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jpor ' B a b y ' s  B a t h

S t a r t  t h e  JVetzj Tie a n  t y  C u l t u r e  a t  t h e  C r a d le

BA B Y ’ S birthright is a 
skin soft as satin, pink- 
and-w li ite  an d  healthy, 

b u t  a lm ost as delicate  as a
rose petal.

T h i s  infinitely  tender su r­
face can n ot w ithstan d  the 
touch o f  a n y  soap except 
one w h ich  soothes while  it 
cleanses,  heals while  it 
penetrates.

M an y m others  subject  
their babies to th e  harsh, 
u ngratefu l  in fluence of  a 
soap w h ich  irritates and 
harm s, w h ich  causes the 
s e n s i t i v e  pores to close 
again st  it, w h ich  a g g ra v a te s  
and  reddens the creases 
between those jo l ly  rolls of  
fat.  T h a t  is becau se  th ey 
do not k n o w  the q u ality  of  the soap th ey  use 
in the nursery.

T h is  is a  point upon w h ich  you  can n ot  afford 
to h a v e  the sl ightest  doubt.

A n  u n k n o w n  soap is an unsafe  soap.
P o n d ’s E x tr a c t  S o a p  is a  “ k n ow n  q u a n t ity ”  and 

a k n ow n  quality .  In P o n d 's  E x ­
tract S o a p ,  it is co m b in ed  with a 
toilet soap o f  superlative  merit 
—  the choicest p ro du ct  of  the 
fam ous A r m o u r  laboratories.

T h e  perfect p u rity  a n d  gentle  
virtues of  P o n d 's  E x trac t  Soap  
m a k e  it p re-em inently  the best 
for b a b y 's  bath .  — —

It is the best th in g  in the n ursery  except the b a b y . 
It is the one safe  soap for use from the ho ur of 

the sto r k ’s vis it  unto the final, seventh a g e  of  man.
P o n d ’s E x tr a c t  S o a p  is w e lcom ed b y  the skin 

of  infants and  adults.

T h e B e s t  T h in g  in th e  N u rse ry  
E x c e p t  th e  B a b y  !

Pond’s 
Extract 

Soap

U n der its so oth in g  influ­
ence, the pores open wide, 
p e rm itt in g  the soap  to p ene­
trate deep a n d  to dissolve 
an y  g r e a s y  im purities w h ich  
m a y  h a v e  lo d g e d  beneath 
the surface.

W h e n  these w a x y  deposits 
are rem o ved,  the pores can 
once a gain  perform their 
w o rk  of  in h a l in g  the life- 
g iv in g  o x y g e n  of  the air  and 
b rea th in g  ou t  the poisonous 
gases from the blood.

T h e  skin,  you know, 
breathes just  as the lungs 
do, and the o n ly  w a y  to 
h ave  perfect skin-health  and 
v ig o r  is to keep e v e ry  one 
of these little m ouths freely  
open.

It is the ideal soap  for the nursery, because  it 
cools, soothes and g e n tly  stim ulates while  it 
c leanses. It dqes m u ch  to  prevent a n d  it p leas­
antly  relieves c h afin g,  p r ic k ly  heat a nd  every  
sort o f  irritation to  w h ich  the delicate skin of 
b a b y h o o d  is subject.

L a y  in a  s u p p ly  of P o n d 's  E x ­
tract S o a p  to d a y — for the b a b y —  
for yourself .

Be on y o u r  g u a r d  aga in st  s u b ­
stitution. T h e re  are m a n y  so- 
called “ w itch h a ze l”  soaps, a rt i­
ficially colored green, offered as 
“ just as g o o d . ”  P o n d ’s E x tract  
S oa p  is pure white. T h e  nam e 
appears u pon c a k e  a nd  container.

M is s G r a c e T r u m a n -H o y t ,  th e em inent N e w Y o r k  
specialist,  h a s  written fou r books of instruction 
that g ive  the secrets of  T h e  N e w  B e a u ty  Culture. 
N o . 1— The C om plex ion . N o . 2— The B a th .
N o . 3 —B aby 's  B a th . N o . 4— H andsom e W h ite  H ands.
A n y  o r all these book lets will be sent on receipt o f postage.

A r m o u r  & C o m p a n y
CHICAGO

S o le  L ic e n s e e  fr o m  P o n d 's  E x t r a c t  C o m p a n y

NEW YORK LONDON PARIS

/ A - '

In  a n s w e r in g  th is  a d v e r t is e m e n t  i t  is  d e s ira b le  th a t  yo u  m e n t io n  T hk A roohy.
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Do You Wan) to Go on the Stage?
5E  AN ACTOR OR ACTRESS

'H E  O P PO R T U N IT Y  is now placed 
before every intelligent man and 

woman, no matter what 
their position in life, to 
take up th is grand work at a 
price within the reach of all.

Do You Know that the 
profession of an actor or 
.actress is the most fascinat­
ing and profitable of all 
professions?

Do You Know that 
with our help you can in 
six months’ time learn 
enough of the principles 
of Dramatic Art to enable

Do You Know that
this e n t i r e  course will 
cost you onlyTen Dollars 
and fu rth e rm o re , that 
you can

T n T r n  
o  ( » *Take Up This 

Work A t  Home 1 * i
an d  Retain Your P resen t Position ?

This School is the largest of its kind in 
the world and is governed by a Board of 
Directors of prominent citizens, and is under 
the active management of an Actor of 
national reputation. We are in touch with 
nearly every prominent manager in the 
country, and will use our influence to secure 

you to go on the Stage? positions for our graduates.
W r ite  a t once fo r  booklet w h ic h  g iv e s  f u l l  p a r tic u la r s , te l l in g  you  hoiv w e f i t  yo u  fo r  a  th e a tr ica l 

career. You can become a p ro fessiona l, o r  i f  you  do n o t P refer  to  m ake a c t in g  yo u r  l i fe  w o rk , you  can  
ta ke  th e  lea d in g  P a r ts  in  a m a teu r  th ea tr ica ls . W e  w i l l  send yo u  th e  complete o u tl in e  o f o u r  course 
a n d  l i s t  o f  g ra d u a tes , etc., upon receipt o f  y o u r  le tte r.
THE NATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL OF ELOCUTION AND 
DRAMATIC ART, 106 NEW THEATRE BLDG., 17-19 VAN BUREN ST- Chicago

References: The Commercial National Bank o f  Chicago.

o n  FINE POST CARDS
F0R0NLY Eight CentsFor the purpose o f  intro­

ducing our popular publica­
tions and securing new cus­
tomers for them, we w ill send T w e n ty  F in e  C o lo red  P os t 
C ards by mail post-paid to any address upon receipt o f only 
K ig lit  C ents in postage stamps. These cards are beautifully 
printed in three colors upon fine, heavy, coated card stock, and 
the subjects embrace a pleasing variety which includes Christ­
mas, Easter. Valentino and Birthday designs, copies o f Famous 
Paintings, pictures o f Pretty Girls, U. S. Battleships, views of 
Niagara Falls, the Brooklyn Bridge, the U. S. Capitol at Wash­
ington and a fine assortment o f comics. They are the kind of 
post cards that are sold in some stores at the rate o f two for five 
cents, in others as high as five cents each ; at the lowest esti­
mate, therefore, the twenty cards that we offer for e ig h t cents  
post-paid are worth 50 cents at retail. This is purely an intro­
ductory o ffer; we make no profit. S a t is fa c t io n  is  G uaran teed  
? r m o n ey  m ill be r e fu n d e d . Address: F. .VI. L l 'P ' l 'o V ,  Pub­
lish e r , Vfo. C ity  H u ll P la c e ,  IVew Y o rk .

A S - SO N  OF THE. LA1 1

T E .A C — E .S
O O r s  I IN *sf _

« * ^ C A P I C A T U F ? I N  S L
L P E R  S O N  a C****>~wJ L  L U S T  R A T I N '^  
LI I N S T R U C T I O N  * * *

s/A A IL - C O U R S E - ______
"THOS. M A5TJR 

r i S 0 8 W Fs r H 2 - 5 t  N Y C itA

LEARN TAXIDERMY
W e c * n  te a c h  y o u  by m ail t o  s tu f f  * n d  m o u n t 

W rite , A u imain, F is h e s ,  e tc . T h e  m o s t  f a s c in a t in g  
o t a r t s .  E as ily  le a rn e d  bv  M en, W o m en  a n d  Boys. 
Ititr I'ro fils. S ave y o u r  tine  t ro p h ie s . D e c o ra te  hom e 

a n d  d en . E n jo y  y o u r  s p a re  t im e .  D o u b le  y o u r  in ­
co m e. W e te a c h  S tandard  Met hods O nly  a m i g u a r ­
a n te e  su ccess . If  y o u  h u n t ,  fish , lo v e  o r  e n jo y  n a ­
tu r e  in  a n y  w a y ,  y o u  sh o u ld  k n o w  T a x id e rm y . 
In v e s t ig a te  to -d a v . W r i te  fo r  jw irtic iila rs . NEW  
TATA LOO a n d  T a x id e i n ty  M ag az in e— A L L  F R EE.
I.W . SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY. 751 N. ST..OMAHA, NEB.

SONG
WRITING
H A Y E S  MUSIC CO.

T h e  Quickest Road to

Fame and Fortune
Do you kn ow  that Your 
song may be worth

T h o u s a n d s  of D o lla rs
Send us your poems today. W e 
compose music aud arrange 
compositions.
25 S t a r  Bui ld in g CHICAGO

STUDY
LAW

AT
HOME

The original school. Instruction by mail adapted 
to every one. Recognized by courts and educators. 
Experienced and competent instructors. Takes 
spare time only. Three courses—Preparatory, 
Iiusiness, College. Prepares 
f  or practice. W ill better your 
condition and prospects In 
business. Students and grad­
uates everywhere. Full par­
ticulars andspeclaloffer free.

The Sprague 
Correspondence School 

o f  Law,
ISO M ajestic Bldg, D etro it, Mich.

CAN I BECOME AN 
■  ELECTRICIAN?

W r ite  Jo> o u r  f r e e  Illu s tra ted  B ook .

How to Become an Electrical Engineer, 
Mechanical or Steam Engineer. w« u*cb
Electrical Engineering. Mechanics! Engineering, Steam 
Engineering, Electric Lighting, Electric Railway. Me­
chanical Drawing, at your home by malt, institute  en­
dorsed by Thos. A . Edison and others. ELECTRICAL 

ENG INEER IN ST IT U T E . D ept. l \  2 4 0  A W. 2Sd SL , New York.

U . S S

POSITIONS
P A Y K

The U. S. Government ha3 thousands of steady 
positions paying good salaries, for those who 
can pass the Civil Service examinations. We 
can fit you, at a smalt cost, to pass these 

e x a m in a t io n s  and 
qualify you  f o r  a 
good place. It is ne­
cessary only that you 

be an American and over 1 8  years of age. 
W rite at once for free Civil Service Booklet. 

I n t e r n a t i o n a l  C o r r e s p o n d e n c e  S c h o o l s ,  
B o x  8 0 ( 4  C ,  S c r a n t o n ,  I* o .

I n  answ ering  a n y  a dvertisem en t on th is page i t  is  desirable th a t you  m en tion  T h e  Aroobx.
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Partly Paid For Books
One  M an’s Foss is Another M an’s Gain

n n  Magnificent 
w L Books, Less than

j q  Cents a 
Volume

T h is  Is Y o u r O p p ortu n ity; Read C a re fu lly
W e  have on hand sixteen (16) sets o f  the “  M akers o f  

H i s t o r y ”  in thirty-two (32) magnificent volumes, hound in 
cloth and half-leather, that have been partly paid for by 
some one. These sixteen (16) sets were subscribed for by 
our customers and delivered to them, and we received in 
paym ent about one-lialf of  o u r ,p r ic e ;  then the books were 
returned to us on account of  the inability  o f  the subscriber 
to pay us the balance due. T h e  books have been thoroughly  
inspected and where a volume was not absolutely good as 
new a new volume was substituted ; thus, these sixteen (16) 
sets are perfect in every  re s p e c t ; this we guarantee.

The regular price of the thirty-two (32) volumes in cloth is 
$32.00 a set, and in special library or half-leather binding is $48.00 
a set, but as we have already received about one-half of the price 
of these books from our customers, we have decided to let these 
special sets, only sixteen (16) in number, go to those who first 
apply, for less than half-price upon small monthly payments. 
Read coupon carefulIv.

The “  Makers of  History ”  are the most entertaining and in­
structive friends you could possibly have in your home. Each 
volume is a complete narrative of a man or woman who in their 
time made things happen. There is not a dull page in the entire 
32 volumes. No set of books published can compare in interest or 
instruction with the “  Makers of History.”  They are as absorbing 
as anything you can imagine. They are the kind of books that 
keep people up late reading. Once you start to read any of these 
volumes you dislike to stop until the book is finished. Hundreds 
of thousands know and own these books. Their sale is ever in­
creasing, because they are real books to be read and enjoyed— 
not to be put away and never looked at.

Read Carefully: Remember these books are partly paid for, so 
you only have to pay half-price. We extend to you free examina­
tion; if the books are not found to be satisfactory return them at 
our expense ; you do not take any risk; it costs you nothing to 
have the books sent to you; if  you do not care to keep them after 
seeing them they are to be returned, all charges collect.

T I T L E S  O F  B O O K S .
W illiam  th e  C onqueror 
A lexan d er th e  G reat 
Alfred th e  Great 
Richard I.
C yru s th e  G reat 
G en gh is  Khan  
X erxes  
J u liu s  Ceesar 
P yrrh u s  
C harles I.
Josep h in e  
riarie  A n to in e tte  
H ernando C ortez  
K ing P h ilip  
L ouis P h ilip p e  
Queen E lizab eth

C leopatra  
M argaret of A njou  
R ichard II.
D arius th e  G reat 
P eter  th e  Great 
H annibal 
Nero 
R om ulus  
H ortense  
H adam e R oland  
H enry IV.
Joseph  B on ap arte  
L ouis XIV.
C harles II.
R ichard III. 
n a r y  Q ueen of S co ts

This is really the opportunity o f a lifetime. You 
incur no obligation and it costs you nothing to 
in vestigate the greatest book bargain ever offered

Harper’s H istory Club
275 Mercer Street, New York, N. Y.

Sign and mall coupon to us to-day. We say to-day because we know 
that these sixteen 16) sets will all be claimed almost immediately.

W e R e c o m m e n d  th e  S p e c ia l L ib r a r y  B in d in g .

P a r t ly  P a id  B ook  C o u p o n
Harper's History Club, 275 Mercer St., New York.

Y o u  m ay sen d  m e for in sp ection  an d  ap proval o ne set o f  the 

9 IA K K R S  O F  H IS T O R Y .
72 vo lu m es, bound in the s ty le  in d ica ted  b y  h a v in g  the “ X ”  

besid e  it.

C loth  B in d in g  (R e g u la r  p rice  $32 per sett. 1 w ill pay for 
sam e, i f  I d ec id e  to  k eep  the b o o k s, as fo llow s: 50 cen ts 
after 1 e xam in e  th em , an d  $1.00 a m onth for fifteen 'm on ths.

Sp ecial L ib ra ry  B in d in g  (R e g u la r  price  $48 per set). I w ill 
pay  for sam e, i f  1 d ec id e  to  k eep  the books, as fo llo w s : 
50 cen ts  after I exam in e  them , and f t . 50 a m onth for 
fifteen m onths.

It is  u nd erstood  you sen d  to  m e upon ap pro val, the “  M a kers o f  
H is to r y ,"  in 32 volu m es, and i f  I d ec id e  not to k e e p  the bo ok s 1 am 
to  return them  to  yo u , c h a rg e s  co llect.

N A M E  _______________________________________________

S T R E E T  _____________________________________________

C I T Y  O R T O W N ____________________________________

S T A T E ___________
______ Argosy—3.

i

In  answ ering  th is  advertisem en t i t  is desirable th a t you  m en tion  T h e  A bo o st .
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THE
SCRAP
BOOK

Contains more Human Interest than has ever been 
crowded between the covers of a Single Magazine.

IT WILL RECALL
The Sunshine of Your Childhood

The Lightning of Your Youth

It is a P A G E A N T  OF T H E  P A S T  illumined
with the literary gems of the world.

Y E STER D A Y  A N D  TO -D A Y  
In The Scrap Book CLA SP H A N D S.

SEPTEMBER ISSUE NOW  ON SALE.

On all News Stands or from the Publisher. 10c a Copy—by the Year $1.00

F R A N K  A . M UNSEY, 175 Fifth Avenue, New York.
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B e c a m e  a  
M o n e y  M a k e r  

T h r o u g h  M y  H e lp
Think of qualifying as an ad writer 

with midnight oil— of having your 
employer discourage your determina­
tion to advance to a $2,000.00 or 
$3,000.00 position by loading you 
up with double duties !

Mr. Libby was filling a clerical [ 
position with a New Jersey rubber 
company, when he learned of the 
splendid success of Powell graduates 
in doubling and quadrupling their 
salaries. His “ boss ” said : “ Powell 
won’t do anything for you." But 
the sequel shows that this unusual 
selfishness in trying to keep a good 
man tied to a poorly paid clerkship 
miscarried, for Mr. Libby was hardly 
through with my instruction before 

secured him the position of adver­
tising manager for the Frank D. 
Fuller Co., the large real estate oper­
ators of Birmingham, Ala.

This shows what 1 can do for 
those who want to rise in the busi­
ness world. A nd I can do more 
than ever before, because there is to­
day three times the demand from 
every state for my graduates. Even 
the largest agencies now advertise for 
“ Powell graduates only ” because 

they know they have received absolutely the best train­
ing possible.

