for 
her hand and held it tight.

“ Is it all right?” she asked.
“ All right,” he responded. “ I think 

he has a rather poor opinion of me and 
my business abilities, but I don’t care. 
I ’m not proud of my talents in that di­
rection if I can only write.”

“ Tell me all about it,” ordered Mabel, 
and Dick detailed as much of his inter­
view with her uncle as he thought wise.

Frank accepted Dick’s news rather 
coolly the next day.

“ I thought you’d have trouble,” he 
said, “ but I figured that Miss Mabel 
would find a way. I meant to go and see 
him myself if you had failed. So he re­
membered me, eh?”

When Frank called on Mr. Kirkden he 
had at his fingers’ ends all the necessary 
facts. He could tell to a penny what it 
would cost to get out the first number of 
the S u re  T h in g . The total made the 
old Scotchman scratch his head and gasp, 
but he was game.

“ Of course, we’ll get a lot of that 
back,” Frank explained confidently. 
“ There’s the sales of the magazine and 
the advertisements. Perhaps there’ll not 
be a great deal at the start, but we’re 
going to succeed.”

“ I trust so ! ” remarked Mr. Kirkden 
dubiously. “ I trust so. I don’t like to 
lose money. I ’m not in the habit of it. 
But you sold me the shoddy-— It’s no 
so bad! I t’s no so bad i ”

There followed several consultations

between Dick and Frank, at which they 
went deep into the necessary business 
details. There followed other consul­
tations between Dick and Mabel, which 
pretended to be on a business basis, but 
which straightway drifted into talks on 
very different subjects, though they all 
centered around the S u re  T h in g .

Dick had a number of literary and 
artistic friends, and to them he appealed 
for material for the first number. His 
own story of the Red Lion he decided 
to use under a no in de  p lu m e , for he 
could not deny himself the pleasure of 
seeing it in print, even if he was the editor 
of the magazine. The first instalment 
broke off in a most exciting situation, 
leaving the reader in delightful sus­
pense.

To do Dick credit, the story was an 
engrossing one, an absorbing tale, with 
plenty of vim and snap to it. Afterward 
several editors, who came to learn that 
their readers had rejected “ The Red 
Lion of Mercator,” were exceedingly 
wroth. But manuscript readers are not 
infallible, and do not pretend to be. 
Theirs is a hard lot in any case.

While Dick was busy with his end of 
the magazine, Frank was hard at work 
hustling for advertisements. It was more 
difficult than he had expected, but he 
stuck pluckily to it.

He had a reputation to maintain. He 
talked the virtues and necessities of mer= 
chants being represented in the first num­
ber of the S u re  T h in g , until he almost 
made them believe they had lost a big 
line of customers by reason of the non­
existence of such a magazine heretofore.

Frank also let it be known that Mr. 
Kirkden was financing the venture, and 
this had its effect, for the name Kirkden 
spelled success in no small letters.

“ We must have some sort of an office,” 
said Dick one day, when he had about 
completed arrangements for the literary 
end of the magazine.

“ I have just the place, all picked out,” 
replied Frank. “ We’ll not need much 
room at first. I ’ve got a small office on 
the ground floor, a few doors from Broad­
way, in the heart of the shopping dis­
trict. Jeweler had it, but failed, and 
had to sublet. As it’s a bad season for 
real estate, I got it cheap. That is, com­
paratively cheap, though it cost a lot.
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I t’s small, but we’ll soon enlarge, and it 
will do for a while.”

It <iw  small. Dick was rather dubious 
when he looked at it. There was room 
for two desks and a place for the type­
writing machine. That was about all.

“ Pretty cramped,” observed Frank 
cheerfully, as he noted Dick’s glances of 
dismay at the first sight of the office. 
“ Not much room for exercise, but then, 
you know, the magazines will all be 
shipped directly from the bindery to the 
news company, and we don’t have to be 
here very often, first along. We’ll be 
out lots, and there’s room for Miss Mun­
son.”

‘‘ Who's Miss Munson?”
“ She’s the typewriter I engaged. Nice 

little girl. Pretty as a picture. You 
ought to— But here she comes. I told 
her to be here to.-day, and we’d open up 
the shop.”

Dick could not deny that Miss Munson 
was pretty. He could see that Frank 
was quite impressed with her, but Dick 
had placed his thoughts elsewhere.

Dick never knew before what a lot of 
work it was to get even a small magazine 
ready for publication. He had trouble 
and disputes with the foreman of every 
department of the printing concern, from 
the one in charge of the type-setting ma­
chines to the head of the bindery. But 
all things have an end, and having, with 
the assistance of Frank, smoothed out the 
differences in the printing department, 
and seen to it that the binding was likely 
to be done on time, Dick took a little 
much-needed rest.

“ It will be out next week,” remarked 
Dick to Frank one afternoon. “ Just 
think of it—out—published—ready to be 
read by the public ! ”

“ I only hope and trust the dear public 
wants to read it,” rejoined Frank. “ I 
hope they are crazy to read it and will 
fairlv fight for it. I’m afraid to think 
how much Uncle Andrew is out if we
fan.”

“ If we don’t make this go, I’ll be 
afraid to face him,” said Dick.

“ We’ll make good' ” exclaimed 
Frank. “ We’ve got to; that’s all there 
is to it. He put in enough money to get 
out two numbers. If the first fails, may­
be the second will pull us up.”

“ If the first fails we might as well
10 A

quit,” put in Dick. “ Uncle Andrew 
doesn’t care for a very long run for his 
money. He wants quick action.”

“ He’ll get it if this busts up,” said 
Frank. “ I ’ve arranged with the news 
distributing company to send the copies 
all over the city and suburbs. Once, the 
magazines are all out, it will be a case 
of waiting for the returns to come in.”

“ The returns? Do you. think this is 
an election?”

“ Not exactly. I meant the returns 
of money that will tell whether we’ve lost 
or won.”

The S u re  T h in g  came out.
“ I t’s not half bad ' ” declared Dick, 

when he got the first copy. “ It’s a 
beauty! That’s what it is. It’s sure to 
go, Frank.”

“ If looks go for anything, it ought. 
And there’s the name ! ”

“ It will go,” declared Dick with a 
happy laugh.

“ It’s well gotten up,” Frank went on. 
“ The advertising pages look like the real 
thing, though I hate to think of some of 
the low rates I quoted.”

Mabel was in raptures with the cover 
design.

“ It’s perfectly sweet!” she declared. 
“ Too lovely for anything.”

“ It’s no so bad,” admitted Mr. Kirk- 
den cautiously. “ How many have ye 
sold, Dick?”

“ Why, it just came out to-day! ”
“ Umph! ”
Dick was in his element. He carried 

copies of the S u re  T h in g  wherever he 
went, leaving them on benches in rail­
road stations and ferry-boats, as “ ad-, 
vertisements,” he explained. Several 
times he was trailed and informed that 
lie had forgotten his magazine, and then 
he had to go back for it, much against 
his will.

He looked for the S u re  T h in g  every 
time he approached a news-stand, and 
could pick it out from a pile of other 
magazines some distance away, as the 
cover design was a striking one.

He used to notice one particular stand 
on the Elevated, at which lie took a train 
every morning. He tried to estimate the 
size of the pile on each succeeding day, 
and thought it was gradually growing 
smaller.

“ They’re selling some, at any rate,”
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he told himself. “ If all the stands do 
as well as that we’ll be on Easy Street.”

Dick called up the news company, but 
was told it was impossible to estimate 
sales at that early date.

“ It looks good to me, but don’t be too 
hopeful,” counseled Frank, though he 
■yps as sanguine as his partner. “ I see 
quite a few persons reading them.”

Thus they hoped, becoming more con­
fident day by day that they had made a 
hit with the public. They went on with 
their preparations for the next number.

“ Why don’t you wait until you see 
how the first one goes?” advised Mr. 
Kirkden. “ You might be throwing good 
money after bad.”

“ We have to get the second number 
ready,” explained Dick. “ I think the 
first will be all sold.”

He was certain in this belief when he 
looked for the pile at the news-stand he 
used as a sort of magazine barometer. 
The man had no more S u re  T h in g s  left 
when Dick arrived one morning to take 
the train.

“ He had quite a lot yesterday. Must 
have taken a sudden boom,” commented 
Dick to himself. “ That’s fine! I must 
finish up my work on the second number 
this week.”

He wanted to ask the newsdealer if 
he had heard any comments about the 
new magazine, but was too bashful.

“ Luck is certainly with us,” he re­
flected as he reached the little office. 
“ I’m almost glad the editors rejected 
my Red Lion story.”

As he opened the door of the tiny den 
where he and Frank had ventured their 
fortunes, he was surprised to see a stack 
of Sure  T h in g s  that reached nearly to the 
ceiling.

Thev were in the rear of the apartment, 
and looked like a rampart in front of 
where Miss Munson’s desk had stood. 
But that was hidden from sight now.

The stack of magazines stretched right 
across the little room, from partition to 
partition. From behind this Chinese 
wall of paper came a voice Dick recog; 
nized as Miss Munson’s.

“ Is any one there? ” she called.
“ I’m here!” replied Dick. “ What’s 

the matter? Where are you? What has 
happened? ”

“ I’m behind this pile of magazines! ”

“ Who put you there! ”
“ No one put me here! ” with a sudden 

assumption of dignity. “ I came down 
early to finish those letters Mr. Enderby 
dictated last evening. I was working 
away at my machine, not paying any aU 
tention to what was going on outside, 
when a big truck, loaded with the maga­
zines, backed up in front of the office, 
and the men began piling the stacks of 
books up near my desk.

“ Before I knew it, I couldn’t get out. 
I asked them to stop and help me, but 
they didn’t hear me, I guess. Anyway, 
.they kept piling up the magazines until 
I was fenced in. I tried, but I couldn’t 
get out. I ’m behind here yet. Please 
help me out! ” And there was a suspi­
cion of tears in the pleading voice.

“ Of course I will! ” cried Dick. “ But 
what in the world are they bringing the 
magazines here for? They are all first 
numbers, too! ”

“ They’re returns from the news com­
pany, one of the men said,” replied Miss 
Munson. “ They gather up from the 
different stands every month all the 
magazines that don’t sell. The truck­
man’s coming with more soon.”

“ Red ink and proof-sheets!” ejacu­
lated Dick. “ If they bring any more 
we’ll be swamped. There must be more 
unsold copies than I counted on.”

“ Flow am I to get out, Mr. Trant; 
well?” went on Miss Munson.

. “ Why, I ’ll push some of these maga­
zines down, make a place where you can 
crawl over, and then I ’ll help you.”

But Dick found he could not do this. 
The pile of books was wedged tightly 
from side to side of the little office. He 
would need an ax to break a passage.

There was a space between the top of 
the pile and the ceiling. Dick looked at 
it.

“ Guess you’ll have to crawl over the 
top,” he announced to the girl. “ You 
can let yourself down on this side and I ’ll 
catch you.”

Miss Munson tried it.
“ I can’t reach the top,” she called over. 
“ Then stand up on your desk. It 

doesn’t matter if you scratch it.”
Dick heard a movement, then came, 

plaintively:
“ I can’t, even by standing on top of 

my desk.”
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“ Then put a chair on your desk and 
stand on the chair. But be careful not to 
fall.”

This time the pretty stenographer suc­
ceeded, She was soon on top of the broad 
pile of magazines, and her frightened 
eyes peered down at Dick.

“ Turn around and let yourself down,” 
he directed. “ I ’ll catch you.”

“ I’d feel safer if you’d wheel your 
desk under me.”

Dick shoved his roll-top over until it 
was beneath Miss Munson. She let her­
self down until her toes were a few inches 
from the polished top, holding on by her 
hands to the edge of the pile of books.

“ Drop ! ” cried Dick.
“ I’m afraid.”
Then Dick climbed up on the desk, and 

put his hands around Miss Munson’s 
waist. It was quite small. She allowed 
him to ease her down to the desk, and 
thence he assisted her to the floor.

No sooner had this been accomplished 
than the door of the office opened, 
framing a burly truck-driver standing on 
the sidewalk.

“ Bring ’em in! ” he cried to some one 
beyond him, and forthwith men appeared 
wheeling small hand-trucks, which were 
loaded from big trucks standing at the 
curb, with bundle after bundle of Sure  
T  hings.

“ Pile ’em right in here! ” directed the 
truckman.

“ What are they? ” asked Dick.
“ Returns from the news company.”
“ But I don’t want them here. The 

office is too small.”
“ We haven’t any place for ’em,” re­

plied the man. “ Our orders are to bring 
’em here.”

By this time his associates had begun 
to build a rampart in front of Dick and 
Miss Munson.

“ Here ! Stop i t ! ” cried the editor. 
“ You’ll force me out of the place.”

“ Can’t help i t ! Orders are to deliver 
the magazines to the office of publication. 
That’s here. Come on, boys. We’re late 
and have to hustle ! ”

Miss Munson began to cry. Dick 
didn’t know what to do. Faster and 
faster the men brought in the bundles of 
unsold magazines.

“ We must get out of here,” decided the 
unhappy editor.

“ I—I left my hat and jacket behind 
there,” said Miss Munson, pointing to 
her recent prison house.

Dick smothered an exclamation, 
climbed over the rampart of books, and 
secured the garments. By this time the 
second barricade was so high that he had 
to assist the girl over it.

“ You had better go home,” Dick ad­
vised her. “ Something is wrong. Come 
down in the morning.”

It was useless, he felt, to talk to the 
truckman. Pie and his helpers were busy 
unloading the magazines and stacking 
them in the little office.

One wagon was emptied, and the men 
began on the second. Before that was 
half unloaded the office was so stuffed 
that Dick found difficulty in getting a 
place to stand. The remainder of the 
truck-load filled the small sanctum 
completely, and Dick was forced out on 
the sidewalk, while the men wedged the 
books in.

“ We've got four more truck-loads. 
Where you going to have ’em?” asked 
the boss of the movers.

“ Ob, pile ’em right in here,” ex­
claimed Dick savagely. The walls are 
rubber, you know. They’ll expand.” 

“ Just as you say,” without a smile. 
The sarcasm had been lost. “ I’ll have 
’em around in about an hour—maybe 
less.”

Dick looked at the office, almost 
bulging with magazines. There was just 
room to step inside and close the door.

“ Well, I ’d like to know—” he be­
gan, when Frank came in.

“ What’s the matter?” he cried. 
“ What are all these magazines fo r?”

“ These are the returns,” replied Dick 
grimly. “ They’re not all in yet, either.” 

“ The returns? Not in yet?”
Dick explained briefly.
“ We forgot to figure on ’em! ” cried 

Frank, as the truth forced itself home. 
“ I hadn’t reckoned on that. I might 
have known, too. The news company 
rook the whole edition, with the right to 
Send back all they didn’t sell.”

“ I don’t believe they sold any,” put 
in Dick bitterly. “ This explains why 
the pile was gone from the news-stand I 
passed this morning. I thought they were 
sold. Instead they had been gathered up 
to send back to us. It’s all u p !”
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Up the street rumbled more trucks. It 
needed but a glance to show that they 
contained magazines. Before the luck­
less partners could interpose, a squad of 
men began unloading S u re  T h in g s  by the 
thousand.

As there was no more room in the 
office, they piled them on the sidewalk. 
They stacked them up against the build­
ing, until that section of the thorough­
fare looked like Park Row at last-edition 
tune.

The pavement in front of the little 
office was hardly passable. Still more 
magazines were unloaded from the trucks.

Dick and Frank did not know what to 
do. They looked hopelessly on. Bundle 
after bundle did the burly men pile up 
until it seemed as if there were no more 
magazines in the whole city.

“ Did you order all these for the first 
number? ” asked Dick.

“ I suppose I did. I thought we 
might as well have a good big edition 
while we were at it. I figured that we’d 
sell ’em all. Guess we didn’t, though.”

“ Well, I should say not! The few I 
bought at different news-stands in the 
city must be the only ones sold. I did 
it to boom sales, but I don’t seem to have 
accomplished it. That is, not so’s you 
could notice it. We’re up against it for 
fair.”

At last all the trucks were unloaded. 
The street in front of the office looked like 
a cotton-wharf in the height of the sea­
son.

“ Are there any more? ” called Dick to 
the truckman.

“ That’s all. Ain’t it enough?”
Dick did not reply. He stood looking 

at the magazines. Passers-by began to 
stop and gaze in wonder at the sight. 
Clerks hurrying to their counters paused 
to make audible comments. Soon quite 
a crowd had gathered. There were many 
questions asked, of no one in particular.

“ What is i t? ”
“ Man killed, I guess,” ventured several 

on the outskirts of the throng.
Some one is always ready with that 

suggestion.
“ No; it’s some advertising scheme,” 

was another suggestion. “ They’re going 
to distribute the books.”

“ Naw ! I t’s a fire, I guess. They had 
to take the papers out.”

“ Dispossessed for not paying rent.”
“ Sheriff has seized their goods. They 

tried to smuggle ’em, I think.”
And so it went, from one wild guess 

to another.
Dick and Frank, who hovered about 

the piles of magazines like hens over a 
brood of chickens, looked about in vain 
for a solution of the problem. Not an­
other copy could be squeezed into the 
office and leave room for entrance.

“ We certainly are up against it good 
and proper! ” said Frank gravely.

The crowd increased. Off to one side 
there was a movement, as though a large 
body was forcing its way in.

“ I wonder if it’s more magazines?” 
groaned Dick.

A voice, coming from the center of the 
disturbance, reassured them.

“ Now, then, yez’ll have t’ git a move 
on,” said the voice.

The crowd opened, and a policeman 
struggled through the living lane he had 
made by the free use of his club. 
“ Move on! ” he ordered.

If there was one thing lacking to cause 
the crowd to stay, and increase, this was 
it. Persons began running thither from 
all directions at the sight of the blue- 
coat.

The officer commanded and shoved, but 
to no purpose. The crowd now thought 
at least a double murder and a suicide 
had taken place, and each member of it 
was bent on seeing everything.

“ Now, then, will yez move on?” im­
plored the policeman.

N o ; the crowd would not. That was 
very evident.

“ What are yez collectin’ th' crowd 
fer?” inquired the guardian of the peace, 
as he saw Dick and Frank standing by the 
piles of literature.

“ We’re not collecting it; it collected 
itself,” replied Frank. “ We’re not crowd 
collectors ; we’re magazine collectors.”

“ None of yer lip ! ” growled the officer. 
“ I ’ll run yez in. Move on now! ” This 
to the throng.

But it was useless, and the policeman, 
recognizing this fact, whistled for as­
sistance. Soon the reserves came and had 
cleared a space about the pile of books.

Frank and Dick, by virtue of self- 
confessed ownership, were allowed tc re­
main. Besides, the police wanted some
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one in readiness on whom to fasten the 
blame.

“ Who owns these things?” asked the 
sergeant of police, who had arrived in 
charge of the^perves.

“ We do,” replied Dick, indicating 
himself and Frank,

“ Then you must get them away at 
once ; they’re collecting a crowd. Where’s 
your office? Put the books in there.”

“ Willingly, if you’ll tell us how,” re­
joined Dick as he waved his hand toward 
the already overflowing sanctum. “ The 
walls won’t stretch; that’s the only trou­
ble.”

The sergeant scowled.
“ Well, you must get them away at 

once, It’s a misdemeanor to collect a 
crowd.” '

“ We’re not collecting the crowd,” 
burst out Frank. “ We don’t want the 
crowd. The crowd has no attraction for 
us. We wouldn’t take the crowd for a 
g ift; that is, unless the people want to 
buy our magazines.”

“ Have you a license to peddle on the 
streets?” asked the sergeant.

He was on familiar ground now.
“ No; we don’t need any,” said Dick.
“ Then if you attempt to sell these 

books I'll arrest you.”
“ We’re not trying to sell them. We’ve 

given up trying to sell them.” This from 
Frank. “ I don’t believe any one could 
sell them if he gave away a dollar 
premium with each one. They were 
piled there before we could object.”

“ You’ll have to get ’em away; that’s 
all. I can’t have this crowd here. The 
streets will soon be blocked.” And 
the sergeant scowled more fiercely than 
before.

“ What can we do? ” asked Dick of his 
partner.

“ Have to hire a truck and remove ’em, 
I guess. But where? That’s what gets 
me. We’d have to have a place as big 
as a barn. I never supposed one edition 
would make such an infernal pile! ”

“ Let’s go off and leave ’em to take 
care of themselves,” suggested Dick. 
“ They’re no good. We’ve come a crop­
per.”

He started to leave, followed by 
Frank.

“ Where you going?” demanded the 
sergeant.

“ What business is that of yours?”
“ Lots. You can’t go away and leave 

these books here to draw a crowd. You’ll 
have to take ’em with you.”

“ The books or the crowd?” and Dick 
laughed. /

The sergeant scowled again.
At this juncture a man came hurrying 

up to the two luckless magazine pro­
prietors. The police had let him through 
the lines they had hastily established, for 
there was need of them, since the crowd 
now numbered many thousands and traffic 
was blocked.

“ Who owns this stuff? ” asked the new­
comer.

“ We do,” replied Dick wearily.
“ Then you’ll have to remove it at once. 

I’m from the Bureau of Encumbrances. 
You'll be arrested for obstructing the 
street.”

“ We didn’t put the stuff there! " cried 
Dick. “ We don’t want it there. We 
gave no orders to put it there.”

“ Can’t help that,” said the man from 
the bureau. “ It’s got to go. I ’ll give 
you two hours to get rid of it, or I ’ll 
have to arrest you for violating section 
186,935 of the revised ordinances.”

“ Then I guess you’ll have to take us 
in,” rejoined Frank. “ We have no place 
to remove ’em to, unless we dump ’em in 
the river,” and he laughed in his turn.

“ Can’t do that,” interposed the police 
sergeant quickly. “ I ’ll arrest you if you 
throw any refuse into the river within the 
city limits.”

The sergeant and the man from the 
Bureau of Encumbrances went to one side 
and conferred. They kept watchful eyes 
on Dick and Frank.

“ What’s to be done?” asked Dick 
helplessly.

“ Let ’em arrest us,” counseled Frank.
“ It may advertise the magazine.”

Another man forced his way through 
the crowd. He had shown his badge 
of authority to the police maintaining the 
line.

“ Who owns this stuff?” he asked.
“ We do.”
Dick spoke listlessly. He was thinking 

of writing that down on a slip of paper 
for exhibition to future questioners.

“ Well, you’ll have to get itjsout of the 
way. I’m from the Building Department. 
No rubbish or waste material from any
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structure must be placed beyond the 
building line. That is section 23,645 of 
the building ordinances. This is refuse 
or waste material, I take it.”

“ Correct,” replied Frank. “ It’s 
wasted material, right enough.”

“ I’ll give you one hour to remove it, 
or I ’ll have to arrest you.”

“ The time limit is growing shorter,” 
commented Dick.

“ Come, now,” growled the police ser­
geant, “ you fellers’ll have to do some­
thing, and do it quick. I can’t keep my 
men here all day.”

“ We’d be glad of your advice,” said 
Dick politely.

By this time the crowd was in a frenzy 
at being kept back from what it evidently 
considered was a terrible crime being 
committed. Men and boys surged for­
ward.

The lines the police had hitherto main­
tained with some success were broken. 
The people surrounded Dick, Frank, and 
the officials. Several bundles of the mag­
azines were knocked from the big piles 
and the strings broke. S u re  T h in g s  were 
scattered over the sidewalk.

“ Now, then! Are you going to take 
this stuff away ? ” demanded the sergeant 
of police, angry as he saw that his men 
■were unable to hold back the throng.

“ I ’d like to, but I can’t ! ” cried Dick.
“ You must clear the street,” ordered 

the man from the Bureau of Encum­
brances.

“ You must get all this stuff back of 
the building line,” commanded the third 
official.

Dick and Frank argued their inability 
to comply. The officials were obdurate. 
The dispute waxed warm.

Dick looked about him. He saw that 
a number of persons had picked up the 
scattered magazines and were looking at 
them. Some were reading the stories.

“ I ’ll give you five minutes to clear this 
stuff away, or I’ll arrest you,” threatened 
the sergeant.

At that moment a quiet, studious-look­
ing gentleman, rather elderly, and 
wearing gold eye-glasses, advanced to 
where the principals in the dispute were 
standing. He had one of the magazines 
open at tiie first instalment of Dick’s story 
of the Red Lion.

“ Pardon me,” he began, and something

in his air caused the sergeant to cease 
his loud-voiced demand that the maga­
zines be removed instanter. “ Pardon me, 
but am I right in supposing these maga­
zines are for sale?” an^ J te looked from 
Frank to Dick.

“ They were, but no one seemed to want 
them,” answered Frank.

“ It’s the first time I have seen them,” 
the elderly gentleman -went on. “ I just 
picked one up and began to read this story 
of the Red Lion. I frequently stop at 
book-stands and read. I am much inters 
ested in this. I would like to buy the 
magazine. When does the second number 
come out? ”

“ It never will, at- this rate,” mur­
mured Dick.

But the elderly gentleman was holding 
a dime out to Frank. The advertising 
man was about to take it.

“ Hold on! ” cried the sergeant of po­
lice. “ You have no license to sell books 
on the street.”

“ But I have in my office! ” exclaimed 
Frank, quickly stepping into the little 
room. There was just space enough for 
him. “ Now I ’ll take your dime,” he said 
to the elderly gentleman.

The sergeant’s face wore a continuous 
scowl now. He had been outwitted. The 
purchaser departed with his magazine.

Now% a crowd is the most sensitive or­
ganization in the world. It needs but to 
see one of its number do something than 
straightway every one else wants to do 
likew'ise.

Whether the members of this particular 
crowd thought the magazine was some­
thing forbidden by the police, or under 
the ban of the society for the suppression 
of vice, crime, and immorality, was not 
made manifest. At any rate, no sooner 
had the elderly gentleman purchased a 
S u re  T h in g  than scores of others picked 
up the magazines, all anxious to buy.

Up to the office where Frank stood 
they crowded. He saw' the opportunity 
and seized it.

“ Now’s your chance!” he cried, for 
he was a born salesman. “ Get the maga­
zine before all the copies are gone. This 
is the first edition of half a million. It 
w'ill soon be out of print. Watch for the 
second number. Read about the Red 
Lion, and how he slew the green 
dragon! ”
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“ Frank!” cried Dick. “ There's no 
green dragon in i t ! ”

“ That’s all right! They’ll never know 
the difference,” whispered Frank back, 
adding, aloud: “ It’s a good story! Now’s 
your time to buy ! It’s only a dime ! Ten 
cents! One dime!”

Forward surged the crowd. It was 
orderly enough, with all the police . oil 
hand, for more reserves had arrived. The 
presence of the bluecoats prevented the 
wholesale theft of the magazines, for 
they were piled in a compact mass, close 
to the office.

Slowly but steadily the pile of copies 
on the sidewalk began to diminish. 
Frank was taking in the money with both 
hands, for the people helped themselves 
to S u re  T h in g s . Hundreds were half 
wild with a desire to purchase the books, 
though not one in a thousand knew what 
he was getting until he had the magazine 
in his hands.

The police could not interfere, for 
Frank had a right to sell from his office, 
even if it was a little one, with just room 
enough for him to stand in. Besides, he 
was under orders to get rid of the maga­
zines, and this was the most effectual way 
he could have selected.

The street was soon cleared of the ob­
structing books. Then, as the crowd was 
still eager to purchase, for all sorts of 
wild rumors had spread regarding the 
S u re  T h in g , Frank began to hand out 
those piled in the office.

It was dark before he liad finished 
taking in the dimes. He had hastily hired 
a couple of young men from the throng, 
and thus managed to get a brief respite 
for dinner.

When the last of the crowd, which 
had been augmented from time to time, 
walked away, there were only a few of 
the magazines left.

“ W ell! ” gasped Frank as he sat down 
at his desk laden with money and looked 
over at Dick, seated in front of his. 
“ How’s that for selling a first number 
and getting rid of the returns?”

“ Great' Now we can get out the sec­
ond,” and Dick saw, as in a vision, a 
brown-eyed, smiling girl waiting to wel­
come him.

And when the second number was on 
the news - stands it event like the pro­
verbial hot cakes, for the S u re  T h in g  had 
been established with the public through 
that queer trick of fate, the elderly gen­
tleman's timely purchase.

“ H A M LET” AND T H E BABY.
By RALPH ENGLAND.”

The young husband’s brilliant scheme in connection with a visit 
to the theater, and what put a puncture in its happy outcome.

JOHN HANLEY addressed his wife 
' with a determined air.
“ Now see here, Dolly,” he said, “ you 

are making a slave of yourself for that 
kid, and it really isn’t at all necessary. 
Your maternal devotion • does you credit, 
of course; but there’s such a thing as 
being too unselfish.

“ Since baby arrived, you haven’t had 
a minute to yourself. You’ve got him 
so spoiled that he yells whenever you 
leave him alone. That’s only temper on 
his part and he must be cured of it.

“ He must be taught he can’t have his 
own way all the time. You need recrea­
tion, now and again, old girl, and I ’m 
going to see that you get it. I intend to

put my foot down hard, in future. And, 
by way of a starter, I ’ve bought two 
tickets for to-night’s performance of 
‘ Hamlet ’ at the Century.

“ You and I are going to the show to­
night, and afterward we’re going to 
have a lobster supper, just as we used to 
do—before the little tyrant came to oc­
cupy all your time.”

Mrs. Hanley smiled and glanced at 
the tickets wistfully; for she was very 
fond of the theater, and Shakespearian 
productions were her particular delight.

“ It’s very thoughtful of you, John 
dear,” she murmured tenderly. “ I can’t 
tell you how much I appreciate it. But 
you were foolish to waste your money
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for those tickets—for, of course, I can’t 
dream of going. It’s out of the ques­
tion for me to leave baby for so long.”

“ It isn’t out of the question at all,” 
declared her husband emphatically. 
“ There’s no reason why you shouldn’t 
do so. The girl is fully competent to 
look after him and give him his bottle 
when he needs it.”

“ But he’d cry his little eyes out if I 
wasn’t around,” protested the fond 
mother.

“ Let him yell,” retorted John fierce­
ly. “ As I told you before, he’s got to 
be taught that he can’t have his own 
way all the time,”

Mrs. Hanley smiled.
“ To hear you talk, one might suppose 

that you were the crudest and sternest 
of fathers; but I know different. You’re 
a great big bluffer, John. You know 
very well that you can’t bear to hear the 
little darling cry.”

“ Of course I can’t ; but we won’t be 
here to hear him; and, after all, we’re 
doing it as much for his good as our 
own. We mustn’t spoil the little chap. 
There’s nothing like being strict with a 
child at the very start. Billings, down 
at the office, was telling me to-day that 
his wife began to spank their kid before 
it was four months old; and now it’s a 
model child.”

Mrs. Hanley’s big brown eyes flashed 
indignantly.
W ‘ Billings is a brute and I’ve always 
considered his wife a perfectly hateful 
woman. He ought to be ashamed of 
himself for giving you such advice, and I 
do wish, John Hanley, that you wouldn’t 
repeat such shameful talk to me, for I 
really don’t care to hear it,” she said 
sternly. “ I’d like to see myself, or any­
body else, daring to lay a hand on our 
darling little cherub.”

“ Well, of course, I don’t approve of 
adopting any such stern measures—as 
yet,” replied Hanley hastily. “ Billings 
is very radical in his ideas. Still, he’s 
right in what he says about being firm 
with a youngster from the very start. It 
makes it much easier for the parents 
afterward.

“ Now, let’s give it a fair trial to­
night, Dolly. You get your glad rags 
on, tuck the little fellow in his bed warm 
and snug, give him a good-night kiss,

leave the girl to look after him, and 
come to the theater with me.”

His wife shook her head.
“ I ’m sorry, ' John, dear, I couldn’t 

think of doing it. If anything happened 
to our darling while we were away I 
should never forgive myself. . I admit 
that I should dearly like to go to the play, 
but I guess I ’ll have to postpone that 
pleasure until the boy gets bigger.”

“ You’ll do nothing of the sort. You’re 
going to-night and I won’t listen to any 
argument to the contrary,” declared her 
husband firmly. “ You’re badly in need of 
a little fun, and you’re going to have it 
before you’re a day older.”

“ I tell you it is quite impossible! ” 
cried Mrs. Hanley, almost fretfully. 
“ Even if I were to go, John, I shouldn’t 
enjoy myself at all. I ’d be worrying 
about our little precious every minute of 
the time, and, by eleven o’clock I should 
be a nervous wreck. It’s better not to go 
to the theater at all than to go under such 
conditions.”

“ I guess that’s true,” her husband was 
forced to admit. ‘‘ You’re a foolish, 
doting mother; but, after all, I honor and 
admire you for it, little woman. I don’t 
intend, however, to waste these tickets.” 

“ That’s right, dear. I was going to 
suggest that if you can’t think of any­
thing else to do with them you might give 
them to the Smiths next door. They’ve 
been very kind to us, and—”

“ No. I’m not going to give them to 
the Smiths,” declared Hanley. “ I 
haven’t got any four dollars to throw 
away on next-door neighbors. I intend 
to use these tickets myself.”

Mrs. Hanley looked her surprise; for 
never since their marriage had John 
dreamed of going to the theater without 
her. She found it difficult to keep back 
her tears; but her husband’s next words 
reassured her.

“ I ’m going to the play to-night and 
so are you,” he said. “ I’ve just thought 
of a plan by which we can overcome the 
obstacle which exists. We’re going to 
take the boy and the servant along with 
us.”

“ John Hanley, you must be crazy!” 
cried the surprised wife. “ Who ever 
heard of anybody taking a baby in arms 
to a performance of ‘ Hamlet ’ ? Why, 
as soon as the lights in the theater were
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lowered he’d scream and disturb the 
whole show. We should all be put out.”

“ No we sha’n’t,” replied her hus­
band confidently. “ You’re jumping at 
conclusions, my girl, without waiting to 
hear the details of my ingenious plan. 
I don’t intend to take the kid inside the 
theater with us at all.”

“ You don’t mean to say you think of 
leaving him outside with the girl ? ” cried 
Mrs. Hanley, indignantly. “ Why, the 
little cherub would catch his death of 
cold.”

“ There you go. Jumping at conclu­
sions again, without waiting to hear all I 
have to say' ” cried Hanley reprovingly. 
“ You don't suppose for a minute that 
I ’d suggest leaving the little fellow on 
the street, do you? Give me credit for 
possessing more paternal devotion than 
that, my dear. The scheme I have 
thought out is daringly original, I be­
lieve ; but it ought to work to perfec­
tion.”

“ What is it, John? I am all curi­
osity.”

“ Well, as you know, there are several 
big hotels opposite the Century Theater. 
My idea is to hire a room in one of them 
for to-night and leave the girl 
and the baby in the room while we’re 
at the show. We can step across the 
street and visit the little fellow, between 
the acts, so that you’ll have no cause to 
worry and he’ll see enough of you to 
keep him tolerably quiet.

“ You can’t possibly raise any objec­
tion to that plan. _ Pretty ingenious idea, 
eh? Go up-stairs now and dress. We’ve 
got to get to the theater in good time, so 
that we can step into the hotel first and 
hire that room.”

After a little demurring, Mrs. Hanley 
was persuaded to make the experiment. 
She attired herself in her most becoming 
clothes, dressed the baby in his daintiest 
coat, and instructed the servant-girl to 
get ready.

When the latter heard of her master’s 
novel plan, she expressed- unqualified ad­
miration and delight.

Her name was Bridget, her hair was 
a vivid red, and she was a recent impor­
tation from the Emerald Isle. She 
never had been inside a “ swell New 
York hotel,” and she was delighted at 
the prospect of spending a few hours in

such a grand place, while her employers 
were at the theater.

An hour later the merry party drew 
up outside the new Grant Hotel, a tall, 
brilliantly lighted structure, the mere 
exterior of which caused the unsophisti­
cated Bridget to indulge in a gasp of 
mingled wonder and appreciation.

“ We’d like to hire a room for the 
night,” said Hanley to the room-clerk, as 
they halted in front of the desk.

“ All right, sir,” replied the latter, 
handing Hanley an inked pen and point­
ing to the hotel register.

Hanley was about to sign his name, 
when suddenly a happy idea struck him 
and he turned to his.wife with a smile.

“ It’s baby’s room,” he said, “ so it’s 
only proper that we sign the youngster’s 
name in the book,” and he wrote across 
the page: “ Master Charlie Hanley and 
nurse, of New York.”

The clerk was so amazed by this entry 
that Hanley felt it incumbent upon him 
to explain matters, whereupon the hotel 
man smiled and declared it was the most 
ingenious plan he had ever heard of.

A uniformed bell-boy conducted them 
to their room on the fourteenth floor, and 
turned on the electric lights.

Mrs. Hanley laid the baby on the soft- 
looking . bed, kissed him as tenderly as 
if she were taking leave of him for at 
least ten years, and, after giving Bridget 
the number of their seats and enjoining 
her to come over to the theater and notify 
her immediately if anything went wrong, 
followed her husband out of the room.

They entered the theater just as the 
curtain was going up.

“ Isn’t this fine?” whispered Hanley 
as they took their seats. “ It seems an 
age since we were last at a show, doesn’t 
it, girlie? Now that I ’ve hit upon this 
new scheme, however, there’s no reason 
why we shouldn't repeat it often in fu­
ture. And after the play is over we can 
get something to eat in the dining-room 
of the hotel, and you can leave the table 
and take the elevator up-stairs as often 
as you please, to assure yourself that the 
kid is getting along all right.”

“ It’s a splendid idea. You’re a real 
genius, honey,” whispered Mrs. Hanley, 
squeezing her husband’s hand. “ I can’t 
tell you how glad I am to see the inside 
of a playhouse once again.”
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It cannot be said truthfully, however, 
that Mrs. Hanley enjoyed the first act of 
“ Hamlet.” Her mind was so much oc­
cupied in worrying over how her baby 
was getting along without her that she 
was unable to give much attention to the 
tribulations of the Danish prince.

When the curtain came down at the 
close of the act, she was so eager to get 
to her darling that she almost dragged 
her husband out of the theater; and they 
darted across Broadway so recklessly that 
they narrowly escaped being knocked 
down by a trolley-car.

Rushing across the corridor of the 
hotel, they jumped into an elevator and 
sped to the fourteenth floor.

Their room was No. 1408, and when 
they entered it, the anxious mother was 
relieved to find that all was well with 
the child.

The little fellow was lying on the bed, 
staring with fascinated gaze at one of 
the electric lights, and every now and 
again emitting little coos of happiness 
and content.

“ He’s been like that ever since you 
went away, ma’am,” Bridget assured her. 
“ He’s that pleased with this swell room 
that he ain’t even let out a whimper. I 
ain’t even had to give him the bottle yet. ’

At sight of his mother and father the 
babv began to kick his little feet ecstati­
cally and to display the one tooth he pos­
sessed in a broad grin.

Mrs. Hanley knelt down by the bed 
and covered his little face with burning 
kisses.

“ He looks so very sweet, John, that I 
hardly feel like leaving him again. Real­
ly, I don’t care much to see the rest of 
the show,” she said.

“ Nonsense!” exclaimed her husband. 
“ You’re going to see all of that play, 
Dolly. Don’t be foolish. Now that you 
see the kid’s all right, you ought to be 
perfectly satisfied to leave him-wHl the 
next act is over. Come on, we’ve got no 
time to lose. The curtain will go up 
again in a minute.”

With a sigh Mrs. Hanley kissed the 
baby once more and obediently followed 
her lord and master out of the room, 
cautioning Bridget to be sure to take good 
care of the little darling and not to fail 
to come over to the theater for her if 
anything went wrong.

Mrs. Hanley was so reassured by this 
hurried visit to her offspring that, during 
the second act of “ Hamlet ” she was 
able to dismiss all anxious fears from her 
mind and to devote her attention to the 
play.

As the curtain once more came down 
at the end of the act, however, she and 
her husband lost no time in darting 
across the street to the hotel, again rush­
ing across Broadway so recklessly that 
once more it was only by a miracle they 
escaped being knocked down by the cars 
and hurrying automobiles.

When they reached their room on the 
fourteenth floor and knocked on the door, 
which they had instructed Bridget to 
keep locked for safety’s sake, the latter 
met them with her finger on her lips.

“ Hush ! ” she whispered. “ The little 
darlint is asleep, ma’am. He dozed off a 
few minutes after you left.”

“ Asleep! ” gasped the surprised 
mother. “ That is good news indeed. 
Isn’t it wonderful, John? I usually have 
to rock him for an hour before I can get 
him to close his eyes. I really think the 
little angel must realize that you are ta­
king me to the theater to-night and he has 
unselfishly made up his mind to be good 
in order not to spoil his mother’s pleas­
ure—bless his dear little heart.”

She smiled fondly at the wee form 
lying on the bed, the fat little legs drawn 
up, the tiny fists tightly closed, a smile*of 
heavenly peace upon the rosebud mouth. 
So pretty was the picture that she could 
have stood there looking at it for hours, 
but her husband forcibly pulled her 
away.

“ Come, Dolly,” he said, “ we’ve no 
time to waste. We don’t want to lose any 
of the third act. Let’s get back to the 
theater. You see you’ve no cause to 
worry about the kid.”

“ I must give him one kiss before I 
go,” exclaimed the fond mother. 
“ Doesn’t he look too sweet for anything, 
John?”

“ He surely does. But don’t kiss him,” 
pleaded her husband. “ You may wake 
him up if you do, and spoil everything. 
Save your kisses until after the show is 
over. Come on, let’s get down-stairs 
quickly.”

Mrs. Hanley was able to enjoy the 
third act of “ Hamlet ” even more than
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the second, and she was so carried away 
by the fine playing of the star that at 
times she forgot about her baby alto­
gether.

As the curtain came down for the 
third time, however, and they left their 
seats and reached the center aisle, she 
suddenly turned deathly pale and would 
have fallen if her husband had not 
hastily caught her.

“ Why, what’s the matter, little wom­
an ? ” he exclaimed anxiously.

“ Oh, John—the baby!” she gasped. 
“ I feel that something has happened to 
him. Let us hurry to the hotel at once. 
A strange sensation of uneasiness has 
suddenly come over me and I feel posi­
tive that something is wrong.”

“ Nonsense!” replied Hanley reas­
suringly. “ There’s no reason why you 
should suppose any such thing. The kid 
was all right when we left him, and he’s 
safe and sound asleep now. You’re al­
lowing your imagination to get the best 
of you, my girl.”

“ I feel sure that it isn’t imagination— 
it’s intuition. I just know that some­
thing is wrong with baby. Please hurry, 
John, dear.”

“ Sure we’ll hurry. And when we get 
to our room in the hotel you’ll find that 
the little fellow is still fast asleep. I ’ll 
bet you a half dozen pairs of gloves to a 
string tie that everything is all right.”

But when they stepped off the hotel 
elevator he himself became a trifle un­
easy as he observed that the door of their 
room was wide open, despite the fact that 
Bridget had received strict orders to keep 
it closed.

And when they had entered and found 
that the place was absolutely empty— 
that the baby and the servant had mys­
teriously vanished—he was unable to 
stifle an exclamation of alarm.

“ Good Heaven! ” gasped his terrified 
wife. “ My -precious child! Bridget! 
Where are they? What has become of 
them? Something terrible has hap­
pened ! ”

“ Pshaw ! ” exclaimed her husband re­
gaining his composure. “ It’s very 
simple. There’s no cause for alarm, my 
dear. We’ve come into the w-rong room 
by mistake.”

But when he glanced at the number 
over the door, he realized that he had

not hit upon the right solution of the 
mystery. This was the right room, and 
why the baby and the servant girl were 
not in it was more than he could imagine.

Now thoroughly alarmed, he sprang 
over to the telephone on the wall a.id put 
himself into communication with the of­
fice on the main floor.

“ This is Mr. Hanley, in room No. 
1408!” he yelled into the transmitter. 
“ What has become of our baby and 
maid? They are not in the room.”

“ Not in the room, eh?” repeated the 
clerk with irritating calmness. “ I didn’t 
see anything of them down here; but, of 
course, they might have gone out -with­
out my noticing them. Hold the wire a 
minute and I ’ll inquire if anybody has 
seen them.”

After a long wait he returned to the 
telephone again.

“ No, Mr. Hanley,” he reported, 
“ none of the employees on the main floor 
have seen anything of a woman carrying 
a baby within the past hour. Do you 
think anything is wrong? Shall I send 
our house detective up to see you? ”

“ Yes, send him up right away! ” cried 
Hanley, very much excited. “ Send your 
manager, too. That child has got to be 
found immediately! ”

A few minutes later the house detec­
tive entered the room accompanied by 
the suave hotel manager.

“ Don’t be' alarmed,” declared the 
former, after they had listened to the ex­
cited Hanley’s story. “ We’ll find your 
baby all right, madam. The servant- 
girl has probably taken him out for a 
walk. They’ll be back soon, no doubt.”

“ But we gave her express orders not 
to leave this room! ” cried Hanley 
angrily.

“ And I am sure Bridget is too good a 
girl to disobey,” added the terrified 
mother. “ Something awful must have 
happened to both of them.”

“ How long has that girl been in your 
employ?” inquired the detective of Han­
ley in an undertone.

“ Only a short time,” replied the lat­
ter in a whisper. “ You don’t mean to 
say that you suspect her of kidnaping the 
boy? ”

“ Well, there’s no use saying anything 
to alarm your wife as yet; but, of course, 
there’s a slight possibility that the girl
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has run off with the child. Such things 
have happened before. If they don’t 
show up pretty soon we must go around 
to the precinct station-house and notify 
the police.’’

“ If that girl has dared—” began 
Hanley with a growl of anger; but his 
explosion was suppressed by the sudden 
entry of Bridget herself.

A startled look came to the girl’s face 
as she saw her employers and the two. 
strange men standing in the room; but a 
still more startled expression appeared 
on the faces of both Hanley and his wife 
as they noted, at a glance, that the child 
was not in her arms.

“ The baby!” gasped Mrs. Hanley, 
half-fainting. “ Speak quick. Bridget. 
What has happened my darling?”

“ What have you done with the boy? ” 
cried Hanley advancing menacingly to­
ward the shrinking girl.

“ Isn’t—isn’t he here?” gasped the 
maid, surveying the unoccupied bed with 
great surprise. “ I left him sound 
asleep on that bed, when I went out— 
honest I did.”

“ Why did you go out and where did 
you go to, young woman?” inquired the 
house detective suspiciously.

The girl burst into tears.
“ I know it was wrong, ma’am,” she 

sobbed, turning appealingly to her mis­
tress. “ And I hope you’ll forgive me.
I surelv wouldn’t have gone if I had 
dreamed any harm could have come to 
the darling, sweet, precious baby. But 
he was tight asleep, and I thought there 
could be no harm if I went down-stairs 
and looked around a bit. I ’ve never 
been in a big^ swell hotel before, and I 
wanted to see" all I could. I meant to 
return here before you came back ; but I _ 
must have misjudged my time. And now 
you tell me that the little precious has 
gone. IVirra, u'irra, what can have be­
come of him? The likes of him is too 
small to have walked out with his own 
legs.”

“ Did vou leave this door open when 
you went out?” inquired the detective.

“ Yes, sir, I did,” admitted the sob­
bing maid.

“ Then somebody must have come in 
here, after this, young woman left, and 
carried off that baby,” announced the 
house detective sagely.

At this awful suggestion Mrs. Hanley 
promptly went off in a dead faint, the 
unhappy Bridget expressed her anxiety 
and contrition by a mournful wail, while 
Hanley turned excitedly to the house de­
tective.

“ The police must be notified at once,” 
he cried. “ Let us go to the station- 
house immediately. A search must be 
made for that kidnaper before be has 
had time 'to get far away. And as for 
you, sir,” he added, fiercely addressing 
the hotel manager, “ you ought to be 
ashamed of yourself for harboring kid­
napers in this hotel! ”

Mrs. Hanley speedily recovered from 
her fainting spell and insisted on accom­
panying her husband to the station- 
house.

The police captain was a very gruff 
man, but the anxious mother’s very evi­
dent distress touched his heart, and in 
his rough way he did his best to calm 
her fears.

“ Don’t be alarmed, madam,” he said. 
“ We’ll do our best to catch that con­
founded kidnaper. I’ll notify head­
quarters to send out a general alarm right 
away. Have no fear, my dear lady. 
We’ll get your babv for you—alive or 
dead.”

This soothing assurance caused Mrs. 
Hanley to utter a piercing scream of 
horror, and her husband turned deathly 
pale.

“ Alive or dead ! ” gasped Hanley.
“ Good Heavens, man, you don’t mean 
to say you think there’s any chance of the 
latter?’”

“ No, no. Of course not! ” replied 
the captain, perceiving the distracting 
effect of his words upon the frantic 
mother. “ It was a slip of the tongue, 
ma’am. It's an expression we always use 
in the police business.”

But the dreadful possibility he had 
suggested so shocked Mrs. Hanley that 
she immediately became hysterical.

All efforts of the police and her hus­
band to comfort her and calm her fears 
were in vain. She felt positive now that 
she never again would see her precious 
darling alive. She was sure that the 
wretch who had stolen her sweet little 
cherub had brutally put him to death.

Her grief was so heartrending that the 
grim police captain was compelled to
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blow his nose vigorously several times in 
rapid succession, while the wretched 
Hanley agitatedly paced up and down 
the floor of the captain’s office and bit­
terly reproached himself for causing all 
this trouble by conceiving the scheme 
which he had previously considered so 
ingenious, but which, he now told him­
self, was the most criminally idiotic idea 
ever invented.

“ If only we can get that kid back safe 
and sound,” he muttered, “ we’ll never 
go to the theater again, and we’ll never 
let hint out of our sight for a single mo­
ment until he grows to manhood.”

He had just delivered himself of this ex­
travagant resolution when the police tele­
phone bell rang and the captain, after 
receiving the message, told them that they 
were wanted at the Grant Hotel at once 
—that the hotel management was now

in a position to give them some tidings of 
their missing baby.

When they reached the hotel, the house 
detective met them in the lobby.

“ We’ve found your child! ” he ex­
claimed. “ After you had gone we heard 
a baby’s yells coming from somewhere in 
the room, and at once made a thorough 
search. We found him under the bed. 
•The little fellow must have fallen off, 
after the girl left him, rolled under the 
bed, and gone fast asleep again. Our 
house physician has examined him and 
declares positively that the fall hasn’t 
injured him at all.”

“ .Thank God for that! ” cried Hanley 
joyously.

“ Thank God that he is still alive!” 
murmured his wife.

And they were so happy that they for­
got to fire Bridget.

BEHIND THE COLORED LIGHTS.
By GEORGE M. A. CAIN.

The awful night of a drug-clerk after he had discovered a slip in the matter of labels.

T HE lamps that shone through the 
huge red-and-green bottles in the 

front of Simmons’s drug-store were 
about the only illumination that ap­
peared on the quiet street in that quiet, 
left-behind, ancient settlement in the big, 
noisy, up-to-date city; that rather dingy 
cluster of two-story houses that still 
keeps and deserves the name of Green­
wich Village.

Of course, one might have applied the 
term illumination to the feeble glow of 
the gas-lights on the corners, but one was 
not apt to think of them in that way.

It was twelve o’clock, and the “ Vil­
lage ” had gone to sleep, as all good vil­
lages should by that time. Simmons 
himself had gone to his house three 
blocks away long ago.

Jones, the clerk, was about to put out 
the lamps and retire to his little room 
behind the prescription office, or what­
ever that mysteriously screened-off por­
tion of an apothecary’s shop is called. 
He had only been waiting for Thomp­
son, the man who always came in for a 
late seltzer and a chat about the weather.

He had just given Thompson up for 
the night, and had switched on the elec­
tric-bell that would call him in case 
somebody’s baby needed paregoric, when 
Thompson hurried in.

“ Sorry to bother you so late,” he.be­
gan, as Jones turned on the seltzer. “ I 
was on jury duty all day, and I thought 
we were going to make a night of it.”

Thompson was always ready with a 
new excuse. That was one reason why 
Jones waited for him. The novelty was 
interesting.

“ What was the case? ” asked the clerk, 
while Thompson sipped the bubbling 
beverage.

“ Why,” exclaimed Thompson, stop­
ping in the middle of a swallow, “ I 
should have thought you would have 
heard of it. It was that case of the 
drug-store man up-town who sold some­
body poison by mistake. Pretty hard 
luck, and I stuck out for an easy sen­
tence; but we had to give him three 
years.”

“ Well,” said Jones, “ I followed the 
evidence of that in the papers. If  it was
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as they reported it, I guess he got what 
he deserved. A man has no business 
making a blunder of that kind. I sup­
pose it is hard to make all drug men feel 
serious about their job all the time, but 
they ought to.”

He gave Thompson five cents change 
for the dime that the drinker of seltzer 
had tossed onto tile marble counter.

“ I’m kind o’ glad to hear you say 
that,” remarked the ex-juryman. “ I 
was feeling a little bad at having to do 
what I did. It looked pretty careless to 
me; but then, I said to myself, I don’t 
know much about the business, and what 
might look bad to me ntight be almost 
impossible to avoid. Well, good night ; 
I ’ll sleep a lot easier for what you say.”

Jones put up the shutters and closed 
the front door. Then he turned out the 
lights. The while, he mused upon the 
fate of the other dispenser of nostrums.

“ Three years up the river is a pretty 
good while,” he muttered ; “ but a fellow 
who made a blunder like that ought to 
have it.”

Going through the office, he turned 
out the gas there, striking a match to 
guide him into the back room. It was 
just as his hand touched the valve that 
the night-bell beside him rang so vigor­
ously that the match fell from his fingers.

He felt his way back to the office be­
fore striking another light. Turning on 
a single jet, he cautiously opened the 
door.

Even in Greenwich Village, one some­
times sees a face that is not familiar. 
Jones did not know the man who hur­
ried in. But it was easy to size him up 
for a respectable craftsman, and Jones 
took the prescription without any fuss.

“ Can you give me that in a hurry? ” 
asked the strange customer as he handed 
over a used bottle.

Jones glanced at the slip of paper 
and assured the man that a monfent 
would be sufficient. The prescription 
called for a simple tincture that was al­
ways in stock.

Jones looked.at the bottle, and seeing 
that it had contained some harmless med­
icine to be given by the tablespoonful, 
only troubled to - cleanse it by rinsing 
uifder the hot-water spigot. Hurriedly 
he filled the vial, seized one of a large 
bundle of labels, on which he wrote a

number and the dose, pasted the label 
over the old one, wrapped a piece of 
green paper outside the whole, and hand­
ed it over to the impatient customer.

“ I t’s good for bad spells, ain’t i t? ” 
asked the man, as Jones gave him a dime 
out of a quarter.

“ Why, yes, it would be,” replied 
Jones, “ though it’s usually given more 
as a slow tonic. Still, the regular dose 
will brace the heart any time.”

“ That’s what I thought,” said the 
man as he hurried away.

Jones grinned as lie thought of the 
robust specimen needing a tonic.

“ I suppose it must be his wife or 
mother-in-law,” he reflected, as, for the 
second time, he locked the door and 
turned to put out the lights.

Suddenly he stopped and picked up a 
sriiall square of paper with rounded cor­
ners. He read his. own handwriting on 
the label: “ Tint. Nux. Vom. Uose,
15-20 drops, three times per day.”

“ Good Lord.” he exclaimed, “ it 
didn’t stick! and the label under it or­
dered a tablespoon dose ! ”

He rushed to the door to follow the 
man who had just gone. Opening it, lie 
looked up and down the deserted street. 
Then he ran to the corner and looked 
both ways.

Next he raced back to the other corner 
and looked again. No sign of the re­
treating figure was to be seen.

By the time he had got back to the 
office he was perspiring at every pore. 
He caught a glimpse of himself in the 
mirror behind the soda fountain, and 
saw that he was white as a ghost.

With trembling hands, he grasped the 
file of prescriptions and seized the top 
one. It was his clue to find the address 
of the patient in the directory.

“ hi. J. Gummidge ” was the name 
across the top of the prescription.

Jones hurried through the list of 
. G—U’s in the directory. No Gum- 
midge appeared. There was Gullison, 
Gulliver, Gumbach, Gunson, Gunn. 
The Gummidge tribe did not seem to 
flourish in these parts.

Then he thought of the less hopeful 
expedient of finding the physician and 
getting the address of his patient. There 
was about one chance in ten of the doc­
tor remembering the name. .

v
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As for the prescription, it was one that 
came in a dozen times a day.

Whatever hope he had was reduced to 
a minimum by the discovery that the doc­
tor’s residence was in Rochester, He 
spent some minutes trying to think of 
some other possible method of finding 
the victim of his blunder before it might 
be too late. But. at last, he put a two- 
dollar bill into the till and called for 
the long-distance wire on the phone.

“ Is this Dr. McBunner?” he asked 
eagerly, when he finally heard a male 
voice angrily halloing.

“ Yes,” came back with an impatient 
snap. “ What is i t? ”

“ Have you prescribed tincture of nux 
vomica for a patient by the name of M. 
J. Gummidge?” Jones cried into the re­
ceiver.

“ I don’t know,” was the answer that 
snapped still more.

“ Well, can you find out?” Jones 
urged desperately.

“ What the devil is the matter, any­
how? ” snarled the man at the other end.

“ I ’m a drug man, and I’ve made a 
mistake in the label on the bottle. The 
patient will be poisoned if I can’t find 
him in a hurry,” confessed the clerk.

“ I ’ll look in my books and see; hold 
the wire,” said the doctor, a little less 
angrily.

Jones watched the clock on the wall 
while the big hand passed two of the 
minute-marks on the dial. It had just 
crept up to the third when he heard the 
doctor’s voice again.

“ Hallo! Yes, I prescribed for Mrs. 
M. J. Gummidge last week. She lives 
at No. 30 Roscoe Street, but she said she 
was going to New York to live. I 
thought she had gone.”

“ This is New York,” shouted Jones. 
“ Where did she say she was going to 
live here? ”

“ Didn’t say—I’m awfully sor—”
Jones did not wait for the end. He 

already owed sixty cents out of his last 
dollar for overtime. The receiver jin­
gled as he hung it on its hook.

Then he went back to the directory. 
Possibly he could find another Gum­
midge, a relative of the Rochester lady.

But he had already searched in vain 
for Gummidges. It occurred to his 
mind that there might be a mistake some­

where in the name. He looked for 
something like it.

Down through the long pages of G’s 
his eyes raced. The letters looked red 
to him by the time he reached G—L and 
found G1 unimage.

For a wonder, there was one Glum- 
rnage living in the immediate neighbor­
hood. Without a hat, Jones started for 
the address.

He rang one wrong bell before he 
made out the number on the door of a 
rather disreputable looking house on a 
corner beside the Elevated Railroad. He 
saw that he had alarmed some one by 
the time lie climbed the stoop of the next 
house, which was of the real Greenwich 
Tillage type.

He had to ring this bell four times 
before he disturbed any inmate of the 
very respectable dwelling. Meanwhile, 
half a dozen heads were thrust from the 
rear windows of the corner tenement.

At last a head of gray hairs in curl­
papers appeared at the second-story win­
dow of the. respectable dwelling. An 
unmelodious Contralto yelled : “ W h a t ’ s 
the matter? Is the house afire? Is there 
a  burglar inside? John, John, J o h n ! ”

Jones raised his voice to drown the 
cries.

“ Is there a Mrs. Gummidge here?” 
he managed to make her hear.

“ I ’m Mrs. Glummage,” responded 
the lady in less piercing tones. “ What 
do you want? ”

“ Did you or any one in your house 
get a prescription filled at Simmons’s 
drug-store an hour ago?”

“ No,” snapped the voice; “ I ’m a 
Christian Scientist. I don’t use medi­
cines nor need them. I know there ain’t 
any such thing as pain and sickness. 
It’s all stuff that doctors and such drug­
store men as—”

Tones beat a hasty retreat. As soon 
as his-weary legs could carry his throb­
bing brain and the rest of him back to 
the store he went again at the directory.

There were no more Glummages. He 
felt' some relief at that. Nor did he 
find any other name that could possibly 
be a mistake for Gummidge, until he 
had worked his wav through all the G’s 
to G— R.

There were four Grummidges. One 
lived in One Hundred and Thirty-
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Fourth Street. Another dwelt at Ave­
nue C and Ninth Street. The third was 
at a number in Ninety-Seventh West.

It was the fourth that held out the one 
possible hope. He was a laborer, fifteen 
blocks up Hudson Street. Jones sum­
moned his last ounce of energy to sprint 
the three-quarters of a mile. Perhaps 
there was still a chance of warning the 
victim of the deadly poison in time to get 
her to a hospital and save her with pow­
erful antidotes.

The pale gray of dawn was just be­
ginning to make the lights on Hudson 
Street look yellow.

If there is one time in all the twenty- 
four hours when New York looks dis­
couraging, it is at the first peep of day. 
Last night’s dinginess is still upon every­
thing. The air in summer seems laden 
with the dank breath of millions. The 
pavements are dulled with the night’s 
damp. Over all hangs a sort of pall 
that makes one feel that the big town is 
not a healthy place to live in.

Jones could not help but wish he 
might hear the birds awakening on the 
old home farm where he had roamed in 
a healthier freedom than that of the 
great, free city; and this freedom might 
be taken from him in a few hours. He 
saw a policeman swinging round a cor­
ner, and almost involuntarily sprinted 
faster the final block.

Just as he reached the last corner, a 
small automobile came dashing up, and 
before it had come to a full stop in front 
of a cheap apartment-house, a man got 
out with a small, square case.

Tones knew that almost the worst had 
come. It was a doctor called in haste to 
do what he could to save the poisoned 
woman.

Well, he would not hurt his case by 
showing that he had tried his best to 
rectify his awful error. He followed 
the doctor’s hurried steps up four flights 
of stairs.

“ How is she?” asked the physician, 
as a door opened into a rear suite of 
rooms.

Jones could feel his hair turning gray 
under his hat in the fraction of a second 
between the question and the answer.

“ The baby’s born already,” answered 
a feminine voice.

Jones stole noiselessly and limply back

down the four flights. He had a huge 
lump in his throat, and he could feel his 
heart beating in feeble flutters.

In spite of the drops of perspiration 
that rolled from his face, he was on the 
verge of shivering. He caught sight of 
the gilt number on the glass door as he 
went out. It was 1446. The directory 
gave the address of the Grununidges as 
1448.

He did not know whether to feel re­
lieved or more frightened that, so far, 
he had no evidence of a doctor being 
called for the victim of his mistake. He 
did not regard it as funny that he had 
followed the physician without looking 
at the number.

As he still sought the name on the 
mail-boxes in the doorway of 1448, he 
remembered vaguely that nux vomica 
was capable of poisoning without giving 
great pain. The poor woman might, 
even now, be breathing her last in un­
consciousness, while the man who had 
purchased the poison was sleeping at 
her side.

Jones tried the hall door without ring­
ing the bell. It was locked, so lie turned 
back and struck another match to find 
the name of Grummidge again. Just as 
he did so, two blue - coated officers 
pounced upon him.

“ That’s him, Jerry,” said One. “ I 
seen him racing up here a minute ago. 
Then I looks and he was gone. What 
you doin’ here, anyhow?”
. The question was addressed to the 

frightened drug-clerk.
Hastily, he gave the outline of his 

story.
“ And she’s up-stairs there .now, dy­

ing, I suppose,” he finished angrily, 
“ while vou blockheads hold me up 
here.”

“ Pretty good story, youngster,” 
sneered the one who had been addressed 
as Jerry. “ Good enough so’s we’ll take 
you up to see if the Grummidge people 
know you.”

Noisily the three went up to the top 
floor of the flat-house. They banged at 
a door, and inquired whether Grum- 
midge lived there.

“ In the front,” came out a scared, 
piping voice.

At the other door they produced more 
noise than one would care to risk in a



BEHIND THE COLORED LIGHTS. 545

cemetery, unless lie wanted to see a ghost. 
At last a gruff voice snarled frofn with­
in, “ What in Hades do you want? ”

“ Open, in the name of the law I ” 
cried one of the officers pompously.

The door opened a little and a man’s 
face peered out. It was too dark  for 
Jones to see whether it was the pur­
chaser of the poison.

“ Is your wife dying?” he asked be­
fore the police could speak again.

“ I ain’t got no wife,” growled the 
face.

“ Well, your mother, or whoever it 
is—Mrs. Grummidge?”

The man came out of the door. He 
. was a physical giant.

“ Say,” he exclaimed, “ have you cops 
got a blankety-blanked lunatic there? ”

Then the officers of the law explained 
their mission.

“ Take the cuss along,” said Mr, 
Grummidge; “ I don't know nobody in 

.my house gettin’ no medicine in six 
months.”

He went inside and slammed the door 
as if to prevent any other occupant gain­
ing any of the sleep of which he had 
been deprived.

“ Now, mebbe you’ll come along an’ 
explain your little bluff to the sergeant,” 
snapped J erry.

And Jones walked meekly between the 
policemen, down the stairs, out on the 
street, and over to the station-house. 
Painfully he looked at the green lamps 

.outside and thought of the lights in front 
of Simmons’s store. He wished he had 
never seen a colored light in his life.

Yes, he was going to prison. The 
charge on which he had been arrested 
would vanish easily. But it had already 
led him to a confession of the charge that 
would not down.

Somewhere—somewhere in this town, 
a woman was. in all probability, lying 
cold in death. In the next few hours 
all the city would know that another 
drug-clerk had sacrificed a human life 
to his carelessness. And his name would 
be the one called.

He would be brought before twelve 
jurors. His own words to the police 
would be brought against him. The 
fatal bottle would be shown, still half 
full of poison, and left with a label that 
directed a tablespoon dose.

11 A

He would be convicted—he, the cau­
tious, conscientious apothecary who, a 
little while ago, had condemned his fel­
low apothecary for similar carelessness.

And, worst of all, he would be respon­
sible, he would deserve it. For he, by 
his absence of mind, had sent a soul to 
its account.

While these thoughts were revolving in 
his brain, the officers had stated to the 
sergeant the suspicious circumstances 
surrounding his capture. Mechanically, 
he had given his name, occupation, and 
address.

Then he became aware that he was be­
ing asked if he could furnish bond. 
With heart-broken indifference, he said 
that he would call up Simmons when 
the druggist had reached the office. 
There was no chance for further effort 
to save his victim. Pie did not care what 
else happened.

They led him to a cell. Several drunks 
and one or two crooks sat on a long bench 
in the barred room in the rear of the sta­
tion. Jones took a vacant seat among 
them.

Silent, dejected, he sat and listened to 
the noises of New York’s awakening. It 
was only the faint rumble of the milk- 
wagons that came to his ears.

Other mornings, he had felt anger at 
the sound. This morning, it seemed to 
him that he would give all the world to 
stand beside one of those wagons and 
hear its racket at close range.

Every sound reminded him of the 
other times he had heard it. Then he 
was free. Yes, yesterday, at this hour, he 
was slumbering peacefully in the room 
back of the drug-store. All day yester­
day he had doled out pills and powders 
and filled bottles, while he stood behind 
a counter in a space no larger than this 
room.

But he had been free. He could have 
gone out if he would’ Last evening he 
had stayed in the store as usual. Pie 
had had no thought of leaving. He had 
felt that he must stay.

But he could have left. He might 
have gone to the corner for a paper, to 
the saloon for a drink, to the theater, 
or a dance or on a visit—even to the 
home of a certain girl who would not 
speak to him now.

Now, he could not pass out that door.
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He might be ready to throw up any po­
sition, to give up health, wealth, all other 
happiness, and it would not enable him 
to walk by the big officer who stood 
guarding the entrance.
. To be sure, in, an hour or two, Sim­
mons would be here to bail him out. 
Probably by that time there would have 
been a call for a coroner, and they tvould 
know that he was not a burglar. The 
charge of stealing would be changed to 
one of criminal neglect.

And he would have to come back here 
—to go through the trial, to hear the sen­
tence, and then he would be taken away 
to a worse prison than this, to stay for 
years.

Suddenly he became conscious of a 
great commotion in the outer room. 
Some one was vigorously protesting his 
innocence. Jones thought lie caught an­
other voice shouting the name of Sim­
mons.

Yet the voice of protest was not that 
of his employer, though it seemed a lit­
tle familiar. While he strained his ears 
to listen, the door was thrust open, and 
an officer called his own name.

Jones arose weakly and walked to­
ward liberty as represented by the door 
of the “ pen.” As he glanced into the 
space before the desk where he had been 
halted on his -way in, he recognized the 
person who stood between two more 
bluecoats.

“ That’s the man! ” he cried irrele­
vantly. At the same instant the man ap­
peared to recognize him. “ That’s the 
very feller ! ” he exclaimed.

He raised one hand, in which he still 
tightly clutched a small bottle. Jones 
wished that he might go back into the 
rear room and stay there.

“ What did you mean,” shouted the 
prisoner, “ by selling me this medicine 
without nothing on it to show how much 
a body was to take? Here. I’ve been 
down at your poison-shop for an hour, 
trying to get holt of you, an’ they’ve 
arrested me now ’cause they thought I 
was after robbing the place.”

“ Did you give your wife a dose of the 
medicine?” inquired the clerk, anxious 
to know the worst.

“ Give it to her? No. How could I, 
when there wasn’t no directions? Look 
at that bottle, will you? ”
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Jone^. looked. On the side which was 
turned for his inspection gleamed a 
brand-new label from Simmons’s drug­
store. The space on which should have 
been written the name of the contents, 
with directions, was absolutely blank.

And then he knew what had happened. 
In his hurry to serve the customer, he 
had picked up two labels instead of one.

On the outer, he had written the di­
rections. The inner label had stuck to 
the bottle, and hid the directions for 
using its former contents.

Meanwhile, the man kept up his rail­
ing account of the affair.

11 When I got home the old woman was 
asleep, so I didn’t disturb her. About 
half past two she woke up, an’ says she 
guessed she better take some of the medi­
cine, anyhow. So I up an’ unwrapped 
the bottle. Then I seen there wasn’t no 
directions. I had to dress an’ start for 
the store agin,

“ It was unlocked an’ I went in. But 
I couldn’t find no one about. I started 
back behind the partition to see if you 
was in there, after I ’d been waitin’ Lord 
knows how long. An’ then the polis 
grabbed me an’ fetched me here. I don’t 
know how you got here, but you’re lucky 
you ain’t where I kin get at you.”

Jones explained briefly the manner of 
his arrival at the station-house. Then 
he asked the man to come with him and 
have the label fixed up, throwing in an 
offer of a box of the best cigars.

“ I’d oughter lick you,” said the Up- 
Stater as they walked out together, “ but 
I guess you've had about as bad a time 
as was cornin’ to you.”

He looked over his shoulders as they 
came to the first curb.

“ Say, young man,” he said in a lower 
tone, “ I don’t smoke, an’ I don’t want 
this bottle fixed up particular.”

Jones looked at him suspiciously, and 
he lowered his tone to a half whisper.

“ The fact is, there's four cats has been 
raisin’ Ned on the roof back of our flat 
ever since we moved in. My wife told 
me that prescription of the doctor’s was 
about the same as strychnin. Of course, 
I don’t want no trouble with the neigh­
bors. So I fetched the prescription. But 
the dinged stuff won’t work. The cats 
ain’t et a bite of the meat we soaked in 
it, an’ we’ve been up all night as usual.
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“ I went back to your place fur real 
strychnin this time. When the polis 
grabbed me, I thought about the blank 
label, an’ told them that yarn. But, say, 
if you’ll gimme some of the real poison 
an’ promise not to say nothin’ about it to 
no one, I ’ll keep my mouth shut about 
that there label.”

It was an hour and a half later that

Mr. Simmons walked into his drug ^em­
porium. He kept his counsel as to the 
worn-out appearance of his assistant; 
but he asked the clerk what he was doing.

Jones finished snipping off another 
square of oiled paper. “ I ’m putting 
paraffin paper between these labels,” he 
said meekly. “ They seem to have got 
stuck together more or less.”

THE GREAT JURY-FIXER.
B y L E E  B E R T R A N D .

The brilliant scheme of a pettifogging lawyer, entered upon

with great reluctance and

ON the glass door of an office’on the 
twenty-fifth floor of the Toronto 

Building, one might read the sign:

P E T E R  G R1FFEN ,

A T T O R N E Y  A N D  C O U N SE L O R  A T  L A W .

Behind this closed door, his daintily 
shod feet resting on the flat of his roll­
top desk, a fragrant Havana clutched 
between his teeth, sat Mr. Peter Griffen, 
puffing heavy rings of smoke toward the 
ceiling as he perused an important look­
ing legal document.

Mr. Griffen was a bright, clever young 
lawyer, and would have been an ornament 
to the bar if it had not been for the fact 
that he was inclined to be unscrupulous 
in bis methods and practises.

This tendency was so pronounced that 
it caused the better-class of lawyers to 
hold aloof from him, and therefore he 
experienced quite a shock when the tele­
phone on his desk tinkled and a voice at 
the other end of the wore invited him to 
pay an immediate visit to Mr. Marvin 
Morton, at the latter’s office, on a matter 
of important business.

For in legal circles the name of Mr. 
Marvin Morton was one with which to 
conjure. He was a senior partner of 
the firm of Morton & Sudbury, one of 
the biggest law firms in the city; and the 
fact that the head of this firm should 
request an interview with such a lowly 
member of the profession as Mr. Griffen, 
puzzled the latter gentleman greatly. 

What could it mean? What business

crowned with a big surprise.

could the great Mr. Morton desire to 
transact with him?

It flashed through his mind that per­
haps this invitation might be spurious; 
that he might be the victim of some prac­
tical joker; but so greatly were his hopes 
and curiosity aroused that he decided to 
run the risk of walking into a snare.

Snatching up his hat, he banged his 
office-door behind him and hurried to 
the offices of Morton & Sudbury on Wall 
Street.

Greatly to his surprise, on handing his 
card to the boy, he was immediately 
ushered into the private office of Mr. 
Marvin Morton, a tall, bearded man, who 
arose eagerly to receive him.

“ Hal Mr. Griffen! I am glad to see 
you. Sit down, I beg. I have a little 
piece of business I want to talk over 
with you. Something in your line, I 
think.”

Griffen bowed his appreciation.
“ I am much obliged to you, sir, for 

thus favoring me. I promise you that 
whatever the case may be I shall devote 
my best efforts to it. Let me assure you, 
sir, that you will be making no mistake 
in retaining me in this or any other 
cases.

“ I know there are a good many 
‘ knockers ’ in our profession, Mr. Mor­
ton,” he went on, “ who look down upon 
me and call me a pettifogger, and even a 
crook. Yes—h a ' ha! h a !—even a 
crook. But I want to assure you, my 
dear sir, that they do me a sad injustice. 
I may be a little more modern and radi-
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Caliban they are, but there is really noth­
ing illegal or wrong about my methods.

“ I wouldn’t wilfully undertake a 
questionable transaction for any con­
sideration. Understand that once and 
for all,- please. I care not what others 
say about me so long as my conscience is 
quite clean.”

Having delivered himself of these re­
marks, Mr. Peter Griffen struck a virtu­
ous pose and waited for an expression of 
approval from the lips of Mr. Morton.

But instead of breaking into hearty 
applause, the latter’s face turned pale, 
and he looked at his visitor disappoint­
edly.

11 Mr. Griflen,” he said softly. “ it is 
refreshing to discover that you hold such 
lofty views. I am afraid, however, that, 
such being the case, we shall not be able 
to do any business with you to-day!

“ You see, my dear sir, one of our 
clients lias a certain delicate master to be 
adjusted, and you were recommended to 
us as a man with plenty of experience 
in such cases. I now fear, though, that 
you will not care to handle it.”

“ Something in the divorce line, I sup­
pose, eh?” exclaimed Griffen eagerly. 
“ I make a specialty of divorce and 
breach-of-promise suits, you know.”

Morton shook his head.
“ No. It isn’t a divorce case. Some­

thing much more delicate than that. I 
don’t mind confessing that it is a—er 
—a transaction not quite regular. As a 
matter of fact, it’s a case of fixing a jury. 
We’ve got to .get somebody who can ac­
complish it, and were told that you were 
the best man for the job. That’s why I 
sent for you.”

Peter Griffen threw back his head 
proudly and assumed a very surprised 
and shocked air.

“ Mr. Morton!” he cried, “ what you 
have just said is an insult to me, sir. 
You ought to be ashamed of yourself for 
making such a proposition. I am a rep­
utable lawyer and a respectable, law- 
abiding citizen, and I am not the kind of 
fellow to offer a bribe to a jury. No, 
sir, you have made a bad blunder. You 
have picked out the wrong man.

“ I am surprised at you, sir. I am 
shocked. I am deeply pained and hurt, 
Mr. Morton. Probably you do not real­
ize how deeply you have wounded me. By

the way, sir, you have not as yet informed 
me how much money I would receive if 
I did consent to carry out this extremely 
dangerous and highly improper proceed­
ing.”

He looked at Morton intently and a 
smile of understanding hovered around 
the other’s lips.

“ I believe I did forget to mention 
that,” he said. “ Well, I think, Mr. 
Griffen, I can promise you that if you 
succeed, my client will be willing to pay 
you a thousand dollars.”

Griffen shook his head disdainfully.
“ I’m too honest a man and too rep­

utable a lawyer to try to bribe a jury,” 
he declared emphatically. I couldn’t 
do a rascally act like that—at least not 
for a measly thousand-dollar bill.”

“ Well, perhaps you are right,” re­
joined Morton. “ I suppose the job 
ought to be worth more than a thousand 
dollars. Suppose we double the sunt and 
make it just two thousand. I feel con­
fident our client will be willing to pay 
that. It’s a pretty generous offer, I 
think.”

“ I don’t agree with you,” retorted the 
other with a frown. “ Tampering with 
a jury is a pretty ticklish proposition. 
If I get caught at it, I ’ll go to prison 
and be disbarred besides. Do you think 
I’d be fool enough to take all 'that risk 
for two thousand dollars. Not me! ”

“ Well, what is your price? ® demand­
ed Morton abruptly.

“ Twenty thousand dollars if I suc­
ceed, and nothing if I fail,” was the cool 
reply.

“ Twenty thousand!” gasped the 
amazed Morton. “ My dear sir, that is 
absolutely ridiculous. It’s out of all 
reason.”

“ I don’t consider it so. Your client’s 
life and liberty ought to be worth that to 
himself and his friends. On the other 
hand think of the great risk I ’m taking.
I really ought to charge double.”

Morton sat lost in thought for a full 
half-minute.

“ Very well,” he said at length, “ we’ll 
accept your offer. Mr. Griffen. Twenty 
thousand dollars if you succeed and noth­
ing if you fail. Sit down, please, and 
I’ll tell you about the case. The jury 
which we want you to—ahem—fix, is the 
jury in the Bamford case.”
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It was Griffen’s turn to gasp.
“ The great Bamford murder case, 

d’yer mean? ” he cried.
“ Yes. You know, of course, that our 

firm is conducting the defense of the un­
fortunate John Bamford, charged with 
murder in the first degree. I don’t mind 
confessing to you, my dear sir, that we 
are not at all sanguine as to the outcome 
of the ease. We realize that all the facts 
are apparently dead against our client. 
1 have been studying the jury closely, and 
I feel sure that they are already deeply- 
prejudiced against the prisoner at the 
bar.

“ All of our important evidence is now 
in, and our only hope lies in the summing- 
up speech which my partner will make. 
As doubtless you are aware, my partner 
is a powerful orator and may be able to 
win over the jury with his eloquence. But 
we are not at all confident of his success,” 
Mr. Morton added with a sigh.

“ xknd so fearing the jury cannot be 
influenced by oratory, the great and 
honorable firm of Morton & Sudbury, 
noted for its integrity and respectability, 
intends to try to influence that jury by 
some other less honorable means,” 
sneered Griffen, ending his sentence with 
a contemptuous laugh.

Morton flushed crimson.
11 Let me assure you,” he stammered, 

“ that we are absolutely positive that our 
client is innocent. We know that he did 
not commit that murder, but we know 
iust as surely that the circumstantial evi­
dence is so strongly against hint that he 
cannot escape the death-sentence. Under 
the circumstances we feel justified in 
availing ourselves of any means within 
our power to save an innocent man from 
the electric-chair. It will be the first 
time our firm has ever been concerned, 
even indirectly, in an attempt to bring 
undue influence to bear upon a jury; but 
we feel that it is in a good cause.”

“ Then why don’t you yourself try to 
get next to this jury instead of asking 
somebody else to wash your dirty linen 
for you ?" ” Griffen wanted to know.

“ A firm of our standing and reputa­
tion couldn’t afford to take such a risk,” 
replied Morton, shuddering at the very 
idea.

“ And still you expect me to take it? ” 
sneered Griffen.

“ Yes. We are informed that you 
have had plenty of experience at jury­
fixing, if you will pardon my referring 
to it. This ought to be a comparatively 
easy job for you, Mr. Griffen. And you 
must admit that we are offering you a 
very generous recompense. Twenty 
thousand dollars is not to be sneezed at.” 

Well, I ’ll do it,” declared Griffen 
after a long pause, “ but let me assure 
you that it isn’t for the money. It’s 
only because you assure me that your 
client is really innocent of that murder. 
I ’m a 'tender-hearted man, and I really 
cannot stand by and see an innocent man 
sent to the death-chair.”

11 Of course you can’t,” responded Mor­
ton. “ I hope that you will lose no time 
in getting to work, Mr. Griffen. I 
should advise you to start your campaign 
at once. The trial w-on’t last more than 
a day or two longer, so if you expect to 
reach that jury before it arrives at its 
verdict you will have to hurry up.”

“ Sure,” answered Griffen. “ By the 
way, there’s one point I forgot to men­
tion. We’d better have an understand­
ing about it, right now. In order to earn 
this twenty thousand dollars I don’t have 
to fix each and every member of that 
jury, do I? That, of course, would be 
well-nigh impossible. I take it that all 
you expect me to do is to fix one of the 
twelve men, and thus bring about a dis­
agreement. Am I correct ? ”

Morton nodded.
11 Yes. That’s the most we can expect, 

of course. Bring about a disagreement 
and we shall be satisfied; for if we can 
get a new trial, before a new jurv, we 
may have a chance of finding some new 
evidence and winning the day,

“ But,” he added eagerly, “ if you 
should happen to find an opportunity to 
get next to each and every one of those 
twelve men, don’t fail to grasp it. If 
you can influence that entire jury ‘to bring 
in a verdict of not guilty, our client will 
be willing to pay you fifty thousand dol­
lars instead of twenty thousand, and, in 
addition, will be grateful to you for the 
rest of his life.”