If you want to earn from 
$ 1,200.00 to $6,000.00 a year, 
let me mail my two free books — 
my elegant Prospectus and “ Net 
Results,” also telling how dis­
couraged business men can double 
their incomes. Address me
G EO R G E H . P O W E L L ,

117 M etropolitan  A n n ex ,
N EW  YORK.

LEA R N  TO W R I T E
ADVERTISEMENTS

Earn
*2 5 1. * 1 0 0

a  week
A few hours’ stud}- du rin g  these eve­

nings at home wil l mean a big  income 
to you this Fall .  H undreds o f  the high 

salaried advertisement writers were last 
year $10, $12, and $15 men. T h e y  studied 

r_ the Page-Davis course b y  mail and are y<£~ 
today m ak in g  $25.00 to $100.00 a week.
Y o u  should do the same. W rite  
our beauti ful prospectus, sent free.
J u s t  en ter  y o u r  nam e on th e  coupon  
and ad d ress  y o u r  le tter

PAGE- DAVI S GQ.
A  ddress either office:

Dept. 941, 90 W abash A ve .
CHICAGO.

D ept. 9 41 , 150 N assau  S t.,
NEW YORK.

In  answ ering  a n y  advertisem en t on th is  page i t  is  desirable tha t you m en tion  T h e  A r g o s y .
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For H ealthy Hair and Scalp
T h e  M e d ic a l P r o fe s s io n  r e c o m m e n d  s y s t e m a t ic  s h a m p o o in g  
w ith  P a c k e r ’s T a r  S o a p —th e  s ta n d a r d  for over  th ir ty  y e a r s .

P A C K E R ’S
O u r  L e a f le t  :—** T h e  V a lu e  o f S y s te m a t ic  S h a m p o o in g ,”  s e n t  f r e e .  A d d r e s s  

T H E  PACKER M A NU FACTURIN G  COM PANY (Suite 8 7  S), 81 Fulton S tree t, New Y ork .

A S
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HIS AUTOMOBILE OR THEIRS?
BY ELIZABETH YORK MILLER.

It is only in fiction that the motor-car of to-day invariably breaks down. Here is a truly 
refreshing automobile novelette, full of incident and interest, and in which the author

has not been obliged to resort to that 

(Complete in

CHAPTER I.
THE FORTUNES OF WAR.

T PIE automobile was more truly Den­
nison’s than anybody else’s, al­

though------But to go ’way back to the
remotest beginning.

There were any number of reasons why 
a nice girl of twenty or thereabout would 
want to know Willie Davis, who was also 
nice and twenty or thereabout. But 
Elsa Hitchcock, realizing the lure tfiat 
lay in a fascinating young man, acknowl­
edged none of them.

She had observed Willie out of the tail 
of her eye at many a social gathering, 
and to herself she was obliged to admit 
that he was dangerously attractive. To 
Willie’s chum, Bert Henning, she con­
fided the pleasing fact that she hated and 
despised Willie, which cheerful and not 
too flattering intelligence was promptly 
conveyed to the latter.

It was discouraging, to say the least. 
^Not being much versed in the ways of 
women, Willie Davis would have let his 
dream of love end right there, but Provi­
dence had ordained otherwise.

The Women’s New England Club had 
their famous fair right in the nick of 
time. Elsa’s mother being one of the 
heavyweights in the association, they 
put Elsa in charge of the automobile 
raffle, and when she ran over in her mind 
the list of eligibles who would stand for 
having their pockets gicked in a worthy 
cause, she suddenly experienced a change 
of heart with regard to Willie.

1 A

musty device to bolster up the plot.

This Issue.')

It served as an excuse, anyway, and 
Bert Henning was ordered to bring 
around his insistent friend, which he re­
luctantly did, and from that moment all 
was over for the obliging third party.

The car itself was a beauty—one of 
those big, stunning, red affairs with glass 
all around to keep out the dust, and a 
little fence on the top to keep in your 
luggage. It was quite complete, with 
wonderful gas lamps and a musical horn.

If you knew anything about automo­
biles, it made your mouth water to look at 
it, and if you didn’t know anything, you 
immediately wanted to. Willie was of 
the latter variety.

For a long time he had been contem­
plating the purchase of an automobile, 
but the real desirability of owning a car 
had never struck him until now. The 
first night of the fair he bought a hun­
dred chances, the second night two hun­
dred, and the third—fortunately the last 
*—night, three hundred.

Then he rashly promised to make 
Elsa a present of the winning ticket, 
should he hold it! For in three nights 
he had made extraordinary progress with 
the lady in question, and his love-affair 
was doing nicely—better by far than his 
wildest imaginings ever hoped for.

He didn’t expect that he would hold 
the ticket, and neither did Elsa Hitch­
cock, or she would have been even nicer 
to him. but wljen the number of the win­
ning card was called out, “ Number 2405 
wins the automobile,” it took them just 
twenty minutes to shuffle through his
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pack of tickets and discover the dupli­
cate.

Much to the lady’s disgust, Willie did 
not hand over the ticket as he had prom­
ised, but kept it himself, which proves 
that lie was wise as well as ardent.

Taking into consideration the fact that 
Elsa was an enthusiastic automobilist, 
Willie hastily decided that with an auto­
mobile he was of vastly more conse­
quence to Miss Hitchcock than if the car 
was unreservedly hers.

Besides, he quite intended to put it at 
her disposal, always keeping the right to 
himself to be her chauffeur.

And you better believe that Willie was 
of the stuff of which good chauffeurs are 
made. Raw material, to be sure, but bet­
ter have it raw and have it right.

He had never handled an automobile 
in his life, but he believed in himself, 
which is half the battle in everything.

He took one lesson on the car and then, 
to show his cleverness, ran it all the way 
to New Haven alone, somewhat faster 
than the law allows. It was an interest­
ing ride, but one must hurry over details.

They arrested him in New Rochelle, 
where every motorist gets fined at least 
once during his career, and near Larch- 
mont he ran down a chicken and a dog. 
At Rye, the policeman stopped him with 
a warning.

From there on, realizing the universal 
pig-headedness of the law, he consented' 
to slow down whenever he saw a uni­
form in the distance, and by way of 
getting even, employed the hopelessly 
juvenile and ineffectual method of mak­
ing faces at every cop who noticed him.

He rolled into New Haven on 
schedule time with quite an accumula­
tion of experience. Tired and dusty, 
but gloriously happy, and fairly reeking 
of automobile exhilaration, he ran the 
car into the first handy garage, and sjtood 
by proudly while the repair man critical­
ly sized up him and the machine.

“ How long have you had this car?” 
asked the man, unscrewing' the lid of 
the oil-tank as he spoke.

His face wore the patronizing, un­
pleasant expression of one who knows 
and knows that he knows.

“ Not long,” answerecf Willie, non­
committal as a veteran. “ What’s the 
matter? Anything wrong with her?”

11 Well, there ought to be, if there 
isn’t. Your oil-tank is empty. You’ve 
been running without oil. I don’t see 
how you got here at all. Have any 
trouble on the road? ”

“ Not any of that kind of trouble,” 
answered Willie easily. “ Fix her up, 
cap; I want to be off early in the morn­
ing.”

The automobile man shook his head 
doubtfully.

“ I never knew a car to run before. 
Why, the bearing would heat up—you’d 
get a hot-box.”

“ Is—that—so? ” said Willie, in mock 
admiration for so much wisdom.

“ Yes, it is so! Are you sure she 
ran? ”

“ Well, I should say I was sure. 
How’d I get here, otherwise?”

11 That’s right. Here, Jimmie,, hand 
me a gallon of that medium oil. Have 
you any particular kind of oil you use, 
sir? ”

“ No, I haven’t,” answered Willie, 
compelled to be truthful. “ I use any 
kind I can get. To be perfectly frank,
I didn’t know------”

He stopped, at a loss how exactly to 
express hirrftelf, and the repair man fin­
ished the sentence for him.

“ You didn’t know that the car ran 
with o il?”

“ That’s it! I ’m almost certain the 
man said he put in gasoline.”

The mirth in the garage seemed so 
insolent and' ill-timed to Willie, just 
then, that he turned sharply on his heel 
and left them, with a stern admonition 
to have the car ready for him in the 
morning.

Willie Davis’ duties at college un­
fortunately kept him occupied most of 
that week and he found no opportunity to 
run down to New York and display his  ̂
new toy to Elsa. The interval was 
happily bridged by letters, telephone 
calls, sundry boxes of candy and flowers 
to the lady, and a pair of swell gold 
monograms, W. D. gracefully interlaced, 
to the gentleman to be used in decorating 
his car.

Willie was so pleased at this evidence 
of Elsa’s interest in him, that. he could 
scarcely contain himself. Life seemed 
beautiful; there * was almost nothing 
wanting.
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Things were bowling along in this 
smooth fashion when'Bert Henning, who 
is as near an approach to a villain as 
we can raise, had an unhappy, inspira­
tion.

He suggested to Willie that it would 
be pleasant to invite a dozen people to 
go to the races. Bert himself chose 
the party, which included Elsa Hitch­
cock and her mother, but it was a fore­
gone conclusion that Willie would pay.

They set the event for Saturday, 
which is a popular day.

Now, such a scheme takes money, and 
as Willie Davis had never learned how 
to entertain with a light hand, he needed 
plenty of it. His allowance would keep 
five average families from want the year 
’round, but he always managed to have 
it spent when the day arrived for a fresh 
instalment.

The raffle-tickets had cost him a good 
round sum, and he had gone in heavily 
for leather toggery and such like. Al­
though he was painfully short of funds, 
he didn’t worry very much, for his 
father was always’ prompt and the check 
was then a day overdue.

He waited with trusting confidence 
until Friday and was on hand every time 
the postman’s whistle sounded. Then he 
suddenly realized the usefulness of a 
rainy-day fund—something he had hith­
erto decried as valueless.

He had reckoned without taking into 
account the San Francisco earthquake, 
which happened at a most inopportune 
time for him.

How could he be supposed to kno%v 
that Davis mer&and per?, on their trip 
around the world, would elect to leave 
Japan two weeks ahead of the time they 
previously set, and arrive at the Golden 
Gate Johnny-on-the-spot with the earth­
quake?

Nothing more serious happened to 
them than the loss of their baggage, but 
for a week they had something of more 
importance to consider than the allow­
ance of h spendthrift son.

But it was rather hard oh Willie, who 
for the first time in his young life was 
face to face with an issue.

He took stock of his possessions, but 
his only assets which had a monetary 
value were his watch, cuff-links and the 
automobile. The watch and cuff-links

were out of the question, for the person 
who could take twelve individuals to the 
races on the proceeds of them would have 
to be a deal more economical than was 
Willie Davis.

There was nothing for it, absurd as 
it seemed, but to “ pawn ” the automo­
bile.

Willie took it to a place where they 
dealt in second-hand cars and disposed 
of it—gold monograms and a ll! But he 
solemnly promised himself to buy it back 
the moment his allowance showed up, 
which could not in the nature of things 
be more than a day longer, at the most.

However, he didn’t feel quite right 
about it. It was with a heavy heart, in­
deed, that he turned away from the Auto­
mobile Exchange, where his car had 
gone into temporary retirement. An in­
definable sense of impending disaster 
surrounded him and he could not shake 
it off.

“ Your luck’s gone! ” he repeated 
dolefully to himself.

But it was something to know that it 
was Saturady. A whole day intervened 
in which the check could be hastening to 
him and no one could possibly break into 
the exchange and make off with his auto.

There was only this one little after­
noon, and surely no one would be so fool­
ish as to buy an automobile in such a 
short time, without giving it a trial.

He was reasonably safe—there was 
even more than a fighting chance—and 
the two thousand dollars in his pocket 
comforted him a little. When he met 
his party at, the Astor for lunch, his 
spirits revived, and he began, insensibly, 
to forget the unpleasant incident which 
had clouded the morning.

Elsa Hitchcock had never looked 
more charming. There were others 
there, but Willie saw no one but Elsa 
and her pretty, fluffy gold hair under its 
modish hat trimmed with pink roses.

To Willie, the rest of the party were 
like so many shadows. Mrs. Hitchcock 
kindly took the conversational part of the 
entertaining off his hands and left the 
two together.

She, be it understood, had always 
favored Willie Davis, and there had been 
a time not so very far distant when Bert 
Henning and his considerably lesser in­
come had given her worry.
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Mrs. Hitchcock was at peace with the 
world. The skies were blue, the lunch 
was good' and the ride out to Belmont 
Park was great fun.

Yes, distinctly, the maternal eye was 
an approving one, and Elsa was sure 
she heard her mother humming:

“  W h e n  love is y o u n g ,  in springtime,
A n d  b o y s  are youthful,  to o .”

After all, there always has to be a fly 
in the ointment. There was one in this, 
but you haven’t come to it yet.

Willie was not in the habit of betting 
on the races, but this day he turned to it 
as to a desperate chance. There was 
every reason in the world why he should 
not have won, for he knew no more 
about horses than you or I.

It was luck, again. Any one with a 
superstitious turn of mind would account 
.for it in that way.

He sneaked out and put up a bet on 
the first race—and won.

He doubled on the second race, and 
happened to choose a long shot—and he 
won, there.

Amazed at his luck and delighted with 
such an easy -wav of getting even with 
himself, he kept on and on, and he won 
every time. (Reads like a fairy tale, 
but it isn’t.)

Fate had it in for Willie Davis in 
quite another way. (Oh, be patient, be 
patient, and you shall see!)

Ignorant of the cruel blow she was 
going to deal him, he began to swagger 
and congratulate himself on always fall­
ing buttered side up, andHie forgot to 
knock on wood. That is, he didn’t for­
get, exactly, but he was too drunk with 
conceit to stoop to such concession.

He had won the automobile, he had 
fairly accomplished winning Elsa—he 
meant to clinch that on the way home— 
and he had won this fat wad of bills that 
was bursting his pockets, some six 
thousand and sixty-five dollars in a ll!

CHAPTER II.
TROUBLE BREWING.

All of this had happened in one little 
week.

It seems a lot, doesn’t it? But a week

can be crowded fuller of events even than 
that.

The intoxication of his achievements 
went to Willie’s head, but he managed 
to keep tjie news of his gorgeous win­
nings to himself, for he didn’t want Mrs. 
Hitchcock to think him such a plunger— 
it might hurt his chances with Elsa—and 
he didn’t want to give Bert Henning an 
opportunity for further borrowing.

From apparently hating Willie to ap- - 
parently loving him had been a short step 
for Elsa. He was clearly the cleverest 
thing in boys she had ever seen, and when 
on the way home he got her off by him­
self and frankly asked her to marry him, 
right there in the cross-seat of the L, 
with the others all looking, even though 
they were too far off for listening, she 
unhesitatingly accepted him.,

“ I ’ve loved you always,” he said 
earnestly. “ The first time 1 saw you, 
you were a little girl in dancing-school 
and you snubbed me. Do you remem­
ber?”

Elsa remembered perfectly. It seemed 
that she, also, had always loved Willie.

She said, “ I ’ve always been crazy 
about you, but you know, you always had 
so many girls, were always so popular, 
that I couldn’t bear to think of just be­
ing one of them! Bert said you were 
the most fickle thing! ”

“ He did, did he? Well, I ’ll fix him 
for that. Why, he told me the same 
thing about you.”

To Willie, there didn’t seem a thing 
wanting at the close of this perfect day, 
and yet he couldn’t seem to shake him­
self clear of a depres^on.

He couldn’t define it. It just hung in 
the air ready to descend upon him at a 
moment’s notice, and, sad to tell, it was 
his lady-love who finally brought it 
down.

“ Willie, dearest,” she said reproach­
fully, “ why haven't you taken me for a 
ride in your motor-car? You know how 
crazy I am about it.”

Willie’s joy suddenly changed to 
gloom. • Here was he with over six 
thousand dollars in his pockets, and there 
was the car in that wretched exchange.

Oh, it was impossible, ridiculous! 
Thev couldn’t have sold the car in these 
few hours. It was as good as his, any­
way.
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He answered with a semblance of 
cheer:

“ That’s so, you haven’t been out in it, 
have you? And I said it was to be your 
car, too. Well, it is your car, and I’ll 
take a day off Monday when I bring your 
ring. We’ll celebrate.”

Elsa clasped her hands together and 
cried, 11 How lovely, how perfectly love­
ly !” so loud that everybody heard her 
and wanted to know what it was.

Willie was possessed by the idea to 
get to the Exchange as fast as his legs or 
a car could carry him, and almost re­
sented the fact that Mrs. Hitchcock, 
bent on furthering his happiness, insisted 
on taking him home to dinner with them. 
He nTade a dozen excuses, but they all 
availed him nothing.

Even the use of the telephone was de­
nied him, since it hung in the library and 
some one was certain to overhear his con­
versation.

The evening was given to talking it 
over under the benign and unobtrusive 
chaperonage of Mama Hitchcock. She 
dozed over a novel in an adjoining 
room with her back turned obligingly 
upon the lovers, and Willie almost for­
got his anxiety about the car.

There were lots of things to discuss, 
among them the special brand of ring 
that Elsa preferred, and it was eleven 
o’clock before Willie found himself on 
the street bound for the station.

Eleven o’clock on a Saturday night is 
Broadway’s fittest time, and Willie 
turned into that blessed thoroughfare 
with chin held high and hopes held 
higher. The whole world was rosy- 
hued.

At Forty-Fourth Street he got mixed 
up with a theater crowd and moved slow­
ly with it as far as Footy-Second Street, 
where he turned across town toward the 
Grand Central.

Of a sudden, like a lightning’s flash, 
he was conscious of two suburbanites be­
hind him, also hurrying for a train. 
They w’ere earnestly discussing some­
thing, and the particular sentence which 
hit his ear, was this:

“ The monograms are simply gorgeous 
—and such a remarkable coincidence, 
Warren. It was that decided me.”

The words were harmless enough and 
they might have meant almost anything,

but Willie Davis felt himself suddenly 
grow cold. He slowed his pace that he 
might hear Still more.

The lady continued; “ The beautiful 
thing is so complete.. If we had looked 
from now until doomsday, I ’m convinced 
we couldn’t have been better suited. It 
is almost new. too. Why, the marks of 
the wrapping are still on the tires.”

Willie Davis, no longer lingering in 
uncertainty, turned sharply about and 
gazed furiously into the eyes of the 
couple behind him.

Mr. and Mrs. Warren Dennison, thus 
interrupted in their intimate chat by a 
rude stranger, returned the stare with in^ 
terest, until Willie was suddenly con­
scious of a growing belligerency in the 
expression of Mr. Dennison. He walked 
on in a perfect tumult of excitement.

Oh, it couldn’t be, it simply couldn’t 
be! He was a donkey to consider it for 
a moment.