“ Very good, sir,” replied Griffen. 
“ And how much bribe money are you 
going to allow me? You can’t expect 
me to bribe those jurors out of my own 
pocket.”
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“ 'No. Of course not. Can’t you go 
ahead and lay out whatever money you 
find necessary and then send your com­
plete bill to us? You need not be afraid 
that you won't get your money, my dear 
sir. You can safely trust us to play fair 
with you. The reputation of our firm 
speaks for itself.”

“ Oh, I’m not afraid I won’t be paid,” 
Griffen assured him. “ I’m perfectly 
confident I ’ll get my money when my 
job is -done, for there’s honor among 
thieves, you know, and, besides, we can’t 
afford to break faith with each other. 
The [act is, though, I’m a little short of 
ready money just now, and for that 
reason am liable to be badly handicapped 
in my work. Let me have a small sum— 
say ten thousand dollars on account, to 
be used for working expenses.”

Morton hesitated for quite some time. 
He was too shrewd a lawyer not to per­
ceive tha t' to give this man this money, 
without any security, was a very rash 
proceeding. On the other hand, how­
ever, he realized 'that he was at Griffen’s 
mercy.

The fellow had been recommended to 
the firm as the most successful jury- 
fixer in the city, and as they were in dire 
need of his services, they must agree to 
his terms and take the chance of being 
robbed.

So Mr. Morton walked with reluctant 
steps toward a big safe, and, kneeling 
before it, turned the combination and 
drewy out twenty five-hundred-dollar bills 
which he placed in Griffen’s outstretched 
palms.

“ Here’s the money,” he said. “ Take 
good care of it and don’t spend more 
than you have to.”

“ I won’t,” replied the other warmly. 
“ You can rely upon me. I ’m going to 
start work on that jury right away.”

“ Good-by and good luck to you,” Mr. 
Morton responded. “ I need not impress 
upon your mind the importance of keep­
ing this matter a close secret. For your 
own sake you will not dare to reveal it to 
anybody.”

“ Don’t worry about that, sir,” replied 
the other. “ All those who have done 
business with me can testify that I am 
thoroughly to be trusted. You are per­
fectly safe, as far as I am concerned.”

“ Oh, I realize that," replied Morton

with a brave show of self-confidence. 
“ You are powerless to bring my partner 
or myself into this affair. We have 
taken every precaution to insure our own 
safety. Nobody except yourself knows 
that we are mixed up in it, and our word 
would be believed against yours. You 
are the only one in danger. Therefore, 
it will be well for you not 'to do any 
talking.”

“ I never do any talking,” retorted 
Griffen. “ In cases of this sort I’m as 
silent as the Sphinx,” and as he walked 
out of the law office and stepped into the 
elevator he said to himself, with a con­
temptuous laugh: “ And so this is the 
way your highly respectable lawyers do 
their business—bask in the limelight as 
paragons and saints, and then hire sinners 
like myself to do their dirty work. Pah! 
What a hypocritical world this is! ’’

Half an hour later, as he was walk­
ing up Broadway, his attention was at­
tracted by a good-sized crowd in front of 
the Acropolis Hotel, a block ahead.

In the center of the crowd, twelve 
men, flanked by policemen in uniform, 
were marching solemnly into the hotel, 
while the crowds gathered on the side­
walk cheered enthusiastically.

At first Griffen was puzzled as to the 
meaning of this scene; but he suddenly 
recollected reading in the newspapers 
that the jury in 'the Bamford murder 
case was lodged at the Acropolis, at the 
expense of the State, and he hurried to­
ward the crowd, guessing that the m,en 
who had just entered 'the hotel, under 
police guard, were the jurors on their 
way from court.

When he reached the entrance 'the 
jurors had disappeared within. Griffen 
was anxious to get a close glimpse of 
them, so he pushed his way through the 
curious crowds at the door and entered 
the lobby.

But he was again too late. The jurors 
had already entered an elevator devoted 
exclusively to 'their use, and were on 
their way up to their rooms.

Griffen -walked over to the hotel clerk, 
and leaning indolently against the desk, 
remarked in a casual tone: “ Beg pardon, 
can you tell me who were those men who 
came in here just now? I noticed their 
arrival caused quite a crowd to collect 
outside.”
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“ Sure. That’s the Bamford jury—. 
the great Bamford murder trial, you 
know. They’re living here. They’ve 
just come from court. They march down 
Broadway from the court to the hotel 
nearly every evening—prefer walking to 
riding, because it gives them a chance to 
stretch their legs a bit and get some 
fresh air,’’ explained the polite clerk.

“ Good Heavens!” exclaimed Grif- 
fen. “ Do you mean to say that those 
men are allowed to march through the 
streets every evening from the court­
house here? ”

“ Yes, sir.”
“ I should think the authorities would 

be afraid that somebody might get near 
enough to be able to offer one of them a 
bribe,” Griffen remarked carelessly.

The clerk laughed. “ There isn’t 
much danger of that. That jury is bet­
ter guarded than any other jury that’s 
ever sat in this town. There isn’t a sec­
ond of the day that they are not watched. 
It is no exaggeration to say that they are 
more closely guarded than the prisoner 
himself. . Even while they sleep there’s 
a fellow standing over each of them. 
They ain’t allowed to read their letters 
unless the head of the court squad has 
first read them. They ain’t even allowed 
to read books until one of the guards has 
gone through each page in search of 
hidden communications.

“ Even while 'the jurors are absent 
from their rooms, and the chambermaids 
are making their beds and fixing up their 
apartments, a watchful court officer is on 
the job to see that nothing having any 
bearing on the case is smuggled in. You 
see, therefore, there isn’t any chance of 
anybody getting to these fellows.”

“ It certainly looks that way," agreed 
Griffen. “ If what this clerk says is 
true,” he added to himself as he walked 
off, “ I can see that I am going to have 
my work cut out here.”

He had secured a complete list of the 
names and addresses of 'the jurymen, and 
he determined to pay a visit to the 
wives of such as had these appendages 
before trying to do anything with the 
men themselves.

He sagely concluded that the best way 
to convince a married man was, first of 
all, to convince his wife. He gave wom­
an credit for being able to get anywhere

despite the strictest of prohibitions, and, 
therefore, he told himself, that if he 
could win over the wife of one of these 
jurymen, she could almost safely be re­
lied upon to get into communication with 
her husband, somehow or other, and 
work him around to the side of the de­
fense.

He looked at his list and found that 
one of the jurors, a Mr. Flaxner, lived 
in the vicinity, so he visited his house 
first.

A large, blond, buxom woman re­
sponded to his ring and asked him what 
he wished in a tone by no means genial.

She was a very businesslike person, 
too, for when Griffen had answered 
suavely that he had come there for the 
express and benign purpose of showing 
her how she could make a whole lot of 
money, she replied tartly, and with a 
disdainful tilt of her nose that she wasn’t 
interested in any real-estate schemes.

“ I’m not talking about any real-estate 
scheme,” Griffen assured her very ear­
nestly. “ This is something quite dif­
ferent.”

“ Insurance, then, perhaps? Or a set 
of encyclopedias, or a new patent clothes- 
wringer, or a hair-restorer, or ten pack­
ages of pins to sell for five cents per 
package and get a real solid mahogany 
grand piano? Well, anyway, whatever 
you’ve got to sell—I don’t want it, so 
you might as well go, for you’re only 
wasting your time by standing here talk­
ing.”

“ But I’m not trying to sell anything,” 
protested Griffen. “ I haven’t got any­
thing to sell. I am here to give away 
money. Tell me, first of all, please, 
wliat is your name?”

“ Mrs. John Flaxner,” she answ’ered.
“ Very- good. Well, Mrs. Flaxner, to 

prove thfft I am here for the purpose I 
state, kindly accept this, with my com­
pliments.”

The “ this ” which he handed the 
juror’s wife was a brand new, crinkly 
ten-dollar bill.

“ Is it a counterfeit?” gasped the 
woman, with the natural suspicion of 
her sex.

“ If you think so, just go across the 
street to one of those stores and see how 
quickly they’ll take it from you.”

“ Then why do you give it to m e?”
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demanded the perplexed Mrs. Flaxner. 
“ You don’t know me. We haven’t even 
as much as seen each other before. Why 

'should you give me money?”
“ That’s all right,” replied Griffen 

with a lofty wave of his hand. “ Take it 
’—put it in your pocket and say nothing.” 

“ But who are you, and why do you 
give money away to strangers so lavish­
ly ?”

“ Hush! That is a secret for the 
present,’* said Griffen, his fingers to his 
lips. “ Let me ask you a question in­

stead of giving you an answer to yours. 
You are the wife of one of the members 
of the jury in the great Bamford case, 

.are you no t?”
11 Yes, sir, I am. Mv husband is juror 

No. 5.”
“ And do you think that the prisoner is 

guilty of the murder as charged?” in­
quired Griffen.

“ No, sir, I do not,” replied the wom­
an vehemently. “ I feel sure that poor 
Mr. Bamford ’is not guilty of that bru­
tal murder.”

“ H a ! And does your husband feel 
the same way about i t? ”

“ I don’t know whether he does or 
not,” she answered, eying him suspicious­
ly. “ I suppose it’s safe enough to as­
sume that my husband believes him 
guilty, for he and I never hold the same 
opinion about anything—at the start, al- 

• though we generally both think my way 
in the end. I’ve never had a chance to find 
out, though, in this case, for the guards 
are watching the jurymen all the time 
closer than a cat watches a mouse.”

“ Well, if you did get a chance to talk 
to him about it, don’t you think you 
could persuade him to hold out for a 
verdict of not guilty?” went on Griffen, 
whispering in her ear. »

Mrs. Flaxner’s mouth set grimly.
“ Yes,” she said, “ if I could get a 

chance to converse with John for a short 
time, I think I could bring him around 
to my way of thinking. I ’d like to see 
him refuse to come around. I’d just like 
to see it, that’s all.”

“ Very well,” continued Griffen, still 
in a whisper, “ you persuade him to hold , 
ou't for a verdict of acquittal and I ’ll give 
you two thousand dollars in cash.”

“ A bribe! ” gasped the woman, turn­
ing pale.

11 Let’s not call it by so harsh a name,” 
retorted Griffen gently. “ Let’s say 
rather a slight token from Mr. Bamford 
to express his appreciation of Mrs, John 
Flaxner’s loyalty to him in his hour of 
trouble. Doesn’t that sound much nicer 
than the way you put it? And it’s the 
truth, too, my dear madam. Besides, it’s 
your duty to do anything in your power 
to save the unfortunate Mr. Bamford 
from execution, for you admit that you 
believe him to be innocent.

“ Just think, my dear madam, for doing 
your duty, you will get two thousand 
dollars I A big, fat sum is two thousand 
dollars. And all you have to do to earn 
it is to go to your husband and ask him 
to refrain from staining his hands with 
the blood of an innocent man.”

Mrs. Flaxner shuddered visibly and 
turned pale at this vivid figure of speech.

“ I would like to do it,” she said; “ I 
really would. Not for the two thousand 
dollars; but because I would like to help 
poor Mr. Bamford. But I really can’t 
see how I am to get to John and mention 
the matter to him without being pounced 
upon'by one of those sharp-eyed, hard- 
faced guards and probably thrown into 
prison.

“ Only yesterday afternoon I went 
down to the Acropolis Hotel to take my 
husband some clean socks and—some 
other things. One of those horrid 
guards actually insisted on turning each 
one of ’those socks and—other things in­
side out before he would let my husband 
take them from me. And he sat beside 
us, quite uninvited, all the while we were 
talking, and when I asked my husband 
when he thought he’d be back home 
again, that guard immediately interfered, 
said we were breaking a rule by talking 
about the trial, and ordered me away. 
Why, I understand that the jurors aren't 
allowed to talk about the trial even to 
one. another.”

“ Running things as close as that, are 
they ? ” remarked Griffen with a sigh.
“ Well, do the best you can, Mrs. Flax­
ner, and you may succeed after all. 
Don’t be scared about their throwing you 
into jail. They won’t do that. I ’ll be 
back here again after the trial is over, to 
give you that two thousand dollars—if 
you manage to persuade your husband to 
hang out for an acquittal.”
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Griffon went from Mrs. Flaxner to 
the wife of the sefond juror on his list.

This woman’s name was McClaren. 
She was a Scotchwoman by birth, but 
full of enthusiastic admiration for her 
adopted country and institutions. It 
took her quite some time to understand 
what her visitor was driving at, but when 
she at length realized that he was trying 
to bribe her and her husband to sully the 
purity of the jury system, she drove him 
fiercely forth, threatening to call a po­
liceman and have him arrested for his 
villainy if he wasn’t out of sight by the 
time she counted ten.

With all of the other wives he visited, 
Griffcn fared little better.

One juror’s helpmeet slapped his face 
and told him he ought to be ashamed of 
himself; another wife, who was in the 
middle of baking a pie when he rang the 
bell, came to the door with a rolling-pin 
in Iter hand, and gave him a substantial 
whack on the head with it when he men­
tioned his errand. Two other wives 
were pleasant enough to him, but frank­
ly confessed that they stood too much in 
fear and dread of their lords and masters 
to presume to advise them how to vote, 
even for two thousand dollars.

When he was at the very end of his 
list Griffen had to confess that the first 
part of his campaign had been more or 
less of a failure.

The only wife with whom he had had 
any success was the wife of Juror Flax- 
ner, and in her case the chance was very 
remote.
- Griffen determined to try some other 

method of getting t'o that jury. There 
must be some way of communicating with 
at least one of those twelve men, he told 
himself. A man of his intelligence and 
originality, he argued, ought 'to be able 
to get the best of those dozen thick- 
skulled guards.

He entered a restaurant, and over his 
supper cudgeled his brains in search of a 
plan. A sm all boy appeared with the 
latest evening papers.

Griffen bought one, confident that he 
would find columns about the great 
Bamford murder trial, which was the 
main news feature of the day. and hoping 
that he might read something concerning 
the jury which would offer him a valu­
able suggestion.

On the third page he found a column 
special article describing how the jury 
was being guarded while under the roof 
of the Acropolis Hotel.

Griffen read this item with great inter­
est. and then carefully reread it. It 
gave him some really important infor­
mation.

He learned that the jurors were isolated 
on the seventh floor, and were confined to 
twelve adjoining bedrooms and a parlor.

The rooms all opened on a corridor, 
and this corridor was shut off at either 
end by two burly guards, armed with 
revolvers and orders to use the latter, if 
nOCessary.

He read also that the district attorney 
had drawn up a strict set of rules which 
the jurors were compelled to observe. 
They were not even allowed, for instance, 
to glance out of the windows of their 
rooms, lest somebody should attempt to 
signal to them from the outside.

*‘ Phew!” exclaimed Griffen, as he 
laid the paper down. “ The newspaper 
certainly doesn’t exaggerate when it says 
that this is the most closely guarded jury 
ever known in the history of criminal 
trials in town. If I succeed in reaching 
them, I shall certainly be earning my 
money.”

Over his after-dinner cigar he leaned 
back in his chair and thought hard. He 
was not easily daunted, and he still felt 
that there must be some way of getting 
at least to one of these twelve men, de­
spite all obstacles.

The thought entered his mind that 
some of the guards might prove suscep­
tible to bribery. Perhaps the tender of 
two thousand dollars might induce one 
of them to deliver a message to one or 
more of the jurors—a message to the 
effect that Bamford’s friends were will­
ing to pay ten thousand dollars to a 
juror who would bring about a disagree­
ment of the jury.

There, was great danger, of course, in 
trying to bribe one of the guards. The 
fellow must be approached very delicate­
ly, and even then there was a thrilling 
chance Of his turning on Griffen in great 
indignation and placing him under ar­
rest.

Still, the latter determined to tryjitfiis 
course, if no better and safer p.lan oc­
curred to him.
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Then, suddenly, as liis wandering gaze 
fell upon a waiter bearing off a tray of 
empty dishes, a sudden idea struck him 
and caused him to gasp with excitement.

“ It might work,” -he muttered. “ The 
chances against my being able to do it 
are just about even. It’s worth trying, 
anyway. I ’ll go to the hotel right 
away,”
^ H e  arose hastily, settled for his check, 
and boarded a down-town Broadway car, 
alighting at the Acropolis.

He went into the hotel restaurant first, 
and sitting down at a table in a secluded 
corner, beckoned to a waiter, from whom 
he ordered a club sandwich and a cup of 
coffee.

“ Pretty busy here to-night, aren’t 
you ? ” he remarked to the waiter, indi­
cating the well-filled restaurant with a 
wave .of his hand.

“ Oh, no, sir,” replied the man. 
“ We’re no busier than ordinary. We’re 
always as crowded as this at night. Any­
thing else I can bring you, sir? ”

“ No. I think not. By the way, the 
Bamford jurymen are in 'this hotel, are 
they not ? ”

The waiter nodded.
“ How very interesting, to be sure. 

And do they eat their meals in the 
restaurant here?”

“ Oh, no, sir. They dine in their own 
private dining-room; up-stairs on the sev­
enth floor. It wouldn’t do to have them 
eat down here in public, you know.”

“ Of course not. How very stupid of 
me not to have thought of that. Are 
they under guard while they eat? ”

“ Yes, sir.”
“ But when do the guards themselves 

eat? Do'they eat with the jurors?”
“ Not exactly,” replied the polite 

waiter. “ For some reason the guards 
and the jurors ain’t allowed to eat to­
gether. The food of the jurors is sent 
up first, and then, when they are through, 
some food is sent up for the watchers, 
and they eat in two divisions, one divi­
sion watching the jurors while the other 
eats.”

“ How very interesting!” remarked 
Griffen. “ And how do you know all 
this, my man ? Pardon my asking; but 
T was under the impression that the 
movements of those fellows were kept a 
close secret.”

“ So they are,” replied the waiter, sink­
ing his voice to a whisper. “ A friend of 
mine who takes the meals up to the sev­
enth floor, tells me all about it.”

Griffen handed the waiter a two-dollar 
bill for a tip and leisurely left the place. 
As soon as he stepped upon the sidewalk 
his features lost their impassiveness, and 
a grin spread across his face and he 
chuckled immoderately,

“ I think it will work,” he muttered. 
“ There’s no reason why it shouldn’t. 
Things seem to be turning out much bet­
ter than I expected. I t’s fifty times as 
easy as I had supposed.”

He walked several blocks east until he 
came to a certain small drug-store, with 
the proprietor of which he was intimately 
acquainted.

“ I want a sleeping-powder,” he whis­
pered to this man, “ No knockout- 
drops, or anything of that sort. Some­
thing which can be put in food and 
which will put a man to sleep for a few 
hours without doing him any harm. Got 
anything that will answer the b ill?”

“ Sure,” replied 'the druggist, and he 
handed Griffen a little vial. “ Drop a 
little of this in a plate of food—just a 
finger pinch of it will be enough, and 
the patient will drop into a gentle sleep 
soon after partaking of the food. It’s 
thoroughly tasteless, too.”

“ Much obliged,” said the lawyer, and 
went back to the Acropolis to try to find 
out when the jurors and their guards 
were to receive their next meal.

As his good luck would have it, on 
entering the lobby of the hotel and walk­
ing down toward the elevator-shaft, he 
espied his friend, the restaurant waiter, 
at the end elevator carrying a tray on 
which were thirteen cups of coffee.

The lawyer waited until the waiter 
had boarded the car; then he, too, stepped 
in and stood behind him.

“ Who’s drinking all the coffee? lie  
must be a thirsty fellow to be able to con­
sume so many cups,” he remarked jocu­
larly.

“ ’Tisn’t for one gent, sir,” laughed 
the waiter. “ I t’s for them gents in the 
jury-room, up-stairs.”

“ The jurors? ”
“ No. Not the jurors. The gents 

that watches the jurors. They always 
has a cup of coffee about this time to
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help brace them up for their tedious 
night watch.”

“ Well, I hope they enjoy it,” said 
Griffen. “ It must be hard, tiresome 
work staying up on watch all night. I 
sincerely hope they’ll enjoy their coffee.”

He stood between the waiter and the 
operator, and as he spoke he held the 
little vial in the palm of his hand and 
sprinkled a bit of its contents in each cup 
of coffee. Just as he had completed this 
task the elevator stopped at the seventh 
floor and the waiter got out.

The lawyer kept on in the car to the 
twentieth floor, got out there, took a turn 
through the hail, and descended to the 
ground floor again. For half an hour 
he sat in the lobby in a comfortable arm­
chair, anxiously Availing the arrival of 
the “ psychological moment.”

When he decided that the proper time 
had come he boarded the elevator again 
and ascended, to the seventh floor, feeling 
quite nervous inwardly, but outwardly 
maintaining a bold front.

As soon as he reached the seventh floor 
and stepped from the elevator, his hopes 
rose high.

There seemed to be little reason to 
doubt that the powder had done its work; 
for not a single court officer was on hand 
to intercept him, or to ask his business and 
demand that he explain what he was 
doing on that forbidden ground.

“ They must be all asleep—thanks to 
my friend, the druggist. Wonderful 
sleeping-powder,” he chuckled. “ Now 
for those jurors. I ’m going to succeed 
this time as sure as my name is what 
it is.”

He walked almost boldly down the 
corridor until he came to a bedroom, the 
door 'of which stood ajar. Inside the 
room he heard many voices ; and a be­
spectacled man approached him.

“ Beg your pardon,” he said to Grif­
fen, “ but might I ask your business here, 
sir. I believe you are intruding. -This 
suite of rooms is reserved for our espe­
cial use, you know,”

“ H a !” cried Griffen exultantly. “ I 
presume I am addressing one of the mem­
bers of 'the Bamford jury. Will you 
kindly step out into the corridor with 
me, sir. I have something to say to you 
in private ? ”

The bespectacled man complied. The

men within the room suddenly stopped 
their talking and assumed a listening at­
titude.

" Tell me, before I start in,” began 
Griffen, “ is it absolutely safe to talk? 
Are those guards sound asleep—each and 
every one of them? ”

“ Sure. They’re all right,” said the 
man in spectacles.

“ Then I will ask mv second question: 
How do you fellows stand in this trial? 
Are you going to acquit Bamford or send 
him to the chair? ”

“ We haven't made up our minds yet. 
The case isn’t finished, you know.”

“ Well, would you be insulted if some­
body were to offer you a bribe to vote for 
an acquittal?” asked Griffen softly.

“ That would depend upon the size of 
the bribe,” replied the other, with en­
couraging promptitude.

Griffen, much pleased, took a big roll 
of bills from his pocket and handed the 
man a thousand dollars. The other 
eagerly snatched the money.

“ All right,” he said. “ I’ll accept 
that offer and I ’ll hold out for an ac­
quittal like grim death. You can trust 
me.”

“ Say,” he added in a whisper, “ why 
don’t you make the same offer to the rest 
of the fellows. I think they’ll all vote 
your way for a thousand dollars.”

“ Do you really think so? ” gasped the 
excited Griffen. “ I’ll willingly give 
them a thousand dollars apiece if you’ll 
all agree to Vote for acquittal. If you 
are sure that they will agree to the propo­
sition, call them out here.”

“ I will. Let me have a few minutes 
to talk it over with them.”

The man in spectacles reentered the 
room and was closeted with his brethren 
for a short while. When he finally 
emerged, eleven men accompanied him.

“ A thousand dollars each, gentlemen, 
in exchange for your unanimous vote for 
an acquittal. Is it a bargain?” asked 
Griffen, his voice actually trembling with
eagerness.

Each man expressed his acceptance of 
the offer, and the lawyer handed out 
eleven one thousand-dollar bills.

“ Now you’d better hurry up and leave 
us.” suggested the man in spectacles. 
“ You can’t tell why may come up here 
any minute, and if you were discovered
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here you, as well as ourselves, would get 
into all sorts of trouble.”

Griffen saw the wisdom of this advice, 
and hurried down-stairs, using the stair­
way instead of the elevator.

“ Success!” he chuckled as he gained 
the ground floor. “ A great big sizzling 
success! Better than we ever dared to 
hope for. We shall have an acquittal 
instead of a disagreement. I guess I ’m 
the greatest jury-fixer that ever hap­
pened.”

The next day the great Bamford mur­
der trial came to an end. The jury re­
tired to consider its verdict.

Griffen anxiously awaited the an­
nouncement of the foreman.

As the twelve men filed into the jury- 
box, he eagerly scanned the faces of the 
jurymen. All of a sudden a shock 
passed through his system, for he sud­
denly realized that these men were 
not the men he had bribed to vote for ac­
quittal.

“ We find the prisoner guilty of mur­
der in the first degree," announced the 
foreman.

Griffen gasped in horror and surprise.
As he staggered out of the court-room 

he met the man with the spectacles whom 
he had encountered on the seventh floor 
of the Acropolis Hotel.

“ Hallo, sport! ” hailed the bespec­

tacled man. “ What do you think of the 
verdict? Guess you’re disappointed. 
You didn’t get your money’s worth.”

“ What does it all mean?” demanded 
Griffen. “ I thought you and your fel­
lows were those jurors. Who are you, 
anyway ? ”

“ I and my eleven friends are dele­
gates to the Grand Lodge of the Knights 
of Pythias. We are from Pottsville, and 
we are visiting New York to attend the 
convention. We are stopping at the 
Hotel Acropolis, and the manager has 
assigned us a suite of rooms on the sev­
enth floor, where the Bamford jury were 
quartered.

“ When you stepped off of the elevator 
you turned to the left and walked to­
ward our apartments/ instead of turning 
to the right and walking toward the 
jury.”

“ And you swindled me out of my 
money,” growled Griffen. “ You and 
your friends will get into trouble for 
that thieving trick.”

The man in the spectacles laughed de­
fiantly,

“ Pooh! I am not afraid of that,” he 
said. “ You cannot afford to have us 
arrested; for if you do you will reveal 
your own crookedness. You are stung, 
and, perhaps, this will teach you not to 
try to fix a jury.”

“ What H ave You Done With Brockway?”
By LLOYD THACHER.

The obstacles placed in the path of a man who had made 
up his mind to put out of his life every false thing.

I WAS not an old man, and the world 
had been very good to me; but 

every joy of my life was marred by the 
daily deception my appearance practised.

Ever since attaining my majority, 
some twenty years since, I had worn a 
wig of luxuriant brown hair. The fact 
that it was so beautiful a one and 
matched my heavy brown beard with 
such perfection that no stranger had 
ever suspected the truth, only added to 
my sense of guilt. - -

As I sat, this glorious evening, on the 
broad veranda oft the Adirondack hotel

whither the doctors of my distant home 
had sent me, the truth and beauty of the 
everlasting mountains round about over­
whelmed me. The honest eyes of the 
hotel dog, my stanch friend, looking into 
mine, seemed to say “ away with imposi­
tion.”

Suddenly a firm determination formed 
itself in my mind.
. I rose hastily and went to my room. 
When I had locked the door I stood 
gazing at my absolutely bald head re­
flected in the mirror, unadorned by the 
graceful brown locks. The incongruity
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of the heavy growth of hair on my face, 
surmounted, by the shiny crown above, 
made ' the picture ludicrous and not 
pathetic, as it actually was.

Again I donned my now repulsive wig. 
It was all or nothing! If I discarded 
the wig, the beard must go also!

I descended to the hotel barber-shop, 
only to find it closed for the day. So 
set had I become upon carrying out my 
plan of putting aside all trace of my 
years of false appearance that I was in 
a ridiculously dejected attitude as I sat 
on the veranda, when the voice of the 
genial landlord aroused me.
. “ Evening, Mr. Brockway." he said. 
“ How’s the cough? ”

“ Much better,” I replied gloomily, in 
the husky voice which had been the indi­
cation of my illness, but which was grad­
ually assuming Something of its natural 
tone. “ There are worse sorrows than 
hoarseness, though,” I added.

“ Right you are,” he replied. “ Keep­
ing servants contented in a country hotel, 
for instance.”

There was a moment’s silence, and I 
felt that he was observing my unwonted 
dejection intently.

“ Rheumatism’s better, too, ain’t i t? ” 
he went on. “ You couldn’t write your 
name on the register when you came. 
Bet you could now.”

I did not reply to his sally, for the 
sudden recollection had come to me that 
the village barber-shop was apt to be 
open even at this hour, and perhaps I 
would be able to accomplish my purpose 
that night, after all.

The proprietor, shaking his gray head 
in doubt as to the cause of my apparent 
absorption, started to reenter the hotel. 
Anxious not to appear uncivil and wish­
ing to prepare him somewhat for the 
change in my appearance the morning 
sun would disclose, I called after him:

“ Oh, Mr. Jenkins, your air here has 
done wonders for me—I think I ’m a lot 
better—and—and don’t be alarmed if 
anything very strange happens to me be­
fore to-morrow morning.”

He went behind his desk, apparently 
wondering, but slightly appeased.

The village barber-shop was open, 
but deserted save for the sleepy young 
man -who finally succeeded in removing 
the last trace of my beard. Half my

metamorphosis was accomplished, and I 
had already determined upon the scene 
for completing the change.

Very near the hotel was a beautiful 
little lake, and to-night as I unfastened 
a boat and paddled out upon it, the 
moonlight, the water, and the silence 
presented fitting surroundings for the 
fulfilling of my honest desire henceforth 
to be seen as nature intended I should.

It takes considerable courage, how- 
_ever, to alter one’s appearance for the 
worse, after one has become pardonably 
attached to it, and I glided about the 
lake for a long time before finally de­
ciding to take the fatal plunge. At 
last, not far from the shore I removed 
my h a t; then for the second time that 
evening the wig of brown left its accus­
tomed position. Placing within the lat­
ter a stone I had carried with me for 
this purpose, I rose in my unsteady craft, 
a changed man.

Casting into the rippling water the 
wig, weighted to sink, I cried out with 
a sudden wonderful complete return of 
my natural voice:

“ So may I always dispose of any false 
thing.”

The hills echoed my words, and with 
the sudden movement came a shaking of 
the boat, and I was pitched headlong 
after the disappearing hair.

To swim to shore with the light canoe 
half full of water presented visions of 
returning rheumatism, and to force my 
way through the weeds and mud of the 
landing suggested very realistic visions 
of other disagreeable results from the 
mishap. Yet I had to do both; and at 
length, however, I stood on the shore, 
the water running from my hatless and 
hairless head down my beardless face, 
and amalgamating with the mud which 
covered my clothes.

I must have been a disreputable look­
ing object as I entered 'the quiet hotel 
at an early hour of the morning and 
sneaked up the stairs to my room. 
Quietly I fitted my key into the lock of 
the door; but evidently I had forgotten 
to fasten it on leaving, for it opened at 
my pressure, and a sight met my eyes 
which filled me with indignation.

I stopped on the threshold and met 
the amazed look of two pairs of eyes. 
Jenkins, the proprietor, stood in the
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center of the room, arms outstretched as 
though my entrance had interrupted him 
in the midst of a violent harangue, and 
beyond him stvayed back and forth a 
pompous, very much excited old gentle­
man. I myself probably presented as 
strange a picture to them as they did 
to me.

At any rate, no one spoke until I had 
mastered my wrath and moved to a spot 
where I thought that the water dripping 
from my clothing would do the least 
harm.

“ May I ask for what purposes you 
have broken into my room during my 
absence ? ” I inquired in a cold voice, 
showing no trace of its late huskiness.

“ Your room!” mocked Jenkins. 
“ This ain’t your room, and I ’d like to 
know what business you’ve got in here, 
anyway—with Mr. Brockwav’s key in 
your hand, too?”

I then remembered my altered ap­
pearance,

“ Don’t you know me, Jenkins? Does 
my beard and—and hair—”

“ I never set eyes on you,” he broke 
in, “ and—”

“ Why, I ’m Brockway!”
“ You Brockway!” he sneered. 

“ That’s nerve for you.”
He thought intently a moment, and 

then, with a start, he turned to the old 
gentleman.

“ Say, Mr. Pardee,” he said hurriedly, 
“  keep your eye on him; watch the win­
dows,” and he darted past me to the 
door, locked it, and leaned back as 
though to give added security to the 
solid wood.

At the same time he pressed long on 
the electric-bell in the wainscoting.

My annoyance at his stupidity over>, 
came my wonder at his actions.

“ I am very wet,” I said, “ and would 
like extremely to get off these clothes. 
Jenkins, you will of course recognize me 
when I explain to you that my changed 
appearance is caused by the fact that you 
have always seen me wearing a wig and 
full beard. To-night I have shaved off 
the one and discarded the other. Now, 
if this gentleman desires to see me, I 
will beg him to wait until the morning.”

“ Say,” replied Jenkins, who had evi­
dently been more intent upon his own 
thoughts than on my remarks, “ that’s a

good story, and I must say that you act 
up to the part, but it don’t fool me. 
You ain’t no more like Brockway, nor as 
much, as I be.”

At that moment there came a knock 
on the door, and the proprietor, still 
keeping his eye on me, opened it and 
whispered a few words to the bell-boy, 
who had appeared in response to his ring.

“ This is all so ridiculous,” I laughed 
when he had finished. “ I ’ve got on the 
same clothes you saw me in this evening 
—am the same person—have the same 
features—eyes—nose—mouth—voice— ”

“ Voice, eh?” Jenkins interjected 
quickly. “ That’s all you know about 
it. Brockway was so hoarse he could 
hardly speak aloud.”

“ My voice came back to me suddenly 
to-night,” I explained.

“ So I see.”
“ But no matter,” I continued; “ I 

can easily convince you in the morning; 
get the barber who shaved me if neces­
sary. Meanwhile, will you please leave 
me? I am getting a very bad cold. 
And, Jenkins, will you please have a hot 
whisky sent up to me? ”

The proprietor sniffed.
“ Brockway didn’t drink,” he said.
Another rap at the door was heard. 

Jenkins called out, “ All right; wait a 
moment,” and then, turning to me, he 
spoke in a very different tone.

“ See here, Mr. Whatever-your-name 
is, and,” with a contemptuous glance 
from my mud-covered shoes to my shiny 
head, “ I guess it can’t be a very high- 
toned one. Mr. Pardee here came to 
me to-night from New York, looking for 
his son who disappeared from there 
about the time Mr. Brockway showed 
up here. Mr. Pardee’s son was sickly 
and worried, and has been traced to this 
neighborhood. He had a brown beard 
and curly hair, and,” impressively, “ a 
considerable sum of money. I told Mr. 
Pardee about Mr. Brockway and 'about 
noticing this very evening that he seemed 
despondent, and that he told me not to 
be surprised if something happened to 
him before morning.

“ Brockway’s description seemed to fit 
this gentleman’s son, so we came up here 
to this room, found it locked, and got no 
answer to our knocks. When we gets a 
key and opens the door—no one here—
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though Brockway always went to bed 
early. Then along you comes, sneaking 
up in his clothes, looking as though 
you’d had a fight. Ain’t the evidence 
pretty strong that you’ve changed clothes 
with Brockway before disposing of him 
and come back here to find - the money 
that he didn’t have with him? Do you 
think we’ll let you go?”

Jenkins then opened the door, and a 
bell-boy, accompanied by two husky 
hired men, entered.

“ Here,” continued the proprietor, 
“ are two fellers who will take care of 
you to-night. You can sleep in this 
room, and they’ll watch to see that you 
don’t get away—and they’ll be here to 
help Brockway if he should get back. 
In the morning you can tell the police 
Justice what you've done with Brockivay. 
Am I right, Mr. Pardee?”

The ridiculous complications certainly 
looked bad for me, but for my confidence 
that the appearance of the barber and 
his evidence of having shaved me would 
straighten matters out. I therefore re­
strained my inclinations to tell Jenkins 
what I thought of him in my desire to 
have the interview closed, and listened 
to the remarks Mr. Pardee had to con­
tribute.

“ Of course,” said the old gentleman, 
“ I am not certain that this Mr. Brock­
way was my son at all. Let us hope 
not,” devoutly, “ if any harm has be­
fallen him. At any rate, if you were he, 
it seems impossible that Mr. Jenkins 
would fail to know you—even without 
your beard—and—er—your head adorn­
ment. So, on the whole, I think it just 
as well to investigate.”

“ Very well,” I replied, looking for­
ward to their apologies in the morning, 
but above all at that moment desiring to 
get my body between dry blankets. “ I 
can assure you that I am Brockway, and 
that Brockway is not Mr. Pardee’s son. 
Now, however, good night— or morning. 
Thank you, Jenkins, for letting me have 
the privilege of sleeping in my own 
room.”

They retired from the scene, and I 
hastily removed my drenched garments 
and got into bed. What my two jailers 
did with themselves during the remain­
ing hours of darkness I did not know or 

(care.

In the morning the thoughtful pro­
prietor sent up a scanty breakfast for his 
prisoner, and my guards took turns in 
descending for theirs. As* I dressed for 
the day I could not entirely blame Jen­
kins for failing to believe my story. My 
appearance was so altered that my first 
look at myself in the mirror gave me a 
decided shock.

My toilet and breakfast was just about 
finished when the summons came from 
Jenkins to repair to the police court, 
where an examination was to be held 
while a search for the missing Brockway 
was being conducted.

The curious stares which greeted me 
in the hotel corridor savored a great deal 
of the repulsion for an accused abductor, 
and not one of the many guests with 
whom I was on good terms seemed to 
recognize me.

As the party, consisting of Jenkins, 
Mr. Pardee, my two jailers, and about 
half the guests of the hotel, reached the 
veranda, I stopped and addressed Jen­
kins.

“ This thing need go no further if you 
have any sense at all,” I said. “ Send 
for the barber, and if he identifies me as 
the person he shaved last night, and if he 
noticed that I wore a wig, which he 
could scarcely have failed to do while 
removing by beard, surely it will be un­
necessary for me to appear before your 
magistrate?”

“ Y—yes,” replied Jenkins doubtfully; 
and then with a return of the determina­
tion customary in a man who intends to 
stick by the position he has taken, “ but 
what’s the use? The barber can’t iden­
tify some one he has never seen.”

“ Send for him,” I said firmly, seating 
myself in my favorite chair, while about 
me stood an ever-increasing audience.

By the time Jenkins’s messenger re­
turned, the veranda held the largest 
crowd of its history—guests, employees, 
and native inhabitants of the town—all 
eager to see the criminal.

“ Why didn’t you bring the barber 
back with you?” I asked impatiently.

“ He—he’s gone on the morning train 
with the New' York excursion,” replied 
the youth.

Not a sound w'as to be heard. Each 
face was turned towmrd me— the culprit 
—to see how I took this blow.
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And then — as from far away — a 
sound did come. Around the corner of 
the building and into his favorite place 
in my lap, .where every one about the 
hotel had seen him many times, dashed 
my one true friend—the little dog. He 
did not lick my face, as was his wont in 
greeting, for his mouth was busy holding 
something.

In a moment I placed in its position—• 
wet, muddy, and scraggly as it was—my 
discarded wig, saved from the waters of 
the lake.

“ I guess,” said Jenkins, the proprie­
tor, “ that your board bill’s paid for as 
long as you want to stay, Mr. Brock­
way. Don’t you think— ? ”

He turned to where Mr. Pardee had 
been standing, but that gentleman’s arms 
were about the neck of a frail-looking 
man, who had evidently just emerged 
from the station omnibus, which stood 
before the hotel. The newcomer had a 
full brown beard and curly hair.

Then my little four-footed friend 
licked my face.

A S U M M O N S  AT D A W N .
By J. F. VALENTINE.

A n early call for the doctor which demanded more than a 

knowledge of drugs or surgery to bring to a successful issue.

IN a dull, sleep-deadened way, Powell 
realized that the telephone-bell was 

ringing wildly. Raising himself on one 
elbow, he murmured sleepily: “ Now, 
who the deuce—”

Suddenly shaking off the slumber fet­
ters that had held him so firmly, he 
sprang from his bed and, by the aid of 
the first gray streak of dawn that sifted 
through the partially drawn blinds, 
stumbled toward the instrument.

“ Well—w ell!” he exclaimed iihpa- 
tiently, as the ringing continued even 
after he had taken the receiver from the 
hook.

The insistent jingling finally stopped, 
and a strange voice inquired: “ Is this 
Dr. Powell?”

“ It is,” the now fully awakened physi­
cian replied.

“ Well, doctor, my name is Hopkins,” 
the voice at the other end informed him. 
“ Perhaps you do not recall me, but I 
met you at the hotel night before last.”

“ I cannot say that I remember the 
name,” Powell ventured in a very much 
annoyed tone.

“ That is immaterial,” the voice con­
tinued. “ When I met you I could not 
inform you of my business here in town; 
but now I can. I am an expert account­
ant, called here by the president of the 
bank, Mr. Smithers, to go over the books 
of the cashier, Mr. Wilson.”

“ I fail to see why your business here 
in town should necessitate your calling 
me from my bed at this hour, to give me 
an account of it. I assure you, I am not 
the least interested.”