His wasn’t the only automobile on the 
market. He wasn’t the only,person who 
had monograms on his car. For all he 
knew, they might be discussing a baby 
carriage.

All the same he kept within hearing 
distance. He determined to see this 
thing through if it cost him his train, 
but it happened that the Dennisons were 
going in the same direction.
^  Presently there was some more con­
versation, still on the lady’s part.

“ I’m so happy! Think how we’ve 
saved and saved for that motor-car, and 
then expected to get only a cheap one. 
Why, this car must be worth twice as 
much as you paid for it.”

“ It is. I’m convinced that there isn’t 
a better bargain in New York. You 
could have knocked me down with a 
feather when he told me the price.”

“ I suppose it’s home by now, isn’t it, 
Warren? I think it was fine for him to 
send it right up for us. Warren, what 
ails that young man ahead of'u£—have 
you noticed him? ”

“ Yes, I have noticed him, and if he 
turns around again I ’ll fix his face so 
that it won’t move so easily.”

Willie took the hint and shot ahead.
His worst fears were realized. This 

precious pair had bought his car. His 
car! No, Elsa’s car! And how could 
he ever explain to her?



198 THE ARGOSY.

It was gone forever, and he felt that 
the shame of confession was more than 
he could bear. She might* at a pinch 
forgive him for sacrificing the car, but 
he was surely a brute for letting the 
monograms go with it, and she would see 
that instantly.

This man with the same initials as his 
— ugh !

Cold type fails at this point. It sim­
ply cannot set down the primitive emo­
tions experienced by Willie Davis.

He was in that ecstatic state of crazy 
misery when a man gains relief only by 
jumping up and down, pulling out whole 

punches of his hair, and slamming any­
thing that comes within handy reach.

He would have felt in a. measure re­
paid could he have taken tjie Dennisons 
and knocked their silly heads together. •

She thought he was flirting with her, 
it seemed—well, let her think. Homely 
thing! It must be a novelty to her to 
come even that near to attracting mascu­
line attention.

When he reached the station he found 
that his train was ready and he plunged 
through the gates with a drunken lunge, 
his hat knocked down ferociously over 
his eyes, his hands thrust deeply into his 
pockets, and quite unconcerned as re­
garded the comments of bystanders.

What did he care for them—or for 
anybody ? ^

He hurled himself into the first handy 
seat and lay back in it with a long-drawn 
sigh of misery, feeling keenly that the 
end of the world was near, when to his 
infinite disgust the Dennisons paddled 
in and took the seat directly in front of 
him.

He felt that he could not bear their 
proximity and was on the point of hunt­
ing himself another place to sit w'hen the 
lady turned and spied him.

She gave a hysterical little scream, and 
grasped her husband’s arm, whispering 
in her*agitation loud enough to attract 
the attention of the whole car: “ War­
ren, there is that dreadful young man 
again. I tell you, he’s following u s! ”

Mr. Dennison rose wrathfully. The 
time had evidently arrived for action, 
but Willie Davis only laughed aloud in 
his misery. Even with the world crum­
bling under his feet, he could see some 
humor in the situation.

“ May I ask,” demanded Mr. Den­
nison hotly, “ if there is anything that„I 
can do for you? If there isn’t, I would 
be obliged if you will explain why you 
have been so persistently following us?”’ 

“ I  following you? ” was on the tip of 
Willie’s tongue, and he would have said 
it in his best insulting manner, when he 
suddenly recollected that here, perhaps, 
was a chance in a hundred, so he ac­
cepted his role with becoming meekness.

“ I hope you’ll pardon me,” he began, 
swallowing his pride hard, “ but you 
purchased a motor-car to-day—a big red 
car with gold monograms, W. D., on the 
sides—am I not right?”

Mr. Dennison nodded shortly.
“ Well, sir, what’s that to you? ”■
“ Just this,” answered Willie, warm­

ing to his subject. “ The gentleman who 
originally owned the car wants it back 
again. He has commissioned me to 
buy it.”

“ Impudence! ” murmured Mrs. Den­
nison, looking anxiously at her spouse for 
corroboration.

“ Tell him,” said Mr. Dennison, “ that 
I don’t care to consider his offer.”

“ But you haven’t heard it yet! ” 
pleaded Willie. “ He’ll give you four 
thousand dollars for it.”

“ Well, what .the devil did he sell it
for? Why, I only pa.----- ’’

Mrs. Dennison clapped her fingers 
over her husband’s lips.

“ I see,” she said sweetly, “ but we 
couldn’t di'eam of parting with it—for so 
small a sum as that. This car suits us 
and of course we couldn’t duplicate it 
for that, with all the attachments and 
things.”

Willie thought he saw, too, and rose 
bravely to meet the situation.

“ I’ll give you.five thousand,” he said. 
Mr. Dennison was undoubtedly trem­

bling on the verge of acceptance, but he 
thought he discerned a nigger in the 
woodpile.

“ If money isn’t any object to him, 
why doesn’t lie buy himself a new car? ” 

A lie trembled on Willie’s tongue but 
something verging on the truth seemed 
easier, so he said, “ He’ll get into the 
worst kind of trouble if he doesn’t get 
this particular car.”

The Dennisons looked puzzled, but 
the masculine Dennison could distinctly
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see the colored gentleman now, and he 
laughed sarcastically.

“.Oh, yes,” he said, “ I suppose there 
v isn’t the least doubt about his getting 

that car on a straight deal in the first 
place, is there ? ”

“ It was straight enough,” said Willie, 
ignoring the sarcasm. “ He won it at a 
raffle. I ’ll give you six thousand for it.”

“ If it’s a joke, you’re carrying it too 
far, young man. I’ll keep the car until 
I learn more about this affair.”

He settled back in his seat and held a 
whispered conference with his wife.

Willie was too discouraged to pursue 
the argument. He felt, to use an inele­
gant expression, that if Mr. Dennison 
addressed another word to him, he would 
rise up and smite him in the face. The 
state of Willie’s mind at that precise mo­
ment was inelegant.

At Mount Vernon the Dennisons got 
up to leave the train.

Mrs. Dennison looked behind her ap­
prehensively to note if Willie was still 
tracking them. He smiled at her de­
risively, drawing down the corners of his 
mouth in a vulgar, rude manner, gaining 
some small relief to his surcharged feel­
ings from the act.

He felt that he was in the worst kind 
of trouble.

The desire to put off the evil day 
when he must confess his unloverlike act, 
took possession of him. Anything was 
better than immediate discovery, and if

could gain a little time, perhaps some­
thing would happen to help him out of 
this scrape.

The check might arrive, the miserable 
Warren Somebodies who lived in Mount 
Vernon might relent and accept the 
whole, or a part of it.

Oh, something must happen! When 
1 thingg were blackest they always 

changed. They had to.
Willie wasn’t consciously a coward— 

not in the least. Although he didn't 
know it, he was beginning the lifelong 
bondage of the man who serves a petti­
coat.

There is no fear on earth for a man 
like the fear inspired by the woman who 
loves him and will disapprove of some­
thing he has done. He is never so big 
but that he will shrink from incurring 
her displeasure.

On Monday Willie ordered the en­
gagement ring from Tiffany’s by tele­
phone—a very unloverlike proceeding— 
and despatched it to Elsa with a note that 
was pitiful as well as contrite.

In it he said that his aunt in Phila­
delphia was ill unto death and required 
his immediate presence. The automo­
bile ride they had planned was off until 
further notice; he would see her just the 
moment he got back to town, etc.

All the desires of his heart urged him 
to Elsa’s side, urged him against this 
foolish deceit which in the end would 
more than likely come to naught, but a 
dogged determination to possess the car 
drove him on. He could only see one 
side of the question.

He must have the car. Elsa must 
never know how lightly he had disposed 
of her gift of the monograms. And 
there was only one way to get the car 
back.

Perhaps, if he told the Dennisons the 
true story of how he came to lose the 
automobile, and threw himself on their 
mercy, they would let him have it.

With this in mind, he started for the 
Exchange to ascertain their name and 
address, for the sooner he saw them the 
better.

In the clear light of the morning, 
things took on a slightly brighter tone. 
He was rested, and he began to feel sure 
of himself.and have confidence in his 
persuasive abilities.

He swung briskly up the avenue in the 
direction of the Automobile Exchange, 
and for the present we are through with 
Willie Davis.

CHAPTER III.
THE TOUR BEGINS.

D ennison ., fussing about in the sweet 
little gray stucco garage he had built, 
tooted the musical horn on his new ac­
quisition, just to make sure that every­
thing was all right, and a second laterih. 
a boy walked up the front steps of the 
Dennison domicile and handed in a 
special delivery letfer.

It bore the postmark of an obscure 
town in Pennsylvania, and when Mrs. 
Dennison received it she fluttered out to 
the garage to convey it to her lord and 
master.
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It was commonplace-looking enough. 
The envelope was shabby, the address 
w'ritten in an old-fashioned business hand, 
and Mrs. Dennison, while mildly curious, 
was in no way excited over it.

They all got mail, even special deliv­
eries, and Mr. Dennison was no rare ex­
ception to the rule. So she climbed up 

. into the automobile to try the feel of the 
cushions, and was about to test the horn 
herself when she caught a glimpse of her 
husband’s face.

He was leaning weakly against the 
automobile for support, and his face was 
white. The letter had dropped to the 
ground.

Like most women, Mrs. Dennison 
prided herself upon her intuitive powers, 
and she immediately surmised that he had 
been trading in stocks again, and had 
guessed wrong.

“ Warren Dennison, what’s the matter 
with you—what was in that letter?” she 
demanded.

A smile crept around the corners of 
Dennison’s mouth.

“ Read it. Read it by all means,” he 
said. “ I ’m too full for utterance.”

He picked up the letter and climbed 
into the car beside her while she read. 
And this was the letter:

D e a r  N e p h e w  W a r r e n :
This is to inform you that your Un­

cle John died last week, after a short 
and painless illness. Y ou >and I are 
the next of kin and, as he left no will, 
his estate is divided between us. He 
was heavily interested in coal mines in 
this section, and as nearly as I can 
figure it, on a conservative estimate, 
your share of the estate is worth a 
quarter of a million dollars

It would be well for you to come on 
and we can settle the estate together.
I have been clerking for John for the 
past twenty years and I know the de­
tails of his business.

Trusting that this finds you and 
yours well, I am,

Respectfully,
. H e n r y  W o o d .

% “ Who is Henry Wood?” asked Mrs. 
Dennison when she had quite recovered 
her breath.

“ My mother’s hftther. Uncle John 
was rich—we never knew how rich, as 
he was a sort of miser—but I didn’t ex­
pect to come in for anything.”

He looked down at the letter again. 
“ I guess this is straight enough.”

He leaned Tack against the leather 
seat and drew a^long, ecstatic breath, and 
Mrs. Dennison furtively pinched herself.

It-was almost too good to be true. For 
a few seconds they sat in silence, then she 
said:

“ Yesterday we bought a second-hand 
automobile that we have been saving to . 
get for two years.”

“ And I gave up getting a spring suit 
because it cost so much to have the garage 
built,” continued Mr. Dennison.

He blithely tooted the horn again and 
kicked his heels against the steering gear 
by way of showing how pleased he was.

“ And I fixed over my last year’s hat 
for the same reason,” chanted his wife.

“ It’s what the story books call the ‘ re­
ward of virtue.’ ”

“ Let me see that letter again,” said 
Mrs. Dennison. “ I want to make sure 
that .1 April Fool ’ isn’t somewhere in it.”

“ No, it’s right enough, I tell you, and 
I’m going to start for Coalville to­
morrow—would go' to-night, but I ’ll 
have to make some arrangements at the ' 
office and get some money from the bank. 
You’re going, too.”

Mrs. Dennison gave him a rapturous 
hug, which he returned with interest, and 
then they clambered out of the automo­
bile and started for the house.

“ Oh, I forgot,” exclaimed Mrs. Den­
nison. “ Sandy is coming up to-day to 
teach you how to run the car 1 I sup­
pose you’ll be so busy you won’t care to 
bother with it, now.” «

The car had suddenly dropped in in­
terest, but Dennison revived it by slap­
ping his hands together and exclaiming,
“ I have it, I have it,” in such a loud 
voice that Mrs. Dennison put her hands 
to her ears and said. “ Well, I should 
think you had, whatever it is. Has Sandy 
got anything to do with it ? ” »

Sandy, be it understood, -was Mrs. 
Dennison’s brother.

“ I should say he has ! We couldn’t do 
it without him. I’m going to hire Sandy 
to be our chauffeur and we’ll make the 
trip to Coalville in our car.- I t’s just the 
right distance for a tour.”

“ Rut, Warren----- ”
“ Rut nothing,” interrupted Warren 

rudely. “ We’re going, and that settles 
it. I know all that you want to say. The 
car might break down, I know nothing
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about running it, etc. That’s what we’ll 
have Sandy for. He brags about his 
knowledge of automobiles—now let him 
prove what he knows.

“ Besides, I- don’t expect the car to 
break down. Most people dg. That’s 
why they get into all kinds of trouble. 
Give a thing a bad name and it’ll live up 
to it every time. Too many people give 
their automobiles a black eye. I ’m going 
to start white with mine, anyway, and call 
it good until it gives me reason to be­
lieve otherwise.”

“ But do you think that Sandy could 
be persuaded----- ”

“ Sandy, my dear, would mortgage his 
soul for an excuse to take a holiday. Oh, 
I know him. Besides, think of all the 
local color he’d get out of the trip.”

“ I guess you’re right, dear,” said Mrs. 
Dennison meekly, ‘‘ and I ’d better begin 
to pack our things right away.”

Sandy Van Buren appeared promptly 
in good time for dinner, and when the 
plan was laid before him he accepted with 

.the alacrity which his brother-in-law had 
predicted.

He spent the whole afternoon going 
over the car, doing those mysterious, 
time-consuming, inexplicable things 
which every good chauffeur considers 
necessary.

For all his proficiency, Sandy was only 
a chauffeur by relaxation.

By profession he was a bachelor and 
magazine writer, but he was still young 
and there was hope for him in both in­
stances. Indeed, there was a girl out in 
Jersey who interested him mightily. 
Sandy hadn’t been to see her for months, 
and the reason was a peculiar one.

She was rich and he was poor. So, al­
though he loved her, he kept away.

The girl didn’t object to a poor man 
in the least, for she loved Sandy, and 
frankly avowed it, but strange to say, in 
these degenerate days, when the. man 
isn’t usually so particular, this man con­
sidered it the greatest misfortune in the 
world that he had fallen in love,with a 
girl who had money.

It was true he quite expected to write 
the novel some day that would bring him 
fame and fortune at one gulp, but'the 
novel as yet was represented by a chaotic 
heap of manuscript, and Sandy worked 
overtime producing pot-boilers.

With the celerity of one w'ho has 
served an apprenticeship on the news­
papers, Sandy accumulated a motley as­
sortment of road maps, and had their 
course fairly well plotted out, so that 
after an early lunch on the following 
day, the big, red car with its three passen­
gers chugged slowly out of the Denni­
sons’ front yard. Toward Sixth Street 

.they went, down the precipitous hill to­
ward Pelham Manor, and into the Shore 
Road for New York.

The world seemed very fair to the 
Dennisons and their young brother, but 
especially to the Dennisons, for reasons 
set forth in the momentous letter.

It’s pretty nice when you’ve worked 
hard most of your life and dug for a few 
luxuries, to find yourself suddenly the 
proud and happy possessor of a fortune, 
and the Dennisons hadn’t had it long 
enough to realize its disadvantages—if 
any there (be. They were at the most 
blissful turn c f  the wheel. ;

All thought of poor Willie Davis and 
his mad desire to get back his automobile 
was gone from their minds. It was as 
though he had never been, had never in­
truded his anxiety upon them.

But while they were bowling merrily 
over the crest of Sixth Street Hill, a 
depot hack turned into Homestead Ave­
nue, where the Dennisons lived, and 
drew up in front of their house. A per­
spiring, excited young man alighted and 
pulled the bell, inquiring of the maid 
who answered the summons if either Mr. 
or Mrs. Dennison were at home.

No, they were not. Couldn’t say when 
they would be, either. They had gone for 
an indefinite trip in their automobile.

At that poor Willie wilted.
But even at the eleventh hour he would 

not admit defeat, and that was Willie’s 
best point. He stuck to it—he stuck to 
everything, and he usually won out.

Accordingly, he produced his little 
note-book and demanded some address 
that Mr. Dennison must have left. The 
maid was undecided, but Willie wasn’t, 
and so she finally gave him the Coal­
ville address, where Mrs Dennison direct­
ed his mail should be forwarded.

So back to New York went Willie, 
bought, himself a satchel and a few 
clothes, and started for Coalville the 
same afternoon in pursuit of the Denni­
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sons, taking by oddest chance the same 
train that the belated bridegroom missed, 
but of course you don’t know about him 
yet.

On the way to Coalville, Willie did 
a clever thing. He stopped overnight 
in Philadelphia and wrote Elsa a long, 
sweet letter, touching lightly on the ill­
ness of his aunt, and promising to be 
back in New York with her in a week at 
the most.

They say that everybody resembles 
some animal.

Willie Davis was certainly developing 
the characteristics of a bulldog. A 
little devil was humming in his brain, 
“ Get back your car, get back your car 
if you have to steal it! ”

There was an idea for you. Steal i t !
No, no, Willie would never do such a 

wicked thing as that unless driven to it. 
Not unless everything else failed, but he 
had to have it. Oh, there were a-plenty 
of reasons why.

He just had to have it. "
Of course anybody with sense would 

have said that he could have bought an­
other automobile just like the one he had 
lost—anybody who didn’t know Willie.

And he might succeed in getting mono­
grams that would deceive his fiancee, but. 
the chances were against that. Willie 
had been told that women have sharp 
eyes, and he couldn’t remember the de­
tails of those monograms. He’d be sure 
to blunder on them.

However you looked at it the situa­
tion was hateful.

There was the chance, too, that Elsa 
might take offense at his absence, despite 
the “ sick aunt ” story, which he had to 
admit was thin, and break their engage­
ment. He was certainly^ a lukewarm 
lover, and any girl with spirit would 
surely resent his seeming indifference.