Powell’s anger was most apparent.
“ Permit me to finish, and you will 

then understand.” The voice was icily 
cool. “ I have been examining Mr. Wil­
son’s books, and—you see, I had to work 
at night to keep the cashier from know­
ing what was going on.”

“ Look here! I do not know you, or 
care who you are,” Powell broke in, 
angry through and through. “ If this is 
supposed to be a joke, I fail to see it.”

“ Just a moment. During the night 
my investigation has shown that Wilson 
has robbed the bank of thousands of dol­
lars. Mr. Smithers, who had been wait­
ing all night for my report, hurried out 
to the cashier’s home as soon as he learned 
the truth, taking with him an officer, to 
place Wilson under arrest. He just 
phoned me, saying that Wilson shot him­
self as soon as confronted with the facts, 
and now lies dangerously wounded.”

“ The deuce you say! ” the doctor 
ejaculated.

“ Yes; and, as Mr. Smithers wants me 
at Wilson’s house immediately, he phoned 
me the sad news, and asked me to get 
you to come right out there in your ma­
chine, and to pick me up on your way.”
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“ I ’ll be dressed and started in ten 
minutes,” the physician quickly answered. 
“ Shall I pick you up at the bank? ”

“ No. because some one might be stir­
ring at this time, and the news would 
excite suspicion. Mr. Smithers wants to 
keep the unfortunate affair as quiet as 
possible. His instructions to me are to 
meet you away from the bank.”

“ Wilson lives about three miles out of 
town, on the main street,” Powell ex­
plained. “ If you are ready to leave now, 
do so. and walk north. I ’ll overtake you 
in a few moments.”

“ That’s the thing to do,” the voice re­
plied. “ Hurry as quickly as possible. 
Perhaps the unfortunate man is not hurt 
as much as Mr. Smithers thinks, and you 
may be able to pull him through. But 
mention it to no one—that is the presi­
dent’s wish. Good-by! ”

A click, and the doctor realized that 
the other party had rung off.

As Powell turned from the phone, and 
proceeded to dress with all possible speed, 
his wife, who had been roused from her 
slumber, queried: “ What is it, Jim? A 
call?”

“ Yes,” he replied absently.
“ Who is i ll? ”
“ Wilson,” was the brief reply.
“ What Wilson? ” Mrs. Powell per­

sisted. “ Not Dan Wilson?”
“ Yes, Dan Wilson. Poor fellow! 

Why, we were" kids at school together.” 
“ Why is he ‘poor fellow,’ Jim ?”
“ Because — because — ” stammered 

Powell; “ because he has met with an 
accident.”

The doctor was pulling at his tie, in an 
endeavor to adjust it.

“ I am mighty glad I have an automo­
bile,” he added, attempting to change the 
subject. “ It is certainly easier to hop 
right in, and let her go, than to hitch up 
a horse. But I must hurry.”

He leaned over and kissed his wife 
hastily.

“ I ’ll be back—well, as soon as I can.” 
Without another word he passed from 
the room.

Hurrying down the stairs, he rushed 
out of the front door, and toward the 
barn. He realized now why Smithers 
was so anxious to keep the awful truth 
from circulating.

West Montville was a small mining 
1 2  A

town, three-fourths of the population of 
which were foreigners who toiled many 
feet below the surface of the earth. But, 
as a class, they were a prudent lot, and 
the bank held the savings of them all, 
the miners looking forward to the time 
when their little pile -would be sufficient 
to take them back to the country that 
gave them birth, and where they would 
be able to end their days in rest and com­
parative comfort.

Powell notv realized that should any­
thing happen that would wdpe out these 
hard-earned savings, these same hard­
working, plodding people would become 
wild, irrational beings, who would take 
the law in their own hands, and a slight 
shiver passed, over him, as he felt certain 
of the riot and disturbance—yes, even 
loss of life—that would follow’.

In his nervouf apprehension his fingers 
fumbled clumsily with the lock that se­
cured the stable-door, but at length he 
had it unfastened, and, throwing it open, 
sprang into the steel steed he had pur­
chased only a few weeks previous, and of 
which he was justly proud.

“ Poor Dan Wilson,” Pow’ell mused, 
when he was under way. “ To think of 
his going wrong. Why, I ’d have trusted 
him with every cent I had! ”

The machine was rushing along the 
main street of the town, leaving a cloud 
of dust in its wake. But not a person 
was to be seen—the entire population was 
still lost in the land of nod. Suddenly, 
a slight turn in the road disclosed to the 
doctor’s view a man some distance ahead, 
who had turned and halted at the sound 
of the rapidly approaching car.'

It was only the matter of a few seconds 
to cover the intervening space, and Pow- 
ell drew up beside the stranger.

“ Well, doctor, you did that in pretty 
quick time,” was the cheerful greeting, as 
the man walked around the rear of the 
machine and stepped lightly into the seat 
on the doctor’s left.

Gazing straight into Powell’s face, he 
queried, with a half smile: “ Don’t*you 
remember me now? ”

“ Yes, I do,” was the thoughtful re­
sponse. “ You must pardon me for not 
recalling your name, but your face is 
very familiar. I recollect seeing you 
about town the last few days, and think 
I met you once at the hotel.”
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As Powell concluded, he again threw 
on the power, and the car sprang for­
ward, resuming its duty of annihilating 
space.

The doctor increased the speed, notch 
by notch, until they literally flew over the 
dusty road, leaving the sleeping town be­
hind them, and rapidly drawing nearer 
the home of the bank cashier, which was 
located about two miles out.

Powell’s eyes were fixed upon the road 
before them.

“ Did Smithers say how badly Wilson 
is hurt? ” he queried,-without looking up.

“ No, he did not.” A peculiar, harsh 
laugh broke from the lips of the stranger. 
“ I guess we can ease up a bit now; I 
■want to learn how to run this thing.”

For an instant the doctor raised his 
eyes from the road, and, as he did so, saw 
a pistol held in the otfier’s hand, and 
pointed at his head, in the most business­
like manner.

Powell threw off the power, allowing 
the car to run under the momentum it 
had gathered, and stared at the man by 
his side, upon whose face he saw a de­
termined look, which he realized presaged 
no good.

“ Why—why—what does this mean ? ” 
he stammered.

“ Mean? Mean?” the stranger* re­
peated in a shrill voice. “ It means that 
I want to get away from this town! ”

The car had come to a slow halt in the 
middle of the road, and Powell released 
his grip on the steering wheel. The 
physician’s first thought was that he had 
a crazy man for a companion, and his 
idea was to humor him until help of some 
description could be obtained.

“ Where would you like to go? ” Pow­
ell queried, with forced calmness.

“ To the next town,” the stranger 
replied. “ I know where it is—fifteen 
miles away. Take me there as quickly as 
possible. I want to get away from 
here! ”

“.O f course you shall get there,” the 
doctor assured him; “ and we’ll get there 
quickly, too. I’ll just show you how fast 
this car can go.”

“ Yes, let her out to the limit,” the 
other ordered, with a harsh laugh; then 
he added quickly: “ No ; show me how to 
run it. You’re from the town. Even the 
sight of you recalls the tragedy. I ’ll

learn, and then you get out. Go ahead, 
I say! ” he shouted, making a lunge 
at the doctor’s throat, his fingers out­
stretched as if to choke the breath from 
his body.

Realizing that events had taken a more 
serious turn than he had anticipated, 
Powell felt that some quick action must 
be taken.

A reassuring smile spread over his 
face.

“ Why, of course, my friend, you are at 
liberty to use my car. When you arrive 
at Grant’s Station leave it there, and I 
will send over for- it.”

Pressing a lever, he continued: “ You 
see, you press this, and then this ”—the 
car slowly gliding ahead—“ and the 
speed you regulate by this little lever. 
Really, quite simple, isn’t i t? ” 

i The stranger was following the physi­
cian’s every move. The wild look in 
his eyes had disappeared, and his mind 
seemed centered upon the working of the 
machinery.

Powell did not betray any nervousness 
now, although the stranger still clutched 
tightly in his right hand the revolver. 
But this was not necessary to force the 
doctor to obey orders, as his companion 
was a large-framed, muscular man, who 
would be more than a match for him if 
it came to a struggle.

Already the physician was revolving 
in his mind a plan to turn the tables, and 
his set jaw accentuated the determination 
of his purpose.

“ This lever here regulates the speed,” 
he repeated casually. “ I ’ll throw it 
ahead a little.”

The machine was now covering the 
ground at a good pace.

“ Let it go faster for a few miles,” the 
stranger ordered. “ Then slow up, and 
I ’ll request you to get out and leave the 
car to me! ”

The doctor started a trifle at this com­
mand. He had watched the man from 
the corner of his eye, and recognized the 
fact that he now seemed rational again.

The set expression returned to Pow­
ell’s face.

“ Very well, as you say. But first let 
me explain one more thing. If  you want 
to stop suddenly, see that little foot-lever 
there in front of you—down on the floor,' 
close by the dashboard ? ”
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“ This one?” the stranger queried, 
leaning forward a trifle.

“ No, not the large one—I mean the 
small one, to the right of that one. Can’t 
you see i t? ”

The man leaned farther forward, look­
ing steadily at the spot indicated.

“ I can’t—”
At that instant there was a grating of 

machinery, and the car came to such an 
abrupt stop . that it shivered and trem­
bled, and as it did so the body of the 
stranger shot over the dashboard—the 
position' Powell had gotten him into had 
been just the one he wanted—and landed 
on the edge of the road, about ten feet 
ahead.

At the exact second the physician had 
braced himself for the coup he had 
planned, and although thrown against 
the steering gear, with a force that 
caused him to emit a groan, he retained 
his seat; and, as the other landed in a 
heap, he threw on the power to the limit, 
and the machine gave a leap and tore 
by the prostrate figure before it had 
shown any signs of life.

The car was some feet beyond the 
stranger when the doctor heard, irL.quick 
succession, three revolver shots, and a 
bullet whizzed through the air, danger­
ously close to his head. But he raced on, 
unheeding, now realizing that his life 

s‘had been in grave danger.
Just ahead he could see the turn of 

the road that led up to Wilson’s place, 
and knowing he was now far out of 
pistol range, the doctor slowed down.

Drawing out his watch, after an ap­
prehensive glance over his shoulder, he 
exclaimed to himself: “ Only quarter of 
six! I thought it much later. A very 
busy hour for me,” he added, with a poor 
attempt at a laugh. “ The news of Wil­
sons attempted suicide—perhaps suc­
cessful—his robbery of the bank, a 
struggle with a madman, and then being 
made a target for revolver practise.”

He headed the machine into Wilson’s 
driveway, and as he approached the 
house the barking of a dog brought a 
servant to the front door.

Springing from the car, Powell in­
formed the woman: “ I am the doctor, 
and I presume you are waiting for me.”

“ Who do you wish to see, sir?” was 
the maid’s blank inquiry.

“ Mr. Wilson, of course! ” The physi­
cian was annoyed at the woman’s stu­
pidity.

“ Shure, sir, he’s asleep yit.”
“ Asleep ! ” exclaimed the astonished 

Powell. Then it occurred to him that 
undoubtedly the servants did not know 
of the tragedy. “ Then tell Mr. Srnith- 
ers I am here, if you please,” he added 
severely.

“ Mr. Smithers!” she repeated. 
“ Shure, he’s not here, sir.”

The doctor gazed around helplessly, 
his mind unable fully to grasp the infor­
mation he had just received. Could he 
be dreaming, was the thought that flashed 
through his brain, or had the strain of 
the early hour’s incidents been too much 
for him?

“ Why, Mr. Smithers—”
“ Is that you, Powell?” a voice that 

he recognized as Wilson’s called from 
above.

Glancing up, he saw the cashier’s face 
framed in the second-story window.

. “ Then you’re not hu rt! ” the doctor 
exclaimed, with a relieved sigh. “ For 
Heaven’s sake, come down here and let 
me tell you something—or explain some­
thing to me.”

Suddenly a great light of understand­
ing spread over his face.

“ Quickly! I think I understand it
now! ”

“ Understand what?” demanded the 
cashier.

“ Come down! Not a moment is to 
be lost.”

Wilson, alarmed at the physician’s 
speech and actions, quickly left the win­
dow and, throwing on a dressing-gown, 
was soon on the porch.

A few words told the doctor’s story, 
and the cashier agreed with the physi­
cian—there was something wrong some­
where, and haste was imperative.

“ I t’ll take me about two minutes to 
dress,” the now thoroughly excited Wil­
son declared. “ While I am doing that, 
you get Smithers on the phone, and have 
him meet us at the bank in fifteen min­
utes. Come inside—the phone is there in 
the library.”

After some delay in getting the presi­
dent on the other end of the wire, Powell 
imparted his fears of trouble, and re­
quested him to meet them at the bank.
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As he finished, Wilson came down the 
stairs, t%vo at a time, and they sprang 
into the automobile, taking a different 
road from the one on which the doctor 
had come out; as Wilson explained, there 
was no use in giving this fellow a chance 
to use any more cartridges upon them. 
In quick time they were back in town, 
and drew up before the bank.

Smithers had not arrived, but Wilson 
unlocked the doors, and the two men 
entered the building. There was nothing 
wrong in the front offices—a hasty glance 
assured the cashier of this—but a groan 
of horror and amazement escaped him as 
he hurried toward the rear, for the mas­
sive doors of the vault stood wide open!

For a brief second Wilson remained 
rooted to the spot. Then he made a dash 
for the yawning doors and, with feverish 
haste, looked through the drawers within.

Powell stood back respectfully, and at 
length the other turned and faced him, 
his face pale and drawn.

“ We’re robbed ! ” he groaned. “ All 
the currency and available securities 
stolen! ”

.A slammed door drew the attention 
of the two men to the front of the office, 
and they turned, to see Smithers hurry­
ing toward them.

A few words told him the news, and 
for a moment he, too, seemed stunned at 
the awful tidings.

“ Well, hadn’t vre better get the au­
thorities on the case?” Powell queried. 
“ We may nab the fellow yet.”

This speech had the effect of bringing 
the other two men to the realization of 
the fact that every moment aided the es­
cape of the criminal.

A hasty consultation decided that Wil­
son would stay to guard the broken vault, 
while Smithers and Powell would arouse 
the police and rush to where the stranger 
had been outwitted by the doctor.

Fifteen minutes later the available po­
lice force of the town—five men—to­
gether with Smithers and Powell, started 
out to hunt the burglar.

The exact spot of the stranger’s sud­
den propulsion into space was easily lo­
cated, and a widely beaten trail, that led 
through the meadow at the left, caused 
the chief of police to exclaim: “ If I ’m 
not mistaken, lie is hurt, and has dragged 
himself off through the grass.”

Turning to hisTour men, he ordered: 
“ Spread out and follow that path. But, 
look sharp; he’s got a gun, and may pot 
one of us before we get him! ”

The policemen stretched out and, with 
keen eyes scanning the ground in front 
of them, started through the field, Smith­
ers and Powell watching intently from 
the road.

The men advanced cautiously. They 
had already covered half the distance to 
the woods on the far side, when Smithers 
said: “ If he has secreted himself in the 
woods, they’ll—”

The sharp report of a revolver cut 
short his words, and they saw the officers 
rush toward the spot from which the 
flash had come.

A few seconds brief- wait, that seemed 
endless to the men at the roadside, then 
the chief stood up and waved his hand 
to them.

Understanding the signal as one of 
success, the two men bounded across the 
field to where the policemen were gath­
ered in a group, in the center of which 
lay the stranger. As the men separated 
to allow Powell to identify him, their 
eyes met for a second, then the other 
glanced away, grinding his teeth in rage.

“ His bullet nearly caught me,” one 
of the men remarked. “ I heard it sing 
by my ear.”

“ Yes, and I would have got you, tea, 
if it hadn’t been for this game leg of 
mine. The pain of it killed my nerve, I 
guess. It’s busted! ”

Powell leaned over him; then sudden­
ly rose again.

“ Which one is hurt?” he questioned.
“ Right one,” the man replied grimly.
“ All right. One of you men hold his 

left. I don’t want a kick from it.”
The doctor bent over cautiously, and 

felt tenderly of the injured member.
“ That over-the-dashboard trip you 

gave me did the work,” the man ex­
plained, a groan escaping him as the 
doctor concluded his examination.

“ Bad compound fracture,” Powell ob­
served, rising again. H “ One of you men 
had better hurry back to town and send 
the ambulance out for him.”

As an officer hastened off to execute 
the doctor’s orders, Smithers proceeded 
to question the man regarding the miss­
ing money and securities, but he turned
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a deaf ear to all inquiries; and when 
some time later the ambulance arrived, 
they were as much in the dark as ever 
regarding the booty. The prisoner was 
driven off to the hospital, his secret 
safely stored away in his brain.

As Smithers and Powell watched the 
ambulance slowly make its way toward 
town.again, the president queried: “ Are 
you sure none of his bullets hit your 
machine? ”

“ I ’m certain one didn’t,” the doctor 
exclaimed. “ It nearly hit my head, 
though. I ’ll just look, anyway.”

Leading the uTav toward the rear of 
the car, he burst out in an exclamation 
of dismay as he saw' a ragged hole in 
the polished surface of the body.

“ Confound him! ” he muttered angri­
ly. “ Just look at that! ”

“ That’s too bad, Powell,” Smithers 
sympathized. “ It’s lucky, though, the 
bullet didn’t  strike you on the leg.”

“ Yes, but—”
The physician had already lifted the 

hinged cover of the body, disclosing the 
compartment where he always carried his 
bag of surgical instruments.

“ Why, what’s this? ” he burst out.
The bank president leaped to his side, 

wondering what the new disclosure could 
be. One glance, and he stood as if 
riveted to the spot! There, before his as­
tonished eyes, beside the doctor’s satchel, 
rested a large grip, and evidently a 
strange one to Powell!

“ Can it be—” Smithers did not finish 
the sentence; he feared to hope it.

But the other understood, and. with 
feverish anxiety, attempted to open the 
bag. But his efforts were of no avail.

Neither spoke a^word, as the doctor 
plunged his hand into his instrument- 
case and, drawing from within a razor- 
edged surgeon’s knife, deftly cut open 
the strange bag. As he did so, Smithers 
thrust his hand into the opening, fum­
bled within, then gave vent to a loud cry 
of joy. It held the stolen property!

“ I know now' when he put it there! ” 
the. doctor exclaimed. “ When I over­
took him on the toad he was standing on 
the right side. Then he went around the 
back of the car, to get to the left, and 
must have dropped it in here then. I 
did not see it at all. He undoubtedly 
held it behind him all the time.”

The ride back to town was a happy 
one for both the men, Powell in his ex­
citement forgetting entirely his scarred 
car.

After delivering the contents of the 
satchel to the anxiously waiting Wilson, 
the two men proceeded to the hospital.

When they told the prisoner of the 
recovery of the securities the man broke 
dowm and confessed all.

He had been in town a week, carefully 
laying his plans. Knowing there was no 
train out of West Montville till eight- 
fifteen in the morning—too late for a 
safe getaway—he had learned there was 
one that left Grant’s Station, a town fif­
teen miles distant, at six-thirty. So he 
had carefully arranged to catch this one, 
and to use the ruse in connection w'ith 
the doctor’s motor.

“ A cleverly laid plan,” Smithers 
mused, as the two men left the prisoner’s 
bedside. “ Still, the best-laid plans of 
mice and men—”

“ But I ’m sorry I wras singled out to 
do the transportation act,” ‘ Powell re­
marked grimly. “ A perforated car is 
certainly not a thing of beauty and a joy. 
forever.”

The bank president looked up quickly.
“ Oh. yes, Powell, I nearly forgot 

about that. You send your bank-book 
around later in the day. When it is bal­
anced you’ll find you have enough to 
repair the body of your machine, and a 
nice sum besides, I can assure you. I 
must hurry back to the bank now. Bering 
the book down yourself, as I want to give 
it back to you personally, together with 
thanks from the directors of the Bank of 
W est  M o n tv i l le .”

RETRIBUTION,

S u c h  punishment as human skill 
May compass for our sin 

Is infinitesimal to that 
Of our own fashioning.

F ra n k  H .  Sioect.



THAT OTHER GIRL’S PICTURE.
By GARRET SMITH.

Trouble galore over a photograph that was pretty in itself, 
but ugly indeed in the incidents to which it gave rise.

E RNEST HARPER had just sent 
his photograph to Eugenia. He 

had expected to make a hit. He hadn’t. 
It all came about through a stupid, puz­
zling mistake.

Becoming engaged to Eugenia Glover 
had been difficult. There were times, 
however, when Ernest Harper found be­
ing engaged to that charming young lady 
still more difficult.

Not that he didn’t really love her. 
He never doubted that for a moment. 
As for Eugenia, her little bursts of jeal­
ous fury were generally followed by 
periods of affection more than ever mani­
fest.

Again, to-day, there were signs of 
storm. He had called to bask in the 
warmth of Eugenia’s praise for the pic­
tured likeness of his own by no means 
uncomely self.

No sooner had the butler ushered him 
into her presence, however, than it was 
clear there was nothing going on in the 
basking line. His immediately subse­
quent actions were more on the order of 
the crouch and shiver.

“ Hallo, girlie! ” was his enthusiastic 
greeting.

“ Good afternoon,” came back coolly 
from the girl in the straight-back chair 
by the window.

Eugenia always sat in a straight-back 
chair when she was unpleasant.

Ernest bent over to bestow his usual 
welcoming kiss, and received only a most 
unsatisfactory peck from a pair of dainty 
but stern lips.

His appealing glance a t the s o f a  w a s  
ignored, so" he sank disconsolately into a 
solitary rocking-chair—and crouched.

It came!
“ Who's that other girl, Ernest Har­

per?” was the form it took.
This caught Ernest all unawares. His 

blank amazement was ignored. His hesi-. 
fating silerice condemned him.

111 thought that would startle you a 
bit,” she snapped. “ Unfortunately for 
you, Ernest, I know all your girl ac­
quaintances and relatives who have given 
you photographs. This is a brand-new 
one. Of course you’ve missed the pic­
ture. It must be precious to be wrapped 
up so carefully with your own. Oh, it 
was an unlucky mistake—for you! I ’m 
glad it happened.”

Incipient tears evident!
“ What on earth do you mean?” 

gasped Ernest.
“ Mean? How dare you ask such an 

impudent question ? Oh, of course you 
are surprised. I ’ll show you. Wait a 
minute.’”

She flounced into the hall and up-stairs. 
In a moment she returned with a photo­
graph, which she thrust into the face of 
her bewildered fiance.

It was the likeness of a very pretty girl, 
though, of a style quite different from that 
of Miss Glover.

“ Beautiful, isn’t she?” snapped Eu­
genia sarcastically. “ I believe you ad­
mire a big mouth and a long nose, though. 
If I could only make my hair resemble a 
cedar-bush, I might have held your ad­
miration a little more exclusively.”

“ But, my dear, what do you mean? 
Where did you get this? I never saw it 
before,” insisted Ernest, perhaps looking 
a little too admiringly at the offending 
picture.

“ Do you mean to tell me, Ernest Har­
per, that that photograph could have 
been carefully placed behind yours in the 
same f o ld e r  and wrapped up with it 
without your knowing it? I suppose 
your mother or sister came in while you 
were admiring your new acquisition, and 
you slipped it into the folder with your 
photograph to hide it. Or, perhaps put­
ting it with your own picture was just a 
pretty sentiment. Then you sent the 
combination to me by mistake. What
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company is she In, Ernest? I suppose 
she’s ravishing in—in—ah—stage cos­
tume.”

Eugenia had snatched the photograph 
away and stood glaring at her victim.

“ Let me see it again! ” demanded 
Ernest, struggling for a clue to the situ­
ation.

“ No, you don’t ! ” said the girl. “ Go 
see the original.”

With that she tossed the offending 
cardboard into the grate, and in a min­
ute it was reduced to ashes.

“ See here, Eugenia,” cried Ernest, 
picking up his hat; “ either you yourself 
are playing a shabby trick, just to see me 
storm, or some of mv fool friends have 
perpetrated a hugely funny practical 
joke. I ’ll find out. Meanwhile I ’ll leave 
you to repent or get a little more reason^ 
able.”

Ernest retired swiftly, emphazing his 
exit by slamming two doors.

Eugenia curled up helplessly on the 
sofa and wept real tears.

II.

E r n e s t 's  progress down Fifth Avenue 
was marked by a rapid succession of ver­
bal outbursts which it would not be wise 
to quote. At Fifty-Ninth Street he saw 
a light.

He had taken one of his photographs, 
he remembered, to the club for inspection 
the day tfiey arrived. It had been passed 
around freely among a group of close 
friends. Said close friends were fond of ' 
jokes.

It would have been easy for one of 
them to slip one of the club’s collection 
of stage photographs behind his in the 
cardboard folder. It might easily have 
escaped his attention.

Ernest hurried to the club, recalling 
on the way the names of the men who 
had been present the day he exhibited the 
photograph.

The rest of the day he spent laying 
for the members of that gay crew one by 
one, and darkly hinting at the photo­
graph as a feeler to discover, if possible, 
traces of guilt. He found none. In­
stead, he aroused suspicion in the breasts 
of two ingenious brethren, who managed 
to dine with him that night and cross- 
examine him.

Little by little, in growing anger, 
Ernest betrayed what had happened; and 
by the time the men had gathered around 
the grate, after dinner, to smoke, he was 
in a towering rage. He delivered accu­
sations right and left, to the infinite de­
light of his fellow members.

He went home that night with a feel­
ing of personal enmity toward every man 
in the club, and leaving behind him an­
other nine days’ topic for gossip. He had 
learned nothing, however.

The next morning, acting on a new 
idea, he visited Tracy’s photograph gal­
leries, where his pictures had been made, 
hoping to find that it was simply a case 
of error.

No, there was no error, as far as was 
known there, in the delivery of photo­
graphs, so he was told by the polite young 
man at the desk. When Ernest insisted, 
a careful search of their records revealed 
nothing.

At last Ernest, in desperation, said: 
*  See here j  you look as though you might 
be willing to help a fellow out. I sent 
my photograph to the young lady to 
whom I am engaged, and in some dia­
bolical way a photograph of another girl 
was wrapped up with it. I never saw 
the girl, but my fiancee thinks I have 
and is a little unpleasant about it, you 
know.

“ Can’t you write a note to me on the 
firm’s paper telling me a mistake has been 
discovered? I can use that as evidence 
to clear myself. I ’ll gladly pay you any­
thing you ask.”

The clerk laughed immoderately at this 
tale of wo, but refused absolutely to be 
bribed.

“ My job looks too good to me,” he 
said, 11 to run any risk of losing it.”

So Ernest departed in despair.

III.

I n the meantime, Eugenia was experL 
encing a reaction. It verged on repent­
ance. With time to think more calmly, 
the idea persistently haunted her that a 
mistake was the most likely solution, and 
that in a burst of insane jealousy she had 
jumped to conclusions that now' appeared 
very absurd.

i But before, her pride would let her 
sepd for Ernest, she decided to prove this
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theory. Looking up the name of the 
photographer on Ernest’s picture, she 
started at once for Tracy’s studio.

She regretted that she had bufned the 
other girl’s picture, as that would have 
told her at once whether the two photo­
graphs came from the same gallery.

This point was soon settled, however, 
As • she turned in at the street entrance 
of the studio, a man was rearranging the 
display-case. Her eye was caught by a 
new photograph he was just putting up.

It was that of the other girl.
Eugenia ascended the elevator exult­

antly. The mistake theory seemed about 
to be demonstrated. She decided at once 
to purchase Ernest a new silk tie as a 
peace-offering. First, however, she must 
find out who the girl was and have a lit­
tle fun with “ the dear boy.”

At the desk she was confronted by the 
clerk who had repulsed Ernest’s offer of 
a bribe the day before.

“ I want to find out,” she began sweet­
ly, “ the name of a giri whose photograph 
I noticed in your case down-stairs. She 
looks like some one I knew-.as a little girl 
and have lost track of,” she added with 
mendacious inspiration, seeing a look of 
denial on the clerk’s face.

“ I ’m sorry, miss,” he said firmly, “ but 
■it’s against the rules to give the names 
of our patrons without their express per­
mission. If you will tell me which photo 
you refer to, perhaps I can communicate , 
■with the lady, giving your name, and say­
ing you wish to communicate with her. 
Here is a duplicate of the case down­
stairs.”

Eugenia, not enthusiastic over this 
turn of affairs, especially as she did not 
care to have her name known, turned to 
the case to gain time and pointed out the 
beautiful stranger.

A look of suspicion and amazement 
came over the young man’s face.

“ You must have made a mistake,” he 
said hurriedly. “ I am sure you do not 
care to see this lady.”

His attitude surprised Eugenia.
“ I suppose I am making an unusual 

request,” she faltered, “ but—”
“ Pardon me; not at all unusual,” the 

clerk interrupted. “ We have this sort 
of thing almost every day. I could tell 
some strange tales,” he went on hurriedly, 
as though he wished to steer his caller

from her original purpose. ” Why, only 
yesterday, a young man tried to bribe me 
to write a note to him claiming we had 
made a mistake we never had made. It 
seems he’d sent a photo of himself to his 
girl, and by mistake got a picture of an­
other girl mixed in with it. There was 
trouble, of course, and he thought he 
could hire us to take the blame. He—”

Here the surprised young man found 
himself without a listener. Eugenia, 
suddenly white and furious, had fled.

“ It’s true, after a ll! ’’ she moaned as 
she left the elevator. “ Oh, I could for­
give him if he hadn’t lied to me! And 
he tried to bribe another man to help him 
lie! Liar! Briber! Oh, how I hate 
him! ”

Miss Glover was very unhappy.
That evening her fury was fanned still 

farther. Jack Pendleton, one of Ernest’s 
fellow club members, called, and, not 
realizing the seriousness of the situation, 
remarked in the course of conversation:

“ I understand Ernest sent you a photo 
of one of his friends the other day.”

Eugenia, amazed that her little private 
tragedy was club gossip, only looked 
blankly at him.

Jack, misled into thinking the incident 
might have been exaggerated and that his 
hostess did not even recall it, made things 
worse by adding: “ Oh, Erny told us
all about how you caught him with the 
goods. I ’m glad he’s forgiven.”

“ Please say no more about it,” said the 
unhappy Eugenia in a voice so strained 
that Mr. Pendleton at once perceived he 
had placed his foot in the middle of a 
situation.

Conversation died, and he soon de­
parted.

Again the sofa and more tears from
Eugenia.

“ O h! oh ! How heartless a man can 
be! ” she sobbed. “ Told those horrid 
fellows at the club all about our quarrel, 
and thought it was a good joke. I ’m 
glad I found him out.”

Just to prove to herself how glad she 
was, Miss Glover went to bed and cried 
some more.

IV.

T h e  next morning a worn and haggard 
Eugenia arose after an almost sleepless 
night. She resolved first to write to
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Ernest, tell him it was all over between 
them, and send back his ring. After that, 
she didn’t care what happened.

Pleading a headache, she canceled all 
engagements for the day and denied her­
self to callers. As she sat listlessly at 
the window of her boudoir, gazing across 
the park, her eye fell on the occupant 
-of a carriage, at that moment turning into 
the park entrance from the avenue.

It was that other g irl!
Eugenia acted on impulse. Ringing 

feverishly for her carriage and her maid, 
in fifteen minutes she was dressed for the 
street and at the door.

She ordered the coachman to drive 
rapidly through the park, and sat strain­
ing her ’vyes at every carriage, far and 
near, in the forlorn hope that she might, 
by some chance, run across her rival. 
What she would do if she found her she 
had no idea.

For an hour the bewildered coachman, 
obeying erratic orders, drove about the 
roadways. At length, Eugenia gave it 
up and chided herself for such foolish­
ness.

Just as they turned to go back, how­
ever, they almost ran into the much- 
sought vehicle. Pursuer and pursued 
looked into each other’s eyes, one with 
jealous curiosity, the other all uncon­
scious.

Eugenia ordered the coachman to turn, 
and, no longer trying to conceal her pur­
poses, directed the man to follow the car­
riage they had just met. She wished 
merely to learn where the other girl lived 
and find out her name, if possible.

The unknown was evidently enjoying 
the scenery in that section of the park, for 
twice her coachman turned and drove 
slowly back over the long winding road. 
Each time as she turned she looked into 
the eyes of the pursuing Eugenia.

At the third encounter, recognition and 
surprise were evident in her expression. 
The strange lady spoke hurriedly to her 
coachman, who whipped up his horses 
and left the park at the nearest exit.

Miss Glover followed.
The stranger looked back and noted 

that fact. She was now manifestly indig­
nant.

In a few minutes the carriage ahead 
stopped at the St. Regis. The lady 
alighted. So did Eugenia.

Now Miss Glover had not the slightest 
idea of" precipitately., demanding an in­
terview'. She had intended simply to fol­
low the other girl into the hotel, learn 
her name, and write to her. But the next 
move of the unknown took her unawares.

Eugenia, in her eagerness, had followed 
too closely. The other had turned to 
confront her, after speaking hurriedly to 
the doorman, and Eugenia stepped from 
her carriage; face to face with the stran­
ger.

“ Please follow me no farther,” said 
the latter in a voice remarkable for its 
sweetness and culture. “ Haven’t you 
made a mistake ? ”

“ May I have a moment to speak with 
you?” asked Eugenia, not knowing what 
else to say.

At this moment an attendant, called 
by the doorman, stepped between them. 
One or two passers-by .stopped and 
looked on curiously.

The stranger saw that a scene was im-. 
minent, and, asking the attendant to 
step back but to keep them in sight, said 
to Eugenia: “ Please come into the hotel, 
where we can talk.”

Eugenia followed into one of the par­
lors. Two attendants sauntered up, as if 
by accident, and stood in the doonvay.

It was a much-wilted Eugenia Who 
now faced the inquiring gaze of’ her un­
willing hostess.

“ Well,” said the latter, “ what can I 
do for you? ”

Nervous fear was very apparent in the 
girl’s manner.

Eugenia gulped hard and plunged 
right into the middle of her subject in 
the most unguarded and undiplomatic 
manner possible.

“ I want to know,” she declared, “ why 
you are accepting the attentions of Ernest 
Harper, my fiance; that is, he was. 
Maybe you didn’t know, but I want to 
warn you. I saw your picture, you know. 
He tried to keep it from me, but I saw 
it by accident. I don’t know who you are, 
but can’t you see you are breaking an­
other girl’s heart? ”

Eugenia knew she was going to erv, 
and turned to the window to hide that 
fact.

The other girl, who had been eying 
the door anxiously, now lobked intensely 
relieved.
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The house detective and a uniformed 
policeman were approaching them.

The other girl rushed over to the men 
and whispered: “ She is crazy, just as
I feared. I thought at first she might 
possibly be another of those newspaper 
women who have' pestered me to death 
ever since I landed. Please get her out 
as quietly as possible, and don’t make it 
necessary for me to appear. The poor 
girl seems to be a lady. Learn her name, 
and take her home, if you can. I ’ll be 
in my apartments if you need me.”

They bowed with great deference, and 
the woman left the room.

Eugenia had overheard a little, how­
ever, and understood. She was to be ar­
rested as an insane person

Half fainting, she dropped into a 
chair. The detective approached her 
quietly, and said: “ Miss, I ’m sorry to
disturb you, but you seem to be unwell. 
Won’t you let me see you to your car­
riage and have you taken home?”

“ It’s all a mistake,” cried Eugenia 
hysterically. “ I ’m no more crazy than 
you are.”

This statement and the manner _of its 
expression only further Convinced the 
astute officers.

“ Just give me your name and address, 
miss,” interposed he of the uniform. 
“ I’ll see that you get home all right.”

“ You’ll do nothing of the sort,” said 
Eugenia. “ I ’ll go to the police station 
first before I ’ll have my people mixed up 
in this.”

The men looked helpless for a moment. 
Then the uniformed man, being the more 
callous of the two, said:

“ Just come with me, then. Put your 
veil down, if you wish, in case anybody 
knows you around here.”

Mechanically, Eugenia obeyed. Her 
one earnest desire now was to avoid pub- 

* licity.
At the entrance she refused to call her 

carriage, so the house detective consid­
erately called a public conveyance, the 
policeman mounted the box with the 
driver, and Eugenia, fortunately heavily 
veiled, started off on her first experience 
as a prisoner, the center of many curious 
gazes and speculations.

At the station she persistently refused 
to give the matron her name, so she was 
finally--sent to Bellevue, to be examined

as to her sanity. And by this time she 
had grave doubts of it herself.

There, late that evening, her father 
found her. The coachman, after waiting 
three hours for her, inquired in the hotel. 
Not learning of her whereabouts, he 
decided that his mistress had gone away, 
perhaps with one of her friends, and for­
got to tell him. So he went home.

When Eugenia did not return in the 
evening, he was cross-examined by her 
parents. They called up the St. Regis, 
and the clerk at once suspected that he 
had a clue to the identity of the insane 
girl. He told the anxious father the cir­
cumstances, refusing, of course, the name 
of the other lady in question, and assuring 
him that the affair had been kept from 
the papers.

V.

So, at midnight, Eugenia rode home, 
weeping on her father’s shoulder. The 
family doctor assured them that she was 
not insane, but merely on the verge of a 
nervous breakdown, and warned them 
that the cause must be removed as soon as 
possible.

Eugenia’s mother .gently drew from 
her the cause of the trouble, and the next 
day a conference with Ernest followed.

The father and mother were more puz­
zled than ever, the mother inclined to 
blame Ernest, and the father convinced 
that his daughter was “ a jealous little 
-fool 1 ”

Eugenia refused to see her lover. And 
there things stood for three days.

Toward noon of the fourth day Mr. 
Glover and Ernest appeared at the house 
together, glee ancl amusement apparent 
on both their faces. Ernest waited in the 
library while Mr. Glover found his wife.

“ Read that and show it to .Eugenia, 
please,” he said, handing her a clipping 
from one of the yellow morning papers.

The mother read it through in pro­
found surprise while her husband 
watched her triumphantly.

“ Ernest is down-stairs and wants to 
see Eugenia as soon as she reads it,” he 
said, and went back to his office appar­
ently content.

Mrs. Glover found her daughter again 
by the window of the boudoir. She 
gave her the clipping without comment, 
and left her to read it alone.
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This was the head that caught Eu­
genia’s eye:

YOUNG DUCHESS
SUES PHOTOGRAPHER

The opening paragraph ran :
The beautiful young Duchess of 

Manxbury, who is in this city with the 
duke on their wedding-tour, has brought 
suit against Tracy, the Fifth Avenue 
photographer, alleging that either by 
mistake or intentionally he allowed one 
photograph of her, from a lot she had 
made there recently, to get into the 
hands of a stranger, thereby causing her 
much annoyance. Early this week the 
duchess was attacked at the St. Regis, 
where she is stopping, by an insane girl, 
whose name is not given, but who is said 
to be well known in society. She was 
under the delusion that the duchess was 
trying to alienate the affections of a 
young man, also well known in society, 
who is engaged to the unfortunate girl.

The girl declared to the duchess that 
one of the latter’s photographs was in 
the young man’s possession. The duch­
ess, investigating the next day an un­
opened package of photographs from 
the Tracy galleries, found the package 
one short of the right number. Tracy 
admits that a mistake must have been 
made, but cannot trace the missing pic­
ture. All efforts to learn the names of 
the other persons concerned have failed.
The article went on to describe the 

girl duchess and her romantic marriage. 
Eugenia read every word of it with 
growing interest, then unfolded the clip­
ping. On the other half of it was the 
picture of that other girl.

A few' minutes later Eugenia looked 
up from the protecting shoulder of the 
happy Ernest, and, twinkling humorously 
through her tears, whispered:

“ Isn’t it lucky, Erny, they didn’t send 
your picture to the duke?”

T H E  G R E E N  S U N .
By CHARLES CAREY.

The herculean task one man set himself, inspired 
by love and the astounding outcome of success.

SCHLUSKY KATZ rose to his feet, 
carefully dusting the knees of his 

trousers and rearranging his tie, wrhich 
had slipped its moorings under the fer­
vor of his pleading.

“ As I understand it, then, Gene­
vieve,” he said hoarsely, “ you refuse me 
merely on account of my unfortunate 
name. My wealth, my abilities, my 
stainless character, even the love which 
you profess to bear me, cannot overcome 
that single handicap?”

“ Yes,” she answered sadly, “ it is the 
truth. I recognize the force of all you 
urge, and, as you say, I am very fond of 
you; but I cannot accept such a name.

“ Mrs. Schlusky K atz!” she repeated 
with a shudder. “ No, no; it is too 
much to ask of any woman. Why, just 
think,” with a delicate blush, “ if we 
should have any children, they would be 
known as the Kittens! Can you not,” 
eagerly, “ oh, my darling, will you not 
change it for my sake?”

Schlusky Katz bowed his head in his 
hands and trembled under stress of the 
terrible temptation; but his fortitude 
emerged unscathed.

“ Impossible! ” he groaned, striding 
up and down the floor in his agitation. 
“ Impossible, Genevieve! I gave an 
oath to my father upon his death-Bed 
that nothing — no hope nor fear, no 
favor or reward—would ever induce me 
to alter by a single letter the ancient 
patronymic of our race. I cannot i for­
swear myself upon that solemn vow even 
to win you.”

“ Then,” she said low' but firmly, “ all 
is over between us. You would better 
go now, and perhaps it were well that 
we did not see each other again.”