Elsa had plenty of spirit. There was 
no doubt about that.

CHAPTER IV.
THE BELATED BRIDEGROOM.

L e a v i n g  Willie to the disentangling of 
his own twisted skein, we will follow the 
fortunes of the present owners of the 
automobile.

Sandy guided the car through New

York without encountering any unusual 
incident. At the ferry where they crossed 
into Jersey, they met with the treatment 
generally accorded automobilists, and 
were made to wait some three-quarters of 
an hour before the gentleman in charge 
saw fit to allow them aboard.

This induced some profanity on the 
part of Mr. Dennison, but Sandy was 
used to it, and said nothing.

The home of the girl Sandy loved was 
on an almost direct route to Lakewood, 
where he had decreed they were to spend 
the night, and it -is almost superfluous to 
state that he had directed their course in 
such a manner that it would enable him 
at last to observe how the hedges were 
growing that bounded her father’s prop­
erty.

He didn’t expect to see the girl. Sandy 
had put such a happy occasion definitely 
in the background, until he could go to 
her with what he considered decent pros­
pects, but his heart was hungry, and just 
to see where she walked and drove would 
comfort him a little.

Pie didn’t take his relatives into his 
confidence, for Sandy was a reticent chap, 
and beyond the fact that there was some 
girl whom Quixotic reasons kept him 
from marrying, even Mrs. Dennison 
knew nothing.

They were well into Jersey, bowling 
over those smooth, delightful roads which 
make the State so attractive to auto­
mobilists-, despite the miserable laws and 
restrictions imposed upon the gasoline- 
propelled population, when the first ad­
venture happened.

It was still a good ten miles from 
the place where Sandy’s girl lived that 
they saw a limp-looking young man toil­
ing along the road ahead of them, drag­
ging a heavy suit-case.

There was a settled discouragement in 
the droop of his shoulders, a dogged de- * 
termination in his steady plod, and the 
dust from passing vehicles had sifted 
thickly over his black coat. His shoes 
were powdered white with it.

PJe carried his hat in his hand, for the 
afternoon was hot, and the perspiration 
had made its way in muddy channels 
down his face.

All told, he was the picture of despair 
as he stood forlornly to one side of the 
road to let them pass, mopping his dusty
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face with a handkerchief, his anxious eyes 
devouring the car greedily.

Sandy, whose heart felt for all suf­
fering mankind, observed him as they 
passed, and brought the car to a stop a 
few yards farther on. He turned to his 
brother-in-law.

“ Did you see that poor devil back 
there?” he asked. “ Let’s give him a 
lift. I t’s too hot to walk a dayjike this.”

“ Sure,” assented Mr. Dennison good- 
naturedly.

“ By all means,” agreed his wife. 
“ You were a good boy to think of it.”

Sandy leaned out of the car and looked 
back.

“ Hey, you,” he called. “ Want to 
ride? ”

The sight of the automobile had 
caused the young man to subside by the 
road-side, and tears were frankly adding 
to the disorder of his countenance, but 
at Sandy’s cordial invitation he bright­
ened and took heart again.

His face was fairly transfigured with 
joy and he started on a brisk trot after 
the car, renewed hope prodding each 
flagging muscle, the suit-case banging 
against his legs and threatening to up­
set him at every step.

Without a word he threw his bag into 
the car and climbed up hastily, as though 
he feared that even this opportunity 
might pass him.

When he was fairly seated and the 
danger of losing the ride averted, he 
turned his interesting, disheveled face 
with its little blond mustache to the occu­
pants of the car, and, divesting it of 
some of the dust, proceeded to give an ac­
count of himself, his voice shaken with 
emotion as he tried to explain.

“ I’m so grateful to you,” he said. “ I 
really believe you’re the hand of Provi­
dence ! You see, I am—I was—that is, I 
will be married this afternoon. The 
ceremony ought to come off in half an 
hour. If I hadn’t been so rattled and 
nervous about it, I wouldn’t have made- 
the stupid blunders I did. You see----- ”

He paused, as though uncertain just 
how to continue, and Mrs. Dennison 
leaned forward to encourage him, tender 
sympathy written all over her face.

“ How dreadful! ” she exclaimed. 
“ Whatever could have happened to 
you?”

•  The bridegroom, emboldened by her 
words, went on.

* I missed my train at Dunton, every" 
blessed soul had gone to the circus. I 
couldn’t get a hack or anything, so I 
started to walk. It was the only thing I 
could do. I hoped to get a team on the 
road somewhere, but if it hadn’t been for
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He stopped suddenly, seized with a 
great fear.

“ But perhaps you’re not going my 
way. Are you ? ”

“ Indeed, we will make it a point to 
go your way.” said Mrs. Dennison ear­
nestly. “ You simply can’t miss your 
wedding. Think how nervous the poor 
bride is just this moment.”

The bridegroom groaned aloud.
“ I hadn’t thought of that before,” he 

said, “ but it’s awful, simply awful! ”
“ Plow far do you go?” inquired 

Sandy.
“ Oh,'it’s ten miles.”
Mrs. Dennison leaned over and grasped 

her brother’s arm.
“ Sandy, can we make ten miles in 

half an hour—is'it possible?”
Sandy grinned.

Can we? Just watcfrus.”
He put up the spark, turned on more 

gas, and the ground fairly flew beneath 
them. The car rocked, leaped, bounded, 
followed by a huge dust cloud that caused 
passing vehicles to bless them in unortho­
dox fashion.

“ Oh, thank you! ” gasped the young 
man, too. amazed at his good luck to say 
more.

“ Tell us where to take you,” said Mr. 
Dennison.

“ It’s a country house—The Towers— 
just this side of Lakewood. This road 
passes it, and the name of the people is 
Knowles. Perhaps you’*re heard of 
them?” \

Sandy’s hand suddenly slipped on the 
steering gear, and the car went lurching 
madly from the road, the wheels on one 
side in the grassy ditch; the sudden 
swerve causing them narrowly to miss 
a stone wall—in fact, they did graze it.

At the speed they were going, the force 
of the jar sent them all tumbling to one 
side of the car. In a fraction of a second 
they were back again, speeding faster 
than ever, if such a thing were possible.
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Sandy sat as though cut from granite 
but Mrs. Dennison pounced upon him 
•wrathfully.

“ What’s the matter with you,. San­
dy?” she exclaimed. “ Do vou want to 
kill us?”

The other two were too astounded and 
out of breath to give utterance to their 
sentiments.

“ Stone in the road,” answered Sandy 
savagely. “ Didn’t want to hit it and bust 
a tire.”

Then he turned to his breathless guest 
and remarked with more bitterness than 
the occasion seemed to require: “ So it’s 
Miss Knowles you’re going to marry? ”

The blond man looked stupidly bewil­
dered at the change of tone on the part 
of one of his hosts.

“ Why, yes,” he stuttered. “ Yes, I— 
I—do you know her?”

“ I know her all right, or thought I 
did,” answered Sandy grimly. “ So it’s 
to her wedding—Betty’s wedding that 
I ’m taking the bridegroom? Perhaps 
she’ll be grateful enough to invite me to 
the ceremony.”

His sarcasm was pronounced but 
hardly pretty. Moreover, its import was 
wholly lost on his audience.

The little man looked still more be­
wildered.

“ One of us has made a mistake,” he 
ventured timidly. “ Perhaps it is I. Her 
name isn’t ‘ Betty.’ The lady I’m going 
to marry is ‘ Caroline.’ She has a sister 
Elizabeth—perhaps you refer to her.”

“ Why didn’t you say so at first, man? ” 
exclaimed Sandy, relief bursting from 
every pore. “ Don’t ever take it for 
granted again that your ‘ Miss Knowles ’ 
is the only one in the family. It’s dan­
gerous.”

The bridegroom was a stickler for the 
conventionalities, however,- and he pre­
ferred to argue the pdint.

“ As a matter of fact,” he insisted, 
“ she is ‘ Miss Knowles.’ The other is 
‘ Miss Elizabeth.’ ”

“ In half an hour,” said Mrs. Denni­
son, smiling sweetly, “ Miss Elizabeth 
will be the only Miss Knowles.”

“ I ' hope so,” he assented, sighing 
happily, “ and of course you must all 
come to the wedding. Without you there 
wouldn’t have been any at all this after­
noon.”

Sandy didn’t need any urging, and he 
sent the car along at the rate of forty-five 
miles an hour, which is some going, I can 
tell you.

They drew up at the kitchen door of 
The 'Powers with five minutes to spare. 
The car just barely rolled in and 
stopped of its own accord.

It came to a halt as easily as a -well- 
trained horse before the very door, with 
the power still on. A dozen reasons why 
flashed through Sandy’s brain, but 
strange to say, the right one came, first.

He jumped out, unscrewed the spout of 
the gasoline tank, and plunged in his 
measuring stick. It came out as dry as a 
bone.

Not a drop of gasoline remained!
Hardened motorists will smile at the 

telling, for it isn’t in front of the door of 
the girl you love that-you are usually left 
without gasoline.

As I said, they had five minutes to 
spare, and the bridegroom fairly fell out 
of the car in his anxiety to be ready on 
time.

Of course there were explanations, 
tears of rapture, and a good deal too 
much was made of Sandy, the hero of the 
occasion.

The bride and her maids were waiting 
in a perfect agony of suspense, but un­
less you have been a bride and similarly 
situated, you will find it hard to appre­
ciate the exact state of her feelings.

Or the feelings of Papa and Mama 
Knowles; or the feelings of Betty, who, 
in her excitement, kissed Sandy by mis­
take.

In spite of their protests that they 
were not dressed for a wedding, they 
-were obliged to stay, and Sandy’s cup 
of joy was full when Betty made him sit 
beside her at the bride’s own table, while 
he told them all over again just how it 
happened.

“ And that it was you, Sandy! ” she 
whispered shyly, her cheeks flushed pink, 
her great brown eyes looking into Sandy’s 
so sweetly that it almost broke his heart 
not to take her into his arms right there. 
“ That it was you, whom I haven’t seen 
for ever and ever so long! ”

“ Did you miss me, Betty? ” he asked. 
“ I mean, do you think of me some­
times?”

“ Oh, Sandy, Sandy,” she whispered.
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“.You are such a perverse person. If you 
don’t get oyer it soon—well, I warn you. 
I ’ve no mind to stay an old maid. To­
day it’s Caroline, and the next time it will 
be Betty.”

“ Betty, you wouldn’t—no, I ’m sure 
you wouldn’t.”

“ Then why don’t you------”
“ No, no, Betty dear, I ’m not going 

to propose to you yet. I ’ve got to wait a 
bit longer. I ’m almost finished the book, 
and then----- ”

“ Well, donlt wait too long, Sandy,” 
she said with a sigh. j

After the wedding supper the bride 
and groom went off in Mr. Knowles’ big 
touring-car, followed by the conventional 
shower of rice and old shoes. The guests 
had departed and Sandy reluctantly tore 
himself away from Betty and sought out 
the automobile house to stock his car with 
the necessary gasoline before they should 
be on their journey again.

Now that he was so near to Betty, 
even though he had hitherto determined 
not to see her, it was hard to leave her. 
Sandy was human, and it was more than 
flesh and blood could bear to see Betty 
and not to want to keep on seeing her, 
especially when one loved her as he did.

It was with a hopeful and apprecia­
tive eye, therefore, that he noted the 
gathering clouds which were piling up 
in the west, and observed an occasional 
streak of lightning and rumble of thun­
der.

He had finished filling the gasoline 
tank when Mr. Knowles appeared on the 
threshold.

Now, Sandy had not always been 
persona grata with the elder Knowles. 
They did not altogether fancy a penni­
less young man fpr Betty, but distinctly 
his stock was on the rise, for Mr. Knowles 
observed genially: “ Cast your eyes up 
to the heavens, Van Buren; there’s a 
storm coming. You people can’t go on 
to-night.”

Sandy mentally blessed the elements, 
but he noted the storm as though for the 
first time, and dropped his work.

“.By Jove,” he exclaimed, “ that’s so! 
Hadn’t noticed it before. It would be 
jolly fine to get caught in it now, 
wouldn’t i t? ”

“ I sliould say not. Betty is very keen 
•on your staying.”

“ In that case,” said Sandy, yielding 
graciously to pressure, “ if my sister is 
willing, there is nothing to do but stay.” 

The Dennisons agreed cheerfully to 
the change in their program, and the lug­
gage was transferred from the automo­
bile to the spacious guest chambers at 
The lowers.

As Sandy dressed for the evening, he 
thanked his lucky stars for the happy 
miracle that had befallen him.

He whistled popular airs through the 
whole course of a conscientious toilet, and 
all the w.hile a daring, gorgeous plan was 
forming in his mind.

When he was quite ready, every hair 
nicely slicked down, and the set of his 
necktie satisfying, he tapped at his sister’s 
door. She bade him enter, and he 
plumped down on the edge of the bed 
with a masculine disregard for tidiness.

“ Sis,” he said abruptly, “ what do you 
think of Betty Knowles? ”

Mrs. Dennison was in the act of put; 
ting up her back hair, and her mouth was 
full of hairpins—which is as true «s 
it is unlovely—but she managed to say 
thickly: “ Sandv, do you mean that she 
is th e '1 girl ’ ? ”'

“ The very same,” answered Sandy.
His sister removed the hairpins de­

liberately, and looked her brother over a's 
though to discover some trace of insan­
ity in his make-up..

“ Do you dare to tell me, Sandy Van 
Buren, that you won’t propose to that girl 
just because she has some money of her 
own? ”

“ That’s about the size of it.”
“ You’re six kinds of an idiot if you 

want my opinion. Why, she’s simply 
fine ! You better hurry, or somebody else 
will snatch her up.”

“ I know it,” said Sandy gloomily. 
“ There are two I know7 of who want 
her mighty bad—and heaven knows how 
many I don’t know of:”

He paused, and Mrs. Dennison re­
turned to the doing up of her hair with 
a disagreeable laugh.

“ Be a fool if you want to. It’s none 
of my business. You’re old enough to 
attend to your own affairs, and while I 
am naturally interested in you, I don’t en­
gage to be your guardian.”

“ Say, you are hard on a fellow.”
“ Well, nobody acts so silly in these
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days. You need a wife with money, for 
you’ll never be able to make any for 
yourself.”

“ Look here, sis, you’re carrying it too 
far. I ’d like to know why not? I won’t 
marry her until I do, anyway.”

“ Oh, well, you might as well give it 
up right now.”

A sharp retort was on the tip of 
Sandy’s tongue, but he checked it with an 
effort.

“ Well, if you’re so keen on it, will you 
help a fellow out then? ” he asked.

“ Of course I will, Sandy, you old 
crank! And I truly didn’t mean to be 
so cross. What do you want me to do? ”

“ It’s just this: I ’m crazy about Betty
and I know she likes me pretty well. 
Some day, if she’ll .have me, I mean to 
marry her, but I can’t ask her yet. All 
the same, I’m just aching for a glimpse 
of her. Would it be very wrong, do you 
think, to ask her to go with us on our 
trip? ”

A match-making gleam came into Mrs. 
Dennison’s eyes, proclaiming her kinship 
with the whole tribe of womankind.

“ Sandy,” she exclaimed, “ you’re as 
good as married already, if you do such 
a thing as that. I ’ll ask her—indeed, 
I ’ll be only too glad to ask her, and per­
haps before we get home, you can be 
persuaded to propose.”

No,” said Sandy virtuously, “ I 
wouldn’t take such an advantage of a 
girl. - It would be downright rude, and 
besides, she might refuse me. Think 
how uncomfortable that would be for 
all of us.”

“ There’s no danger of her refusing 
you, Sandy, and while you may be un­
willing to take advantage of her, just 
be careful of yourself, dear, for I know 
women. She might take advantage of 
you.”

CHAPTER V.
DISCONCERTING NEWS.

W h e n  the Dennison party rolled out 
of The Towers’ estate the next morning, 
Betty on the seat beside the chauffeur, 
Sandy felt that his cup of happiness was 
almost full.

As they were speeding along the road 
which would land them ultimately at 
Coalville, Willie Davis, at his hotel in

Philadelphia, roused himself from slum­
ber rather late and languidly proceeded 
with his toilet, as befitted a young man 
who had five hours to pass before train 
time and nothing to do meanwhile.

He had despatched his letter to Elsa 
the night before, but suddenly a great 
longing to hear her voice took possession 
of him, and simultaneously his eye fell 
upon the shining telephone on the desk 
in his room.

It looked so inviting and sanitary, with 
its freshly inserted paraffin mouthpiece, 
that he determined to try the experiment 
of calling her up.

He looked at his watch. It was ten 
o’clock and there was a chance of his 
not finding her in, but he thought he 
could safely take the risk, since this was 
the morning that her music master came, 
and Elsa was very methodical in her 
habits.

lie sat down in front of the desk 
and took up the receiver, meditating 
meanwhile upon the lies he would have 
to tell, and deprecating the necessity.

“ Give me 320F Madison, New York 
City,” he demanded.

The nerve-racking five minutes passed 
while he waited for the connection to be ' 
established, the bell tinkled and he took 
up the receiver again.

“ Hello! Is this 320F Madison? Is 
Miss Hitchcock at home?—Miss Elsa 
Hitchcock — E-l-s-a Hitchcock! — Yes, 
please.

“ Hello! Is this you, Elsa?—Can’t 
you guess?—Yes. Say, dear, I felt aw­
ful going off and leaving you so sud­
denly !—I say, I  felt awful going off and 
leaving you so suddenly!—She’s better, 
very much better..

“ I'm staying at the Bellevue-Strat- 
ford—I can’t tell, perhaps a week more, 
but I'll get back as soon as—what’s 
that ?—you’re coming on to Philadel­
phia?—What for?—I didn’t know you 
had a cousin here—Of course, I ’m glad;
tickled to death------” (He gritted his
teeth.) “ What made you think I was­
n’t ?-—Oh, these long-distance wires make 
your voice sound rotten.—The automo­
bile?—Why, I ’d let you have the use of 
it in a minute, only I brought it here 
with me.—Yes, I came over in it—fine 
roads—Why, yes, we can go back in it, 
and you can run it all the way, if you
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want to—Send your letters here.— 
That’ll be all right, but let me know 
when you’re coming. — G oodly! — I 
said, good-by, dear! ”

Willie hung up the receiver with a 
long-drawn sigh, leaned back in his 
chair and thrust both hands into his 
pockets, a little trick he had when deeply 
annoyed or troubled.