“ No, no,” he protested. “ I cannot 
give you up. You are all the world to 
me, the center and circumference of all 
my hopes and dreams—of my very life 
itself! Better, indeed, to die than to 
drag on a weary existence without you.
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Is there no hope, Genevieve? May it 
not be possible that you will change your 
mind ? ”

She shook her head, and although her 
expression was regretful, he could see 
that her decision was as unalterable as 
his own.

For a moment he faltered before the 
evident inflexibility of her resolve, and 
half turned to go; then with the tenacity 
of a lover returned to the charge.

“ There must be some way,” he insist­
ed ; “ some way of surmounting this ab­
surd barrier between us. Let me think.”

He thrust his fingers through his raven 
hair, and scowled at the carpet in the 
frenzied effort to evolve a solution to 
their problem; but none came. At last 
Genevieve, growing weary of his con­
tinued abstraction, covered a yawn with 
her pretty fingers and gently intimated 
that he might as well give over the hope­
less task.

But Schlusky Katz had just then re­
ceived his inspiration, and sprang to his 
feet, his eyes blazing with excitement.

“ Ha! ” he cried. “ Suppose, my Gen­
evieve, I should do some great thing, 
some mighty undertaking which would 
give me undying fame, and lead all men 
to pay homage to the name you so cor­
dially detest. Would you then decline 
to accept it? ”

“ No,” she admitted hesitatingly, after 
a moment’s thought. “ Tshaikowsky 
and Tolstoy both of them sound like 
sneezes, and Roosevelt, so far as that 
goes, is no very pretty name; yet no 
woman would refuse to bear them. I 
suppose even Katz might be so gilded 
by achievement as to be endured.

“ But how will you accomplish such 
renown?” and a note of deprecation 
stole into her voice. “ You are no poet, 
artist, or musician, Schlusky, with a mes­
sage from' heaven to mankind; you are 
no actor or preacher; no inventor or 
scientist even; there is no war wherein 
vou might win glory by land or sea. 
How, then, do you expect to enroll the 
name of Katz among the stars? ”

Her skeptic attitude, however, was not 
able to dash his enthusiasm.

“ How?” he repeated scornfully. 
“ That is a mere detail to which I have 
not yet given thought. Sufficient for me 
to know that the doing of it will give

me you. Do you think I can fail when 
such a prize as that awaits the success 
of my endeavors?”

He spoke with such genuine rapture 
and such positive assurance that she was 
quite carried away, and almost told him 
that she was ready to abjure her deter­
mination and take him now, so that they 
might climb together to the dizzy heights 
of his aspiration.

Then she happened to think that per­
haps he might need the stimulus of 
striving for a certain goal in order to 
call forth his best efforts, and she re­
mained discreetly silent.

She could not help, however, showing 
her admiration, and even permitted him 
the unusual favor of kissing her hand.

“ Oh, my knight! ” she cried glow­
ingly. “ My gallant champion ! I, too, 
feel that you cannot fail. See ”—she 
took a knot of emerald ribbon from her 
shoulder and pinned it to his lapel—“ I 
give you my colors. This will be to you 
a sure guerdon of success!

“ I think, though,” she added pru­
dently, “ it might be wise for us not to 
see each other again until your purpose 
is attained, dear Schlusky. You will 
need singleness of aim and unflagging 
perseverance to gain your victory, and 
to be with me would only disturb and 
unsettle your thoughts.

“ Besides,” with coy confession, “ I 
dare not trust myself. I might in an 
unguarded moment yield to your per­
suasion and marry you, only later on to 
regret mv weakness. No, my love, go 
forth and fight the battle alone, unham­
pered bv a woman’s timid fears, feeling 
only that the best of me—my hopes and 
prayers—go with you.”

She again gave him her hand to kiss, 
and Schlusky, although at first inclined to 
look a little dubious, was so uplifted by 
this mark of confidence that in the end 
he agreed to her stipulation. It would 
only be a month or so, anyway, he told 
himself, before he should have the right 
to her continual society; for surely that 
was ample allowance, considering his in­
centive.

“ ‘ One day with heart and soul,’ ”— 
he quoted Emerson— ” 1 is more than 
time enough to find a world; ’ ” and 
walked home upon air, seeing him­
self already the husband of Genevieve,
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and the name of Katz written high 
among those of the immortals.

But when he had reached his cham­
ber, and had sat himself down deliber­
ately to plan out the nature of his cam­
paign for fame, the first flush of his 
elation faded, and he began to feel that 
it might not be so easy a business, after 
all.

He did not want to wait until he was 
ninety and toothless before he should 
lead Genevieve to the altar.

Then he thought of some of the 
“ Young Napoleons of Finance ” of 
whom he had heard; but he had never 
had any “ head for figures,” leaving all 
the details of the business bequeathed to 
him by his father to managers and 
agents, and, anyhow, the careers of the 
"Young Napoleons” aforesaid did not 
especially appeal to him.

Similarly, a life of crime, although 
affording undeniable opportunities for 
eclat, was firmly put aside. The con­
tingencies were too unpleasant for sober 
consideration.

Apparently, this left only a military 
or naval role, or an essay into statecraft 
as remaining avenues to distinction, and 
it was undoubtedly true that many a 
neophyte had gained meteoric success in 
those fields; but one could hardly 
achieve prestige in arms, as Genevieve 
had pointed out, when there was no war 
or likelihood of war, and as for politics, 
Schlusky, on the strength of his money, 
had once been nominated for Assembly- 
man, only to be disgracefully beaten at 
the polls.

The very thought of that experience 
with the associations it had imposed 
upon him, and the derision which his 
unfortunate name had aroused, was suf­
ficient to sicken him from any fresh at­
tempt along that line.

No, he decided, his ascent to the 
heights must be with a single leap and 
solely by his own efforts, not by relying 
on the rotten prop of popular favor, 
which might at any moment give way 
and send him tumbling headlong.

“ If I could only make some great 
discovery,” he told himself, “ like Archi­
medes in the bath-tub, or Newton with 
his apple, the job would be done. And 
why shouldn’t I, too? Those ideas come 
to one like a flash.”

Indeed, it seemed to him that the in­
genuity which had found a way to over­
come Genevieve’s stubborn prejudice 
must certainly be competent to unlock 
any of the sealed riddles of the universe; 
and hope, therefore, once more glad­
dened his soul.

With radium and the X-rays done for, 
the list of possibilities was about ex­
hausted ; and he really grew quite angry 
at the Curies and that German chemist— 
he never could remember that name— 
who had so inconsiderately forestalled 
him.

He decided that he would give over 
any further consideration of his problem 
for the present and go to bed.

Before he retired, though, he unpinned 
the bow of emerald ribbon which Gene­
vieve had fastened to his lapel, and care­
fully placed it beside his head upon the 
pillow, so that it should be the first 
thing to greet his waking glance, and 
thus inspire him with renewed zeal for 
the coming day.

When Schlusky again opened his eyes, 
therefore, the ribbon intervened between 
him and the light; and the sun, which ■ 
by this time had risen high in the 
heavens, appeared through it like a great 
blazing emerald.

“ That’s funny,” commented the ob­
server drowsily, “ the sun looks green.”

Then, as a recollection of his predica­
ment surged back upon him, he mur- m ■ 
mured: “ Jove, if it only was so! That 
would be a discovery worth while, to 
show the people of the world that their 
sun was really green when all these 
years they have been calling it red and 
yellow.” '

He lay there a moment, amusedly 
pondering the odd conceit; then, struck- 
by a sudden idea, scrambled out of bed 
and stood upon one leg like an excited 
stork in pajamas.

“ Why might I not do i t? ” He re­
peated the question which had suggested 
itself to him. “ Pshaw, because it isn’t 
so. It only looks that way to me when 
I peer at it through the ribbon, and I 
oftn’t go around tying up everybody’s 
head in a green veil.

“ Still”—some fragments of his studies 
in psychology at college returning to 
him—“ if I could only delude them into 
the belief that it was so, their own eyes
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would serve as green veils, and the result 
would be the same. I would be hailed 
as the discoverer of a. great natural phe­
nomenon.

“ By the great horn-spoon,” exclaimed 
Schlusky Katz, “ I am going to try it! ”

He sat down at once and wrote a note 
to Genevieve, telling her that fame's 
tail-feathers were within his grasp, and 
that he would probably be around the 
following Wednesday night to claim his 
reward; then he dressed himself and 
started out to make a tour of the news­
paper offices and haunts of the publicity 
promoters.

That night every evening journal in 
New York bore across the top of its 
front page a single line:

“THE SUN IS GREEN!"
The next day all the morning papers 

followed suit, and before a week was 
out the press of the entire world—dailies, 
weeklies, semiweeklies, monthlies, and 
occasionals — was carrying the same 
striking declaration.

From Paris to Peoria, and from Hong- 
Kong to Wadi-Halfa, it was blazoned 
forth in every language and in every 
sort of type which the ingenuity of man 
has been able to fashion.

Not only that, but by a hundred other 
methods of announcement was the state­
ment disseminated.

Broadway flared with garish-green 
electric signs proclaiming it J banners 
supported by kites spread it across The 
face of the sky; every outgoing or in­
coming steamship and every railroad 
train or trolley-car heralded i t ; and 
wherever one went, he was sure to meet 
either on fence-post, or mountain rock, 
.or barn roof, or city pavement, the 
striking legend.

At first it was supposed to be some 
novel advertising scheme, and those who 
were not directly benefited financially let 
it severely alone; but when it was dis­
covered that the wealthy Schlusky Katz 
was doing it not to extol the merits of 
some new soap or risque piece of fiction, 
but merely to affirm a profound convic­
tion, it was joyously seized upon arid 
exploited.

The cartoonists and humorists, as one 
of them comprehensively expressed it, 
made hay while the green sun shone; no

vaudeville performance or musical com­
edy failed to give it frequent reference; 
and in every parlor in the country phono­
graphs vibrated to the airy strains of 
that catchy melodv, “ The Olive in the 
Sky.”

Nor was that the worst phase of his 
propaganda to its unhappy apostle; for 
by this time Schlusky had begun to learn 
the woes of those who set themselves 
against humanity’s accepted traditions. 
After the humorists, came the cranks and 
the moralists to make his life a burden.

Anonymous letters arrived, threatening 
him with all sorts of dire penalties, 
scented letters besieging him with offers 
of marriage, typewritten letters from ad­
vertising bureaus and managers of mu­
seums, letters from his friends appealing 
to him to drop his silly doctrine, grave 
letters of reproof from people he had 
never heard of before.

Then the heavy-weights took a turn at 
him. He was promoted from the news 
and humorous columns to the editorial 
page, and was discussed in grave leaders 
as one of the astounding developments of 
the American craze for notoriety.

The pulpit thundered against him, and 
the dry-as-dust reviews questioned learn­
edly, as to just what sort of a fakir he 
was.

Finally, his relatives, dropping their 
attitude held hitherto that this was only 
the eccentricity of a rich young man, had 
him dragged into court to inquire con­
cerning his sanity, and a bitter legal bat­
tle ensued which served even more effect­
ually than the signs and banners and 
broadsheets to advertise Schlusky’s con­
tention that the sun was green.

In the end, it was held that although 
the greenness of the sun was manifestly 
a delusion, it was not one which lay 
within the scope of a lunacy inquest, else, 
as the learned counsel for the defense 
had pointed out, every color-blind person 
in the country might be confined in an 
asylum : and the evening papers, publish­
ing this decision under the head-lines, 
“ Court Declares That Schlusky Katz Is 
Not Insane In Calling the Sun Green,” 
many people were led thereby to believe 
that Schlusky’s contention had been judi­
cially upheld.

Hither and thither was the proposition 
tossed about on the throes of a world­
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wide controversy. Friends of a lifetime 
fought bitterly upon opposing sides, 
households were divided against them­
selves, and brother was turned against 
brother.

The scientific men, however, still held 
rigidly aloof, and although admitting 
that there might be a slight greenish 
tinge to the sunlight owing to an excess 
of chlorin in the atmosphere, still, there 
could be no question but that the sun 
itself, both in hue and composition, re­
mained unchanged.

Yet, one by one, there were defections 
in the ranks even here.

A professor from some little fresh­
water college in Iowa, lost his position 
for too boldly espousing the Katzian 
claim, and a Harvard chemist published 
several articles in the magazines to prove 
that there was no valid reason why the 
sun should not be green as well as any# 
other color.

The great bulk of their confreres, 
though, called these “ lewd fellows of 
the baser sort,” and continued to scoff at 
the popular belief.

That is, they scoffed until one day Sir 
Theodore Fake, President of the Royal 
Society, convulsed the world by conclu­
sively demonstrating that the sun was not 
only green now, but always had been so, 
and then, with almost ridiculous haste, 
the cohorts of science crowded into the 
band-wagon.

Rabidly as they had previously pro­
tested that the sun was not green and 
never could become so, these men of tele­
scope and test-tube now insisted that the 
best scientific opinion had always leaned 
toward a verdant luminary, and that 
modern methods of observation had only 
served to confirm a theory which had 
been cherished by the elect from the time 
of Copernicus down.

In short, Schlusky’s contention had 
passed through the three stages which 
John Stuart Mill says every great move­
ment must experience: ridicule, discus­
sion, adoption.

Humanity, when confronted by a 
novel proposition, says of it, first, that 
none but a fool could believe such rot; 
second, that there may possibly be some­
thing in it; third, that it is so and they 
have always known it.

The greenness of the sun was now as

generally accepted as the law of gravita­
tion or the rule of three. About the only 
man left beneath its rays to doubt the 
proposition, even in his inmost heart, was 
Schlusky Katz himself. He had carried 
out his purpose, and by the force of re­
iterated suggestion green-veiled a world.

But it had been no holiday underta­
king. He smiled now when he thought 
how light-heartedly he had written to 
Genevieve that he would probably come 
around to claim his_reward on the fol­
lowing Wednesday evening.

Ten years and more had passed away 
since that morning when he had first 
gained his inspiration by peeping at old 
Sol through the colors she had given 
him. The bow of emerald ribbon was 
faded now to an almost indistinguishable 
hue—as faded as Schlusky’s eyes and the 
thin hair about his temples.

Nor were these the only results accru­
ing to him from the long struggle. The 
millions which had come down to him 
from the Katz device for buttoning waists 
in the back were all gone, dissipated in 
the protracted campaign for publicity 
and in the effort to keep himself out of 
a padded cell.

He himself was prematurely old, 
broken in health, a cynic and a misan­
thrope. Indeed, the only healthy or 
wholesome impulse left to him was his 
love for Genevieve, and that blossomed 
fresh as ever in his heart like some sturdy 
plant in the midst of an arid desert.

Yes, he was still loyally constant to 
her, although, true to his promise, he had 
not seen her for a decade, and although 
the correspondence between them had 
languished until it was now quite three 
years since a letter had been exchanged.

What would she care that he had lost 
his wealth, his digestion, and his hair? 
He could give her immortality.

Accordingly, when the day came at 
last that he felt justified in going to her, 
he furbished up his shabby clothes as 
best he might, and set forth with quite 
an old-time thrill at his withered heart.

Genevieve came down to meet him, 
and he thought, with a little pang, that 
the years had dealt more kindly with her 
than with him. She was as fresh and as 
blooming as when he had seen her last.

But she came forward with a slightly 
puzzled air.
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“ This is Mr.—er— ? ” she inquired.
“ Katz,” stammered Schlusky. “ Your 

old suitor. Do you mean to say I have 
changed so much that you fail to recog­
nize me, Genevieve? ”

“ Oh, Mr. Katz?” more graciously.
“ How stupid of me. Sit down, won’t 
you? It has indeed been a long time 
since we met. And what have you been 
doing all this while?”

Schlusky could only stare at her.
“ I have been achieving immortality,” 

he managed to get'out at last.
She smiled -in a superior way.
“ Ah, that is always interesting. And 

in what line, may I ask? ”
Had she lost her senses or had he? 

He clawed at the air a moment.
“ In what line?” wildly. “ In what 

line? Why, Genevieve, don’t you know 
that I am the man who proved that the 
sun is green ? ” a

She looked a good deal startled, and 
half reached out to touch the bell close 
at her hand; but evidently deciding on 
a second glance at him that he was not 
dangerous, refrained.

“ Ah, yes,” she said soothingly, “ I 
was reading an'article about that in a 
magazine only to-day. But, tell me, Mr. 
Katz, what is the necessity of proving 
the fact? One has only to glance at the 
sky to see that it is so.”

“ But I am the man who made people 
see it,” he insisted, “ who turned it into 
a demonstrable fact.”

“ Oh, no, I think you are mistaken 
there,” she contended politely, “ this arti­
cle—it is by Professor Riddleshanks, of 
Yale, and is, of course, authentic—says 
that, although the greenish tinge to the 
sun has always been perceptible, it was 
never understood until so lucidly ex­
plained by Weisenase, of Gottingen, last 
year.”

She carelessly turned over the leaves.
“ Oh. I see,” she broke out impul­

sively, “ you are the shallow American 
referred to here, who some years ago tried 
to achieve notoriety by spreading broad­
cast the assertion ‘ The Sun is Green.’ 
and who. as it says here, might a s . well 
have declared that 1 Fire Burns,’ or ‘ Ice 
is Cold.’—Oh, forgive me,” she checked 
herself contritely. “ I did not think 
what I was reading.”

“ But it is a lie, Genevieve 1 ” he burst

forth hoarsely. “ A wicked, malicious lie ! 
I am the man who turned the sun green, 
and these Riddleshankses and Weise- 
nases are trying to steal the credit from 
me. Have no fear, though, my darling; 
I can prove my claim, and you shall not 
be cheated of the immortality which will 
justly be yours as the wife of Katz.” 

“ The wife of Katz! ” She sprang to 
her feet and drew back from him in 
alarm. “ What do you mean, man? I 
have no intention of becoming your wife.” 

“ W hat! ” He threw himself to the 
floor and groveled at her feet. “ Gene­
vieve, Genevieve, do not tell me that you, 
too, are false to me? Did you not 
promise that you would wait for me, and 
when I had achieved fame, would give 
me my reward? Did you not pin your 
colors on me and bid me go forth to the 
fight? Is my great achievement, my 
years of loyalty and devotion, to count 
for nothing? ”

She drew her skirts gently out of his 
grasp, and a pained expression flitted 
across her face.

“ Now that you speak of it, Mr. 
Katz,” she said pityingly, “ I do remem­
ber that there was some boy and girl 
affair between us; but I never dreamed 
that you had regarded me as pledged or 
had yourself been serving like a second 
Jacob for his Rachel.”

“ I have! I have! ” he pleaded. “ Oh, 
Genevieve, tell me that the old love is 
not dead ; that we may still be happy? ” 

“ Impossible,” she said firmly.
She hesitated a moment, then confessed 

shyly; “ To tell you the truth, Mr. Katz, 
I am to be married next week.”

“ To be married? ” he gasped. “ Who 
is the man? ”

“ Mr. Dink Dubbs, the butcher,” she 
answered without a quiver. “ I can’t say 
that I really loved him at first; but he 
has such a masterful way that I really 
couldn’t resist him.”

Schlusky Katz was unable to speak. 
He could only grab his hat and tear from 
the house.

And as he came out into the light of 
day, the houses, and the street, and the 
hansom cabs and the automobiles, and 
the people, and all the world looked 
green to his jaundiced eye; and so did 
the sun riding high in the heavens.

At last, he was himself convinced.
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Buy it in the “Knock Down”
and Save Two-thirds to Three-fourths

Besides the big saving in price in putting together your 
own furniture and building your own boat, there is the 
pleasing satisfaction of knowing that what you make is the 
work of your own hands. Nothing can take the place of 
something you have made yourself. This element gives a 
charm to Brooks’ furniture and Brooks’ boats that none 
others have, and it is made even more a source of satisfaction 
because you actually do save two-thirds to three-fourths.

GUARANTEE
Whether you buy boats or 

furniture of me, i absolutely 
guarantee that you will be sat­
isfied. ! will instantly refund 
your money if you are not. I
stand back of every state­
ment made In this advertise­
ment. I have made them as 
strong and convincing as I
know how. The goods war­
rant it. C. C. BROOKS

B O A T  P A T T E R N S  $ 1 . 5 0  A N D  U P .
Anyone can build a boat by using my exact size printed paper patterns 

and illustrated instruction sheets, telling how to do every little detail. 
You cannot fail to build as good a boat as the professional boat builder. 
My boat catalogue shows all kinds of boats and tells how anyone can 
build a boat from my patterns. Write for it today.

The finished parts of a com­
plete piece of furniture, in­
cluding fastenings, Mission 
stains, etc., are shipped to 
you in a compact crate. You 
need only to put the parts 
together, put on 
the stain, etc., ac­
cording to simple 
instructions — an 
hour’s work and 
it is done.

Every piece is , 
selected oak. You 
save—(1 ) in the factory cost. 
(2 ) in the factory profit. (3 ) 
all the dealer’s profit. (4 ) 
two-thirds of the freight. (5 ) 
cost of finishing. (6 ) cost of 
expensive packing.

My st-stem is revolution­
izing the furniture business 
j u s t  as my knock-down 
system has revolutionized the 
boat building business.

My free catalogue is a reve­
lation in economy in artistic 
furnishings, s h o w i n g  40 

pieces from § 2  to $25. 
suitable for the home, 
office, lodge or club. 
Send for it todav. 3 h. p. Type E  

M otor

Write me personally for my furniture or boat catalogue—sent free. 
B R O O K S  B O A T  M F G . C O . 61 0  S H I P  S T R E E T
(Originators of the Pattern System of Boat c A r i v s i i r  vt c  *

Building) S A G I N A W , M IC H ,, V . S . A .

KNOCK DOWN BOAT FRAMES
Owing to my immense factory facilities, I can, 

in many cases, supply knock-down frames, all 
ready to put together, at a lower price than 
you would pay for suitable raw material. All

parts of my knock- 
in . down frames are ac-
Set-uj. f.uo. u curately shaped and 

machined, ready to put together. I also send 
free, with each frame, the patterns and complete 
illustrated instructions needed to finish the boat. - 
I can save you (1 ) boat-builder’s profit, (2) labor 
expense, (3) big selling expense, (4) seven- 
eighths freight. You can figure this out yourself.

T W O  S P E C IA L  
O F F E R S

/~23F
Length 15)4 ft. Beam 
4 ft. K. D. frame and 
patterns $ 1 2 . 0 0 . 
K. D. frame, pattern 
and  Type E motor 
$ 6 2 . 0 0 .  Complete 
boat wi t h  3 H. P. 
motor ready to run 
as i l l u s t r a t e d  
$ 1 2 5 . 0 0 .

S P E C A L  E N G IN E  O F F E R
T h e “  B rooks S p ecia l ”  has copper 

w ater ja c k e t, com p lete m arine and 
e lectrica l equip m ent, rea d y  to in ­
sta ll— 3 H . P. W eig hs 53 lbs.

Send for m y en gin e cata logu e— it ’s 
free. S ave  m oney b y gettin g  our 
sp ecia l lo w  com bination prices on 
a ll sizes o f en gin es and fram es w hen 
purch ased  together.

C. C. BROOKS, President.
B R O O K S  M F G . C O .

(Originators of the Knork-Down System of Home 
Eurnlshliie)

Length 22 ft. Beam 56 
in. K. D. frame and 
patterns $ 2 4 . 0 0 .  
Brooks 6 H. P. Type 
D mot or ,  complete 
equipment $ 9 5 .0 0 .  
Both the above $ 1 0 8 .  
Complete boat with 6 
H. P. motor ready to 
run as illust’d $ 2 3 0 .

In answering this advertisement i t  is desirable that you mention  T h e  A rgosy.
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V /ou  cannot buy 
1 at the price the 

same quality of ma­
terial and w ork­
manship, or as 
many very desirable features 
as you find in

HOPKINS a  ALLEN
Hammerless

Double Barrel Shotguns
T h e  j o in t —wedge-necked, Doll’s 
head extension fitting into circular, 
wedge-necked socket— is guaranteed 
not to shoot loose or wear loose. The 
rib is concave, matted (3  mats), posi­
tively guiding the eye to quick, ac­
curate sight.

The safety features, action, frame, 
working parts, stock and barrels, are 
distinctly high grade — fully equal to 
shotguns selling for a muchhigherpnce

Ask your dealer to show 
you a H O P K I N S  & 
ALLEN. It will be worth 
your while, if you can’t 
get it, we will ship one 
to you, charges prepaid, 
on receipt of price.
D e c a r b o n i z e d  S t e e l  B a r r e l  

I 2 or 1 6 gauge 
28 or 30 inch.. *25.°o
English T w is t ........ $26.50
D a m a s c u s .............. 30.00

1908 GUN GUIDE AND CATALOG FREE
Write for free copy of our Gun Guide and Catalog for 1908. It describes in full I 1 styles of 
double guns, 8 styles of singles, 1 0 styles of rifles, and innumerable kinds of revolvers. Gives 
lowest prices and offers most complete line. No sportsman or gun lover should be without it. 
Gives many points on the selection, care and use of firearms which every sportsman should know.

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

In  answ ering  th is  advertisem en t i t  is desirable th a t you m en tion  T h e  A rgosy.
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The Champion
Must have Clear Brains, Sound Sleep, Steady 

Nerves, and Health}? Digestion.

P O S T U M
H E L P S

when coffee has weakened the heart and impaired the 
digestion.

When boiled according to directions on pkg., 
Postum is a most palatable beverage. Definite results 
follow leaving off coffee and using Postum.

“ T h e re ’s a FLeason”

POSTUM CEREAL CO., LTD., Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A.

In answering this advertisement it  is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy.
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B ETW EEN

*• H ard  T im es ”  is the  d read  of th e  m an  w ho w orks w ith 
h is  hands. I t is always the  unsk illed  w orker who m ust 
feel the  b ru n t of fa ilu re . T h 2 man who has sped 11 
knowledge is alw ays in demand w hether business 
is  good or bad. In  ** h a rd  tim es ”  he is the  m an  who is 
re lie d  upon to  avert ruin a n d  to  p lan  an d  schem e, to 
b ring  about success.

D a rin g  th e  rece n t financial flu rry  tra in e d  en g in eers  
w ere being  adve rtised  fo r w hile unskilled  w orkers, the  
u n tr a in e d  m en , w ere p arad in g  th e  s tree ts  dem an d in g  
w ork.

CYCLOPEDIA OF

MECHANICAL ENGINEERING
7 volumes, page size 7 x 1 0  inches; 3,276 pages; 

2,327 illustrations, diagram s, plates, form ulas, 
etc.; bound in half red Morocco.

T he know ledge th a t is co n ta in ed  In th is w ork m ay be 
all th a t s tands  betw een you and  a  good position. I t em ­
bodies th e  accum ula tive  resu lts  of m odern  ex p e rien ce  
in  th e  m ach in e  shop, th e  eng in e  room , the  d ra ftin g  
room , th e  factory , etc. S ta tionary  en g in eers , shop-room  
su p e rin ten d en ts , fo rem en  and  m achin ists, found rym en , 
iron  and  stee l w orkers, boiler m akers , au tom obilists, 
gas and  oil en g in eers  and  gas-p roducer op era to rs, sheet 
m e ta l w orkers, d ra ftsm en , etc ., w ill find  in it th e  m eans 
of advancem ent.

$ 1 8 . 0 0 1NSTEAD0F $ 4 2 .0 0
Free for 5 days’ exam ination by prepaid ex­

press. $2 to  be paid  w ith in  5 days and $2 m onthly . 
We will send  fo r the  books a t o u r  expense if n o t w anted.

T h is C yclopedia is the  w ork of th e  A m erican School of 
C orrespondence . T h is special o ffer is m ade on only a 
lim ited  n u m b e r o f sets in o rd e r  to  in tro d u ce  th e  w ork 
and  acq u a in t the  public w ith  th e  h igh  class c h a ra c te r of 
th e  School’s  hom e s tudy  in s tru c tio n  m ethods.

In  add ition  to  being  an  au th o rita tiv e  re fe re n ce  w ork 
adeq u a te  to  m ee t th e  dem ands o f th e  m ost advanced  
w orkm an an d  even  the techn ica lly  tra in e d  ex p e rt, th e  
C yclopedia is adm irab ly  adap ted  to  th e  needs of the 
b eg in n er and  the  se lf-taugh t p rac tica l m an. I t  covers the  
fun d am en ta ls  of all m echanical en g in eerin g  thorough ly , 
in  add ition  to  g iv ing  the  very  la te s t in s tru c tio n  on the  
la tes t ap p lica tio n s  o f new  an d  advanced  ideas; heavy 
techn ica lities a n d  m athem atica l fo rm u las  have been 
avoided w herever possible.

TABLE OF CONTENTS
Machine Shop Work — Vertical Milling Machine— Motor-driven 
Shops—Shop Lighting—Forging — Electric Welding—Tool Making— 
Metallurgy—Manufacture of Iron and Steel—High-Speed Steel— 
Flaws in Castings—Electric Lifting Magnets—Magnetic Clutches — 
Making a Machinist—The Ideal Foreman—Pattern Making—Foundry 
Work—Automatic Coal and Ore Handling Appliances—Machine 
Parts—Construction of Boilers—'Tv pea of Rollers—Boiler Acces­
sories—Steam Pumps—Air Compressors—The Steam Engine—The 
Steam Turbine — Indicators— Valve Gears — Refrigeration—Gas- 
Producers — Gas Engines — Automobiles—Elevators — Sheet Metal 
Work—Practical Problems in Mensuration—Mechanical Drawing— 
Drafting Room Organization—Machine Design.

AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE
C H I C A G O

.................... COUPON Clip an d  Mail T o d ay .............
A m e r ic a n  Schoo l o f  C o rresp on d en ce , Argosy, 10-08

I’iease send set Cyclopedia o f Mechanical Engineering for 5 days’ 
free examination. I will send $2 within 5 days and $2 a month until 
I have paid $18.00, otherwise I will notify you to tend for the books. 
Title not to pass until fully paid.
NAME...............................................................................  ..........................
ADDRESS........................................................................................................
OCCUPATION.................................................................................................
EMPLOYER.....................................................................................................

Wr Split 
f  an o rd inary  

shaving  b ru sh  
and you spoil i

Nothing
Can
Loosen
the
Bristles

Split a R u b b erse t 
having B rush  and it 

laughs at you. T w is t it—  
tu rn  it— soak  it— boil it, and 
i t  will never shed a bristle.

Bristles
Set

in
Solid

Rubber

RUBBERSETTRADE MARK

S h a v i n g  B r u s h e s

are a revelation to  all m en who 
shave, and  cost no m ore than 
o rd inary  kinds.

Every Brush Guaranteed
A t all d ea lers’ and b a rb e rs’, in 

all styles and sizes, 25 ,50, 75cts. 
to $6.00: T h e  nam e appears on 
every b rush . If no t at y o u r 

d ea le r’s, send for 
b o o k l e t  f r o m  
w hich you m ay 
o rd e r by m ail.

T o  th e  a v e r a g e  m a n  w e  

c o m m e n d  th e  $1  b r u s h .

Berset Shaving Cream Soap softens the beard in­
stantly . Doesn’t d ry , doesn’t sm art. 25c a tube 
a t  a ll dealers’, or direct by m ail. Send 2c stam p 
fo r sam ple tube containing one m onth’s supply. 

THE RUBBERSET COMPANY. 53 Ferry St.. Newark, N. J .

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy.
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Try Our Rival’s, Too
W hen somebody says, “ Our beans are as 

good as Van Camp’s,”  please buy them and 
try them. Serve them with ours— hear what 
your people say.

Then serve with Van Camp’s a dish of 
home-baked beans. Ask your folks which 
they want next.

W e are willing to leave it to them.

It is easy to say, “ As good as Van Camp’s.”  
But we spent half a lifetime to get them so 
good.

That goodness comes, in part, from using 
Michigan beans. Ours are picked out by 
hand from the choicest beans grown.

Sometimes they cost us six or seven times 
what other beans would cost.

Part of the goodness is due to our tomato 
sauce— made from vine-ripened tomatoes.

W e could buy sauce ready-made, from in­
ferior stock, for exactly one-fifth What ours 
costs.

Then we bake in live steam, where you 
use dry heat.

W e bake in small parcels, so all beans are 
baked alike.

No beans are crisped— no skins are broken. 
Our beans are nutty because they are whole.

And they are baked in a heat that makes 
them digestible. Our beans don’t ferment 
and form gas. '

T h e beans, the pork and the tomato sauce 
are all baked together, securing this delicious 
blend.

Those are the reasons for that superlative 
zest— that nuttiness, that mealiness, that you 
get in Van Camp’s.

Van Gimp’s -S"
Pork Beans

Beans are Nature’s choicest food— 84% 
nutriment.

If you serve the beans that your people 
like, they will eat them often— eat them in 
place of meat.

It means a great deal to get the right 
beans.

When you let your people decide they will 
choose Van Camp’s always. And you should 
be glad.

For Van Camp’s are always ready— always 
fresh and savory. No work for you— no 
waiting.

Please make the comparison now.

T h r e e  s i z e s — 1 0 , 1 5  a n d  20  c e n t s  p e r  c a n .

V an  Cam p Pack in g Com pany, Ind ianapolis , In d t

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention  T h e  A bgo sy .
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All actors are heroes to the press agent—-and all guns 
look pretty much alike when illustrated.

But the moment you familiarize yourself with an H & R Gun, 
there is something about it that appeals to you —  gives you confidence 
in its dependability- The result of 36 years’ manufacturing experience.

The simplicity —  the perfedt balance —  the beautiful finish, combined with 
superior shooting qualities, make it the ideal gun for you.

T h e  A u to m a tic  E je c to r  throws the shell clear 
of the gun, permitting rapid and accurate fire. 

T h e  B a rre l  can be unhinged or put together in 
an instant.
Choke bored for close, hard shooting.

T h e  F ra m e  is made of semi-steel, case hardened, 
top snap, center hammer, rebounding lock.

T h e  S to c k  is selected Walnut, elegant hard-rubber 
butt plate. Weight 5$ to 6^ lbs.„ according to 
gauge and length of barrel.

H  & R Automatic E jecting Single,Gun, model 1900, 12, 16 o r  20 gauge, 28, 30 or 32 inch steel barrel, $7 .00. T w ist Bar­
rel, $8.50. Sold by first-class dealers. Look for our name and trade-mark. R ather than accept a substitute, order from 

us direct. W rite to-day for Illustrated  Catalog. Let us tell you about-our new M odel 1 9 0 8 , th ree-p iece  gun, 
similar to M odel 1900. Same price, but the method of take-down construction is identical w ith high-priced guns. &\>

HARRINGTON & RICHARDSON ARMS COMPANY,
M anufacturers of Single Guns and Revolvers,

419 PA R K  A V E N U E , W O R C E ST E R , M A S S .

$10 to $50 a day
can be made on small capital 
and working less than one 
hour a day.^ G o in to  th e  
A u to m a tic  C igar V e n ­
d in g  B u sin ess  where a 
c o in -in -th e -s lo t machine 
does all the work, attracts 
purchasers, takes the money 
and automatically delivers 
any selected thape, size, or 

price cigar in perfect condition and absolutely without failure. 
Can’t be cheated. All you have to do is to collect the money 
from the machines and keep them stocked with cigars. There is 
big money in the cigar business when conducted with

INTERNATIONAL CIGAR 
VENDING MACHINES

On an investment of $1,000 or more (according to number of 
machines bought and size of territory covered) you can own and 
operate 10 to 50 or more automatic cigar stores, each of which 
should clear you at least S I.00 a day. No clerk hire, store rent 
or Government license required. Unaffected by Sunday laws.

W e will sell you a number of machines, give you exclusive 
right to operate them in your choice of towns or counties (if not 
already sold) and protect you from all competition for all time 
to come.

Quick Action Necessary
Write to-day for booklet and complete information, 
stating what territory you desire. Do not delay because 
live investors are rapidly securing desirable towns and 
counties.

W c refer you to Dun, Bradstreet or any St. Louis Bank.

In tern ation a l V en d in g  M a ch in e C om pany  
2 2 2  C h e s t n u t  S t r e e t  S t. L ouis, M o.

MENNEN’S
B O R A T E D  T A L C U M

TOILET POWDER

“ B a b y ' s  B e s t  F r ie n d * *
a n d  M am m a’s g r e a te s t  com fo rt. M en n en ’s re liev es  and  
p rev en ts  C hafing, Sunburn, Prick ly  H ea t an d  C happing.

F o r  y o u r p ro te c tio n  th e  g en u in e  is p u t up  in non- 
re filla b le  b oxes—th e  “ B o x  th a t L ox ,”  w ith  M en n en ’s 
face  on to p . S o ld  ev e ry w h ere  o r  by m ail 25 c e n ts . 
S a m p le  fr e e .

Try Mennen’s Violet (Borated) Talcum Toilet Powder—It 
has the scent of Fresh-cut Parma Violets. Sample Free.

G E R H A R D  M E N N E N  C O .,  N e w a r k ,  N .  J ,
M ennen’s Sen Yang Toilet Powder, O rie n ta l O dor ( N o  
M ennen’s Borated S kin  Soap (b lu e  w rap p e r) ( S a m p le s  

Specially prepared for the nursery.___________________

In  answering any advertisement on this page i t  is desirable that you mention  T he A rgosy.



T H E  ARGOSY— AD V ER TISIN G  SECTION.

The Howard Watch
W herever Tim e is called, the 
H oward watch has respect and 
authority. On the gridiron—or 
in the graiid-staud with the spec­
tators—wherever interest hangs 
on the tick of a second — the 
H oward is a watch of record and 
an arbiter of disputes.
Edward Howard made the f i r s t  
A m eric a n  w atch—changed the meth­
ods and revolutionized the watch in­
dustry of the world. Foreign watches 
are made today with A m erica n  to o ls, 
invented by Howard in 1842.

Years ago, it was the thing for each 
fashionable jeweler to recommend a 
special watch of his own (u su a lly  
m ade f o r  h im  in  S w itze r la n d ). To­
day when a jeweler talks his own 
‘ ‘ special watch ’ ’ you suspect a 
special reason for his doing so.
A  H o w a r d  Watch is always worth 
what you pay for it. The price of 
each watch—from the 17-jewel in a 
fine gold-filled case (guaranteed for 
25 years) at $35; to the 23-jewel in 
a 14-K solid gold case at $150—is 
fixed at the factory, and a printed 
ticket attached.

F i n d  t h e  H O W A R D  j e w e le r  in  y o u r  t o w n  a n d  ta lk  to  h im —h e 's  a  m a n  
w o r t h  k n o w in g .  D rop  u s  a  p o s ta l c a r d , D e p t. E , a n d  w e  w i l l  s e n d  
y o u  a  H O W A R D  b o o k , o f  v a lu e  to  th e  w a t c h  b u y e r .

E . H O W A R D  W A T C H  C O M P A N Y
B O S T O N ,  M A S S .

In  answering tJiis advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  A bgo sy .



T H E  ARGOSY— AD V ER TISIN G  SECTION.

o f  t h e  J o u r n e y

STYLE

E C O N O M Y COMFORT

S e e  t h e  C o m f o r t  
o f  t h o s e  t u e a c r in g

UNESj

TH OL
pUUARS S*-CUFps

A  railw ay jo u rn ey  is the suprem e test of a  co llar—  
if it stands that i f  w ill stand anything. T h e  ordinary 
co llar wilts, cracks, soils and stays soiled until laun­
dered, and laundering w ears,-tears, and costs m oney.

LITHOLIN WATERPROOFED 
LINEN COLLARS AND CUFFS

c a n n o t w ilt o r  fray , a n d  a re  m a d e  a s  w h ite  a s  w hen  
new  w ith  a  d a m p  c lo th . S erv iceab le  an d  s u ita b le  for 
p e rsons  in  all wfa lk s  o f life, on  all occasions. N o t d is ­
tin g u ish ab le  from  th e  b e s t re g u la r  lin en  goods. C u t 
in  all p o p u la r  sh ap es  a n d  sizes, w h ich  is n o t th e  case 
w ith  ce llu lo id  o r  ru b b e r  co llars . T h o se  w ho  w ea r 
L IT H O L IN  sav e  a t  le a s t $16  a  y e a r. F ig u re  i t  o u t.

COLLARS 25c. CUFFS 50c.
Always sold from RED boxes. Avoid substitu tion

I f  not at yo u r  dea ler 's , send, g iv in g  s4yles, size, n u m ­
ber w anted , w ith  rem ittance, a nd  w e w ill m a il, postpaid . 
B ooklet of styles free on request.

THE FIBERLOID CO.
Dept. 6 7  W averly Place, New’ York

2 0 %  D o w n ,  1 0 %  P e r  M o n t h
W h y  w a it  for y o u r  D iam on d  until 

y o u  h a v e  sa v e d  th e  p rice p ay  for it 
b y  th e  L y o n  m eth o d  and g e t it at 
once. L y o n  p r ices  are 20% b e lo w  all 
c o m p e tito r s ’. W e  im p ort in  th e  
rou gh , c u t  and  p o lish , sa v in g  y o u  
m id d le m e n ’s  p ro fits  an d  th e  d u ty  
lev ied  on  p o lish ed  s to n e s . W e  deal 
o n ly  in p erfect b lu e  w h ite  d iam on d s. 
A  w r itten  g u a ra n tee  a cco m p a n ies  
e v e r y  sa le . E x ch a n g ea b le  a n y  tim e  
at fu ll price. A ll g o o d s  s e n t  prepaid  
su b jec t to  ex a m in a tio n . S en d  for ou r  
C ata logue No.lOT r ich ly  illu stra ted .