He caught a glimpse of his face in 
the glass and it was so grotesque and 
rueful that his saving sense of humor 
prompted him to laugh.

“ What makes me take everything so 
dashed serious?” he groaned. “ Any 
other person would be simply bubbling 
over with joy at the prospect of seeing 
his fiancee unexpectedly. I couldn’t 
think of a nicer plan myself if I thought 
a month—or of one that involved so 
many neat complications.”

He got up and kicked the chairs 
about viciously.

“ Let’s see,” he commented, “ I’ve got 
a week, perhaps. I ’ve g t to accom­
plish everything in that time, and some­
thing tells me there’s going to be trou­
ble. I just know that old miser won’t 
give up my automobile ! I feel it in my 
bones.”

Now, a strange thing is this, Willie 
Davis did have an aunt who resided in 
Philadelphia. In fact, he had used her 
to give color to his tale. While he was 
in the city he thought it would be a wise 
plan to inquire after her health.

If, by any chance, he did find her ill, 
it would whiten his lie considerably, and 
help to bolster up his self-respect, which 
of late had been somewhat on the wane.

Accordingly* he sought out the old- 
fashioned house where she had lived all 
her life. The invalid mother to whom 
she had devoted her best years had re­

cently died, and Ellen Davis was living 
out her peaceful, aimless existence alone.

She was a splendid type of spinster— 
a type that has gone completely out of' 
fashion—and she would have been horri­
fied had any one dared refer to her as 
a bachelor girlr

There were rumors afloat in the fam­
ily that years ago Ellen had had a love 
affair. . Some were of the opinion that 
the man died; some thought they had 
quarreled, but only one knew' the truth, 
and that was Ellen herself.

She refused to marry him because she 
thought her mother needed her, and she 
had been secretly sorry ever since. He 
was a poor boy and he took her refusal 
in quite another spirit, since the Davises 
had money. lie left Philadelphia 
abruptly and she had never seen or heard 
from him since.

Willie was always a favorite with his 
aunt. She was the type of woman who 
adores boys. He returned her affection 
with interest, and marveled at her de­
termined spinsterhood, for to Willie, his 
Aunt Ellen, with her smooth brown hair 
softly parted and drawn into a neat coil 
on the top of her head, her dainty little 
hands and feet, her trim figure in its 
garb of freshly laundered muslin, was 
infinitely attractive.

She dressed plainly in the fashion of 
her girlhood and had precise, if anti­
quated notions on the subject of style.

Willie had always liked the smell of 
the cool dark house set back primly from 
the street, protected by its trim privet 
hedge. There were rose jars in the par­
lors with their tops always open, and 
the bedrooms smelt of lavender flowers.

Ellen Davis lived quite alone, except 
for Hannah, her faithful maid-of-all- 
w'ork, who was more friend and coun­
selor than menial.

Willie felt a thrill of pleasure as he 
ascended the white, carefully scrubbed, 
marble steps. The brass door-plate and 
bell shone as they always did; the win­
dows were open and the spotless muslin 
curtains beat gently back and forth in 
the breeze.

He could almost fancy his aunt at 
her writing-desk, where she sat every 
morning, regularly as clock-work, going 
over her accounts and attending to her 
correspondence. It was from her little 
desk 'that his weekly letter emanated, and 
a pang of remorse struck him when he 
thought how neglectful he was some­
times of response.

He pulled the bell and waited pa­
tiently on the door-step until Hannah 
should have had tim e‘to change her 
gingham apron for a white one and pin 
on her head the bow of ribbon that an­
swered for a cap, and- he guessed to a 
certainty the precise moment that the. 
door would open.

“ Hello, Hannah,” he said, “ you got
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your bow on crooked that time—you 
ought to look in the glass.”

Hannah put up an anxious hand to 
straighten the bow, and looked in blank 
amazement at the intruder.

“ Lor’ bless us, if it ain’t Mr. Wil­
lie ! ” she exclaimed at last. “ Come 
right in.”

She held open the door and Willie 
stepped into the narrow, old-fashioned 
hall.

“ Well, I am surprised!” ejaculated 
Hannah, too overcome to give utterance 
to any other sentiment. “ I thought you 
was to college? ”

“ I was,” said Willie, “ but business 
called me to Philadelphia. And, Han­
nah, I’ve got some big news for you— 
I ’m engaged to be married! ”

“ W hat! ” said Hannah, bewilder­
ment spreading over her plump coun­
tenance. “ Not you, Mr. W illie?”

“ Sure. Who else? Where’s Aunt 
Ellen?—I want to tell her about it.”

Hannah’s face was a study in emo­
tions.

“ I don’t understand at all,” she said, 
“ but step into the parlor, Mr. Willie, 
an’ set down.”

She carefully dusted a chair for him 
with her apron.

“-Your aunt’s to the dressmaker’s,” 
she continued impressively, “ an’ she 
won’t be home till after lunch. Her 
clothes is being made in a terrible hurry, 
but the dress is finished and I know she 
would want that you should see it.”

“ Do you mean to tell me, Hannah, 
that my Aunt Ellen is at the dressmak­
er’s ? ” asked Willie, incredulous and as­
tonished. “ Hannah, you’re foolish ! I 
remember her telling me that she ordered 
everything by measure and never went 
near a dressmaker.”

Well, that’s what she did, but this 
is different. Come up-stairs and I ’ll 
show you.”

He followed her to the spare-room and 
she threw up a window-shade, revealing 
a disorder which, even seeing, he could 
scarcely credit.*

All about the room were boxes and 
parcels in tissue-paper wrappings, and 
on the bed lay a mysterious package en­
veloped in the same material. Hannah 
reverently lifted the coverings from this 
and disclosed a wonderful French gown

of biscuit-colorec silk, elaborately 
trimme4 with lace and a touch of pale 
blue.

“ Her white things is in there,” said 
Hannah, indicating the chiffonier, “ but 
I don’t know that she tvould want that 
I should show you those.”

“ No, don’t,” said Willie, hastily back­
ing out of the room.

“ Hannah,” he said solemnly. “ I am 
quite prepared, and you needn’t spare 
me—is my aunt going crazy?”

Hannah’s rising indignation choked 
her for a moment.

“ Well, I should say not,” she snorted. 
“ Not unless you be going crazy, too. 
Miss Ellen’s going to be married—and 
quite time, I say.”

Willie could no more imagine his aunt 
married than he could imagine her 
decked out in the modish apparel he had 
just seen, but it must be true.

He regained the hall, Hannah follow­
ing him, full of the importance of the 
news she had just communicated.

“ I know she’d want you to wait, so’s 
she could tell you herself, but I did 
think you knew already. I ’m almost.sure 
she wrote it in her last letter.”

Willie recollected that he had left 
New Haven the day before her letter 
would arrive. “ It must have come after 
I came away,” he said. “ No, I can’t 
wait: I ’m leaving town this afternoon. 
But do tell me, when is the wedding and 
whom is she going to marry? I 
thought----- ”

“ Oh, it’s a long story. It’s the same 
man she was engaged to before. He 
never married, and now he’s rich an’ he 
wrote to her, takin’ a chance on her bein’ 
single. She answered, an’ he’s cornin’ on 
next week.

“ She ain’t seen him yet, but she’s seen̂  
his picture—he don’t look so old, neither, 
not as you might suppose. She’s dretful 
afraid he won’t find her the same, but 
I tell her that’s all nonsense. He knows 
she ain’t young, and what’s more, he 
don’t want no young girl—he wants 
Miss Ellen.

“ You’d ought to see her now. She’s 
been havin’ the hair-dresser fix her hair 
and she Wears it waved. An’ she tried 
that massage till she looks like new. It’s 
wonderful what they can do to you now­
adays.”
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Hannah furtively examined her own 
face in the glass, as she spoke, as though 
considering its possibilities.

Willie picked up his hat and stick.
“ Well, I must be going,” he said. 11 I 

can’t wait. It’s one o’clock now, and I 
have my ticket to get and my hotel bill 
to settle. Give her my love and I’ll stop 
in to see her on my way back. When 
did you say she is to be married?”

11 Next week—a week from Thursday. 
He’s coming on just as soon as he gets 
some business settled.”

“ I would like to see her,” said Willie 
as he gained the sidewalk.

He took out his watch and looked at 
it.

“ No, it’s impossible,” he muttered. 
“ That train for Coalville is the only 
one out to-day and I can’t risk losing it.” 

“ Coalville ! ” exclaimed Hannah,
“ why, that’s where------”

But Willie had slammed the gate and 
was already out of earshot.

CHAPTER VI.
LOVE AND A MOTOR-CAR.

M e a n w h i l e ,  the Dennisons were pro­
ceeding merrily on their way.

They did not make the detour into 
Philadelphia, but struck across country 
by the main State Road of Pennsylvania, 
which you can easily discover by the aid 
of a road map.

Betty was in a teasing mood and, as 
she sat with Sandy, nearly succeeded in 
making his life as miserable as it was 
happy.

It was bitter-sweet to be with Betty. 
Her brown hair was always blowing 
across his face and distracting his atten­
tion, when he needed the whole of it for 
the road, and she would insist in laying 
her hand over his on the steering gear 
to help him guide the machine.

Worse than that even, they were whirl­
ing so fast that when she talked with 
him she found it necessary to put her 
mouth very close to his ear.

Not that Sandy minded, or that he 
didn’t like it—only he found his resolu­
tion growing steadily weaker in the face 
of temptation. He wanted Betty. He 
wanted to ask her to marry him right 
then and there.

But most insistent of all was the de­
sire to kiss her. Sandy felt that some­
how a kiss from Betty would open the 
gates of heaven for him, and with that 
thought all unconsciously he caught him­
self humming a fragment of Guilbert’s 
song:
I will give you the keys of Heaven—

* * * * * * 
Madam, will you walk,
Madam, will you talk,
Madam, will you walk and talk with me.

“ Delighted,” said Betty, “ if that’s an 
invitation, but I ’d rather run the auto­
mobile—do you mind?”

“ Not in the least,” said Sandy. “ Do 
you know how?”

" Well,” she answered guardedly, 
“ papa once let me steer ours for about 
a mile. He took care of the levers
though. But I ’m crazy to learn. I
know you’d be a finp teacher, Sandy.”

Sandy stopped the car and they ex­
changed seats. Mrs. Dennison became 
interested. The idea of running the car 
had not occurred to her before, but it 
seemed a good one and she promised 
herself a try at it when Betty should 
have tired.

Betty grasped the wheel determinedly 
and placed her toes gingerly on the 
pedals Sandy indicated. The car moved 
forward slowly. He showed her how to 
throw out the clutch and they shot ahead 
on the higher speed.

The automobile wavered uncertainly, 
as though undecided which side of the 
road to choose.

“ What makes it wobble?” asked 
Betty anxiously. “ The wheel isn’t a bit 
steady.”

“ Oh, yes, it is,” answered Sandy, 
laughing. “ Your eye is crooked and 
you’re holding the wheel too tight. Just 
hold it loosely—pretend you’re riding a 
bicycle—and keep your eye on the road.”

In a little while her nerves grew 
steadier and when they had gone a cou­
ple of miles she had mastered the steer­
ing so well that the car kept on its proper 
side of the road. By that time, in the 
natural evolution of the chauffeur, she 
became possessed of a desire to scorch.

So she slyly turned on more gas, notch 
by notch, until they were going at quite 
a lively clip.
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Sandy kept his eyes trained steadily on 
the road.

They were on the outskirts of a small 
village and about a quarter of a mile 
ahead were a couple of vehicles.

“ You’d better slow down,” said San­
dy, cautiously. “ Shall I take it now?”

“ No. indeed,” said Betty; “ I’m go­
ing finely. I do believe you’re jealous, 
Sandy.”

“ Well, blow the horn and slow down. 
We’re going faster than you realize.”

“ All right. I ’ll slow down—a little.”
One of the wagons responded to her 

signal with well-trained celerity, but the 
other kept on doggedly in the middle of 
the road, and for half a second a panic 
struck Betty. She wished that she had 
given the car over to Sandy to handle.

She put her hand on the ratchet to 
turn down the gas, and by mistake, she 
turned up the spark instead, which sent 
them on at even faster speed.

“ Oh, what have I done? ” she gasped.
Sandy hastily rectified her mistake, 

but they were almost upon the team by 
that time. To avoid crashing into it, 
they would have to run the car into a 
grassy embankment, which meant certain 
disaster for the automobile and its pas­
sengers.

To make matters worse, if possible, 
the driver of the wagon, apparently in 
a state of blissful unconsciousness, 
turned his sleepy horse into a cross-road, 
presenting his team broadside to the 
automobile. There was no possible way 
to pass, for this unexpected maneuver 
effectually blocked what little room 
there was; the car was going too fast to 
be brought to a complete stop, although 
Sandy had turned off every bit of power 
and put on the brakes.

So Betty had her choice of hitting 
either the wagon or the horse. There 
wasn’t any time in which to choose, 
either; but she aimed for the wagon as 
the lesser of two evils, and then shut 
her eyes.

Even Sandy, whose dignity as a chauf­
feur suffered considerably, had to admit 
that there was a funny side to that ac­
cident.

The wagon skidded sideways with a 
suddenness that must have caused some 
surprise to its driver, and the freight, 
which consisted largely of eggs, was dis­

tributed liberally over the surrounding 
landscape.

After committing its brilliant coup 
d’etat, the automobile obligingly stopped 
and waited like a naughty child to see 
what would come of it.

The thin, tired-looking horse spread 
his feet apart and stood his ground man­
fully, as though being hit by an automo­
bile was an every-day occurrence with 
him.

There was a dead silence for a mo­
ment, then, simultaneously, Sandy 
jumped out to examine the car, and the 
driver of the wagon came down out of 
his conveyance, and they had it out right 
there in the middle of the road.

The butter-and-eggs man was a little, 
dried-up, chin-whiskered fellow, and 
had evidently had dealings with motor­
cars before.

“ Why don’t you look whar’ you’re go- 
in’? ” he shouted fiercely. “ You autvmo- 
bile fellers think you own the hull road. 
I ’ll larn ye! Them eggs is wuth fifty 
cents a dozen, an’ you’ve busted twenty 
dozen on me—an’ that butter’ll cost ye 
forty-five cents a pound.”

“ The whole road,” said Sandy, get­
ting red in the face with anger. “ What 
do you mean? You took the whole road 
yourself. You deserved to get hit.
Didn’t you hear that horn?”

“ Of course I heered it. I s’pose you 
think everybody’s got to jump when you 
toot. Wal’, I take my time, an’ when 
they run into me, they got to pay.”

He struck a defiant attitude.
“ There was twenty dozen eggs 

at----- •”
Mrs. Dennison could contain herself 

no longer.
“ You awful man,” she exclaimed 

hotly, “ eggs fifty cents a dozen at this 
time of year! I know better—I’m only 
paying thirty, and thirty-two for butter.”

“ I don’t care what you pay when 
you’re home, ma’am,” continued the 
f a r m e r  with a g r in ,  “ but right here 
you’ll pay my price. Besides that, the 
damage to my wagon an’ horse an’ to my 
own feelin’s----- ”

“ Your wagon isn’t damaged at all, 
and neither is your horse,” interposed 
Mr. Dennison quietly.

“ What do you know about i t? ” said 
the farmer haughtily, quite realizing the
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advantage of his position. “ There’s 
easy twenty-five dollars’ wuth of damage 
done to my team. Ain’t there, Joe?”

He appealed to the driver of the other 
wagon, who had come up by this time, 
and stood by to see the fun. Joe shifted 
the quid of tobacco he was chewing to 
the other side of his mouth, spat, ex­
amined the sky carefully as though for 
rain, but refused to further commit him­
self.

The butter-and-eggs man continued 
his own defense.

“ Easy twenty-five dollars — and 
twenty dollars for the truck you’ve 
spoiled—give me fifty dollars—cash, no 
check—an’ we’ll call it square. An’ I 
guess it’ll larn you to be more careful 
whar’ you’re goin’.”

“ I’m learning a whole lot,” said San­
dy, “but some of it I knew before. 
How about our radiators? Your wagon 
broke them and it will cost about 
twenty-five dollars to get them repaired. 
I guess ten dollars will even it off, my 
friend.” He held out a bill. “ Will 
you accept i t ? ”

“ Not on your lifp! I guess you folks 
don’t know who you’re dealin’ with! ”

“ I guess we do by this time,” said 
Sandy. “ All right. I ’m sorry we can’t 
agree on it.”

He stuffed the bill back into his 
pocket, jumped into the car, and in a 
moment more they were out of sight 
around the corner, nothing but a cloud 
of dust and the impromptu omelets in the 
middle of the road, left to tell the tale.

The thing that pleased Sandy most 
was that the butter-and-eggs man had 
to jump back lively as they passed to 
avoid getting his toes pinched.

Betty was greatly distressed at her 
share in the accident and could not be 
persuaded to try running the car again. 
In fact, they were all a trifle subdued 
by it, and were glad when Sandy sug­
gested putting up at the nearest town in 
order to repair the radiators, which were 
leaking badly.

They stayed overnight at Bethlehem, 
and early next morning were off again.

The country, which had hitherto been 
flat farmingdand, began to take on a 
hilly aspect. There were low, undulat­
ing steeps covered by forests, and trout 
streams bubbled by the wayside.

The towns were smaller and farther 
apart.

In the afternoon they pulled into Gar­
land, which was the smallest town they 
had ever seen. There was no station 
because there was no railroad, and no 
hotel or store—just three houses, and in 
one of these lived the postmaster, who 
received and distributed mail three times 
a week, whenever the mail-boy saw fit to 
ride over the crest of the hill.

An automobile was so unusual a spec­
tacle that the entire population, some 
twenty souls in all, turged out to greet 
them. The postmaster agreed to put 
them up overnight.

He was a lean, talkative Dutchman, 
and together with his wife succeeded in 
making them very comfortable.

Mrs. Dennison and Betty both ex­
pressed great pleasure in the beauty of 
their surroundings. They bathed and 
changed their attire while the men were 
going over the mechanism of the car to 
see that everything was well with it.