E sta b lis h e d  1843.

J. M. LYON & CO.
7 1 -7 3  N A S S A U  S T . ,  N E W  Y O R K

p H
I o n  c r e d

EN5 SUITS fa
I  IwEEK

Buy Men’s Stylish Suits and 
Overcoats direct from our 
factory by mail, for

$ 1 5  and $  1 S
W e require no security, and 

trust any honest person any­
where in the United States. 
W e send garments on approval 
— you don’t pay a penny till 
you get the clothes and find 
them satisfactory — then pay 
$ 1 .0 0  a  w e e k . W e 
are twice over the largest Credit 
Clothiers in the world. W e 
operate 73 stores in the United 
States, and have over 500,000

P R F P  Send to-day for our line of sty- 
1 A L L  jjgh F au  and W inter samples, 

self-m easurem ent blank.tape,and full par­
ticulars of our convenient payment plan, 
all free. Commercial rating. $1,000,000.

MENTER & R0SENBL00M CO.
30! St. Paul Street, Rochester, N. Y.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy.



' THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

There are three ~ , m B s
kinds of " b e a u ty .”
There is the pret-
tiness of the young
girl—which is like that of the
wildflower. There is the beauty of the matron—
which is like that of the cultivated rose. And there, is the sham “beauty” 
of the made-up woman, which is like the artificial flower on her hat.

The first is purely natural, spontaneous beauty, which is bestowed 
—and taken away—-as nature may fancy. It is fleeting at the best.

The second is natural beauty, too, but it is natural beauty retained 
and maintained by aid and care. This is the beauty that lasts.

The third is not beauty at all. It is the pitiable makeshift of cos­
metic, rouge and bleach, that deceives no one, and defeats the retain­
ing or regaining of natural beauty.

P O M P E I A N  fiASSASECRUSH

MASSAGE
CREAM

T h e L a r g e s t  S e l l in g  F a c e  C rea m

to preserve and develop the beauty of youth—toprovides just the aid that nature needs 
carry it into the years of matronage.

The beauty that is maintained by Pompeian Massage Cream is. both natural and <j?'" pamjelan 
enduring—it defies time and withstands social cares, household duties and all the other /  Itlfg, Co.
tilings that tend to rob the matron of her good looks. Pompeian Cream is the largest ?J fraspsctSt.
selling face cream in the world, 10,000 jars being made and sold daily.

TEST IT WITH FREE SAMPLE **
Also our illustrated book on Facial Massage, an invaluable guide for the proper >feofaj>om
care of the skin. 50 cents or $1.00 a jar, sent postpaid to any part of the peianMassaBe Cream™’ 
world, on receipt of price, if dealer hasn’t it. ^ '
THE POMPEIAN MFO. CO., 31 Prospect Street, Cleveland, Ohio ^
Pompeian Massage Soap is appreciated by all who are Particular in regard to the
qua lity  o f  the soap they use. F o r  sale by a ll  dealers—2j c .  a  cake; box o j 3  cakes, 00C. <§> . Addreea,

Cleveland, Ohio
G en tlem en :— 

P lease send,w ith­
o u t cost to  me. one

v'$ ‘ copy o f your book on fac ia l i - * -

In answering this advertisement it is desirable iliat you mention T h e  A bgosy.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

P R E S I D E N T
SUSPENDERS

Suspenders are niade to support the trousers.
The perfect suspender must do more—it must give 100% 

comfort and, wear. Presidents do this.
No matter how suddenly you move—the'cord action at 

the back of the President Suspenders automatically ad­
justs itself to the motion (see illustration).

Elastic webbing of the best quality, over the shoulders, 
furnishes additional comfort.

All strain at buttons and shoulders is overcome—this 
means long wear. Insist on having President Suspenders.

Different weights and lengths suitable for all require­
ments.

Maker’s guarantee on every pair—Satisfaction—New 
Pair—Money Back.

Price 50c at your dealer’s, or by mail postpaid on 
receipt of price.

THE C. A. EDGARTON MFC. CO.
7 0 8  M a in  S t r e e t  - S H I R L E Y , M A S S .

/ / / / / / / /A

I The Only Pipe That Gives 
The Natural Tobacco Flavor

T urco-American
Glass Pipe

The Turco-AttierJean Glass I’Ipe smokes cool and sweet 
and clean. It has two bowls. Ail inner one of Hue meers­
chaum, trom which the smoke is drawn through vents 
into an outer one of tough, annealed, non-absorbeut glass. 
Here the moisture and nicotine collect and remain. Thnl'a 
ich'j only cool, clean smoke reaches the month—why the pipe 

| siever bites.
Every grain of tobacco burns to a white ash. No wet 

residue to throw away and the last whiff is as sweet as 
the first. Easily cleaned and leaves no offensive smell in 
rooms or clothes. Send for one. Smoke it a week, and ii 
not satisfied money will be refunded.

Pipe with handsome, durable ease, #2.00. Without ease, 
$1.50. Postpaid. State preference for straight or curved 
stem.

Send for FREE Booklet, «  HISTORY OF SMOKING.” ) 
Turco-American Pipe Co., 363 South Ave.,Rochester,N.V.

“ SAVED 20 TIMES ITS COST”
** I  mu w r it  ins: t i lls ,”  says  C. E. 

P a rm e le c ,  H igh la n d s , S f.J .,“ by 
t l ic  li$?lit o f  one  o f  j o u r  A lta ic  
Tam ps. In  fa c t ,  1 w ou ld  not 
th in k  o f  using: a n y  o th e r  ligrht. 
T h e y  a r e  T H E  lam ps. E v e r y  
one w h o  has seen  m in e is im ­
pressed  w ith  them . W h y , I 
h a v e  sa ved  a t  le a s t  2 0  t im es  
th e ir  co s t in  o i l .  b u rn er , ch im ­
n eys a n d  ‘ cuss w o rd s . ’ ”

The ANGLE LAMP
T h e  A ncle Lam p is not an im provem ent on the old style 

lamp, but an entirely new principle of oil lighting which has 
made common kerosene (or coal oil) the most satisfactory of 
all lighting methods. Safer and more reliable than gasoline, 
o r acetylene, yet as convenient to operate as gas or electricity.

T he Angle Lamp is lighted and extinguished like gas. M ay 
be turned high or low w ithout odor. N o smoke, no danger. 
F illed  while lighted and without moving. Requires filling 
but once or twice a week. I t floods a room with its beautiful, 
soft, mellow light tha t has no eaual.

WRITE FOR OUR CATALOG “ 26” and our proposition for a
3 0  D A Y S ' F R E E  T R I A L

Write for our Catalog “26,” listing 32 varieties of The Angle Lamp from 
$2.00 up, now’—before you forget It—before you turn this leaf— for it gives 
ynu-the. benefit, of our ten years’ exnerience with a ll  lighting methods.
T H E  A N G LE M FG . CO., 159 W . 2 4 th  S t . ,  N E W  YORK

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy.
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THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

As we sleep, so we live. A 
poor night’s sleep means crusty 
and cross business or home life 
the next day.

There is one way to practically 
guarantee perfect slumber— buy 
an Ostermoor.

This is a strong claim, but we can 
prove it—may we ?

O ur 144-page book “ T he T est o f  
Tim e, ” is not a m ere catalogue. I t  is 
an interesting little  illustrated volume 
on sleep. We mail it, free, on re­
quest: send your name on a postal.

M ATTRESS $15
The superiority of the Ostermoor is in the w a y  it is m a d e . Any one can buy cotton, 

even of the high quality used in Ostermoor Mattress if they will, but only the exclusive 
patented Ostermoor processes can make the light, elastic, springy Ostermoor sheets. 
Only our processes can produce the comfort-giving, non-matting, resilient qualities of 
the genuine Ostermoor. It is germ-proof and vermin-proof and moisture-proof.

When you buy, be sure that the name “Ostermoor” and our trade-mark label is 
sewed on end of the mattress. Then, a n d  then  o n ly , will you have a g e n u in e  mattress.

Buy of your Ostermoor Dealer. If he has none In stock, we 
will ship direct, express prepaid, same day check is received

30 Nights’ Free Trial granted, m oney re tu rn ed  if  dissatisfied. Send fo r  our f ree  hook. ‘'T he  T est of T im e .” 
and ask fo r th e  nam e of ou r au th o rized  dea le r in  your v ic in ity . D on’t  go to anybody else fo r an  Ostermoor.

OSTERMOOR & COMPANY, llO  Elizabeth Street, NEW YORK
C anad ian  Agency: A laska F e a th e r  & Down Co.. L td ., M ontrea l

_____

HgHK i

I Isj f  I B -
H _i_m

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T h e  A bgo sy.

1 1



T H E  ARGOSY—A D V E R T ISIN G  SECTION.

The Platform o f
Success

K n o w l e d g e

is the  p la t-  
h m sm cm c a  fo r m  o f  success .

A  good, strong, educa­
tional platform is as es­

sential to the business man, 
professional man, or trade 
worker who aspires to suc­
cess as the political plat­
form is to the presidential 

candidate. T he n e w S I X  
y V O L U M E  e d i t i o n  

of the __

CYCLOPEDIA OF

A pplied E lectricity
offers the electrical worker a PLATFORM on which he can 
make a SUCCESSFUL stand. It contains 3,000 pages, 7x10 
inches; handsomely bound in half-red morocco.

Treats in detail every practical, up-to-date electrical 
appliance. Every subject mentioned below presents a 
new opportunity; every page tells you how to grasp it and 
profit by it. It is written so simply and clearly, and is so 
comprehensive and authoritative, that you will find it fu ll  
o f  o p p o rtu n itie s  fo r  yo u ,  whether you are already 
an expert electrician, or a young man just learning a trade.

Each section is written by an expert, illustrated by 
special drawing, diagram or photograph, simplified by 
tables and formulas, proved by practical test questions, 
and carefully indexed for ready reference. T o  introduce 
our correspondence courses, from which the Cyclopedia 
was compiled, we make this special 30 day offer: 
d * 1  Q O O  S p e c i a l  I R e g u l a r  ( t O f j O O  
i p  1  O  P r i c e  | P r i c e  i p O O

A b so lu te ly  F R E E  fo r  5  d a y s * exa m in a tio n .
Sent, express prepaid, on receipt of Coupon. If you want 
the books, pay us $2 within 5 days and $2 a month 
until you have paid the special price of $ 18.00; otherwise 
return them at our expense. W e em ploy  no a g en ts . 

SOM E O F  T H E  SUBJECTS T R E A T E D  :
Electric Wiring—Electric ltcll Wiring—Electric Telegraph—Wireless 

Telegraphy—Telautograph—Theory, Calculation, Design nnd Construction 
of Generator* and Motors—Type* of Ilynnmns and Motors—Elevators— 
Direct Current Motors—Direct-Driven Slachlne Shop Tools—Electric 
Lighting— Electric Railway*— Alternating Current Motors— Single 
Chase Electric Railway—Electric Welding—Mercury Vapor Converter— 
Management of Dynamos and Motors—Power Stations—Central Station 
Engineering—Central Station Design—Storage Batteries—Power Trans- 
mission—Alternating Current Machinery—Synchronous Motor, Induction 
Motor, Transformer, Rotary Converter, Frequency Changer, etc.— 
Telephony—Automatic Telephone—Wireless Telephony—Telephone Line 
Protection—Telegraphone, etc.

AMERICAN SCHOOL of CORRESPONDENCE
C H I C A G O

-  -  -  C O U P O N .  Clip and Mail Today -  -  -
A m e r ic a n  School o f  C orresp on d en ce . Argosy. io-’08

Please send Cyclopedia of Applied Electricity for F R E E  examination.
I will send $2.00 within five days and $2.00 a month until I have paid 
$18.00; otherwise I will notify you to send for the books. Title not to 
pass until fully paid.
N a m e ......................................................................................................................

ADDRE88................... .............................................................................................

O c c u p a t io n ........................................................ .................................................

E m p l o y e r .............................................................................................. ..............

Let us send you >
W atch o r  R ing 
upon te rm 8 In­
dicated. Rem it 
first paym ent w ith 
o rder o r have goods 

shipped for Inspec­
tion  C. O. D. first 

paym ent.
Our Attractive Catalog Free*

A s k  F o r  N o. G - 2 4 .

carat commercial white perfect
diamond set in any — -----
style, 14 carat solid
gold mounting........

85 cash and  S3 per m onth.
$30.00

Gents’ O. F. 12, 16 o r  18 elze o r 
lad les’ 6 Blze p la in  or beautifu lly  
engraved 20-year, 14-kt. gold-filled 
case fitted  w ith gen- *  .  *  _  _  
u ine n e w  Elgin o r C l " /  k  |1  
W altham  m o v e m e n t V I b l V V

With hunting case, $ 1 6 .7 5 . $2.00 cash and $1.50 per month.

[
Herbert L. Josephs Co

Diamond Importers i: Watch Jobbers 
2(7-219 [ G -2 4 . ] State Street. CHICAQO

CREDIT TO YOU
We'll ship you a single article or furnish your home completely 

and give you from twelve  to th ir ty  months in -which to f a y  f o r  
your purchases. You enjoy the full use of the home furnishings 
while paying for them a little each month as you earn the money.

W e fu rn ish  h o m e s  on  c r e d it  all over the U. S. It is posi­
tively the most confidential, the most pleasing and the most thor­
oughly convenient plan of credit ever devised. We charge abso­
lutely nothing for this credit accommodation— no interest—no 
ex tras o f  any kind.

C A TA L O G  No. 78 FR E E
It’s a large and beautifully illustrated catalog of Furniture, Carpet3, 
Rugs, Draperies, Stoves, Refrigerators, Go-carts, Crockery, Sewing 
Machines, Clocks, Silverware etc., illustrated very elaborately in 
colors. Write for this beautiful catalog— this gre&tf rice wonder. A 
postal card will bring it. Write for it TODAY.

SOLID $ ^ 3 5  
OAK 
ROCKER

Upholstered in guaranteed Nan­
tucket Leather, which has the 
wearing quality of genuine Leath­
er. Elaborately carved. Fancy 
back is tufted and has ruffled 
edge. A marvel at the price.

S H IP P E D  ON 3 0  DAYS 
FREE TRIAL.

Terms 75c cash, balance paya­
ble 50c per month.

2 2  G reat S to r e s .  Largest 
home furnishing concern on earth.

S a t is fa c tio n  G u aran teed  
or MONEY RE FU N D E D .

H A D T M A I I  f u r n i t u r e  a n d
n f l r t  I  r l A n  c a r p e t  c d .
223 225 227 &229 WABASH AYE. CHICA&D

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  Argosy.
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MRS. SIM PSON w r o t e  f o r  
the NATIONAL"STYLE BOOK
9® W e Made Mrs. Simpson a 

Suit Similar To This.
A n d  N o w  C o m e s  T h i s  L e t t e r :

M r s  R o b e r t  J  S i m p s o n , P ortsm outh , N H  , says:
“ I am  w riting to  tell you how pleased I am  w ith m y su it. The m aterial you 

used is splendid, and  the  jacket and  sk irt fit perfectly  Y our ta ilors could not 
have made i t  any more perfect had  they  given me a personal fitting. /  am de­
lighted. The finish of a garm ent is som ething I always look a t  and this su it of mine 
is finished beautifu lly  L ast, b u t not least, I  thank you for prepaying the  expressage.

I  certainly am  glad now th a t I  w rote you for your handsom e Free S tyle Book 
an d  Samples "

W o n ’t  Y o u , T o o , W rite  fo r th e  “ N A T IO N A L ” S ty le  B ook  a n d  S am p le s?  T h e y  
w ill b e  s e n t  y o u  a b s o lu te ly  F re e . Y ou  w ill be ju s t  a s  p leased  a s  M rs. S im pson  w as. 
F o r , a f t e r  a l l, M rs. S im p so n ’s ex p e rie n c e  is th e  sam e a s  th a t  o f o v e r  h a lf  a  m illio n  
A m e r ic a n  L a d ie s  w ho  h a v e  w r i t t e n  how  m u c h  th e y  w ere d e l ig h te d  w ith  
“ N A T IO N A L "  S u its . A n d  so  w e a s k , w o n ’t  y ou . to o . w rite  fo r th e  " N A T IO N A L ” 
S ty le  B o o k  a n d  F re e  S am p les?  I t  w ill m e a n  a n  e n d  to  y o u r  d re s sm a k in g  tro u b le s .

TAILORED SUITS
MADE-TO-ORDER 

New York Styles
S ty le  B ook  a n d  S a m p les S e n t F R E E

$ 7 ^ 5 0  x o  $ 3 5

TIIF. 20th ANNIVERSARY NUMBER of the
"NATIONAL” 96-Page Style Book (sent free) is 
the most complete and the most interesting ever 
offered to the American woman. It shows all the 
desirable new suits worn in New York this Fall. 
And you can make your own choice of any of these

suits, have it trimmed to please you, and made to 
your order out of your own choice of our 400 new 
materials for Fall anti Winter wear. And remem­
ber, all the risk of fitting you and of pleasing you 
in style, workmanship and material—all this risk 
is ours.

The “ NATIONAL” Policy
Every “NATIONAL” garment has the “NATIONAL We pay nil postage and express charges on all
GUARANTEE TAG” attached. This tag means “your “NATIONAL” garments to every part of the United
money hack if you ask for St.” YOU TAKE NO RISK. States, no matter how large or small your order.

Learn what New York J s  wearing. Write To-day for the Free “  NATIONAL” Style Book and Samples. 
You will be interested in seeing the new Long Coat Suits, the new Trimmed Skirts and the other new styles 
for FalL In addition this Style Book shows the following " NATIONAL” Ready-Made Goods:

Coats' Furs Boas Costumes Merino Underwear Kimonos
Waists Hats Misses’, Infants’ and Rain-Coats Muslin Underwear Sweaters
Skirts Plumes Children’s Wear Petticoats Corsets Hosiery

OUR 20TH ANNIVERSARY 
STYLE BOOK THIS STYLE 5 0 0 K

OR THIS
J U S T  FILL IN T H IS  

C O U P O N

Samples

COUPON

* . • '  National 
Cloak & Suit 

C om pany  
247 W est 2 4 th  S t. 

N ew  Y ork City 
According to your offer tn 
T lie  A rgow.v please send 
• copy of the “ NATIONAL” 

Style Book FREE. I also want to see 
the samples of the new materials. I 

prefer these co’ors:

NATIONAL CLOAK & SUIT CO. 
247 W. 24th St., New York City

. • * ’ N a m e  

A d d r e s s ..  .

In  answering this advertisement i t  is desirable tha t you mention  T h e  A rgosy.
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AFTER A  ME AL

REALLY DELIGHTFUL

THAT DAINTY MINT COVERED 
CANDY COATED CHEWING GUM
AN OUNCE FOR A NICKEL wdin5':a\ i>I<)cP,\(KLT5

F R A N K  H.  FLEtR &CO.INC.philadelphia»noT0R0Nto.

A L A B A ST IN E

. W i  T

O n T o S t a y
W here th e  o ld  w all-paper Is so lid  on  th e  w all, c h a rm in g  a n d  beau tifu l 

re su lts  can be secu red  by app ly ing  A labastine  d ire c tly  o v e r  it , p a r tic u ­
la rly  on  in g ra in  p ap e r a n d  even s tr ip e d  p ap e r, p ro v id in g  th e re  a re  no  

1 s tro n g  an ilin e  co lo rs  o r  ra ise d  figures.

Alabastine come* 
only in sealed pack­
ages and any dealer 
will supply it if you 
are careful to a
for Alabastine.

A lab astin e
The Sanitary Wall Coating

Send a 2c U. S. 
stamp for sam­
ples of Alabastine 
tints, and a fold­
er giving valuable 
hints on wall 
decorations.

A labastine w ill g ive  yon  an  ev en , ve lv e ty  en rface  w hich  re flec ts  th e  lig h t in s te ad  
o f  ab so rb in g  it , th u s  m ak in g  yo u r room s b r ig h te r  an d  m o re  c h e e rfu l. B est resu lts  a re  

o b ta in ed  w here  th e  p ap e r can  b e  rem o v ed , fo r  th e n  A labastine becom es a  p a r t  of th e  wall. 
A labastine  is m ade from  p u re  A labaster ro ck , pow dered . S im ply  m ixed  w ith co ld  w ate r 

a n d  app lied  w ith  a  fla t b ru sh , i t  ad h e re s  to  th e  w all by  its  ow n c e m en tin g  pow ers, 
" o u  can  do  th e  w ork  y o u rse lf , o r  em ploy  a n  ex p e rien ce d  d ec o ra to r.

The Alabastine Company, 259 GrandviDe Ave., Grand Rapids, Mich.
Dept 167,105 Water Street, New York City,i ^ u b s O f r

T e n -

F ^ c P e n
A L W A Y S  W R I T E S  
N E V E R  L E A K S  
N E V E R  S C R *  T C H E S  
F I L L S  I T S E L F  
C L E A N S  I T S E L F

Guaranteed for Ten Years
Prices no higher than other 
standard pens that are not self-filling .V .V .V
We want you to try the Ten-Year 
Pen. A case of six pens for a 
week’s examination and trial will 
be sent entirely free of expense 
to any responsible person. Give 
us one or two references, and 
let us send you a case. You try 
the pen; we stand the expense.

GEOBGE B. GEAFF, MANAGES 
6 11 Trem ont Temple,Boston,M ass.

You Can Easily Own a Diamond or Watch °r present one a8 a *“* * BOme ,oy-e<10-n0- -8end for-ou.r.be??ti,uld e sc r ip tiv e  c a ta lo g u e  c o n ta in in g  1,500 i llu s t r a tio n s  o f  a ll  t h a t  is  cor­
r e c t  a n d  a t t r a c t iv e  in  D iam o n d s, W atch es  a n d  Je w e lry . T h en , in  th e  p r iv a c y  o f y o u r  h o m e o r  office, se le c t w h a te v e r  y o u  d es ire . WE SEND ON 
APPROVAL th e  g oods y o u  w ish to  see. I f  y o u  lik e  th e m  p ay  o ne-flfth  th e  p rice  o n  d e liv e ry  a n d  th e  b a lan ce  in  8 eq u a l m o n th ly  p a y m e n ts . Y o u r 
c re d it  is  goo d  a n d  we g iv e  y o u  th e  a d v a n ta g e  o f lo w est possib le  prices. W e m ak e  85 o r  810 d o  th e  w o rk  t h a t  850 d o es  in  a  cash  s to re  a n d  g iv e  y o u  

^  a  w ri tte n  g u a ra n ty  o f v a lu e  a n d  q u a li ty . INVEST IN A DIAMOND. I t  w ill p a y  b e tte r  th a n  sto ck s , bonds o r  s a v in g s  b a n k  in- 
■V V I V P I  te r e s t ,  f o r  D iam onds In crease  in  v a lu e  10 to  20% a n n u a lly , a n d  y o u r  s e c u r i ty  is  a b so lu te . I f  c o n s id e r in g  a  D iam ond  o r  W atch

L i  BROS. & CO.
the old reliable original diamond^  AND WATCH CREDIT HOUSE,

I8R0S.&C0» E s t d . l 8 5 8 - D c Pt .  l -G3 - 9 2  to  9 6  S ta te  S t..  C hicago, 111.

as  a  g i f t ,  y o u  w ill find th e  L o ftls  S ystem  a  g r e a t  a n d  t im e ly  
co n v en ien ce  o n  a n n iv e rsa r ie s , b i r th d a y s , w ed d in g s,h o lid ay * , 
e tc . O u r c a ta lo g u e  is  f re e . W rite  f o r  I t  to d a y . Do i t  now,

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy.
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. 3 5 1  C a l i b e r  H i g h  P o w e r  S e l f - L o a d i n g  R i f l e
T h is  repeater is reloaded by its  own recoil. T o  shoot it six 
tim es it is only necessary to pull the  tr ig g er for each shot.
T he ease and rapidity w ith which it can be fired m ake it a 
particularly effective rifle for hunting  gam e often shot on 
the  run. Like all W inchesters, it is safe, strong  and simple.
Full illustrated description of this rifle—'‘"The Gun That Shoots Through Steel"—sent upon request. 

W I N C H E S T E R  R E P E A T I N G  A R M S  C O . ,  N E W  H A V E N ,  C O N N .

A P P L Y  t o

J O H N  BROWN

$ 3 0 0 0 1 0  $ 1 0 , 0 0 0 a y  ear
I N  T H E  R E A L  E S T A T E  B U S I N E S S  V

W e w ill te a c h  you  b y  m a il  th e  R ea l E s ta te ,  G e n e ra l B ro k e ra g e  a n d  
I n s u r a n c e  B u s in e s s , a n d  a p p o in t  you

S P E C IA L  R E P R E S E N T A T IV E
o f th e  o ld e s t  a n d  la r g e s t  c o -o p e ra t iv e  r e a l  e s ta te  a n d  b ro k e ra g e  c o m p a n y  
in  A m e ric a . R e p re s e n ta t iv e s  a r e  m a k in g  $3,000 to  $10,000 a  y e a r  w ith o u t  
a n y  in v e s tm e n t  o f  c a p i ta l .  E x c e l le n t  o p p o r tu n i t ie s  o p e n  to  Y O U . B y o u r  
s y s te m  y o u  c a n  m a k e  m o n e y  in  a  le w  w e e k s  w ith o u t  in te r f e r in g  w ith  
y o u r  p r e s e n t  o c c u p a tio n . O u r c o -o p e ra tiv e  d e p a r tm e n t  w ill  g iv e  y o u  
m o re  c h o ic e , s a la b le  p ro p e r ty  to  h a n d le  t h a n  a n y  o th e r  in s t i tu t i o n  in  
th e  w o rld . G e t y o u r  n a m e  o n  y o u r  o w n  R e a l E s ta te  S ig n s  — b ig  m o n e y  in  it . 
A  T h o r o u g h  C o m m e r c i a l  L a w  C o u r s e  F R E E  t o  E a c h  
R e p r e s e n t a t i v e .  W rite  fo r  62-page b o o k , F ie e .

THE CROSS COMPANY, 1949 Reaper Block, Chicago

Rundel Automatic Stropper
I t  in s u re s  c o m p le te  s h a v in g  s a ti s fa c tio n  b y  m a k in g  o ld  

b la d e s  b e tte r  th a n  n e w ,  a n d  re m o v in g  h a r s h  ed g e  
fro m  n e w  b la d e s . A b so lu te ly  a u to m a t ic  a n d  c a n n o t  cu t 

s t ro p .  A d a p te d  to  a n y  d o u b le  e d g e d  ra zo r . B lades  
c a n  b e  s tro p p e d  re p e a te d ly  a n d  m a d e  to  la s t  a  l i fe tim e . 

F in e ly  n ic k e l p la te d  s t r o p p e r  a n d  b e s t q u a l i tv  g e n u in e  
h o rs e h id e  24 in c h  s t r o p  s e n t  p o s tp a id  fo r  $3.00. I t  w ill 

s av e  i t s  co s t ill 6 to  8 m o n th s . W e r e tu r n  y o u r  m o n e y  in  
15 d a y s  if  v o u  a r e  n o t s a tis f ie d . R a te d  in  D u n  a n d  

B ra d s tre e t.  S ta te  m a k e  of r a z o r  y o u  use.
I l lu s t r a t e d  f o ld e r  fre e . T e r m s  to  d e a le rs .

RUNDEL SALES CO., 60 STATE STREET, ROCHESTER, N. Y.

STROP YOUR DOUBLE 
EDGED BLADES WITH THE

In answering any advertisement on this page it  is desirable that you mention T he A rgosy.
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Don’t Worry About the Rain!
at the? snow or sleet of good wildfowling 
weather, or the twigs and rushes of the duck 
blind, or the .drifting Sand of the .goose 
pit- nothing can get into the action c

M a r l i n

R epea ting  Shotgun
’M m M i

The f f la r f in  shotguns shoot hard and close and - .• / j
i  A  • '/-!are built with an eye to overcoming weaknesses of* l L  

average “ pump ** gun. The breech is completea^ .̂s, 
closed in by the bolt and the top of the breech block^^ 
is solid, so that no snow, sleet, twigs or any foreifip 
objects can clog the action. This solid top pre- 'Urn* 
vents water from running down into the maga<ai*ê S3j 
and swelling the shells one of the most aggravating 
things that can happen with a repeating shotgun.

W i t h  o n e - t h i r d  le s s  p a r t s  t h a n  a n y  o t h e r  r e p e o t e r , . t h e f - ^  
s im p l i c i t y  a n d  s t r e n g t h  o f  m e c h a n i s m  i n s u r e s  p e r f e c t  
o p e r a t io n :  d o u b le  e x t r a c t o r s  p u l l  a n y  s h e ll ;  a n d  a u t o m a t i c * ^  
r e c o il  s a f e t y  lo ck  r e m o v e s  a l l  d a n g e r  f r o m  h a ttg .-h r« S , 
m a k i n g  t h e  ///a r /z iu  t h e  s a f e s t  b r e e c h l o a d i n g  " g u n  b u i l t .

Send to-day for our 136-page ca ta ­
log. describ ing  the full M a r l i n  line 
Enclose 3 stam ps for postage.

7% e 7 f ta r /i/i/ir e tte m s
7 Willow St NEW HAVEN. CON

Only T O O
O V E R  3 yi F T .  L O N C
Circumference 5H inches 

Price o n ly  $1.00 b y express

To in troduce ou r new 
EXCELSIOR SOLAR 
TELESCOPE.

Count 
Cattle 20 

MMesAway
I  wish all 

to  know how 
sa tis fa c to ry  

the Excelsior 
T e le sc o p e  is. 

O ur farm is on 
t the highest point 
in the surrounding 

country, one mile 
south of the junction 

of W alnut and A rkan­
sas rivers. From  our 

place we can see, with the 
< aid of the Telescope, over 
into the Kansas Indian R es­

ervation, nearly 20  miles ; 
count the cattle and tell a horse 

from a co w ; can see a large 
ranch 17 miles east tha t cannot 

be seen with the naked eye ; can 
see the color and count windows 

with the Telescope. Again thanking 
you all for a square deal, I remain.

Yours truly, F. G. P atto n . 
A  rkansas C ity , K a n .

Hundreds of others savlne good things about 
these Telescopes. GET ONE AND TRY IT. 

Booklet containing information about Telescopes, 
eclipses and planets, FREE with each order.

Send $1.00 by Registered Letter, Post-Oflice Bloney 
Order, or Bank Draft payable to our order. Sent 

by mail insured for $1.20.

K I R T L A N D  B R O S .  S. C O .
Dept. A.R. 9 0  C h a m b e r s  S t .,  N e w  Y o r k

POSITIVELY su ch  a  good  T e le sco p e  
w as  n e v e r  so ld  fo r  th i s  p r ic e  befo re , 
T h e s e  T e le sc o p e s  a re  m a d e  by  
o n e  o f  th e  la rg e s t  m a n u fa c tu r e r s  
o f  E u ro p e  ; m e a s u re  clo sed , 12 
in., a n d  o p e n  o v e r  3%  ft., in  
5  se c tio n s . T h e y  a r e  b ra s s  
b o u n d , b ra s s  s a fe ty  ca p  o n  
e a c h  e n d  to  e x c lu d e  d u s t, 
e tc .,w ith  p o w e rfu l le n se s , 
s c ie n tif ic a lly  g r o u n d  
a n d  a d ju s te d . G u a ra n ­
te e d  b y  th e  m a k e r .
H e r e t o f o r e  T e l e ­
sco p es  o f  th i s  s ize  
h a v e  b e e n  so ld  fo r  
f ro m  $5 to  $8.
Our new catalogue of 
guns, etc.,sent with 
each order. This 
is a grand offer 
and you should 
not miss It. W, 
warrant each 
t e l e s c o p e  
just ns rep­
resented  
or money 
refund­
ed.

Near-Brussels Art-Rugs, S3.50
S E N T  T O  Y O U R  H O M E  B Y  E X P R E S S  P R E P A ID .

Beautiful and attractive 
patterns. M ade in all 
colors. E a s i l y  k e p t  
clean and w arranted to 
wear. Woven in one 
piece. Both sides can be 
used. Sold direct at one 
profit. Money refunded 
if not satisfactory.

Sizes and Prices
9 x 6  ft. S3.50
9 1 J H  ft. 4.0U
9 x 9 ft. 4.50
9 x KHo ft. 5.00
9x12 ft. 5.50
9x15 ft. 6.50

New Catalogue showing goods in actual colors sent free.
ORIENTAL IMPORTING CO.,908 B ourse Bldg., Phila.

MOVING PICTURE MACHINES
STEREOPTICONS

THE FIELD IS LARGE

You Can Make 
BIG MONEY 

E ntertain in g the  Public.
Nothing affords better oppor­

tunities for men with small 
capital. We start you, furnish­
ing complete outfits and explicit 
instructions at a surprisinglj 
low cost.

comprising the regular theatre and lecture circuit, also local fields in Churches, 
Public Schools, Lodges and General Public Gatherings. Ou r Enter ta inm ent  
S u p p l y  C a t a l o g u e  and special offer fully explains everything. S e n t  Free .

CHICAGO PROJECTING CO., 225 Dearborn Street, Dept gi Chicago.
W e  T ru st Y ou

Q o n d  t i n  m n n o v  Wr,w for th is handsome 14-Incb, beautifully
OC1IU I lls  1U U IIC ) j  cflrled, carefully selected Ostrich Feather, any 
color. I f  you find It a big bargain remit $1.85 each, or sell 3 feathers and 
get Tour own free. Enclose 6c. postage. W rite for catalogue.

ANNA AYERS. Dept. H-41, 31 Quincy St.. CHICAGO

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy.
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O f A ll Securities—T he Be£t
SAFETY—Our Bonds are secured by the assets of the New York 

Central Realty Co., composed wholly of New York Realty. 
As this property was purchased in acreage and is being 
constantly developed by us, it constitutes a steadily growing 
security of the highest order.

AVAILABILITY—Our Bonds can be surrendered for cash at any 
time before maturity for the entire investment, with interest. 

PROFIT—Our Bonds earn 6% to maturity for every dollar in­
vested—the highest interest compatible with absolute safety. 

These Bonds are issued for the purpose of securing funds for the pur­
chase and improvement of New York Real Estate, and guarantee 6% to 

the Investor.
The money is not loaned to us, but invested with us, in our business. The nature of our 

business and the fact that New York Real Estate pays—not sometimes, but all the time— 
insures its safety.

OUR BONDS ARE ISSUED IN TWO FORMS
FOR THE SMALL INVESTOR—The Accumulative Gold Bond, compelling the saving of small 

sums. Purchasable in ten yearly payments and maturing in either 10 or 15 years, each 
payment earning 6% interest, compounded annually.

FOR THE LARGE INVESTOR—The Coupon Gold Bond, issued in multiples of $100 at par ; 
maturing in 10 years for the face value with 6$ interest.

O ur literature will interest you. Let us know which form of Bond fits your finances and we will tell you more about it.

New York Central Realty Co., 1328 Broadway, New York City
(Surplus and Undivided Profits $1,250,000.00)

W e want agencies in every city and offer a liberal proposition to men of character. Write for particulars.

A New, Thin=ModeI 
Ingersoll Watch

Here is a new, small size, thin-model, gentleman’s watch— 
an exact duplicate in size and appearance of any of the high- 
priced, fashionable, thin-model watches made for men. The 
new Ingersoll “ Junior” is the only low-priced, thin-model 
watch in the world—a g u a r a n te e d  time-keeper, and the latest 
achievement of the wonderful Ingersoll factories.

D O L L A R  W A T C H
T h e  fa m o u s  “  D o lla r  W a tch  ”  is  s til l  th e  m o s t p o p u la r  w a tc h , a n d  th e  m ost 

p ra c t ic a l a n d  in e x p e n s iv e  t im e -k e e p e r  m a d e . B esides th e  “ D o lla r  W a tc h ” 
th e r e  a r e  o th e r  M en ’s  I n g e r s o l ls  u p  to  $ 1.75, a n d  “ M id g e t”  m o d e ls  fo r  
L a d ie s , G ir ls  a n d  Boys, fro m  $2 to  $5.

Look for the name INGERSOLL on the dial
S ix ty  th o u s a n d  d e a le r s  se ll In g e r s o lls  — o r  w e w ill s e n d  d ire c t  on  

re c e ip t  of p r ic e  ( if  bv  re g is te re d  m a il, s e n d  8c. a d d i t io n a l) .
W rite  to d a v  fo r  free . I l lu s t r a te d  b o o k le t.

R O B T . H . I N G E R S O L L  B R O . 
4 6  F r a n k e l  B u i ld in g ,  N e w  Y o r k

12

rio ^ 2*1
* 3]

ts 'T il
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E n g lish  Knockabout Hat $1:£2
Not a fad, but a stylish, serviceable Hat that would 
sell for $ 2 .0 0  in almost any Hat store.
It is madeof genuine English Felt, with 
flexible sweat band, and trimmed with 
neat, narrow outside band. Suitable 
for dress and business. It can be folded 
in a neat and compact roll without 
damaging. Just the thing for any and 
all purposes — traveling, motoring, 
golfing, fishing, hunting, yachting, 
etc. Every man and boy should have 
one of these hats. All sizes, four 
colors: Black, Brown, Gray and Gray 
Mixture. . Weight 4 ozs. Sent post­
paid, securely packed, on receipt of 
$ 1 .0 0 . Order today, stating size and 
color desired. Satisfaction guaranteed.

P A N A M A  H AT  C O M PAN Y
181-F William St., New York City

BE A  SALESMAN
YOU CAN EARN 

$ 2 ,0 0 0  to $ 2 0 ,0 0 0
a year as a Traveling: Salesman w hen qualified. W e w ill 
teach you to be one b y  mail in eight weeks and assist y o u  to 
secure a position with a reliab le firm. Be a producer. T he 
m an they canno*. get a long w ithout. B iggest and best field in 
the  w orld for am bitious men. W e have hundreds of ca lls  for 
our Trained Salesmen from leading firms a ll over the U nited 
S tates. Be one of them and  double or treb le y o u r  present earn­
ings. O ur free catalog “ A Knight of th e  Grip”  w ill te ll you 
how to do it . W rite  fo r i t  today. A ddress D ept. 123
National Salesm en’s Training Association
Hunadnock Block, Chicago, III. )

Scarritl Building, Kansas City, Jlo. or

T H E
R AIL ROAD MAN’ S 

M A G A Z I N E

A  great b ig  m agazine. D evoted  to a great b ig  subject.
It has as m any d ep artm en ts as an engine has bolts, but its b a ck ­

bone is fiction— good, liv e  stories o f the road, th at w ill set your 
im agin ation  tin g lin g  as it has not for m any a day.

L o o k  over a co p y  at yo u r news-stand.
T E N  C E N T S - O N  A L L  N E W S - S T A N D S  O R  F R O M

T h e  Frank A. Munsey Company,  175 Fifth Avenue New  York City

B o y s  that L e a r n  a G oo d T r a d e
are betterequ ippedforsuccessthanthoiethathaveonlyanabundanceofm oney. T he irfu tu re  is more
secure. THE WINONA TECHNICAL INSTITUTE TRADE SCHOOLS
give boys a mastery of the following trades: Foundry, Printing, Lithography, T ile  Setting, P ainting, 
Machine Trades, Engineering Practice, Pharmacy, Chemistry, Brick-laying and Carpentry. Ask U9 
about our plan under which you can pay for your training after securing a good position.

W I N O N A  T E C H N I C A L  I N S T I T U T E ,
IN DI ANA PO LIS ,  INDIANA.W. C. SMITH, D i r e c t o r , 1511 E. Michigan St.

L i g h t
Is  u s e d  a l l  o v e r  *Ko w o r l d !

IT  P R O D U C E S
Maximum Light at Minimum Cost

V A S T L Y  S U P E R IO R  T O
Electricity, Acetylene or Gas,

and cheaper than Kerosene.
A Large Variety of Lamps and Fixtures

FO R  LIGHTING
Homes, Offices, Stores, Churches, 

Halls, Cafes, etc.
Write for Catalog. Agents wanted Everywhere.

THE BEST LIGHT CO.,
231 E. 5th St, CANTON, O.

In  answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T h e  A boosy.



T H E  ARGOSY—ADVERTI SI NG SECTI ON:

F o r

Man, W om an and Child
Compels deep breathing, straightens 

round shoulders instantly,reduces the 
abdomen, and molds the figure into 
symmetrical and perfect proportions.

Nulife n o t on ly  m akes 
3*ou look w ell and  feel 
w ell, b u t tran sfo rm s you 
in  a sh o r t lim e in to  a 
strong , v igo rous person , 
w ith o u t re so rtin g  to tirin g  
exerc ises, m ed ic in es or 
o th e r  artific ia l m eans.

Nulife d isp els  that sick , 
n auseated and tired  fe e l­

ing, due to con gested  lungs, round sh ou ld ers 
and  a su n ken  chest, w h ich  cause im p rop er 
breathin g. S to o p in g  sh ou ld ers force the w eigh t 
o f  th e  body on the abdom en, the one organ 
w h ich  should  be e n tire ly  
free  from  a ll pressure.

Nulife h o l d s  up the 
shou ld ers, sp ine  and hips, 
g iv in g  the b o d y that natu­
ral su p p o rt w h ich  N ature 
dem ands.

Nulife is as lig h t  as a 
feather, as stron g as steel, 
is w ashable, and so sim ple 
that an y  ch ild  can put it on w ith o u t assistance.

Nulife gives man that commanding 
military' appearance, woman that 
graceful symmetrical form of beauty, 

and makes children 
stand, sit and grow 
erect, and keeps them 
healthy and strong.

Nulife fo rm erly  so ld  b y  
agents throughout the w orld  
at $5.00 each ; now  sent 
d irect to you, p rep aid , for 
$3.00. S en d  your h eight, 

w e ig h t and ch est (not bu st) m easure, and 
state i f  m ale or fem ale. O ur illu strated  
b o o k let “  N ulife, And W h a t  I t  W ill Do F or 
Y ou ,’* sent free  on a p p licatio n  b y  addressing

Prof. Chas. M un te r. Dept. A, In stitu te  of Health
13-15 W est 34th Street,

N ear Fifth A venue - NEW YORK CITY

Special
Discounts on 
H i g h e s t
grade diamonds, the 
finest, pure w h i t e  

gems; a l s o  jewelry, 
cut g las s ,  silver, etc.

TllTRlTE for special discount sheet 
”  * and price list (together with the 

complete Marshall catalog). The house 
of Geo. E. Marshall is known for its first 
quality goods and our special discounts on 
rarest values may surprise you. W rite now.

Marshall’s
“ F” Grade-
" F "  i r s t  a n d  finest g rad e  
—  d iam o n d s a re  gem s of
t h e  r a re s t  b e a u t y --------
p e rfe c t in  c u t a n d  color, 
p u r e  w h ite ; of dazz lin g  
brilliancy. N ot one jeweler in 
ten  ever carries in stock a  dia­
mond equal to  th e  Marshall 
" F ” irst grade; and th e  jew ­
eler’s so-called first grade is 
generally about equal to Mar­
shall’s second or even th ird  
grade.

HERE are shown th ree  stones 
of rare beauty, all “F "  grade 
Tiffany — prices $76. $46 and 
$28. W e allow term s of $7.60,
$4.60 or $2.80 a month respectively. Or for all cash, 8% 
off. Any diamond skipped prepaid on approval—not one 
cent in advance, nothing to pay unless completely satisfied 
AFTER full examination.

Catalog on Request
Price List & Special 

Discount Sheet
N ow  b e  su re  to  ge t th is  
ca ta lo g  a n d  d isc o u n t sh e e t 
a n d  o u r a p p ro v a l-sh ip m e n t 
o ffer BEFORE you  b u y  a 
d i a m o n d  o r  jew e lry . / 0-
Write today.
Geo. E . M a rs h a ll,

.Pc o u p o n — S  w  N  j f f“•r* / / / /
.o'* /r

1

(INC.)
W. S. Hyde,Jr., Pres. 
A. S. True, Sec’.v.
103 State St 
Chicago, III.

a* fc* <r 

/ ►Vv

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T he A rgosy.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

This Handsome Drawing 
Outfit FREE.

E very  s tu d e n t w ho en ro lls  In th e  F re e p o rt C o rresp o n d ­
en ce  School’s M echanical D rafting , A rch itec tu ra l D rafting  
o r  A rch itec tu re  co u rse  rece ives free  th e  finest D raw ing 
O utfit eve r o ffered  w ith  a  hom e s tudy  course.

S tuden ts  in th e  above su b jec ts  and  in  C arp e n try  and  
Jo in e ry  a re  ta u g h t from  b lu e -p rin t draw ings and  p ersonal 
type-w ritten  le tte rs  o f in s tru c tio n . In d iv idua l in s tru c ­
tion , not sim ply  p r in te d  lessons, Is o u r  ru le  in  ev e ry th in g  
we teach.

To give o u r  stu d en ts  th e  best assistance and  in s tru c tio n , 
w ith every  conceivab le a rra n g e m e n t and aid  to  rap id  ad ­
v ancem en t is th e  basis of the

“ F R E E P O R T  ID E A ."
T he F re e p o r t Id ea  m arks  the  g re a te s t advance in  hom e 

study  in s tru c tio n  since co rresp o n d en ce  cou rses w ere 
founded . You beg in  w ith th e  first lesson to  do th e  w ork 
you w ant to  do. Y ou so lve y o u r p rob lem s as you  com e 
to  them .

You a re  n o t fo rced  to  s tudy  u n in te re s tin g  lessons a t  a 
tim e  w hen you  do n o t u n d e rs ta n d  th e ir  p rac tica l ap p lica ­
tion . O ur cou rses  a re  logically  and  p ractica lly  a rran g e d .

We help  you  to  a  b e tte r  p o s i t io n - to  a  b e tte r  salary . We 
g ive you assistance  in  ev e ry  p ro b lem  of yo u r w ork w hen 
you need it.

S end fo r o u r  F re e  Book. I t  te lls  you how  to  s tep  out 
o f uncongen ial, poorly -pa id  em p loym en t in to  pay ing  
positions, th a t will q u ad ru p le  y o u r sa la ry—give you a  life  
w ork th a t is congen ia l an d  lim itless in  o p p o rtu n itie s  and  
Increase y o u r socia l stand ing .

W R I T E  T O D A Y .
F ill o u t the b la n k  below a n d  m a il i t  to u s  today.

T he one in s titu tion  th a t g ives th e  in s tru c tio n  you w ant, 
keeps up  yo u r in te re s t an d  help s  you as you w an t to  be 
helped  is

The Freeport Correspondence School.
Y our ap p lica tion  m ailed  today w ill be the  beg in n in g  of 

g re a te r  success in  life fo r you.
Check the  p osition  you a re  m ost in te res ted  In, m ail us 

th e  coupon , an d  you will rece ive free , fu ll p a r ticu la rs  and  
o u r  handsom e ca ta log , th e  m ost h e lp fu l book ev e r p u t 
in th e  h an d s  of am bitious, dissatisfied  o r m isp laced  m en 
an d  w om en.

. . . . . . .  N O W  D O  I T.  ■

Freeport C orrespondence Schools  
6 5  R ic e  B ld g . ,  F r e e p o r t ,  I l l in o is .

I would like the position before which I hare marked a cross (XV 
P le a s e  e x p la in , w ith o u t co s t to  m e, how I can get such 
a position and be sure to hold it.

M e c h a n i c a l  D r a f t s m a n
A r c h i t e c t
A r c h i t e c t u r a l  D r a f t s m a n  
C a r p e J i t e r  a n d  J o i n e r

Bookkeeper 
Advertiser 
Business Penman 
Stenographer 
Electrician 
Steam Engineer

M a n u a l  T r a i n i n g  I n s t r u c t o r  Locomotive Fireman

CITY....................................................................................................................

8T. or R. F. D ....................................................  OCCUPATION............... 65

1 0 Days’ Free Trial
Columbia

Graphophones
Send No Money— Freight Prepaid

A n y  s ty le  o f  th j s  g r e a te s t  ta lk in g  m a c h in e  in  th e  w o rld  
w ill ’be s e n t to  y ou  o n  t r i a l ,  f r e ig h t  p re p a id . A lso  12 
re c o rd s . H e re  it p la y  i ts  m u s ic —s in g  its  so n g s. T h e n , if  
y o u  a r e  sa tis fied , p a y  u s  a  tr i f le  e a ch  m o n th . T h is  c o n ­
c e rn , w ith  i ts  c o m b in e d  c a p ita l  o f $7,000,000, is  tl ie  la rg e s t  
o f  i ts  k in d  in  th e  w o rld . W e h a v e  450,000 c u s to m e rs . See 
w h a t  w e  ca n  do  on  a  G ra p h o p h o n e . W rite  a  p o s ta l to d a y  
fo r  C a ta lo g  N o . 30.
S p ie g e l ,  M ay, S t e r n  C o ., 1 3 7 3  3 5 t h  S t r e e t ,  C h ic a g o

Oon't Throw it Awa; ’ Does Yo ur Granite  Dish 
r H o t W a te r Bag Leak ?

MENDETS
„ A PATENT PATCH y

th a t  m ends a ll leaks in  a ll u tensils—tin  
b rass , copper, g ran itew are , h o t w ate r bags, 
e tc . No so lder, ce m en t o r  rive t. Any one 
can  use  th e m : f it any  su rface; two m illion  
in  use. S end fo r  sam ple pkg. 10c. Complete 

pkg. assorted  sizes. 25c.[post-paid. Agents w anted. 
Collette Mfg. Co.. Box 10 A, Am sterdam , N. Y.

Flash Like Genuine
Day or night. You can own a diamond equal 
in brilliancy to any genuine Stone at one- 
tbirlietb the cost.
B A R O D A  D I A M O N D S

I.\ SO LI D G O LD  H I AGS
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.

T H E  IIA  HOD A  CO.
Dept. 32, 230 North State 8ireet, Chicago.

WE CAN TEACH YOU TO DRAW1
You can earn $20 to $50 
and up wards  per week.

W e have Successfully taught a ll branches of I 
draw ing b y correspondence since 1898. Practical, personal 
instruction. Experienced teachers. A r t  Director 
educated in Europe, Positions guaranteed. Successful 
students everyw here. Illustrated  Y ear Book FREE. 

SCHOOL OF APPLIED ART,
T192 F in e  A rts B ldg., B attle  C reek , M ich.. TJ. S. A. 1

GET MUSIC LESSONS FREE
in  y o u r  o w n  H o m e  fo r  Piano, Organ, Violin, Guitar, 
Banjo, Cornet, Sight Singing or Mandolin. O n e  le sso n  
w e e k ly . B e g in n e rs  o r  a d v a n c e d  p  u p ils .  Y o u r o n ly  e x p e n s e  
is  fo r  p o s ta g e  a n d  m u s ic , w h ic li a v e ra g e s  a b o u t 2 c e n ts  a 
d ay . E s ta b l is h e d  1898. T h o u s a  n d s  o f  p u p ils  a ll o v e r  th e  
w o r ld . H u n d re d s  w r i t e :  “ W ish  I h a d  k n o w n  o f y ou
b e fo re .”  B o o k le t a n d  f re e  tu i t io n  o ffe r s e n t  f re e . A d d re ss  

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC.
Box 1____ - - 225 Fifth Ave., New York City-

'HELP WANTED.
IN G O V E R N M E N T  S E R V I C E

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 exi-ert advice—all FREE. Write 
NOW for booklet 51.

^WASHINGTON CIVIL SERVICE SCHOOL, Washington,

Do You Like to Draw ?
That’s all we want to know

Now we will not give yon any grand prise—or 
a lot of free stuff If yon answer this ad. Nor 
do we Claim to make yon rlrh In a week. 
But If yon are anxious to develop your talent 

with a successful cartoonist, so you can make 
money, sen<j a copy of this picture with lie. in 

stamps for portfolio of cartoons ami sample 
lesson plate, ami Ivt ns -X pin in.

THE W. I.. EVANS 8C1I00I. OK CARTOONING, 
341 Kingmoore Bldg., Cleveland, O.

To
7n answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T iie  A rgosy.
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T H E  ARGOSY—A D V E R T ISIN G  SECTION.

The Great Divide

K n o w le d g e  i s  th e  g rea t d iv id e  b e t w e e n  th e  
m a n  w h o  w o r k s  a n d  t h e  m a n  w h o  p la n s . The
Civil E ngineer is, above a ll others, th e  pioneer of 
progress. His field includes alm ost every phase of 
our industrial, com mercial, m unicipal and national 
life, and alm ost every m easure affecting public health, 
com fort or convenience.

C Y C L O P E D I A  O F

Civil Engineering
8 VOLUMES—page size 7 x 1 0  inches—4,000 pages— 

3,000 illustrations, diagrams, plates, formulas, etc. 
-BOUND IN HALF RED MOROCCO.
'** T h is  is th e  first g re a t re fe re n ce  w ork ev e r com piled  co v e r­
ing  the  e n tire  field of Civil E ng in eerin g  w ith all its a llied  
b ran ch es, such  as  su rv ey in g , m ap  m aking , ra ilroad  e n g in e e r­
ing, ro ad  bu ild ing , m ason ry , stee l an d  re in fo rc ed  concre te , 
s tru c tu ra l en g in eerin g , b ridge  design  an d  con stru c tio n , 
r iv e r  a n d  h a rb o r  im provem en t, w a te r supp ly , irr ig a tio n , 
w a te r pow er d eve lopm en t an d  san itary  eng ineering .

T h e  w ork  rep re sen ts  th e  com bined  effo rts  o f a  la rg e  staff 
o f p rac tica l experts . I t  Is adm irab ly  ad a p ted  to  th e  needs 
o f th e  b eg in n er an d  self tau g h t p rac tica l m an  in  add ition  
to  m ee tin g  all dem ands o f the  techn ica lly  tra in e d  ex p e rt. 
I t  is  com p lete , c lea r a n d  sim p le—com piled  especially  fo r 
Home Study.

S P E C I A L  A D V A N C E  O F F E R
T his  C yclopedia is th e  w ork o f th e  A m erican  School o f 

C orrespondence . We a re  so  confiden t o f th e  m e rit o f th is  
g re a t w ork  th a t we w ill o ffer 1,000 se ts  to  first pu rch asers , 
a t  th e  cost o f p ress  w ork , p a p e r  and  b inding , believ ing  
som e p u rch ase rs  w ill la te r  becom e s tu d en ts  in  o u r  civ il 
en g in ee rin g  courses.

R eserve  se t now . S en t exp ress  p rep a id  fo r 5 days* 
FREE exam ination . I f  you  wish to  keep  th e  books pay 
$2 w ith in  5 days and  $2 a  m on th  u n til you have paid  th e  
special price of $24.00. R egu lar lis t p rice  is $18.00. We 
sen d  fo r  th e  books a t  o u r  expense if n o t w anted.

BRIEF LIST OF CONTENTS
P lane  S u rvey ing  — M echanical D raw ing — P lo ttin g  an d  

T o p o g rap h y —R ailroad  E n g in eerin g  — S tatics — S tren g th  of 
M aterials — R oof T russes  an d  Mill B uild ing  C onstruction  — 
Cost A nalysis in  R elation  to  E ng in eerin g  — M asonry an d  
R ein fo rced  C oncre te  — S teel C onstruction  — P ractica l P ro b ­
lem s in  C on stru c tio n —B ridge E ng in eerin g —H ighw ay C on­
s tru c tio n —H ydrau lics—W ater S upp ly—Irrig a tio n  E n g in ee r­
in g —W ater Pow er D evelopm ent—Sew ers and  D rains—H ouse 
D rainage  an d  S an ita tio n —R iver an d  H arb o r Im p ro v em en ts .

AMERICAN SCHOOL of CORRESPONDENCE
CHICAGO *

. . . . . .C O U P O N ,  C lip an d  M ail T o d ay ........
Argosy 10-08

A m e r ic a n  School o f  C o rresp on d en ce ,

Please send set Cyclopedia of Civil Engineering for 5 days’ free 
examination. I will send $2 within 5 days and $2 a month until I have 

.paid $24.00; otherwise I will notify you to send for the books. Title 
not to pass until fully paid.

NAME.......................................................................................... .............................

ADDRESS........................ .......................................................................................

OCCUPATION...........................................................................................................

EMPLOYER...............................................................................................................

Fighting
the Trust,!!

The Smashing Anti* 
Trust Fight Now On!

Trust 
Prices

Eclipsed at Last!
A n  a b s o lu te ly  first-class h igh - 
grade w a tc h  a t  a  p r ic e  w i th in  

th e  p e o p le — T h e  B u r l in g to n  S p e c ia l  
N o - T r u s t  A V a tch .

The World’s Masterpiece of watch manufacture—the 
Burlington Special—now sold direct to the public at its 
rock-bnttom , no-ti'ust price (and besides without middle­
men’s profits).

We do not care what il costs~^ ^ ,fr^;
dependent line and so we are making the most sweeping, 
baffling offer ever made on watches.

“Cheap’’ w atches w ith  fam ous nam es on  th e  d ia ls  are  indeed 
sold “cheap; *’ but on  rea lly  good w atches m anu fac tu re rs  and  
jew elers have "systems" and  “con trac t ’ ag reem en ts  to  keep 
up prices and push only "b ig  profits" lin e s  So we a re  now 
forced to  m a rk e t our h ig h  grade w atches d ire c t a t  t h e  v e ry  
s a m e  p r ic e  th e  W H O L E S A L E  jew eler m ust pay.

This Is yo u r  opportunity—NO  W —while this great no­
trust offer lasts—get the best watch made anywhere at 
one-third the price of other high-grade watches. Fur­
thermore, in order to fight the Trust most effectually, A  
we even allow terms of $ 2 .5 0  a m o n th  on our 
finest watch—easiest possible payments at the W  
rock-bottom price, the identical price then v . - u u w j u i  r i i w i  .u u u ..™ . v I , w  — -
W  h o 1 e  s  a 1 e jeweler must pay. J

d 5*
Now  do  n o t m iss th is  

o p p o rtu n ity . At least we 
w an t you  to  know  ab o u t 
W A TCH ES an d  WATCH 
P R IC E S . W rite  Today.
Bo posted

S en d  a  posta l o r  le tte r  
o r  sim ply  m ail coupon  
w ith o u t sen d in g  a le tte r  
and  get th e  free  book.
BURLINGTON 
WATCH CO.
D e p t.  1 0 7 ?  ▼  ,  ’ OV!
M illard  S ta. *  (fi>‘ , A < \

o'* A 4 * *

AV && *
A ® /

4 #  ,

A  A  / A f  
.oV *

-  v
w  5> A t  a9
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4
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T H E  ARGOSY— A D V E R T ISIN G  SECTION.

F acts
A B O U T  T H E

S E L F -S T A R T IN G  S IX -C Y L IN D E R

WINTON SIX
O u r page advertisem en ts  in cu rren t m agazines te ll 

som e of them . O u r catalog te lls  m ore . W rite  today. 
48 H .P . 5 passenger ca r $3000 
60 H .P .  7 passenger ca r $4500

T h e  W in ton  M o to r C arriage C o.
B E R E A  R O A D  N .W ., C L E V E L A N D , O .. U .S .A .

IN C O M E  WITHOUT CAPITAL

$2500.to $7500.Yearly
T h e  cap ita l r e q u i r e d t^ V J  

- a l in  R ea l E s ta te ,  B ro k er- _  
i a n d  In s u ra n c e , is  fu rn is h e d  

b y  th e  peo p le  you do b u s in ess  w ith /1 
Y o u  draw  a n  in c o m e  on th is  f re e  c a p ita l .1 

W e te a c h  a n d  tr a in  you  how  to  h a n d le^  
r th e se  b ran c h e s  so th a t  you ca n  do i t  b e t te r 1 

/ t h a n  o th e rs  a n d  y o u r se rv ic e s  a r e  in  d e m a n d . \
A s o u r  sch o la r w e in s tru c t  a n d  deve lop  you. In  a \  

'e w  w eek s  w e can  fit you to  be 
_ O U R  A C C R E D I T E D  R E P R E S E N T A T I V E  
/ i n  your locality. We help you from the start; put you in touch with 1 
' all our representatives with whom you may co-operate in business; \  
furnish you readily salable real estate and investments and help you 1 
secure customers. In short, we put you in the way of an income instead 
of a salary ; make you an employer instead of an employee.

Write for our f r e e  pamphlet of 30 pages giving full information 
concerning our most successful method of instruction.
INTER-STATE SALES COMPANY, 205 Time# Building, New York.

Tailo
L earn  how  to  c u t c lo thes fo r  m en  

an d  you a re  alw ays su re  of a  good ­
pay ing  position . C u tters  e a rn  from  
$1000 to  $5000 a y ea r an d  a re  in  d e ­

m a n d  everyw here . By ou r

Original Simple System
in c lu d in g  L ife-S ize p a t te rn s , etc ., 
we w ill te ach  you By M all how 
to  becom e a  f ir s t-c la s s  cu tte r . 

W rite to-day  fo r  book le t F . I t ’s 
fo r th e  asking .

Rochester Academy of Men’s 
Clothes Cutting, Inc.

B e c k l e y  B ld g . ,  R o c h e s t e r ,  N . Y .

DEAFNESS
“ T h e  Morley’ P ho ne” i

A m in ia tu re  T elep h on e  
H for th e  Ear — Invisible,
J  easily ad ju sted , and  e n ­

tirely  com fo rtab le . M akes 
low sounds an d  w hispers 

p la in ly  hea rd . O ver fifty 
th ousand  sold, g iv ing  in s tan t relief 
from  deafness an d  head noises.
There are bu t few cases of deafness 
that cannot be benefited.

W rite for booklet and testim onia ls.
T H E  M O R L E Y  C O M P A N Y .  D e p t .  7 0

P erry  Bldg., i6 th  and Chestnut Sts., Philadelphia

(T  PAYS BIG 
To  A m u se  T h e  
P u b l i c  W i t h Motion Pictures

NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY as our in­
struction Book and ‘ ‘ Business Guide’ ’ tells all. 
We furnish Complete Outfit with Big Adver­
tising Posters, etc. Humorous dramas brimful 
of fun, tfravel, history, religion, temperance 
work and songs illustrated. Oueman can doit. 
Astonishing Opportunity in any locality for 
a man with a little money to show in churches, 
school houses, lodge halls, theaters, etc. and
n„e“ tc Five Cent Theatres '£££"
Motion Picture Films and Song Slides rented. 
Profits $10 to over $100 per night. Others 

do It. why not you? It’s easy; write to us, we ll tell you how Catalog free. 
A M U S E M E N T  S U P P L Y  C O . ,  40-2 C h e m ic a l  B a n k  B l d g . ,  CHICAGO.

$1.50
HAIR SWITCH

Mount Birds
W e te a c h  y o u  b y  m a i l  to  stu ff  a n d  m o u n t a ll  

k in d s  o f  B i r d s ,  A n im a ls ,  G a m e  H e a d s .  Also 
to  tan skins and make rugs. B e y o u r  ow n ta x id e r ­
m is t. D eco ra te  y o u r  h o m e w ith  y o u r  b e a u tifu l 

tro p h ie s , o r  in c re a se  y o u r  Incom e s e ll in g  speci­
m en s  a n d  m o u n tin g  f o r  o th e rs .  E a s ily , q u ick ly  

lea rn e d  In  sp a re  t im e ,b y  m en  a n d  w om en . H ig h est 
en d o rse m en ts  by th o u sa n d s  o f s tu d e n ts . W rite  to ­
d a y  fo r  o u r  g r e a t  f re e  book “ How to Mount Birds and 
Animals.”  F r e e —w rite  to d ay . W . S C H O O L

O F  T A X ID E B M Y , B o x  «>5F O m ah a , W eb.

5ent on Approval. Send No Money.
W E W IL L  TRUST YOU TEN DAYS.

Send a lock of your hair, and we will mall a 2 ^  oz. 
22-in. short stem tine human hair Rwitcli to match. If 
you find it a big bargain, remit $1.50 in ten days, 
or sell 3 and g e t  j o u r  s w i t c h  f r e e .  Extra 
shades a little more. Inclose 5c postage. Free beauty 

t  - --n jri-Tj- rj book showing latest style of hair dressing — also 
{  ANNA AYERS, Dept. T 29, high grade

17 Quincy S* switches,

Geisha Diamonds
THE LATEST SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY

B righ t, spark ling , beau tifu l. F o r  b rilliancy  
they equal th e  genu ine, s tand ing  a ll te st and  
puzzle experts. One tw en tie th  th e  expense. 
S en t free  w ith  priv ilege of exam ination . 
F o r  p articu lars, prices, e tc ., address

THE R. GREGG MFG. 4  IM PT. CO.
P rp t. 15, 52*58 X X . Jackson Boul., - Chicago, III.

S tro n g  A r m s
P o r  1  O c .  in  S t a m p s  or C o in

I will send, as long as they last, one of my charts 
showing exercises that will quickly build up shoul­
ders, arm s, forearm s, and hands without any 
apparatus. They are beautifully illustrated with 
twenty half-tone cuts. R egular price 25 cents.

PROF. ANTHONY BARKER 
1240 Barker Bldg., - 110 West 42d St., N. Y. City

VENTRILOQUISM
Taught Any Man or Boy

by M all at Home. This is no special g ift as 
you have supposed, but an art. I have 
taught thousands in all parts of the world.
C o st small. Send today, 2-csnt stam p for 
particulars and proofs.
O. A. SMITH. Room 812 -2 0 4 0  Knoxville Av.. PEORIA. ILL.

Save Half on Your Suit or Overcoat!
T o  y o u n g  m e i ^ e t w e e n  17 a n d  6 0 : —S e n d  a  p o s t c a rd  a t  o n ce  fo r  o u r  fa l l  c lo th in g  sa m p le s , fa s h io n  

s h e e t a n d  s e lf -m e a s u re m e n t b la n k .  T h e y  a r e  F R E E  ! T h e y  w ill r e a c h  y o u  by  r e tu r n  m a il ! O rd e r  y o u r  fa ll 
s u i t  o r  o v e rc o a t f ro m  us  a n d  i f  w e d o n ’t c o n v in c e  y ou  th a t  w e ca n  m a k e  y o u  a s m a r t ,  u p -to -d a te , h ig h -c la s s  a n d  
e x c lu s iv e  s u i t  o r  o v e rco a t fo r  h a l f  y o u r  r e g u la r  t a i lo r ’s  p r ic e , y o u  d o n 't  h a v e  to  b u y .  W e ta k e  a l l  th e  r i s k  o f 
f i t t in g  a n d  p le a s in g  y ou . I f  o u r  g oods a r e  n o t p re c is e ly  w h a t  w e c la im  a n d  a l to g e th e r  s a t i s fa c to ry , s e n d  th e m  
b a c k  to  u s  a t  o u r  e x p e n s e . W e  p a y  e x p r e s s  c h a r g e s  b o th  w a y s .

______________________________________L IV I N G S T O N . T h e  T a ilo r . D ep t. 12 , S O U T H  B E N D , IN D .

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T he Argosy.
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of great interest to
Every Prospective Mother. 1

Something new — only scientific garment of the  ̂
kind ever invented. Combines solid comfort and 

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.
C’D C ’ i r  ênc* our F'ne Illustrated Book — “Fine-Form 
* rv U il-a  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 and ' 
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 book shall we 

. send ? Write to-day to
Beyer & Williams Co., Dept. 86, Buffalo, N. Y.

\ A /  A  D | \ |  I  | \ | P  T he F in e -F o rm  M a te r n i ty  S k i r t
■ ■ ■ I *  is the only “ M aternity Skirt ” on the 

m arket—all substitutes will rise in front during  developm ent—a 
fault so repugnant to every woman of refined taste. N o patterns 
can be purchased anyw here for this garm ent. Its  special features 
are protected by patents.

a t  n o m i n a l  c o s t —sell th e m  th e  m a c h in e  
a n d  o u tfit, a n d  g ive  th e m  e v e ry  a s s is ta n c e  
to  m a k e  th e  b u s in e s s  p ro s p e ro u s . I t  is  a 
g o ld e n  o p p o r tu n i ty ,  th e  b ig g e s t p a y in g  
b u s in e s s  fo r  th e  a m o u n t in v e s te d  in  th e  
w o rld , so  s im p le  a n d  e a s i ly  m a in ta in e d  
th a t  a n y  o n e  m a y  e m b a rk  in  i t  w ith  m y  a id . 
W  for my free book “ How to StartWntC me cltonce a Moving Picture Business.”

Laemmle Film Service
C a r l L a e m m le , P r e s id e n t  

Dept. ,15, 196-198 Lake Street, CHICAGO, ILL.

IL Moving Picture Business

FREE BOOK
“Health and Beauty” 

S E N D  T O D A Y
F o r  o u r  g re a t  F R E E  B O O K  on  V ib ra tio n

Learn how to round out the shoulders,,neck 
and ai~ms, make the body plump, take away 
all wrinkles and crow's-feet, secure a beau­
tiful complexion, retain the glow of health 
and beauty, all by the wonderful
White Gross Electric Vibrator

Scientists have found th at your very life itself depends 
upon vibration— that vibration is the source of a ll life. 
This wonderful electrical instrument vibrates your 
whole system—your nerves, muscles and blood vessels— 
dispelling disease and all m atters which clog your vitals.

V ibration  sen d s  th e  red  b lood  su rg in g  th ro u g h  y o u r  v e in s  
an d  a r te r ie s . I t  w h irls  s tre n g th  to  y o u r  nerves-and  m uscles 
an d  th r ills  y o u r w ho le  body . I t  Is th e  way n a tu re  m e a n t to  
keep  you well.

Without vibration there could be no life. Vibration pervades every 
fibre. Men and women with the most natural vibration are the strong­
est—healthiest—happiest. The W h ite  C ro s s  E le c tr ic  V ib ra to r
furnishes you with the very vibration you need.
A tta ch e d  to O rd in a ry  ELEGTRIG  

LIGHTS o r  ru n  b y  D R Y  CELLS.
fteady  to  use any  m o m e n t—th o u san d s  o f  h ea lth  p ro d u c in g  

v ib ra tio n s  a m in u te . G et th is  ra re  book n o w . S e n d  fo r o u r  
F R E E  B O O K  T O D A Y .  Sign and mail the coupon.

We refer yon to dozens of leading actresses, many of them past the 
age of 50, who are as healthy and have eyes as brilliant as a school girl, 
whose cheeks are plump and pretty, and whose figures are rounded 
perfectly. The reason -  M A S S A G E  A N D  V I B R A T I O N .

T H I S  C O U P O N
GOOD
FOR FREE BOOK

n :•C

Clip out and send 
A T  O N C E

Get “ Health and Beauty’’ today. No matter if you a . .  
very healthy, you should, have this great manual on J Y  A ' 
vibration. This free book tells how those blotches W  
are removed—those puffs under the eyes are kept ^  ^
away that double chin eradicated — how wo- 
men and men all defy the signs of age or ill J /  ^  
health—muscles and tissues are strengthened 

the skin is made clear—dozens of diseases -w  -v'
are driven away. Sign the couj>on and 
get the F re e  B o o k  now.

Head about our great special offer.
S E N D  T O D A Y .  J /  V /  Ci

~  c<5> ' <«>®V
L I N D S T R O M .  V V *
S M I T H  C O  ' ' . i f  #  &
2 5 3  La  S a lle  S tre e t  

Department 1167 

C H I C A G O

In answering any advertisement on this page it  is desirable that you mention T h e  A bgo sy.
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For* 2 5  rINTRODUCE

“  Great Pictures in Private Galleries”
from  which the public have been shut out, but w hich are 
now accessible to every art lover on the most generous 
terms.

C a s s e l l  *3. C o m p a n y , the world-fam ous art publishers, 
have been perm itted exclusively to reproduce a series of 
100 of these almost priceless paintings in color, and are 
offering them for introduction at the nominal price of

F o u r  P i c t u r e s  in  C o l o r  fo r  2 5 c .
averaging 8  x  10 in c h e s .  These rem arkable pictures are 
the w ork of the most illustrious artists. The subjects of 
their art include Landscape, Seascape, F igure Compositions, 
Genre Painting, etc. E very picture is p erfectly  reproduced 
in color and mounted ready for fram ing.

I n  o r d e r  to  s e c u r e  th e  a r t i s t i c  a n d  t r u e  r e p r o d u c t io n  o f  th e s e  
p ic tu re s ,  th e y  h a v e  b e e n  e n g ra v e d  a n d  p r in t e d  by  th e  m o s t  
f a m o u s  a r t  p r in t e r s  o f  E u ro p e ,  a n d  a r e  e x a c t  fa c s im ile s  o f  
t h e  b e a u ti fu l  a n d  v a lu a b le  o r ig in a ls .  S e n d  2 .1c . a n d  g e t  a  
s e t  o f  f o u r  o f  th e s e  g e m s  o f  a r t  a t  th e  in tr o d u c to r y  p r ic e . 
I f  n o t s a t is f a c t o r y ,  r e tu r n , a n d  m o n e y  w i l l  b e  
p r o m p t ly  r e f u n d e d .

C A S S E L L  <5. C O M P A N Y  ( E s t .1 8 4 8 )  
4 4 - 4 5  E a s t  1 9 th  S t r e e t ,  N E W  Y O R K  C IT Y

W e Trust Y ou For 
Stoves a n d  Ranges

30 Days’ Free Trial
O u r c a ta lo g  sh o w s  70 s ty le s  o f E m p ire  S to v es  a n d  

R a n g e s , a t  a  g u a ra n te e d  s a v in g  o f 15 to  505*. T h e s e  s to v es  
p ay  fo r  th e m s e lv e s  in  s ix  m o n th s  by  e c o n o m y  in  fu e l a lo n e . 
A n y  s to v e  o r  r a n g e  s e n t  o n  30 d a y s ’ f re e  t r i a l .  T h e n , if 
s a ti s fa c to ry , p a y  a  l i t t l e  e a c h  m o n th .

W e a r e  th e  la rg e s t  c o n c e rn  o f o u r  k in d  in  th e  w o rld . 
C o m b in e d  c a p ita l  $7,000,000. W e h a v e  450,000 c u s to m e rs . 
D o n ’t b u y  a s to v e  w ith o u t k n o w in g  h o w  m u c h  w e  ca n  
sav e  y ou . W rite  a p o s ta l to d a y  fo r  c a ta lo g  N o 20.
S p ie g e l, M ay , S te r n  C o ., 1 3 7 2  3 5 th  S t r e e t ,  C h ic a g o

S TU D Y
LAW

AT
HOME

The oldest and  best school. Instruction by  m ail 
adapted to every one. Recognized by courts and 
educators. Experienced and  com petent in s trac . 
to rs . Takes spare tim e only . Three courses— 
Preparatory , liusiness, College. Prepares for 
practice. Will better your con- 
dition and prospects in business.
Students and graduates every­
w here. F ull particu lars and 
Easy Paym ent P lan  free.

T h e  S p ra g u e  
C o r re s p o n d e n c e  S ch o o l 

o f  L a w ,
643 Majestic Bldg, Detroit, Slieli.

ILEARN PLUM!SING
A tra d e  th a t  w ill m ake you in d e p en d en t fo r life . 
H o u r s  S h o r t e r — P a y  B i g g e r — D e m a n d  G r e a t e r  th a n  
any o th e r  tra d e . You need no p rev ious  e x p e ri­
ence. O ur p rac tica l m ethods enab le you in  a  few  
m o n th s  to  ho ld  po sitio n  as sk illed  p lu m b er o r 
c o n d u c t yo u r own b u s in e ss . C ata log  s e n t free .

St. L ou is T ra d e s S ch ool
4 4 2 2  O l iv e  S t .  S t .  L o u is ,  M o .

B IG
P A Y

SHORT
HOURS

AUTOMATIC POCKET CIGARETTE MACHINE
Makes Fifty Perfectly Formed Cigarettes 

From Two Ounces of Tobacco.
M ake a d a y ’s s u p p ly  o f pure cigarettes from  yo u r fa v ­

orite tobacco w i t h o u t  w a s t e  in a fe w  m inutes. N ic k e l or 
G un m etal finish M achin e w e ig h s one ounce and fits vest 
p ocket. G uaranteed  to w o rk  p erfec tly  or m oney refunded. 

Price 50c. postpaid.
A lso  m ade in S te rlin g  S il­

v er and so lid  14k  G old.

E S R IC H  M F G . C O .
28 East 23d Street

D e p t. A
N E W  Y O R K .

A g e n t s  W a n t e d . C O M P L E T E D

In answering any advertisement on this page it  is desirable that you mention T h e  A rgosy.
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I  Cant T ill I t
IF a good position were 

offered you today, would 
you have ¥ to “ turn it 

down ” because you lack the: 
n e c e s s a ry  qualifications? 
Even if you accepted the po­
sition, could you hold it—or 
would your lack of training 
compel you to step out in 
favor of a better trained 
man ?

B[ How can you expect a suc­
cessful career unless you lay 
a good foundation ? U tilize  
y o u r  spare  m o m e n ts— stu d y  
a t h o m e—fit yourself p ro p ­
erly  to meet opportunity—then 
you will succeed. The American

School of Correspondence will tell you how if you’ll clip the coupon and mail it today.

EXPERT ADVICE FREE
q  The American School has helped 80,000 people to better positions—surely this experience would 
benefit yo u . The S ch o o l will cheerfully advise you—will tell you where you are weak, whether or not 
it can help you, point out the shortest and easiest road to success.
q  If you don’t enroll, you at least will have gained some good information and advice without charge. If 
you do enroll, payment can be arranged to suit your circumstances. We talk to you by mail only—we 
employ no agents.
q  T he A m e r ic a n  S ch o o l o f  C orrespondence  is the only
correspondence school in the country which makes a sp ec ia lty  of 
engineering instruction. Its instructors are practical men—men who 
have had years of actual experience in their special fields.
Consult these experienced men—get their advice—profit by their 
years of hard experience. Let them help you plan a p a y in g  
career. R em em b er, se n d in g  th e  coupon  p laces y o u  
u n d er no  ob liga tions.

C O U P O N
Argosy, 10-08

American School of Correspondence, Chicago

Please send  m e free 200-page hand-book. /  
am  in terested  in  the  course m a r k e d " X ."

...Electrical Engineering 

...Mechanical Drawing 

. . .  Mechanical Engineering 

...Civil Engineering 

...Stationary Engineering 

...Structural Engineering 

. .  .Architecture 

...Structural Drafting 

...Hydraulics

___Telephone Practice
...-.Telegraphy
___Sheet Met. Pat. D'ft’g
__ Heat, Vent, k Plumb.
___Locomotive Engineer’g
___Textiles
....College Prep. Course 

(fitting lor entrance to 
engineering schools)

American School of Correspondence
C H I C A G O

Name_

A ddress.

Occupation

In  answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention  T h e  A rgosy.
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Over 60,000 v o s e  Pianos have been Shipped from 
our Factories to Homes in the United States.

The tone, touch and magnificent wearing qualities of the v o s e  Piano are on ly  explained  
by the exclusive  patented features and the high-grade material and superb workmanship 
that enter into their construction. The v o s e  is an ideal piano for the hom e. D elivered any­
where in the U nited States free of charge. Satisfaction guaranteed. Liberal allow ance for old 
pianos and tim e paym ents accepted.

FREE— If you  are in terested  in  pianos, le t us sen d  you  our b eau tifu l 
Illustrated catalog, that gives full information.

V O S e  &  S O N S  P IA N O  C O ., 155 Boylston Street, Boston, Mass.

LATEST IMPROVED DESIGN
P rice  $ 2 .0 0  D elivered .

R aises and lowers 8 inches. Slides 14 
inches in front o f  window. Does not in ­
terfere w ith shade or curtain. Handsom e 
nickeled fixtures. H as six  inch bevel plate 
mirror. Turns on sw ivel. For seven inch  
mirror, price $2.50. Sim ple — Durable — 
Practical and Cheap. Adapted as well for 
the to ilet o f  wom en as m en. Adjustable 
—so that the ligh t is always in  the right 
place. Indispensable in every household.

Dealers Wanted
S T A N D A R D  SH A V IN G  G LA SS CO.

D ep artm en t A
2 3 8  N . S a l in a  S t r e e t ,  S Y R A C U S E , N . Y .

—Shaving and Dressing Glass-
( A D JU ST A B L E )

W ill  y o u  a c c e p t  th is  
b u s in e ss  b o o k  i f_ _ _ _ _ _
w e  s e n d  it  Sign and mail the

• n  coupon oelow . S e n dt r e e . '  „  no m oney ! T ake no r isk !
One hundred and twelve o f  t h e  

world’s m aster business m en have written ten  
books—*2, Iq3 pages— 1,407 vital business secrets. 
In them  is the best of all that they  know about

—Purchasing
—Credits
—Collections
—Accounting
—Time-Keeping
—Cost-Kccpiug
—Advertising
—Correspondence
—Salesmanship
A booklet has been

—Organization 
—Systematizing 
—Retailing?
—Wholesaling 
—Manufacturing 
—Insurance 
—Real Estate 
—Public Utilities 
—Banking

published describing?,

—Position-Getting?
—Position-Holding 
—Man-Handling 
—Man-Training 
—Business Generalship 
—Competition Fighting 
and hundreds and hun- _  
dreds of other vital busi- 
ness subjects, 
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 purchas­
ing?; pages 6 and 7 with handling? and training? men; pages 7 to 12 
with salesmanship, with advertising, with the marketing o i 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 your l in e; and the last page tells how you may get a com­
plete 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 we send it free? Send no money. Simply 
sign the coupon. • • -
• “ The System Co., .3 3 -1 0  Wabash Ave., Chicago—

If there are, in your books, any new wavs to increase my business or 
my salary, I should like to know- them. So send on your 16-page free, 
descriptive booklet. I’ll read it.