CHAPTER VII.
THE UNEXPECTED HAPPENS. ' '

J u s t  as Sandy and his brother-in-law 
had finished their task and joined the 
ladies on the porch, Mrs. Schultz ap­
peared with a tray laden with cold but­
termilk, and fresh, sugary crullers.

Everything combined to set them at 
peace with the world. The gentle swish 
of the clear stream which flowed almost 
at their very feet, the cool mountain 
breezes, not to mention the crullers and 
buttermilk—all were delightful.

“ I’m just enjoying myself every min­
ute,” said Betty impulsively, turning to 
Mrs. Dennison. “ Every minute! You 
see, we have been so busy getting ready 
for the wedding. The whole house has 
been in a ferment for a month, and I 
feel as though lifted out of a whirl­
pool and set down in this lovely nook 
to rest. I can hardly realize it.”

“ If you ask me. I can hardly realize 
it, either.” said Sandv ferventlv. “ It’s 
the heaven of my hopes. Let’s drink to 
the success of our trip ! ”

He took a long draft that exhausted 
his glass and proceeded to refill it from 
the convenient pitcher.
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Their host was leaning amiably 
against the porch-rail.

“ I surely vas glat to haf some com­
pany,” he said. “ Me und my vife—ve 
gets lonesome oud here by ourselfs.”

“ You’re cut off from the world, all 
right,” remarked Sandy, between mouth­
fuls.

“ No, ve ain’t—not quite!” he re­
turned with proper pride. “ Ve half a 
telephone! It’s der only one dis side of 
Johannesport—vich is a goot forty miles 
from here.”

“ That’s the tgwn we make for next,” 
said Sandy, consulting his map. “ The 
roads are pretty bad, too, I understand. 
The worst on the whole trip. All hills 
with steep precipices. I t’s a good thing, 
Warren, that you’ve got the car you 
have. An automobile with medium 
power would never get over those roads. 
I wouldn’t take that trip by night if you 
gave me a thousand dollars.”

“ I should say not,” said Mrs. Denni­
son anxiously. “ Do you think it is safe 
even in the daytime?”

“ Oh, yes.”
“ You ought to see more of dis coun­

try,” -observed Mr. Schultz. “ It’s fine! 
Dere’s a vater-fall yust beyont Hook 
Mountain yonder—you ought to go py 
it.”

“ How fa r? ” asked Sandy.
“ Oh, mebbe t’irty miles; mebbe not 

so much, und de roads is pooty goot 
going.”

Sandy looked at his watch.
“ It’s only four o’clock,” he said. 

“ and Mrs. Schultz -won't have supper 
before seven. There’s plenty of time 
this afternoon, if you care to go.”

“ Not me,” said Mrs. Dennison, yawn­
ing. “ I ’ve a nice little nap coming to 
me. Go ahead if you want to, but don’t 
make me go with you.”

“ Nor me,” said her husband. “ I ’m 
stiff from so much riding.”

“ What a lazy bunch! ” exclaimed 
S a n d y  in disgust .  “ Y o u ’ ll  n e v e r  strike 
this part of the country again in the 
course of a natural lifetime—we’re go­
ing home by a different route—and for 
the sake of a nap you give up seeing one 
of nature’s grandest spectacles. I ’m go­
ing if I have to go alone.”

“ You won’t have to go alone,” said 
Betty, “ for I ’ll go.”

“ Betty, you re a tramp ! I ’ll bring 
up the car and we’ll start right off.”

Mrs. Schultz bustled into the house, 
and by the time Sandy had the car ready 
she had prepared a package of lunch.

“ You’ll get hungry in de mountains,” 
she explained, “ I find it alvays makes 
me an appedite.”

“ She expects us to eat all the time,” 
laughed Betty, as they rolled out of the 
yard.

“ That’s all right,” said Sandy, with 
true masculine appreciation of things to 
eat, “ I’ve found that a bite comes in 
handy, and you never know- when you’re 
going to need it, either.”

It was very cozy, just the two of them, 
and Sandy drove slowly so that they 
could appreciate the beautiful scenery.

The touch of Betty’s dress against his 
shoulder thrilled them both, and all un­
consciously they fell into a tender silence, 
each busy with thoughts of the other.

“ I love her. I love her! ” Sandy’s 
heart was singing. “ And in just an­
other minute I ’ll kiss her—such a kiss as 
I’ve wanted from the first moment we 
met.” a

And Betty was saying: “ Sandy, San­
dy, are you made of stone—how can you 
resist m e?”

They were still a good ten miles from 
the famous waterfall, and it is safe to 
predict that Sandy would soon have 
thrown his prejudices to the four winds 
and proposed to Betty then and there, 
when around a bend in the road they 
came unexpectedly upon a clearing in 
the midst of which stood a rough log- 
house with a narrow porch in front and 
a shack, or lean-to, in the rear.

Smoke was pouring from the rusted 
piece of pipe that served for a chimney, 
and pigs and chickens rooted and 
scratched noisily in the front yard. A 
few vegetables grew in irregular patches, 
protected from the live-stock by a ram­
shackle paling.

T h e r e  w e re  c lo th e s  h a n g i n g  on  the 
fence to dry, but no human being was 
visible. Sandy brought the car to a 
standstill while they observed this lone­
some habitation.

“ It’s the first house we’ve seen,” he 
said. “ Wonder if anybody’s at home? 
I’d like to find out if we’re on the right 
road. Hallo, there!”
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A woman appeared in the doorway.
She was young and might have been 

rather pretty but for the fact that her 
face was swollen and disfigured from 
crying. She wore a thin calico wrapper 
that clung to her like a vine, and her 
hair was twisted into an unbecoming 
knot at the back of her head.

“ Is this the road to the falls? ” Sandy 
asked.

She nodded dully.
“ You turns by the bridge. I t’ll be 

five miles yet—where you turns.”
Sandy thanked her and put his hand 

on the clutch to start the car, but Betty 
stopped him.

“ Something’s the matter with her. 
Did you notice? She’s been crying.”

“ Husband beat her, most likely,” said 
Sandy carelessly.

“ Well, I’m going to find out. Just 
wait a minute.”

Betty jumped from the car and ran 
lightly toward the porch,

‘‘Are you in trouble?” she asked 
gently. “ Is there anything we can do? ”

The woman brushed the tears from her 
eyes with the back of her hand.

“ My man—he’s gone by Johannes- 
port," she said, choking back a sob. 
“ He’s gone for two, three days, maybe
—und maybe ’fore he gets home------”
she motioned toward the house, and 
Betty stepped up on the porch, anxious 
to discover the cause of her distress.

“ What is i t? ” she asked. “ Are you 
afraid something will happen to him ?”

“ No, no! He’s all right. It’s my 
baby—my baby’s sick! The doctor—he 
is by Johannesport, too—I guess my lit­
tle baby, he die ! ”

She broke off in a wail and flew into 
the house.

Betty followed hurriedly.
The one room was in perfect order, 

contrasting strangely with the disorder 
outside. On the bed lay the baby, mov­
ing restlessly from side to side, the mus­
cles  o f  h is  fa ce  t w i t c h i n g  om in o u s ly .

“ What’s the matter with him?” 
asked Betty in an awed whisper, bending 
over the bed.

“ I guess he has der lung fever. Mis’ 
Johnson’s baby, he died by der lung 
fever last week—we was to de funeral. 
I guess mv baby die, too—vat you 
think?”

“ Pneumonia!” gasped Betty to her­
self. “ How dreadful!”

She turned to the woman.
“ Don’t you know better than to ex­

pose your baby to such a thing? ”
“ It vasn’t catching!” exclaimed the 

woman, hysterically.
“ But it is catching—you see for your­

self. Has he had convulsions?”
“ I dink so.” she returned vaguely, not 

quite grasping her visitor’s meaning.
Betty dashed out of the door to meet 

Sandy half-way.
“ Oh, Sandy,” she cried, clutching his 

arm, “ her baby’s sick—it has pneumonia 
-—it’s very sick ! And her husband is in 
Johannesport and no doctor nearer than 
there. She’s all alone, poor thing. The 
baby’s face is twitching. I know it’s 
going to have a convulsion if we don’t do 
something quick! ”

She held out her hands to him in mute 
appeal.

“ Quick, Sandy, think of something! 
What shall we do?”

“ There’s only one thing to do,” said 
Sandy; “ take them to Johannesport.”

He turned to the woman. “ How far 
is it ? ”

“ I dink it’s about twenty-five miles— 
maybe more.”

“ All right. Get the baby, and don’t 
lose any time.”

Betty dashed back into the house and 
gathered the baby into her arms. His 
little head hung limp; his face was 
waxen.

“ Come,” she said to the mother, “ get 
in. We’ll take you to Johannesport in 
a jiffy. I’ll hold the baby; you must 
be tired. I know about—lung fever. 
Our gardener’s baby had it this winter 
and I helped to nurse it.”

She sent Sandy to dip his handker­
chief in water from the brook and laid 
the wet bandage gently across the baby’s 
hot forehead, and by degrees his facial 
muscles relaxed and the child drowsed.

I t  w a s  a n  e x c i t in g  r id e ,  d o w n - h i l l  
most of the way.

They did not talk much. Occasionally 
the baby coughed loosely, and Betty ten­
derly wiped his lips, and several times 
she made Sandy stop and re-moisten the 
handkerchief at wayside streams.

The speed at which this marvelous 
conveyance was taking her into town.
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stunned the mother into silence, and she 
sat rigid and fearful, clinging with both 
hands to the seat, her eyes fixed on the 
baby’s face.

At dusk they drew up in front of the 
doctor’s house, and Betty carried in her 
little burden, the mother stumbling pa­
thetically behind.

Sandy was sent to find the baby's 
father. The village was of fair size 
and by the time he had been located, the 
stars were out and shining brightly.

“ The doctor is going to keep the baby- 
all night,” Betty announced from the 
step. “ We put him into a cold pack 
and brought his temperature down two 
degrees. The doctor thinks he will live! 
Just think, Sandy, we saved a life this 
afternoon! Doesn’t that make you feel 
good? ”

She put out her hand to Sandy and 
he took it in both of his, a tender light 
shining in his eyes.

“ Oh, Betty, I love you—I love you! ” 
he said softly. “ Kiss me, dear.”

He folded her to his heart there on 
the doctor’s step.

“ Well,” said Betty finally, drawing 
an ecstatic sigh, “ we’ll have to be think­
ing about going back. It’s good to have 
those sandwiches, after all—and, oh, 
Sandy, I ’m so tired! ”

“ Haven’t you realized, Betty, that we 
can’t take that ride back to-night? It’s 
forty miles, over dangerous roads.”

“ But, Sandy------”
“ I know, Betty, all that you’re going 

to say, but let me say it first. It’s really 
very simple. We’ll hunt a minister, then 
some supper and a place to camp in, and 
then we’ll telephone the glad tidings to 
Schultz’s.”

A crimson tide surged upward into 
Betty’s face, as she laid her cheek 
against his shoulder.

“ What will you telephone, Sandy- 
dear?” she said coquettishly.

“ That we’ve been married—what 
else? ”

CHAPTER VIII.
WILLIE SEES HIS CAR AGAIN.

It is now expedient to pass lightly 
over events following upon the heels of 
the wedding in Johannesport, since they 
do not bear upon the story.

Mrs. Dennison’s delighted amaze­
ment can be well imagined, and she had 
a thousand questions to ask the bride 
concerning the strange circumstances 
which had brought about such a happy 
event, but preserved an admirable re­
straint, since her husband insisted on 
staying a second day with the Schultzes 
in order to give the newly married couple 
an apology for a honeymoon.

Betty neglected her husband shame­
fully for the little pneumonia patient, 
whom she regarded as her special charge, 
and, thanks to her, the baby had safely 
passed the crisis of the disease.

Altogether, the Dennisons were de­
layed nearly forty-eight hours beyond 
Willie Davis’ calculations, and when the 
great red car hove int.o sight of Coal­
ville, late in the afternoon of the third 
day, Willie Davis, on the front piazza 
of the Coalville House, engaged in the 
arduous and unsatisfactory occupation 
known as “ killing time,” instantly spied 
them.

lie had kept his eyes on that turnpike 
for the past two days.

A sudden bashfulness at being dis­
covered assailed him, and although he 
had rehearsed a dozen times his speech 
to Mr. Dennison, his first impulse on 
actually seeing the car approach, was to 
beat a quick retreat.

He compromised by pulling his soft 
felt hat down over his eyes and elevating 
his feet to the porch rail in the manner 
he had seen traveling men affect.

He decided not to speak to Mr. Den­
nison until after supper, when he would 
be rested and, it was hoped, in a con­
ciliatory frame of mind. He watched 
the car— his car—sail up the steep in­
cline like a bird, and felt the pride of 
proprietorship in the soft, clever hum­
ming of its cylinders.

11 I tell you,” he observed to a plump 
gentleman who had strolled out of the 
real estate office across the street, 
“ there’s an automobile for you ! ”

“ Where?” demanded the plump gen­
tleman, betraying considerable excite­
ment. “ That’s my nephew, I’ll wager. 
I ’ve been expecting him for the past two 
days.”

“ Here, too,” thought Willie to him­
self. Aloud, he said politely, “ Your 
nephew? ”
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“ Yes. He’s run that car clear from 
New York. I didn’t have any faith in 
it when he wrote me how they were com­
ing, but they’d already started and I 
couldn’t stop ’em. I’m glad they came. 
If they’d been much longer they 
wouldn’t have seen me. for I’m going 
East myself. I guess my nephew’ll take 
me back as far’s I’m going.”

Willie gave a discouraged sigh. It 
was more than probable that they would 
take him back in—their automobile. His 
chance of recovering it seemed very 
slight. It was a will-o’-the-wisp he was 
chasing.

The Dennison party bad by this time 
arrived at the Coalville House and the 
ladies were very glad that their destina­
tion was reached. It had been a long, 
dusty run from Joliannesport; the sun 
was hot, and any place to rest, even this 
bare, unlovely spot, was welcome.

They had left the green country and 
come into the bare coal regions. The 
squat, ugly cabins of the miners huddled 
together on the edge of the settlement, 
and the main street was given over to 
tawdry shops, saloons, and “ cash ” gro: 
eery stores.

The hotel was a cheap, bare structure, 
of impossible architecture, painted a 
flamboyant green and distinctly out of 
harmony with anything on the face of 
the earth.

Mr. Dennison regarded his uncle with 
awe. That he could live twenty years 
in this dreadful spot with only an oc­
casional trip East to break the monotony, 
was almost unbelievable.

Henry Wood greeted the Dennisons 
with marked effusion and hospitality, 
helped them with the luggage and ar­
ranged for their accommodations, all in 
the twinkling of an eye. He then hustled 
his nephew, tired and dusty from the 
ride, over into the real estate office to 
talk business.

“ You see, Warren,” he apologized 
when they were seated. “ I’ve simply got 
to get all this over with quickly. I must 
get through this week, for I’m going 
East just as soon as I can. If there’s 
room, I can go back with you folks, and 
we’ll kill two birds with one stone—do 
business on the trip.”

“ You’re a hustler. Uncle Henry.” 
laughed Mr. Dennison. “ So you’re go­

ing to quit Coalville? I don’t see how 
you and Uncle John stood it as long as 
you did.”

*' Oh, all poor John ever thought 
about was money. I wanted a little of 
it myself, but John took all there was to 
be had around here. When he died, he 
about owned the town.”

“ And now the poor oldTellow’s gone 
and it all belongs to u s !”

” He has. And praise the Lord, I’m 
not an old man vet.”

Warren Dennison paused in the act 
of reaching out his hand for a document 
his uncle was passing him. Something 
in the tone of voice caught and held 
his attention.

“ Of course not,” he answered. “ You 
have a whole lot of life ahead of you 
yet. I suppose you’ll leave Coalville for 
good? ”

“ Well, I guess I will. For better or 
for worse, as they say. I ’ve put in the 
best years of my life digging in this hole. 
Longt.ago I gave up hopes of anything 
better, when all of a sudden, along comes 
this money. That isn’t the best of it, 
either. I ’m—I’m going to Europe, and 
I------”

A rosy blush suffused his cheeks and 
he presented as coy an appearance as any 
girl. It. didn’t take a mind-reader to 
fathom his secret, and Mr. Dennison 
laughed outright as he exclaimed.

11 Well, I congratulate you, whoever 
she is. I hope you’ll have a swell time 
on your wedding trip. Perhaps we’ll 
run across each othe^, for I mean to "do 
a little globe-trotting myself.”

Willie went .in to supper early that 
evening, hoping to finish his meal before 
the Dennisons put in an appearance, but 
they were all hungry and distressingly 
punctual.

As luck had it, Mrs. Dennison’s seat 
was directly opposite his, and she spent 
the entire meal trying to figure to her­
self just where she had seen him before. 
His face was familiar enough, but she 
couldn’t place him to save her life, and 
the question intruded itself in such a 
manner as to spoil her supper.

She stared at Willie and that luck­
less youth choked over his tea in his 
embarrassment. He cut his meal short 
and left the room before the others.

Mrs. Dennison's puzzled gaze fol-
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lowed him to the very door; then she 
gave a sudden start of dismay.

S h e  kiii'iO .1
“ Warren,” she said in a sepulchral 

tone, “ did you notice the young man 
across from me? ”

Her mysterious manner caused her 
spouse to suspend his eating operations 
sufficiently to follow with his eye Willie’s 
figure as it passed along the porch before 
the dining-room windows.

“ Well, Warren,” she continued sol­
emnly, “ that’s the same young man who 
followed us across Forty-Second Street 
the night we bought the automobile. It’s 
out of all reason that his presence here 
is accidental. He’s followed us here! ”

“ Impossible! ” exclaimed Mr. Denni­
son, resuming his meal.

Mrs. Dennison related the story with 
graphic’ details for the benefit of the 
others. She questioned the landlord— 
what was the young man’s name and 
what was he doing in Coalville?

The landlord said he was registered 
as Davis, although considering the cir­
cumstances that might easily be an as­
sumed name; and so far, he had success­
fully evaded questioning on the subject 
of his business—although every oppor­
tunity had been given him to unbosom 
himself. Most of the time he spent on 
the front porch, watching the turnpike.