Name-----

Address—  

Business ■ 

Position—

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention T he  Arqost.
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Mark the

FAILURE
See them—the FAILURES and the SUCCESSES—the untrained and the trained men—the “ couldn’t-do-it” and the “ can-do-it” men. Be a Success. 

I t ’s easier than being a Failure. I t ’s all a matter of training—of being a spe­
cialist in your chosen line of work. To learn how you can secure the training that 
will make you successful, mark the attached coupon and mail it to the Interna­
tional Correspondence Schools of Scranton. Finding out costs you only a two 
cent stamp, and places you tinder no obligation. Mark the coupon.

The I. C. S. will go to you in your own home and fit you for a better position 
and a better salary at the work you like best—without requiring you to leave 
home or quit work. So long as you can read and write the I. C. S. can help you, 
regardless of your age, occupation or place of residence. Mark the coupon.

H O W  M EN H A V E
a s  a m a c h in is t .  M y  p r e s e n t  p o s i t io n  is  th a t  o f  
M a ste r  M e c h a n ic  fo r  t h e  G lo b e  W o o le n  Co. o f  
U tica , a n d  m y  s a la r y  h a s  b e e n  m o r e  th a n  d o u b le d .  
I  c o u ld  n o t  h a v e  s e c u r e d  t h is  p o s it io n  h a d  it  n o t  
b e e n  fo r  t h e  in s tr u c t io n  a ffo r d e d  b y  m y  C ou rse .

A lfr e d  T h o m a s ,  255 S u n se t  A v e  , U tica , N . Y.

W h e n  w o rk in g : a s  a  c a sh  b o y  in  a  a r y  g o o d s  
s to r e  I e n r o lle d  fo r  a n  I. C. S . C o u rse . I  h e a r t i ly  
r e c o m m e n d  y o u r  s y s t e m  o f  in s tr u c t io n .  F ro m  
m y  o w n  p e r s o n a l  e x p e r ie n c e  I  c a n  s a y  th a t  it  w i l l  
b e  o f  g r e a t  a d v a n t a g e  to  a n y  y o u n g  m a n  w h o  
w is h e s  to  r is e  in  h is  p r o fe s s io n .  I a m  n o w  a B r id g e  
D r a f t s m a n  in  t h e  o ffice  o f  th e  S t a te  E n g in e e r  a n d  
m y  in c o m e  h a s  b e e n  in c r e a s e d  150 p er  "cent, s in c e  
e n r o ll in g .

K d w . G. S e m o n . 47S E lk  S t .,  A lb a n y , N . Y .

W h e n  e m p lo y e d  a s  a  c le r k  in  a r a ilr o a d  o ffice  
a t a s a la r y  o f  $ 6 5  p er  m o n th ,  I t o o k  o u t m y  I. C. S. 
C o u rse . I a d v a n c e d  to  a p o s i t io n  a s  M a n a g e r  o f  
t h e  P o r t la n d  R e ta il  L u m b e r  C o m p a n y  a n d  m y

S in c e  e n r o l l in g  fo r  m y  I. C. S. C o u r s e  I h a v e  
b e e n  a d v a n c e d  fro m  s te n o g r a p h e r  to O ffice  M a n ­
a g e r , a n d  m y  e a r n in g s  h a v e  b e e n  t w ic e  in c r e a s e d .  
I h a v e  b e e n  g r e a t ly  im p r e s s e d  w it h  th e  lo w  c o st  
o f  y o u r  m e th o d  c o m p a r e d  w ith  th a t  o f  o th e r  
s c h o o ls  w h e r e  h e a v y  tu it io n  f e e s  a n d  o th e r  e x ­
p e n s e s  a r e  in c u r r e d . I a s s u r e  y o u  th a t  m y  p r a ise  
o f  t h e  I. C. S. is  m o st  h e a r t i ly  g iv e n .

R. M . G ilm o r e , W a te r v i lle ,  M e.

I h a r d ly  k n o w  h o w  to e x p r e s s  m y  a p p r e c ia t io n  
o f  t h e  g r e a t  g o o d  y o u r  S c h o o l  h as d o n e  m e . S in c e  
c o m p le t in g  m y  first C o u rse , I h a v e  a d v a n c e d  fro m  
A s s is t a n t  S u p e r in t e n d e n t  to  S u p e r in t e n d e n t  o f  
t h e  C h e r r y  C o tto n  M ills ,  w i t h  d o u b le  m y  fo r m e r  
e a r n in g s .  I h a v e  e n r o lle d  in  a n o th e r  C o u rse  a n d  
e x p e c t  to  g e t  a s  m u c h  b e n e f it  fro m  t h is  a s  I d id  
fro m  m y  fir s t  C ou rse .
M . W . D a r b y , C h er r y  C o tto n  M ills ,  F lo r e n c e ,  A la .

I e n r o l le d  w ith  t h e  I. C. S. w h e n  I w a s  e m p lo y e d

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention  T he A rcosx.
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Coupon NOW S tre e t a n d  No._

SUCCESS
W hen you consider that every month an average of 300 students voluntarily 

report higher salaries and better positions secured as a direct result of I. C. S. 
training, you can readily understand w hat the I. C. S. can do for you. The 
number of successes reported in July was 3 1 0 . W ouldn’t you like your salary 
raised ? Mark the coupon.

It is for you to say whether you will be a Failure or a Success. It is for 
you to decide your future. I t is for you to mark the coupon. This done, you 
can leave the rest to the I. C. S., who will show you the way to a better position, 
a bigger salary, and independence. Take the first step NOW. Mark the coupon.

W ON S U CC ES S
in c o m e  w as in c re a s e d  a b o u t 500 p e r  c e n t. I am  
now  a  m e m b e r  of tl ie  f irm  o f th e  St. J o h n s  L u m b e r 
Co. W . C. F ra n c is , M gr. S t. J o h n s  L u m b e r  Co., 

S'.. J o h n s , O re.

A s a re s u lt  o f  m v  I. C. S. C ou rse  I  h av e  c h a n g e d  
fro m  th e  w o rk  o f a f a rm e r  to  a  p o s itio n  a s  D ra f ts ­
m a n  a t d o u b le  m y  fo rm e r  s a la ry . B efo re  I e n ­
ro lle d  I k n e w  p ra c t ic a lly  n o th in g  a b o u t M e c h a n ­
ical D ra w in g , b u t I h av e  now  u n d e r t a k e n  a n d  
su cce ss fu lly  c o m p le te d  so m e  v e ry  d ifficu lt w o rk  in  
th i s  l in e  to  th e  p e rfe c t s a ti s fa c tio n  o f m y  em p lo y e r . 
A lb e r t  S . Cole, 14 S. M ap le  A ve., E a s t  O ran g e . N. J .

W h e n  I e n ro l le d  w ith  th e  I. C. S. I w as  w o rk in g  
as  a h e lp e r  in  a m a c h in e  s h o p  a t $ 1.50 p e r  d a y . I 
am  now  S u p e r in te n d e n t  o f th e  M u n ic ip a l L ig h t­
in g  P la n t  in  th e  c ity  o f M a rq u e t te  a n d  h av e , of 
co u rse , v e ry  g r e a t ly  in c re a s e d  m y  e a rn in g s .  I con ­
s id e r  th a t  I  ow e n e a r ly  a l l  m v  su ccess  to  th e  in ­
fo rm a tio n  I h av e  rece iv ed  fro m  y o u r  Schoo ls.

C has. R e ta ll ic , M a rq u e tte , M ich.
Najne.

;  International Correspondence S ch ools,1 H oy  806 I>. S C K A X T O X , P A .
|  Please explain, w ithout further obligation on my part, 

bow I can qualify for employment or advancement 1 in the position before which 1 have m arked X

B o o k k e e p e r  Stenographer 
Advertisement Writer 
S h o w  C a rd  W r i t e r  
W in d o w  T r im m e r  
C o m m e rc ia l  L a w  
I l l u s t r a t o r  
C iv il  S e rv ic e  
C h e m is t
T e x t i l e  M ll lS u p t .  
E l e c t r ic i a n  
E le c -  E n g in e e r

mechanical Draftsman 
T e le p h o n e  E n g in e e r  
E lec- L ig h t in g  S u p t .  
M e e h a n . E n g in e e r  
Plumber k  Steam F itter 
S t a t i o n a r y  E n g in e e r  
C iv il  E n g in e e r  
B u i ld in g  C o n t r a c to r  
A r e h i t e c *  I  D r a f t s m a n
A r c h i t e c t
S tru c  t u r a l  E n g in e e r
B a n k in g
M in in g  E n g in e e r

In answering this advertisement it1 is desirable that you mention T he A rgosy.
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The Ferdinand De Alba Camelia
which I offer you here for cents, is be­
ing sold  in N ew  York stores for 10 cents.

And every ten cen ts includes i\]/z 
cents profit for the m iddlem an. 
You pay that profit. I am a m an­

ufacturer. B uy direct from m e and 
you w ill cut your cigar m oney in 
half. Every tim e you pay m e S'/z 
cents, you get s'A cen ts o f fine 
H avana tobacco and high c la ss la ­
bor, instead of 2 cen ts’ worth of real 
value and 3 ^  cents for the privilege  
of having your cigars p ass through 
the hands o f a few m iddlem en.

F e r d in a n d  D e A lb a  C a m e lia s  h a v e  
b r o u g h t  th e  s a m e  c u s to m e r s  to  m e , 
y e a r  in  a n d  y e a r  o u t ,  fo r  t w e n t y  y e a r s .  
T h e y  a r e  C u b a n  h a n d -m a d e , a r e  a il  c lea r  
H av.ijia.w illi H avana filler, a n d  w r a p p e d  

in  th e  m o s t  c a r e f u l ly  selectedH avana leaf. 
T h e y  a r e  f r e e - s m o k in g  c i g a r s  o f  r ic h  

a r o m a .

SMOKE 1TEN AT MY EXPENSE
O n  r e c e ip t  o f $5.50, I  w ill  s e n d  y o u  e x p r e s s  

p r e p a id , 100 F e r d in a n d  D e  A lb a  C a m e lia s .  
S m o k e  10. I f  y o u  d o n ’t  l ik e  th e m , r e t u r n  th e  b a l ­

a n c e , c h a rg e s  c o l le c t ,  a n d  I w ill r e f u n d  y o u r  $5.50. 
S t a t e  w h e th e r  y o u  p r e f e r  l i g h t ,  d a r k  o r  m e d iu m . 

E v e r y  e x t r a  c ig a r  y o u  b u y  in  th e  o r d in a r y  w a y  
is j u s t  so  m u c h  m o n e y  w a s te d .  B e g in  to  s a v e  y o u r  

c ig a r  m o n e y  b y  s e n d in g  y o u r  f i r s t  o r d e r  n o w . Y o u  ta k e  
n o  r is k . Y o u r  m o n e y  g o e s  b a c k  to  y o u  w i th o u t  h e s i t a t i o n  if. 

y o u  a r e  n o t  s a t i s f ie d ,  a n a  I  p a y  a l l  e x p r e s s  c h a rg e s .

The Cigars 
are a little 
larger than 
this picture

I have a handsom e humidor, as w ell as other 
valuable articles, which you can get free . 
Send for my free booklet “ Sm oke T alk” and 
1 w ill tell you all about the premium offer. 344  LENOX A V EN U E, N E W  Y O R K .

References: Dun's, Bradstreet's, or the Corn Exchange Bank.

From Four American Box Ball Alleys
T h e  ab o v e  is  th e  re s u lt  o n e  o f o u r  c u s to m e rs  h a s  
r e c e n tly  r e p o r te d . T h is  i l lu s t r a t io n  sh o w s  th r e e  

o f o u r  A lle y s  in  o p e ra t io n .  W h y  n o t go  in to  th i s  
b u s in e s s  y o u rs e lf  ? I t  is  th e  m o s t p ra c t ic a l a n d  popu-' 

la r  B o w lin g  g a m e  in  e x is te n c e . I t  w ill m a k e  b ig  m o n e y  
in  a n y  to w n . T h e s e  A lle y s  p a y  f ro m  $25 to  $65 e a c h  p e r  

w e e k . T h is  is  n o  g a m b lin g  dev ice , b u t a  s p le n d id  B o w lin g  g a m e  
fo r  a m u s e m e n t  a n d  p h y s ic a l e x e rc ise , l ib e r a l ly  p a t ro n iz e d  b y  th e  

p e o p le  o f  b o th  sex e s . Q u ick ly  in s ta l le d ,  c o n v e n ie n t ly  p o r ta b le . N o  p in  
b oy  n e e d e d  ; r e c e ip ts  a r e  n e a r ly  a l l  p ro f it . N e a r ly  4,500 h a v e  b e e n  so ld . 

I t is  th e  b e s t le g i t im a te  b u s in e s s  e n t e r p r is e  in  e x is te n c e , c o n s id e r in g  th e  in ­
v e s tm e n t. P r ic e  $150.00 e a c h  a n d  up . W’e s e ll  o n  p a v m e n ts  a n d  o u r  CATALOG IS 

FREE. A d d re ss  AMERICAN BOX BALL COMPANY, 1540 Van Buren St., INDIANAPOLIS, IND.

OUR
PRINCE

Ladies’ All Wool Broadcloth ( b o r  

Tailor Made Suits"™ v W

STYLE

)
A C K ,  B L U E  

BROWN
POSITIVELY T h E  GREATEST SUIT VALUES 
IN TH E COUNTRY; $25.00 CANNOT BUY 
T H E IR  EQUAL ELSEW H ERE. N ot merely 

a  low  p ric e  o ffer— i t 's  a  q u a l it y  p ro p o s itio n  in  e v e ry  d e ta i l .  LOOK AT T H E  PICTURE. 
I t  sh o w s  j u s t  how  th e  s u i t  w ill lo o k  w h en  YOU w e a r  i t ,  s u g g e s tin g  th e  g ra c e fu l lin es , 
th e  p e r fe c t fit, th e  c o r re c t  a n d  b e c o m in g  s ty le s , b u t  n o  p ic tu r e  c a n  sh o w  y o u  th e  
m a tc h le s s  q u a l i ty  o f th e  a l l  WOOL BROADCLOTH w e u s e  o r  th e  c a re  g iv e n  to  e v e ry  
d e ta i l  of th e  ta i lo r in g  a n d  fin ish .

TH E COAT Is 36 inches long in the  new est half fitted P rince Chap o r th e  equally popular
pointed front and back P oin ter sty le : lined th roughout w ith guaranteed  Skinner sa tin : silk velvet 
collar finished with canvas; tailored ju s t as carefully and sm oothly as the f  ‘ ’ "
covered bu ttons to m atch; fancy cuffs w ith self facing and plain full sleev__. . . .  ___ _____

T H E  GRACEFUL HANGING SK IRT averages 4 yards around the sweep; one sty le  m ade in

as the finest m en’s coats. Cloth 
Newest sty le vents.

p la its all around, the  o ther sty le  gored and 1 
Silk ribbon around waist.

fished w ith self fold and tailored w ith unusual care.

SEARS, ROEBUCK C& CO.,

OUR GUARANTEE s ta n d s  b e h in d  e v e ry  w o rd  w e  s a y  a b o u t  th e s e  s u i ts .  S e n d  us 
y o u r  b u s t  m e a s u r e ,  w a i s t  m e a s u r e  a n d  s k i r t  l e n g t h ,  s t a t e  c o lo r  d e s i r e d  
a n d  w h e t h e r  y o u  p r e f e r  t h e  P r i n c e  C h a p  o r  t h e  P o i n t e r  s t y l e ,  e n c lo s e  $ 1 5 .0 0

a n d  th e  v e ry  d a y  w e  re c e iv e  y o u r  o rd e r  w e  w ill p ro m p t ly  e x p re s s  th e  s u i t  t o  y o u  w ith  
th e  d is t i n c t  u n d e r s ta n d in g  t h a t  s h o u ld  i t  in  a n y  w’a y  fa il t o  m e e t  y o u r  e x p e c ta t io n s ,  
s h o u ld  it n o t  in  e v e ry  d e ta i l  o f s ty le , fit, q u a l i ty  a n d  v a lu e  b e  e x a c t ly  a s  w e h a v e  
s ta t e d ,  w e  e x p e c t  y o u  to  r e tu r n  th e  s u it  t o  u s  a n d  w e w ill r e fu n d  th e  p u rc h a s e  p r ic e , 
to g e th e r  w ith  a l l ' th e  t r a n s p o r t a t i o n  c h a rg e s  y o u  h a v e  p a id .

p d t ? 1 7  o  a  tt/TTDT a S e n d  to d a y  fo r  o u r  F re e  S a m p le  B o o k  N o . 3 2 8  
X1 r c n i l ,  o A i V l G l - . I l ,  i l lu s t r a t in g  o u r  e n t i r e  l in e  o f  la d ie s ’ a n d
m isse s ’ r e a d y  to  w e a r  ta i lo r e d  s u i ts ,  a l l th e  v e ry  l a te s t  s ty le s  o ffe red  a t  tr e m e n d o u s  
s a v in g s , to g e th e r  w ith  a c tu a l  c lo th  s a m p le s , t a p e  m e a s u re , o rd e r  b la n k s  a n d  
s im p le  in s t r u c t io n s  fo r  m e a s u r in g .

ORDER d i r e c t  f r o m  t h i s  a d v e r t is e m e n t , a n d  w e g u a r a n t e e  y o u  w ill b e
o u r  m o re  th a n  p le a s e d ; b u t  if fo r a n y  re a s o n  y o u  d o  n o t  w ish  to  d o  th i s ,  d o n ’t  b u y  

p o i h i e r  a n y  la d ie s ’ o r  m isse s ’ s u i ts  w i th o u t  f ir s t  a s k in g  u s  fo r a  c o p y  o f  th e  s a m p le  b o o k  
m e n tio n e d  a b o v e .

CHICAGO, I L L .
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A B O O K  T E L L  
H O W  T O

ING Make Floors Beautiful S E N T  F R E E  
ON R E Q U E S T

Waxed floors are sanitary and beautiful too—the m o s t  beautiful have that r ic h ,  s u b d u e d  lu s t r e .

O lfc  j f l o o v  "C C lax
“  T h e  W a x  w ith  a G uaran tee  ”

alwavs gives th is  pleasing  lu s tre  because i t  is a ‘'Q uality” wax—a li ttle  b e tte r  th a n  o th e r wax. D ecorators call 
i t ” Q uality\V ax” because it never peels nor showsheel o r ch a ir  m arks nor becomes sticky , and iseq u a iiy g o o d to r

F lo o r s ,  F u r n itu r e  a n d  I n te r io r  W o o d w o rk
I t  b rings out th e  g ra in  o f e i th e r  n a tu ra l o r stained  woods. Old E n g lish  F loo r Vi ax, besides being most

easily applied and giving th e  beau tifu l r ic h  subdued lu stre , is th e  m ost econom ical.
SA M P L E  F R E E —if you will applv i t  according  to d irec tions. P lease m en tion  your dea ler s nam e. 
W r i t e  fo r  O u r  B ook, “  B E A U T IF U L  FLO O RS " - s e n t  free . I t  con ta in s  expe rt advice on th e  finish 

and  care of floors, woodwork and fu rn itu re . . ,  , ,
All dealers in  p a in t seil Old E ng lish  F lo o r Y\ ax and we g u a ra n te e  it to give satisfac tion  w hen used as 

d ire c ted , o r money refunded . W rite  to  ^  5 . B O Y L E & C O M P A N Y , D e p t. Z , C in c in n a t i ,  O h io  
L a rgest Exclusive M an ufactu rers  o f F lo o r W ax in  th e  W orld.

“  Q u a l i ty ”  W a x  
Economical

1  lb . c overs 300 s q . ft.
50c. a lb.

1, a, 4,8 lb cans.

Anything for the Home 
On Credit

W hatever you w ant for use in your home w ill be 
sold to you on credit. Y ou r choice of 3,000 articles 
w ill be shipped on approval. Use our goods 30 days 
before you decide to keep them. Then, if satisfac­
tory, pay a little  each month. W e mean that 
exactly. When a person w ants to m ake his home 
more attractive, his credit is good w ith  us.

Save 15 to 50 Per Cent
W e are the largest concern of our kind in the 

w orld. Our combined capital is $7,000,000. On our 
books are more than 450,000 customers. W e own 
25 mammoth retail stores, located in the principal 
cities, and w e control the output of a score of great 
factories. Thus w e buy and sell at prices which 
no other concern can compete w ith. W e invite 
any sort of comparison. You can return any goods, 
sent on approval, if  you don’t find a saving of

15 to 50 per cent., under the lowest prices, cash 
or credit, anywhere.

30 Days Free Trial
As you can’t come to our store, w e send the goods 

to you on approval. Use them a month, and decide 
how you like them. Compare our prices w ith 
others. If not satisfactory, return the goods at our 
expense. The m onth's use w ill not cost you a penny.

Small Monthly Payments
If you are satisfied, you can pay a little  each 

month—w hat you can afford. Take from 10 to 24 
months to pay, w hile you use and enjoy the 
articles. W e charge no interest and ask no security. 
Y ou sim ply buy as w e b u y—on credit—and our 
dealings are all confidential.

Four Free Catalogs—3,000 Articles
W e issue four handsome catalogs, showing pic­

tures, prices and descriptions of 3,000 things for the 
home. Many of the pictures show the actual colors. 
Sim ply w rite  us a postal and say which catalog 
you want. They are free, and we pay postage.

Furniture and Carpets
Catalog No. 10 shows a n e w  and wonderful line 

of Furniture, H ousefurnishings, Carpets, Rugs, 
Oil Cloths and Portieres, illustrated in actual 
colors. Also Lace Curtains, Clocks, Silverw are, 
Crockery, Sew ing Machines, W ashing Machines, 
R efrigerators, Baby Carriages and Go-Carts.

Stoves and Ranges
C a ta lo g  No. 20  shows the whole Empire line 

o f stoves and ranges — the stoves that save fuel 
enough to pay for them selves in six months.

Columbia Graphophones
C a ta lo g  No. 30  is devoted to the greatest of a ll talk­

ing machines. W e send a com plete Graphophone 
outfit, freight prepaid. Y ou don t pay a penny until 
you have tried it ten days. Then send us small 
m onthly payments.

Pianos on Free Trial 
No Money Down

C a ta lo g  No. 4 0  shows the celebrated M eyerhoff 
and Beckmann Pianos, from  $144.50 up. W e send 
a piano on 30 days’ tria l, w ith  no paym ent down. 
Pay us nothing at a ll until we convince you that we 
save you at least $100. Then pay a little  each month.

Send us a postal today, saying which catalog you want

SPIEGEL, M AY , STERN CO., - - 1020 35th Street, Chicago
In answering any advertisement on this page ih is desirable that you mention  T h e  A bgo sy.
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You should let no opportunity slip by to make yourself 
m aster of your own trade or profession. If you have 
no regular trade or profession now , this is an exceptional 
opportunity to acquire the special training that you need. 
Set your gauge to success and turn the clamp 
dow n hard.

CYCLOPEDIA OF

ARCHITECTURE 
CARPENTRY ^  BUILDING
T e n  M a ss iv e  V o lu m e s , handsomely bound Ini half red
------------------------------------ - Morocco. Over 4.000 pages
(page  size 7x10 in ch es); 3,000 il lu s tra tions; fu ll page p la tes, 
p lans, sections, etc. T h is w ork fully covers ev e ry th in g  p e r ­
ta in ing  to build ing . I t  is a m aste rp iece  of com plete , concise, 
p ractica l, “ ready  - to  - u s e ” In fo rm atio n . W e em p lo y  no  
a g e n ts , th u s  g iv ing  us the  o p p o rtu n ity  of se lling  d ire c t to  
you  a t  the  very  low est p rice.

$24.00 lNSTEAD OF $60.00
FREE FOR EXAMINATION

S en t by p rep a id  exp ress. I f  you wish to  keep  th e  books, 
pay  $2 w ithin 5 days an d  $2 a  m o n th  u n til you have paid  th e  
specia l $24 p rice ; o therw ise  notify  us to send  fo r th em  a t o u r  
expense. R eg u la r p rice  is $60.

T h ere are  o v e r  2 0 0  p la n s  of a r t is t ic , m od erate-p riced  
h o u s e s , ch o sen  by a sta ff of a rc h ite c ts  a s  ty p ica l of th e  
b est w ork  of th e  b est a r c h ite c ts  of th e  en tire  c o u n t r y -  
in v a lu a b le  to  a n y o n e  co n te m p la tin g  b u ild in g  or a lte r ­
a t io n s . A lso  o v e r  fo r ty  p ractica l p rob lem s in c o n s tr u c ­
tio n  w ith  so lu tio n s .

H u ndreds of h in ts  and s u g g e s t io n s  to  h o u se  bu ild ers  
and h o u se  o w n e rs . T h e ch a p ters  on e s t im a t in g  c o s ts ,  
reinforced co n crete , p lu m b in g , h e a tin g  — in c lu d in g  
fu rn ace, s te a m , h o t w a te r  and e x h a u st  s te a m  — and  
v e n t ila t io n  are e sp ec ia lly  co m p le te .

Partial List of Contents
R ein fo rced  C oncre te—E stim atin g —C ontracts and  S pecifi­

ca tions—T he L aw  of C on tracts  an d  L ie n s -B u ild ln g  S u p e r­
in ten d en ce— B u ild ing  M aterials—M asonry—C arp e n try —S tair 
B u ild ing—H ard w are—P las te rin g —P ain tin g  —H e a tin g —V en­
ti la t io n —W iring  fo r D oor Bells, B u rg la r A larm s—Steel C on­
s truc tion  — E levato rs — S heet M etal P a tte rn  D raftin g  — M e­
chan ical, A rch itec tu ra l, F reeh an d  a n d  P erspective  D raw ing 
— L e tte rin g  —B lue P rin tin g  —S hades and  Shadow s — T he 
G reek  an d  R om an O rders o f A rch itec tu re  — R ende ring  in 
P en  an d  In k  an d  W ash—W ater Color H in ts  fo r D raftsm en .

AMERICAN SCHOOL of CORRESPONDENCE
CHICAGO

..... ...........COUPON. Clip and mail today.................
A m erican  S ch oo l of C o rresp o n d en ce:— Argosy, io-’os

P lease send  se t C yclopedia of A rch itec tu re . C arp en try  and 
B uild ing  fo r 5 days’ free  exam ination . I w ill send $2 w ith in  5 
days an d  $2 a m o n th  u n til I h ave paid $24 ; o therw ise  I will 
no tify  you to  send fo r th e  Books. T itle  n o t to  pass un til fully  
paid
N a m e ............................................................................................................

A d d r e s s .................................................................................................

O c c u p a t io n ................................................................................................... ..

E m p lo y e r ..................................................................................................

This Beautiful 
Panel FREE

W e  w ill s e n d  th i s  b e a u tif u l  10-inch  F loren tin e  P a n el, m a d e  
o f b e s t  3-ply w h ite  b a s s w o o d  a n d  s ta m p e d  w ith  th i s  d e s ig n , 
w ith  fu ll d ire c tio n s  fo r  b u rn in g ,  if y o u  w ill s e n d  u s  20c to  
p a y  p o s ta g e  a n d  c o s t o f  th e  b e a u tif u l  F ac-sim ile  W ater  
C olor o f  th i s  h e a d  s e n t  w ith  e a c h  p a n e l a s  a  p a t t e r n .  T h is  
p ic tu re  e x a c t ly  f its  t h e  p a n e l a n d  c a n  b e  m o u n te d  w ith  
b e a u tif u l  e ffec t b y  
th o s e  w h o  p re fe r  
to  b u r n  o n l y  
t h e  b o r d e r .
R e g u la r  p ric e  of above 
c o m b in a t io n  
4 5  cents.
S a m e  
D e c o ra te d .

$ 1.00.
Size  
10 in.

SPECIAL 85S*’.2-" $1.60
T h i s  s p le n d id  o u t f i t ,  p artly  shown above, is com plete for burning  
on wood, plush, lea th er, etc . Includes fine P l a t i n u m  P o i n t ,  C o rk  
H a n d l e ,  R u b b e r  T u b in g ,  D o u b le -a c t io n  B u lb ,  M e ta l  U n io n  
C o rk ,  B o t t l e ,  A lc o h o l L a m p , tw o  p ie c e s  S ta m p e d  P r a c t i c e  
W o o d  and fu ll d irection s, a ll in  neat leath erette  box. Ask your  
dealer, or we w ill send C. O. D. W hen cash accom panies order for 
No. 97 outfit w e Include free our 64-page P elican  Instruction H and­
book (price 25 c en ts) , th e  m ost com p lete pyrograpby book published.

A s s o r t m e n t  S  O n l y  $1.75
If bough t by the piece would cost  
$2.50. I n c l u d e s :  H andkerchief 
Box, 7 x 7  in ; Jew el Box. 3% x 
in .;  Am erican G irl Panel, 9 x 1 2  
in .; Match H anger; O val Picture  
Fram e; Card Tray; Tooth P ick  
Cup; T w o  N a p k i n  R ings, and 
Three Souvenir  Post Cards. All 
tw elv e  pieces are m ade o f best 8-ply basswood and beau tifu lly  
stam ped in  popular, up-to-date 
d esign s, a ll ready for decorating. 
I f  Outfit No. 97 and th is  assort-

our special price for is only
m en t are ordered togeth er $3.20

W r i te  fo r  N ew  O  Z A  Contains 122 Pages, w ith  2.000
F R E E  C a ta lo g  O  O U  Illustrations. The largest pyro-

* graphy  catalogue
ever issued. W r i te  f o r  i t  to d a y . t r a d e

TH A Y ER  & CHANDLER,
1 6 0 - 1 6 4  W e s t  J a c k s o n  B o u l e v a r d ,  C h ic a g o ,  111. I l w \ M

“L a rg e s t M a kers  o f  P y ro g ra p h u  Goods
in  the W o r ld ” r l  >**=?*>

Pianos On Credit
30 Days’ Free Trial- No Money Down

This concern, with, a combined capital of $7,000,000, 
w ants to send you its w onderful Piano Boole. W e sell 
pianos from $144.50 up, and guarantee a  saving of at least 
$100. W e ask no money down. W e ship the piano, and let 
you use it  a month, before you decide to buy. Compare 
it w ith  others—com pare our prices w ith  others. If you 
find it the best bargain you ever saw, take two years to 
pay for it—a little  each month. Otherwise, send it back.

Don’t buy a piano without seeing this book, for this is 
the largest concern of its kind in the world. W e have 
450,000 customers. W rite us a postal today and sim ply 
say “  Send your Piano Book.”
Spiegel, May, Stern Co., 1371 35th St., Chicago

In  answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention  T he A rgosy.
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Why don’t you get WUNDERHOSE
and “ cut out ” all the fuss and cuss and annoyance of socks that “ punch through ” 
at the toes and heels ?

One dollar invested in a box of four pairs of MEN’S WUNDERHOSE will guar­
antee you no less than 3 months’ wear without darning in heel, toe or sole.

WUNDERHOSE are shape-retaining, soft-feeling, proper weight, and true absorbent 
dye. By an ingenious mixture of yarn and linen in the foot, they are made to resist wear.

WUNDERHOSE are low-priced enough to be good—they’re good enough for us 
to “ back-up ” with the most liberal and far-reaching guarantee of service that ever accom­
panied hosiery. More price could only add to their profit.

MEN’S WUNDERHOSE in Black, Tan, Navy, Gray—and Black with White 
Feet—$1.00 per box of four pairs.

W O M E N ’ S Black or Tan CHILDREN’S WUNDERHOSE— 
WUNDERHOSE—$1.00 per box of Black or Tan, $1.00 per box of four 
three pairs. pairs.

If your dealer hasn’t WUNDERHOSE, send us $1.00 direct, state size and color— 
and we will see that you are supplied. FREE BOOKLET, “ Frcm Field to Feet.” Send for it.

C H A T T A N O O G A  K N ITTIN G  M ILLS, Manufacturers, Chattanooga, Tenn.

where there'
wear

P E R .
B O A T ;

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention T he  Argosy.
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A m e ric a n  Te lep h o n e  &  T e le g ra p h  C o . 

The Associated B ell Com panies

o ne  policy- U N I V E R S A L  S E R V I C E - o ne  s y s t e m

Fair R ates
IN controversies as to rates, the policy of 

the American Telephone and 'Tele­
graph Company and its Associate Bell 
Companies has been to make a com­

plete and absolute showing of the condition, 
cost and value of plant, cost and value of 
service, cost and necessity of proper main­
tenance, and the broad position is taken that 
neither this company nor its associated Bell 
companies have anything to conceal or any­
thing to apologize for.

The capitalization of all the companies 
is conservative, far within justifiable limits, 
and in the relation between the replacement 
value of the properties and the capitalization 
of the companies, unique.

Fair rates, therefore, should be authorized 
or acquiesced in, for it is only by fair rates 
that good service to the public and perma­
nent, healthy conditions can be created or 
maintained. With a full knowledge of all 
surrounding circumstances and conditions, it 
is believed that this will be fully acquiesced 
in by the public.

Fair rates should and do insure high-class 
plant and equipment maintained at a high 
state of efficiency, and provide fair wages to 
employes—the highest paid for similar class 
of employment. Both of these are neces­
sary to good service.

Fair rates should give fair return on the 
investment, and promise fair return on new 
money needed. This is necessary to main­
tain the interest of the existing shareholders 
in the proper administration of the business,

as well as to provide for the continually 
increasing public demand.

Any revenue produced over and above 
such requirements and the proper reserve to 
provide for contingencies can be used for 
the benefit of the public, allowing the com­
pany to retain a part sufficient to stimulate 
the most efficient and economical manage­
ment.

It would be difficult, if not impossible, to 
get effective and economical management, 
such as would produce the best results for 
both the public and the shareholders, without 
recognizing this principle.

It does not seem possible that there can 
be any question of the justice of this position. 
That being granted, the facts to be settled 
are :—

Is the management honest and competent?
What is the investment?
Is the property represented by that invest­

ment maintained at a high standard?
What percentage of return does it show?
Is that a fair return?
Is it obtained by a reasonable distribution 

of gross charges?
If these questions are answered satisfac­

torily—and they are in the published reports 
of the officesof thiscompany—there can be no 
basis for conflict between the company and 
the public, and the less the working condi­
tions are made inflexible by legislative pro­
scription, the better will be the solution of 
the constantly changing problems incident to 
maintaining the universal telephone service 
wisely demanded by the public.

American Telephone Telegraph Company

In  answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention  T he  Argosy.
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International Approval
GOLD MEDAL

PARIS

GOLD MEDAL

JAMESTOWN

H IG H E ST  AWARD GRANTED T H E  PRUDENTIAL A T EACH EXPO SITIO N .

The Prudential
Represents the H ighest Standard of Efficiency  

in Office and Field A dm inistration.

The NEW Low Cost Policy
is th e  h igh est modern developm ent of everyth ing  

m ost desirable in Life Insurance.

The Prudential
INSURANCE COMPANY OF AMERICA

In c o rp o ra te d  as a  S to ck  C o m p a n y  by  th e  S ta te  of N ew  Je rse y .

JOHN F. DRYDEN, Home Office,
President. Dept. 98 NEWARK N. J .

Annual Cost W hole Life Policy, Per $1,000
Age 20 SI 4.96 Age 40 26.09
Age 25 16.77 Age 45 31.47
Age 30 19.08 Age 50 38.83
Age 35 22.10 Age 55 48.98

Send Today for Specim en P o licy  and R ate at YOUR A ge. 
S ta te  Occupation.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable tha t you mention  T h e  A rgosy.
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THE HOME FINISHING OF 
WOODWORK

T T

JO H N S O N ’S W ood D yes so lve every  
problem  for the am ateur cabinet 
m aker and  the handy m an about 
the house.

A ll th e  trouble you  have had  m ixing  
colors ground in o il, th in n in g  w ith  tur­
p en tin e , e tc ., is now  done aw ay  w ith.

Fourteen  sh ades o f John son’s  W ood  
D y es are now  at your service in  any  
qu antity  you  desire.

John son’s W ood D yes are dyes—not 
sta ins. T h ey  bring out th e  beauty  of 
grain . T h ey  do not cover the w ood. 
T h ey  do not conta in  varnish. T h ey  are 
not com bined  w ith  a  finish.

T H E S E  W ood D yes were orig inally  prepared by  
us for  use in  our ow n work as the largest 
m akers of th e  finest hardw ood flooring in  the  

w orld, and  in  p lac in g  them  on the m arket, w e are sim ply  
endeavorin g  to  m eet a  dem and w hich w e have m ade no  
effort to  create.

J o h n son ’s W ood D yes m ay be used  on all w oodw ork, 
furniture, and  floors. T h e  finish necessary is supp lied  by  
John son’s Prepared W ax w hich g ives a  rich, subdued, 
lustrous finish w h ich  cannot be produced by an y  other 
preparation.

T his Prepared W ax is su itab le for po lish in g  all w ood­
work, furniture, and  floors, w hether finished b y  o il, wood  
dye, sh ellac, varnish  or an y  other finish . T h e  Prepared  
W ax is easy  to  use; sim ply  apply it  over any finish w ith  a  
cloth  and  bring to  a  polish  w ith  a  dry c loth .

T h ey  sim ply  penetrate the pores, 
d yeing  the w ood the exact shade that 
you desire, b r in g in g  out the beauty of 
grain  and  accentu atin g  it.

T here is  n o  other preparation like  
J oh n son ’s  W ood D yes. Your painter  
cannot m ix for you  a  sta in  or finish of 
an y  sort w h ich  can  in an y  w a y  com pare  
w ith th e  J o h n so n ’s W ood D yes.

John son’s W ood F in ishes are for  sa le  in  convenient 
packages b y  h ig h  class pa in t dealers everyw here. In  the  
use of them  you  benefit b y  our years o f experience.

48-Page Illustrated Book Free—Edition AR-10
Send us your nam e and address and w e will m ail you a  beautiful 

booklet illustrated in colors, “ Th e Proper Treatm ent of Floors, 
W oodwork and Furniture.”  It tells in detail the easiest and m ost 
econom ical w ay  to finish or refinish the w oodwork in your home. You 
can do the w ork yourself and the expense is a  trifle. Send your 
name today. . , .

If you desire to refinish a piece which now has a heavy varnish 
coating:, get Johnson’s Electric Solvo which instantly soften* and 
makes easily  rem ovable any coating on any piece.

W rite today for the 48-page illustrated book which gives full 
Information about dyes and all Johnson’s W ood Finishes.

A ddress
S . C . JO H N S O N  & SO N , R acine, W is.

“ The Wood Finishing Authorities”

In  answering this advertisement i t  is desirable that you mention  T he A rgosy.



3000 to 6000 
Original Copies per Hour

That’s the average range of speed on the Multi­
graph when operated by the average office boy or 

girl. It is equal to the work of a hundred typewriters 
in doing typewritten work, and double the 

production of a printing press 
in printing office 

forms, etc.

Let Us 
Send You 
Samples
of. form s prim ed 
on m e G am m eter 

M ultigraph, toge ther 
w ith a  m ultig raphed  

typew ritten  le tte r  a d ­
d ressed  to  you perso n ­

ally . S im ply send us 
your nam e, the nam e of 

your firm, and the  po ­
sition  you occupy. W e 

w ill a lso  send  descrip tive 
booklet or ca talogue.

is bo th  a real m ultip le  typew riter an d  a  perfec t office p rin ter. I t tu rn s  o u t genu inely  
typew ritten o rig inals  in  m ultip le  q u an titie s  fas te r th a n  any  im ita tion  or “ fac -s im ile” p rocess .

T h e  M ultig raph  does good office p rin tin g  a t p rac tica lly  th e  cost of th*  paper 
and  an  office boy’s tim e. S m all qu an titie s  a re  p ro d u ced  a t the  low est ra te , in s tead  

of accord ing  to the  p rin te r’s slid ing  sca le . T h e  M ultigraph w ill hand le  form s up 
to  'B}4 x  17 inches in size. E lec tro types  m ay  be u sed  on the  M ultig raph  and 

a  d irect inking a ttach m en t is supplied  for s tra ig h t p rin ting  purposes.
I t  is never n ecessa ry , in  any p a r t o f M ultig raph  operation , to tou c h  the 

type  w ith the fingers. T h e  work of se tt in g  up the  type from the  type  s u p ­
ply drum  on th e  righ t to the  p rin ting  drum  on the  left an d  d is tr ib u tin g  it 

back again , is done en tirely  by a  sim ple and  rap id  au tom atic  device.

THE AMERICAN MULTIGRAPH SALES COMPANY 
1820 Case Avenue, Cleveland, Ohis

Br a n c h  O f f i c e s  E v e r y w h e r e  
European Selling A g en ts ; The In te r­

national M u ltigraph Co.
79 Queen Street 

London, E. C.



iTOOTiHIBRUSH

The Prophylactic Tooth Brush cleans 
not only the prominent parts of the 
teeth, but it penetrates the de­
pressions and crevices in and 
between the teeth. It cleans 
the inside and the crowns of 
the teeth, the hidden places A

m ost liable to furnish a 
f o o t h o l d  for d e c a y .  jJgR
The shaped bristles 
and th e  c ur v e d  j l
h a n d 1-e do it.  jjjN

most dentists

S o ft , M e d iu m , H a r d

\

THE MUNSEY PRESS, NEW YORK.