That settled it for Mrs. Dennison. 
She was certain now that Willie’s mo­
tives were ulterior, and she called upon 
her husband to seek out the young man 
and demand a fuil explanation of his 
suspicious conduct.

Her husband openly scoffed her sug­
gestion, but he had scarcely gained the 
porch before Willie approached him, hat 
in hand, his most engaging manner and 
winning smile displayed for the former's 
conciliation.

“ Mr. Dennison, I believe?”
“ Yes,” said the person addressed, 

curtly, “ I think I ’ve had the pleasure 
of meeting you before, Mr. ------”

“ Davis, is my name. Please sit down, 
Mr. Dennison, I want to have a few 
■words with you.”

“ I think I can talk as well standing. 
Is your friend still in the market for 
automobiles?” he inquired dryly.

The subject thus tactfully opened for 
him, Willie plunged in.

“ Yes, he is—that is, I am. I’ll be 
truthful about it. I followed you here. 
I must buy that automobile. I can’t tell 
you all the circumstances, but the car has 
a sentimental value for me, quite aside 
from any financial consideration. I sold 
it when I was hard pressed for money. 
I ought never to have parted with it— 
and I ’ll pay anything within reason to 
get it back.”

“ The money doesn’t interest me,” said 
Mr. Dennison, with newly rich careless­
ness. “ The car suits me—I bought it 
and I don’t care to sell it. My affection 
for it amounts almost to a passion—if I 
may be permitted the expression.”

“ So does mine,” said Willie, stub­
bornly.

“ I’m sorry,” said Mr. Dennison in the 
tone one uses to get rid of a book-agent. 
“ I’m sorry that you had your trip for 
nothing and that . I can’t accommodate 
you—but I can’t let you have the car 
under any circumstances.”

“ Then sell me the monograms,” 
pleaded Willie, desperately.

“ Well, hardly. It would deface the 
car to remove them.”

“ Oh, very well! ” Willie turned on 
his heel and stomped away.

A mad impulse to rush out to the 
hotel sheds and take the car possessed 
him, but he dismissed it as impractica­
ble, the best reason being that in all like­
lihood Mr. Dennison or Sandy had the 
cut-out plug, without which it would be 
impossible to move the car an inch by 
its own power.

There was just one thing to do, and 
he set about it quickly.

The night train left in ten minutes. 
Willie’s packing was a matter of thirty 
seconds, he settled his hotel bill in less 
than a minute and in five more was pac­
ing the station platform.

His course was clear. He’d go back 
to Philadelphia and try to purchase an­
other automobile as nearly like the one 
he had lost as possible, and fix it up with 
monograms, so that Elsa would never 
know.

Elsa 1 He had quite forgotten her in 
the recent anxiety, and now he recol­
lected that by this time she was almost 
certain to be in Philadelphia herself. 
Worse than that, even, she would wonder 
why he was not there to meet her.
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His power of inventiveness was al­
ready strained to the breaking point and 
Willie wondered how it would survive 
this new emergency.

CHAPTER IX.
ELSA STIRS THE PUDDING.

T h e  first part of Willie’s program 
was carried out to perfection. He ar­
rived in Philadelphia on schedule time 
and immediately sought out the local 
agency for his car.

The simplicity of the new plan 
pleased him and he wondered at himself 
for not doing it before. How much 
better, all around, than humbling him­
self before this Dennison person as he 
had been compelled to do.

New car, new monograms, and he de­
fied Elsa or anybody else to know the 
difference.

But Willie had never had experience 
in the purchasing of an automobile, or 
he would not have been so sanguine. 
Once more his good angel failed him.

There wasn’t a car to be had in Phila­
delphia of the make he wanted, nor in 
New York, either, for he telephoned to 
find out. The best the agents could 
promise him was a car in six weeks, and 
they were doubtful even about that.

In his despair Willie realized how 
desperately he had bungled .the whole 
matter, for in this foot-race against time 
he had lost place at the very start.

There seemed nothing to do but wait 
for the ax to fall and trust to the gen­
erosity of a much-neglected young lady, 
who quite realized her importance, and 
was already much out of temper be­
cause of the dearth of attention shown 
her.

In fact, Willie shuddered when he 
thought of Elsa.

Very likely she was in Philadelphia 
at that very moment—had no doubt been 
there for several days past. He knew' 
perfectly well that he would find a mes­
sage from her aw'aiting him at the hotel, 
and accordingly he shunned that fash­
ionable hostelry.

In the midst of all this gloom he 
had an inspiration. He w'ould go to 
see his Aunt Ellen and tell her his trou­
bles. There wasn’t the least doubt in

the world but that she could help him 
out—at least her presence would be 
soothing, and he could count on her 
sympathy.

But, truly, this was Willie Davis’ un­
lucky day.

Aunt Ellen had run down to Atlantic 
City to spend the last few days before 
her wedding, and rest up. Some thought 
of followdng her was in Willie’s mind, 
but it was like chasing a forlorn hope at 
the best; he w'as quite disgusted with the 
turn things were taking; examinations 
were imminent, and without rhyme or 
reason, in face of the fact that Elsa was 
in Philadelphia ostensibly to see him, 
Willie calmly picked up his little grip 
and struck out for New Haven as fast 
as the trains wmuld take' him.

The disconcerting change' of front 
that Fate had recently shown him was 
puzzling to this young favorite of for­
tune. He tried to hark back and fix the 
blame for his troubles, and he succeeded 
in placing it on one of two things.

Either the earthquake which had de­
layed the check was to blame, or Bert 
Henning, from whose fertile brain had 
come the suggestion of the racing-party.

Willie was so interested to know' w’hich 
that he tossed up a cent on it, and it 
came up earthquake, otherwise this 
story might have had a gruesome sequel, 
for Willie was nothing if not revengeful.

It would be difficult to set down the 
emotions which were assailing Miss Elsa 
Hitchcock during this interval. She 
came with her dress-suit case for a week­
end visit to her cousin, Grace Hitch­
cock, and promptly sent notice of her 
arrival to Willie at the Bellevue-Strat- 
ford.

As a newly engaged girl, Elsa was of 
much importance to Grace, who was 
more than anxious to see the much-dis­
cussed fiance. Imagine, then, if you can, 
Elsa’s mortification at his non-appear­
ance.

It was almost a foregone conclusion 
that Willie would wake up some fine 
morning in the near future and find him­
self jilted. Elsa wrote and re-wrote the 
letter breaking her engagement, but the 
effort always ended in tears and a con­
signment of finely torn note-paper to the 
waste-basket.

She just couldn’t, wouldn’t believe
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him faithless until she had better proof. 
All the same. Willie was doomed to a 
wretched half hour when next they met.

Elsa strung out her week-end until 
Thursday, then could stand it no longer, 
and Grace sympathetically elected to 
bear her company to New York.

It was early—shortly before nine 
o’clock—when they reached the Broad 
Street Station, and Elsa’s feelings which 
had been teetering on the edge of for­
giveness as far as Willie Davis was con­
cerned, received a decided shock and re­
bounded in the other direction when she 
saw, unmistakably, his automobile stand­
ing by the curb.

She drew Grace’s attention to it in­
stantly.

“ That’s his car 1 That’s Willie’s 
car! ” she said excitedly.

“ Are you sure?” said her cousin, 
stepping up close to it.

“ Of course I’m sure. There isn’t the 
least doubt in the world! I’d know it in 
a million. Look at the monograms. 
Very likely lie’s in the station this minute 
—perhaps waiting for somebody! Oh, 
it’s outrageous I I ’ll never forgive him, 
.never! ”

“ You poor thing! If we stand here, 
he’ll likely come out—do you want to 
see him? ”

“ Yes—no! I don’t think I ever want 
to see him again.”

“ Well, dear, there surely is some good 
reason. You know his aunt------”

“ Oh, bother his aunt! I ’ll get even 
with him—trust me for th a t! ”

She looked anxiously toward the sta­
tion, but Willie was nowhere in sight.

“ Do you see what he’s done?” she 
said quickly, pointing to the machine. 
“ He’s left the cut-out switch in the coil! 
The idiot! Why, anybody could run 
off with the car in a minute! ”

“ Oil, there’s no danger of that— 
people don’t steal automobiles—the li­
cense numbers keep too good a tally on 
them.”

“ I know,” continued Elsa mis­
chievously, “ but in this case, there’s 
nothing to prevent our stealing it. It 
would teach him a lesson, too—and. be­
sides. he never has let me run that car 
yet.”

“ Oh, Elsa, wouldn’t you be a fra id ?”
“ What of? I can run an automobile

better than I can drive a horse. There 
isn’t anything I don’t know' about it. 
Throw in your bag, girlie, and I’ll get 
you to New York before you can say 
‘ Jack Robinson ’ ! ”

Grace took another look around.
“ You’re sure it’s all right,” she per­

sisted as she climbed in, “ and you 
don’t think he’d be angry?”

“ Oh, I count on his being angry— 
that’s what I ’m doing it for.”

She jumped up into the driver’s seat, 
turned on the power, and in another 
minute they were speeding across Broad 
Street, headed for the suburbs.

“ It seems almost too good to be true,” 
Elsa said, when they were fairly out of 
the city. “ Nothing could have hap­
pened to please me better. This will 
teach Mr. Willie a lesson, all right.

“ I’m not altogether certain about the 
best route to take to New York, but it’s 
easy enough to inquire. We ought to 
make it by six, easy.”

“ And then what will you do? ” asked 
Grace, w'ho was decidedly timid about, 
the propriety of their act.

“ Oh, I’ll send him a telegram that 
will puzzle him a bit. I ’ve got it all 
planned out.”

The roads were fine and the morning 
clear and cool. The landscape seemed 
fairly to fly past them as they whirled 
along.

Elsa tQok off her hat, and her fine, 
curly blond hair blew out in the breeze 
like a fluffy aureole. Running the auto­
mobile had a soothing effect on her 
nerves, and she began to feel light­
hearted and happy again. She could 
even consider forgiving Willie with a 
degree of calmness.

In due course of time they came to 
Bristol, and, by ill-chance, Elsa elected 
to stop for gasoline.

With no premonition of impending 
disaster, she inquired the way to a 
garage, found it, and directed the man to 
fill the gasoline and water tanks. Then 
she thought it would be wise to have the 
oil-tank examined and the rear tires 
pumped up.

All of this took time, and meanwhile 
a crowd had collected, for there is al­
ways a group of the unemployed to 
superintend jobs of this sort. Grace 
grew a little uneasy at the attention they
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were attracting, and induced her cousin 
to retire with her to the office of the 
garage until the car should be ready for 
them to proceed.

Time went by until nearly an hour 
had been consumed, and then, just as 
Elsa was making ready to investigate, 
she could hear excited voices outside, 
and when they went to the window to 
seek the cause of it, they were thunder­
struck to see to what proportions the 
crowd had grown.

A hundred people jostled elbows 
about the car, which two policemen were 
minutely examining.

The rude familiarity of the officers 
with, her property angered Elsa more 
than it frightened her, and she was 
about to rush out and demand an ex­
planation, when some one pointed to the 
garage office and one of the officers 
started in their direction.

“ Oh, dear, oh, dear! ” moaned 
Grace, “ I told you we'd get into trou­
ble ! What do you suppose is the mat­
ter? ”

“ I’m sure I can’t guess—unless Wil­
lie has telegraphed descriptions of his 
precious property all over the country. 
It hardly seems probable in so short a 
time.”

“ I think it’s very probable,” said 
Grace tearfully.

The officer opened the door and closed 
it after him, shutting out a disappointed 
audience.

“ Excuse me, ladies.” he said politely, 
“ is that your automobile—outside? ”

Elsa regarded him stonily.
“ If it wasn’t ours, is it natural that 

we would have it in our possession ? ” she 
demanded haughtily.

“ Sure, an’ it isn’t, miss. Only, I ’m 
sorry that it is. I don’t like the job of 
arresting two such nice-lookin’ young 
ladies.”

“ ArrestingI ” exclaimed Grace faint­
ly. “ What fo r?”

“ A n ’ you  say  it is y o u r  c a r ?  ”
‘ Please explain, if. you will, just what 

the charge is—do you mean to insinuate 
that it’s for stealing an automobile?” 
Elsa’s tone was a trifle more haughty, if 
possible, and the officer withered a bit 
under its contemptuous assumption.

For a second he seemed puzzled and 
a trifle confused.

“ For — stealin’ — an — automor 
bile!” he repeated blankly. “ Not that 
I knows of.” . “5*!

“ Then, for pity’s-sake, what is your 
charge? Don’t keep me waiting all day, 
please.”

Elsa stamped her foot impatiently, and 
the officer looked uncomfortable. He 
felt that he was standing on somewhat 
shaky ground.

He fumbled in his pocket and drew 
out a piece of paper, then walked to the 
window and carefully re-read it, looking 
at the car as though seeking to verify 
something.

When he had completed his inspection, 
his mind was made up.

“ As I said before, I ’m sorry—but 
you’ll either have to pay the fine or come 
into coort with me.”

“ Pay what fine? ”
“ A hundred dollars, miss.”
“ But for what? ”
“ For runnin’ down the dairy wagon in 

Meyers, and damagin’ it an’ the butter 
an’ the eggs. He swore out a warrant 
for you, so you’ll have to pay the fine 
or go to coort.”

“ But I didn’t------”
Grace squeezed her cousin’s arm.
“ For goodness’ sake,” she whispered, 

“ don’t make matters worse.”. To the 
officer, she said, “ This—dairy person— 
that you say we ran down, how does he 
know it was our car?”

“ Oh, he took your number—an’ he 
had a witness, too. They both agreed on 
the number and description of the car, 
an’ he said there was a girl runnin’ it— 
only there was a young man with her on 
the front seat. But the girl was runnin’ 
the car.”

Elsa stiffened.
She saw it all very plainly now. 

Willie had been taking another girl for 
automobile rides—teaching her to run 
the car, most likely—and she had banged 
into that dairy wagon, as an amateur 
would naturally do.

Then' they had run away and left the 
accident to take care of itself, and she, 
Elsa, had to suffer for it.

The worst of it was, she didn’t have a 
hundred dollars with her, nor even a 
fourth of that sum.

She did some quick thinking.
“ I haven’t the money for the fine,”
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she said, “ but I can get it within a few 
hours. Will you let us wait here?”

The’'  officer was doubtful, but after 
some coaxing, augmented by the gift 
of a five-dollar bill, he gave a grudging 
consent, and Elsa despatched an insistent 
and urgent telegram to Willie.

It was destined to astonish, frighten, 
and bewilder that young man, for it 
read:

C om e  at once. A m  arrested in
Bristol, 44 Garfield Street. Your car is
safe. Shall expect full explanation.
The fine is one hundred dollars.

E lsa .

The telegram was addressed to the 
Bellevue-Stratford in Philadelphia, from 
where it was promptly forwarded to 
Willie, reaching him in New Haven in 
less than an hour.

Meanwhile, Elsa was growing restless 
and nervous from worry.

She thought of communicating with 
her mother, but did not wish to frighten 
her until it was necessary, and as time 
sped on she bethought herself of calling 
up Willie’s hotel to discover, if possible, 
whether or not he had received the tele­
gram.

In a short time she had the Bellevue- 
Stratford on the wire.

“ I want to speak with Mr. Davis— 
Mr. William Davis,” she demanded.

“ Yes—I’m sure he’s staying in the 
house. The gentleman who had an auto­
mobile stolen this morning.—No, I 
didn’t get the name wrong, it’s ‘ Davis ’, 
not ‘ Dennison.’—Well, if he’s there, put 
him bn the wire at once, please, anyway.

“ He isn’t _ip?—Oh, dear, isn’t there 
some one I can talk with?—Mrs. Van 
Buren?—Who is she?—His sister?—He 
hasn’t got any sister—His s&ter-zM-tet'/ 
— He hasn’t got any sister-in-law—You 
mean his wife's sister-in-law—why he 
hasn’t got any wife—Wait a moment, 
please.”

She put her hand over the mouth­
piece.

“ Grace,” she exclaimed, “ do you 
know, that girl says Willie is . married ! 
Do you think it could possibly be true? 
What shall I do? She wants me to talk 
with his wife’s sistcr-in-laio! ”

“ Do it,” said Grace. “ Find out all 
you can, but don’t give her any informa­
tion.”

“ Hello! ” said Elsa, again taking up 
the receiver. “ Are you there, the Strat­
ford?—Yes, I’ll talk with Mrs. Van 
Buren—Never mind who, it’ll be all 
right.

“ Hello! Is this Mrs. Van Buren?— 
is Mr. Davis in?—Mr. Davis!—Well, 
the gentleman who had a red motor-car 
stolen this morning—Perhaps he calls 
himself Dennison, but I happen to know 
that his real name is Davis—William 
Davis—Warren Dennison?—Oh, no, I ’m 
not mistaken—He’s just changed his 
name, that’s all------

“ Who am I?—I ’m his fiancee—Yes, I 
know he’s married, but he’s engaged to 
me, all right, and he’ll find it out, too.— 
He’ll get a telegram from me—tell him 
his car is safe—I have it—Certainly, and 
I'm arrested for an accident that he 
had------

“ Didn’t he run into a dairy wagon 
in Meyers, Pennsylvania?—Well, that’s 
it—Wasn’t his wife with him?—Uh, 
huh, I thought so—The fine is a hundred 
dollars—You don’t understand? Well, 
neither do I.—Good-by ! ”

Elsa hung up the receiver, her eyes 
flashing with rage.

“ W ell! ” she exclaimed, turning to 
her cousin, “ Now, can you beat that! 
Willie Davis telling me he was coming 
over here to look after a sick aunt— 
gets married and takes all his wife’s 
relatives around the country with him. 
And I am arrested for his scrape! Oh, 
Grace Hitchcock, if ever I get hold of 
that deceitful thing again, I ’ll----- ”

Her eye fell upon her engagement 
ring as she spoke, and she promptly 
shifted it from the third finger of her 
left hand to the third finger of her right 
hand.

“ Now! I’m not engaged any more.”
Grace snickered. “ 1 should think 

you weren’t—but don’t you give him his 
ring back.”

“ I don’t think I ought to, after the 
d i s g r a c e f u l  way he’s treated me. I ’ll 
telephone to mama right away, and she 
can send me the money to get out of 
this dreadful place.”

She lifted the receiver again, but be­
fore she had time to give the number a 
boy in uniform thrust a telegram through 
the half-opened door.

“ Miss Elsa Hitchcock! ” he bawled.
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“ Give it here! ” exclaimed Elsa, 
snatching it away from him in her ex­
citement.

She tore open the yellow envelope and 
read the message through half a dozen 
times, then handed it over to her cousin, 
mystification written all over her face. 

Grace read the telegram through.

Don’t understand but am coming 
like mad. Be patient and wait. There 
must be some dreadful mistake.

W. D.

“ He’s guilty,” said Grace tri­
umphantly, “ and he’s frightened to 
death that you’ll find him out.”

“ That’s what I thought at first, but 
Grace— that telegram, is from New 
Haven! Don’t you see? Willie is in 
New Haven.”

“ Didn’t his wife’s sister-in-law say he 
wasn’t in? ”

“ She said he wasn’t in the hotel—that 
he had just stepped out a moment, but 
he couldn’t have stepped to New Haven 
in that time. It’s ridiculous! I don’t 
pretend to know what it's all about. 
We’ll have to wait, as Willie says, and be 
patient. I just can’t believe all those 
dreadful things of him.”

“ Don’t be foolish, Elsa.” said her 
cousin. “ And, above all, don’t believe 
everything he tells you—without proof.” 

“ But you see, Grace, you don’t know
Willie as I do. He’s the dearest------”
mechanically she slipped the diamond 
ring from the third finger of her right 
hand to the third finger of her left hand. 
“ He’s the dearest boy, and I know he 
loves me! ”

CHAPTER X.
AUNT ELLEN TO THE RESCUE.

On his hurry-up trip from New 
Haven to Bristol Willie did some lively 
thinking. A hundred times and more he 
took Elsa’s telegram from his pocket and 
re-read it, but its import rivaled the 
famous How-old-is-Ann? riddle.

Elsa arrested!
The car safe !
A fine of one hundred dollars 1 
What did it all mean? And what was 

Elsa doing in Bristol? It was the last 
place on earth he would expect her to 
be in.

And what was the explanation she ex­
pected? Of course Willie knew he would 
have to explain his recent queer conduct, 
but somehow, this seemed different— 
pregnant with a deeper, more subtle 
meaning, as it were.

The trains couldn’t go fast enough for 
Willie, but it was past four o’clock when 
he finally arrived at his destination, and 
immediately started out to seek 44 Gar­
field Street.

The interest excited by the arrest 
earlier in the day had died out, and by 
this time the solitary policeman was the 
only one on duty guarding the door of 
the little room where the girls were kept 
prisoners.

They were tired out from their long 
wait. Grace had fallen asleep in a chair, 
and Elsa sat by the window, dejectedly 
watching the street.

At the first glimpse of Willie hurry­
ing along toward the garage, her heart 
gave a great leap and the tears sprang 
to her eyes—tears of relief and gratitude. 
And tears of happiness, too.

She would gladly have thrown her­
self upon his breast and sobbed out her 
troubles, but she recollected in time the 
many explanations and apologies he 
owed her, and she drew herself up to 
await his coming in a dignified and 
frozen attitude that would certainly have 
humbled Willie, had he been destined 
ever to see it.

But Willie halted in front of the garage 
and couldn’t seem to get farther.

Something was clearly the matter 
with him. He stood as though carved 
from stone—and stared!

Elsa forgot her injuries in watching 
him and a curious feeling that perhaps 
he was losing his mind took possession 
of her. She pressed her face flat against 
the window to see what he was staring 
at, and the front wheels of the automo­
bile came into her range of vision.

She tapped on the window impatient­
ly ; Willie looked up, saw her and dashed 
into the garage, pushing aside the police­
man in his excitement, and met Elsa at 
the door.

He kissed her before she had time to 
assume her dignified air, and then de­
manded to know the answer to the riddle 
that had been puzzling him all the way 
from New Haven.
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“ Fell me the meaning of this! ” he 
exclaimed, flashing the telegram at her. 
“ And why on earth are you here, and 
where did you get that automobile? I 
can’t seem to take it all in.”

“ I ’m not the one who should explain.” 
said Elsa, when she finally got her 
breath. “ Where’s your wife, Willie 
Davis, and your wife's sister-in-law? 
What do you mean by kissing me when 
you’re already married?”

Willie looked at her in blank amaze­
ment.

“ I, married! Why, Elsa, you are 
crazy.”

Elsa laughed a scornful, somewhat 
tremulous little laugh.

“ Oh, Grace knows all about it—this 
is my cousin, Grace Hitchcock. She’s 
been anxious to meet you, Willie, but I 
never thought you’d meet like this.”

Elsa subsided into her handkerchief, 
and Willie mumbled some conventional­
ity in honor of the introduction.

Grace came to her cousin’s defense.
11 Well, Mr. Davis, it’s all very 

strange. We’d be glad if you could ex­
plain it—we’d be more than glad if you’d 
explain it satisfactorily

“ He can’t ! ” wailed Elsa from behind 
the handkerchief.

“ Perhaps I can, if you’ll first tell me 
where you got that automobile.”

“ Pladn’t you missed i t? ” asked 
Grace, with a trace of giggle in her 
voice.

“ No, I hadn’t. Where did you get 
i t? ”

Elsa looked up, displaying a pair of 
dripping blue eyes and a reddened nose.

Why, Willie,” she said in dismay. 
“ Didn’t you leave that car in front of 
the Broad Street Station this morning? 
And it was downright careless of you 
to leave in the cut-off plug.”

“ No, I didn’t. I—what do you
mean? ”

“ Why, it’s plain, you silly boy. We 
saw it standing there and we ran off with 
it to—to—teach you a lesson. I was 
going to let you know' as soon as we 
reached New' York, but they arrested us 
here for an accident that you had in 
Meyers—what were you doing in 
Meyers?—and there was a lady w'ith you 
on the front seat. Your wife’s sister-in- 
law said vour wife was with vbu. She

didn’t know you were engaged to me, 
either.”

Here the resources of the handkerchief 
were nearly exhausted, and Elsa dived 
into her hand-bag for a new supply.

Willie w'as clearly mystified and he 
turned to Grace for assistance.

“ Perhaps if w’e go at this .thing slow- 
ly,” he said, “ it will work out. There 
must be an answer, somew'here.

“ Now, in the first place I’m not mar­
ried and never will be except to one girl 
—and she’s the girl I ’m engaged to. Is 
that point quite clear in your minds? ”

“ But, Mr. Davis------”
“ And in the second place, I never was 

in Meyers in my life, and I haven’t had 
an accident. Now' tell me more about 
the car—it was standing by the station 
in Philadelphia, no one was there and 
you helped yourselves to it? Is that 
right?”

“ Yes,” faltered Grace.
“ I think I begin to see. Now I’ll ex­

plain to you,” began Willie shamelessly. 
“ Last week, as you know, my aunt was 
very ill. I had to go with her to At­
lantic City; as I couldn’t use the car 
myself, I lent it to some friends of ours, 
the Dennisons—they took a short trip in 
it. It was they you stole it from—not 
me.”

“ The Dennisons!” gasped Elsa. 
“ Why, that was the man------”

“ Elsa, don’t you see,” broke in Grace, 
“ that’s the man you thought was Willie, 
and all the time------”

“ And all the time Willie was in New 
Haven! ”

“ Exactly!” said Willie virtuously.
“ But the accident—and our being ar­

rested? ”
“ Very simple. It was the Dennisons 

who had the accident. I ’ll pay the fine 
and we’ll get out of this as quickly as 
possible.”

“ Where to ?” asked Elsa.
“ To Philadelphia, of course. I ’ll 

have to hunt up the Dennisons and ex­
plain to them about the car, or they’d 
worry.”

The girls w'ere not unwilling to be 
free once more and hurried out and 
climbed into the car. Willie settled with 
the officer, and was about to join them 
when the telephone bell rang long and 
loud.
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“ I ’ll jest answer that meself,” said 
the officer suspiciously. “ more’n like it’s 
an order from headquarters. You’d best 
wait a bit.”

“ All right,” said Willie, but he took 
his place in the driver’s seat, his hand 
resting easily on the lever.

It was wise to be prepared for any 
emergency.

“ Hello! Yes, this is Murray’s gar­
age—a lady did call ye up—sure, she’s 
still here—This is a police officer talkin’ 
to you—Sure, an’ I did arrest her, but a 
gentleman’s paid the fine an’ I ’m lettin’ 
her go—She has the car—That’s its num­
ber—W hat! Stolen !—- Arr you sure
you know what ye’re talkin’ about—Yes, 
I’ll hold ’em ’til ye coom! ”

But there’s no given recipe for hold­
ing an automobile, especially at a 
second’s notice. Before the officer fully 
realized that his prisoners had escaped 
him, they were half-way to the corner, 
beyond all hope of pursuit, and in less 
than ten minutes had left the city of 
Bristol far behind.

Although the dusk was descending 
thickly Willie did not dare to stop to 
light up until they were miles beyond the 
town, for he did not quite relish the idea 
of seeing Elsa and her cousin arrested 
for the theft of the car.

He would get rid of them first, and 
then stand up under whatever punish­
ment chanced to fall.

It was dark by the time he had 
reached Philadelphia and taken the girls 
to Grace’s home. He then drove straight 
to the Bellevue-Stratford to find Mr. 
Dennison.

It was a tired, disheveled Willie who 
presented himself at the clerk’s desk, and 
disappointment met him there, for the 
clerk informed him that Mr. Dennison 
was out.

Did he wish to leave a message ?
Willie assured the clerk that his mes­

sage was very important. If possible, he 
m u s t  f in d  M r .  D e n n i s o n  a t  once.  I t  w as  
about the automobile------

The clerk’s manner changed instantly 
and he gave Willie an address where Mr. 
Dennison might be found—in an emer­
gency.

Willie stared at the address stupidly.
“ Are you quite sure this address is 

rig h t?” he asked.

“ Quite sure,” said the clerk coldly. 
“ Mr. Dennison’s uncle, Mr. Wood, 
wrote it out for me himself.”

The clerk watched Willie as he slowly 
left the lobby, and something prompted 
him to leave his place behind the desk 
abruptly, and follow the discouraged- 
looking youth to the door.

Willie went down the steps, got into 
the automobile, turned it around, and 
started slowly off. As the car passed 
under the electric light the clerk recog­
nized it.

He beckoned to the house detective.
“ I ’d better change jobs with you, 

Henry,” he said. “ Did you see that car 
go out just now? ”

“ What of it ? ”
“ Well, that’s the car you’ve been 

looking out for all day~~all you smart 
fellows—that’s Dennison’s automobile ! ”

Oblivious to the excitement he had 
caused at the hotel, Willie was intent 
upon the mystery of the address he had 
just received.

Very plainly there was written on the 
card the street and house number of his 
Aunt Ellen. He couldn’t understand 
why it should be so, but he suddenly 
recollected, with a pang of self-reproach, 
that this was her wedding-day.

He had completely forgotten about it 
in the hurly-burly of his own affairs.

“ I ’ll go there, anyway,” he said to 
himself. “ And, perhaps, she can help 
me out of this scrape.”

In a few minutes he had stopped be­
fore the house. The windows were all 
lighted up, but the shades were drawn 
and it was impossible to distinguish what 
was going on behind them.

The door opened in response to his 
ring at the bell, but it was not the smiling 
face of Hannah that greeted him. A 
frigidly polite darky in evening dress 
blocked the doorway, and held his 
ground when Willie started impulsively 
to enter.

All of a sudden he was conscious of 
his dusty, travel-stained clothes and felt 
much as a forlorn tramp might under 
similar circumstances.

“ Excuse me, salt, did you want 
som’fin’ ? ”

“ Yes,” said Willie haughtily, “ I 
want to see my aunt, Miss Davis.”

“ Yo’ ayant, did you say, salt? ”
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“ Yes, I said so, and if you keep me 
here waiting any longer, I ’ll knock your 
woolly block off—you-----”

Willie’s temper was rising rapidly and 
it is hard to predict just what might have 
happened if the man had not stepped 
back quickly.

Mrs. Dennison had been up-stairs to 
lay aside her wraps, and she came down 
just in time to meet Willie face to face 
as he was coming in.

She gave one startled look at him and 
then, regardless of the festive occasion, 
let out a piercing scream and rushed into 
the parlor, consternation written all over 
her face, as she cried:

“ That man—he’s still following us! ”
Miss Ellen—I should say, Mrs. Henry 

Wood—grasped her husband’s arm for 
protection, and Betty and Sandy leaped 
from their chairs simultaneously; Mr. 
Dennison started for the hall to dis­
cover the cause of his wife’s dismay, but 
Willie was on familiar ground, and he 
brushed past him into the parlor.

“ What m an?” cried Mrs. Wood. 
“ Where is he? ”

Mrs. Dennison pointed an accusing 
linger at Willie.

“ There! There he is ! ”
“ You impudent scoundrel,” exclaimed 

Mr. Dennison. “ Explain, before I call 
the police, just what your intrusion here 
means.”

“ I’m not intruding,” said Willie hot­
ly. “ What are you doing here, if I may 
ask ? ”

“ Of course he’s not intruding,” said 
Mrs. Wood. “ Why, it’s Willie ! ”

“ And I haven’t kissed the bride, 
either.” said Willie, mischievously suit­
ing the action to the word.

A gasp of astonishment went around 
the room, and everybody inquired as with 
one voice, “ Who’s Willie? ”

The bride was too happy for explana­
tions, so she kissed Willie again.

“ I’m so glad you could come, dear,” 
she said. “ I ’m so glad one of the family
could be here------”

“ Do you mean to say,” broke in Mr. 
Dennison, “ that this young man is re­
lated to you, is----- ”

“ My nephew, of course. He’s my 
brother’s son. Surely you’ve heard of his 
father, W. R. Davis? We’re proud of 
Willie’s father, for he’s the only million­
aire in the family.”

Mrs. Dennison’s wrath ebbed quickly 
before this news, and her husband 
plucked at his cuffs nervously.

“ That may all be true,” he said. 
“ But why on earth—what should he 
want with that automobile ? ”

“ Well,” said Willie, “ it’s a long 
story, but I ’ll tell it to you. But first you 
ought to know that my—that your car is 
outside. I’ve brought it safely back to 
you. The whole thing begins and ends 
with the dearest girl in the world—the
girl I ’m going to marry. She----- ”

To tell it all over again would be 
working in a circle.

The most important part of it all to 
Willie was that, when he had finished, 
Mr. Dennison said:

“ Willie, you can keep the car. You’ve 
earned i t ! ”

TH E END.

THE NERVE OF NORMAN.
BY BURKE JENKINS.

Romance at a summer hotel, with large checks in the foreground and a bell-boy on the side.

“ T j'R O N T !” cried Norman, rapping 
the marble-bottomed call-bell 

with an immaculate palm.
As Johnson of ebony countenance 

roused himself from a cat-nap on his 
bench to the right and came forward 
briskly, whisk-broom under arm, Nor­
man shoved forward the bulky register

and proffered a dipped pen to a rotund 
and perspiring personage.

This new arrival at the Hotel Clay­
more fairly exuded a sense of limitless 
wealth, a wealth of the newly acquired 
and self-made, pork-packing type. And 
the general air of opulence was by no 
means discounted when one glanced over
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his rear guard, which consisted of an an­
gular spouse of haughty and dignified 
mien and a daughter—well, of her later, 
for she figures prominently.

Now, none of this was lost upon Nor­
man of the eye keen and the understand­
ing knowing. He glanced at the signa­
ture and looked up.

“ Well, Mr. Canfield,” he said po­
litely, 11 I suppose you- want the best we 
have. * A suite on the lake side, south­
west? ”

“ I guess that’s about u s! ” acquiesced 
Pa Canfield cordially, ineffectually dodg­
ing a dig in the ribs by a more 
grammatical better half.

And so the grip-encumbered Johnson 
waddled his lead to the elevator; and 
carelessly, oh, very carelessly, Miss Can- 
field glanced back over her shoulder at 
this good-looking hotel clerk in the 
Berkshires.

Now, though this was Miss Canfield’s 
first summer up here, our friend Nor­
man had been at this same post the sea­
son previous, which fact may account for 
his seeming nonchalance.

Be that as it may, a little inkling as 
to our friend’s general outline will fit 
here very nicely.

Norman was not a bad sort of a chap. 
He had been thrown upon himself early 
in this little game we call life and had 
been forced to hoe his own row. And al­
though that row might not serve as a 
model for theodolite straightness, still 
it was by no means as warped an en­
deavor as is turned out by many a young 
surveyor of life’s vicissitudes.

In other %vords, we want you to like 
Norman, and if he later seems a little 
calculating, remember that he needed the 
money, and really was worthy of the girl.

But besides all this Norman was a 
light-hearted, easy-going chap with a 
free laugh, and, what is amazing in a 
hotel clerk, an undiminishecl supply of 
real romance, which had even survived 
the previous summer’s campaign.

So after he had returned Hebe Can­
field’s gaze with interest, which is man’s 
privilege, the elevator closed her from 
view and he turned to introspection, 
which found voice in the expression:

“ Well, she certainly is the candy kid. 
Me for her: and it certainly is up to me 
to make it her for me.”

And from that very moment he was 
hot on the trail.

Now Hebe, of course, knew that it 
was always well to keep “ in ” with so 
important a functionary as the clerk. Of 
course, again, that was the only reason 
why she would stop at the “ desk ” for 
a few words, “ friendly ” words, mark 
you.

So how could she find any excuse for 
a refusal when he first proposed a row 
on the lake? And the thing, as such 
things will, got to be a habit. They 
both “ got the habit,” and this yarn 
really hinges upon the habit that Nor­
man got a little later on.

Norman’s time “ on” was really the 
most distressing period for them both, 
so Hebe went at her sketching and paint­
ing with a fervor that she strove to make 
help the time to pass quickly until Nor­
man was off duty.

One day she lay back against a tree- 
trunk on the lake margin with her ca­
noe’s green showing its vivid contrast to 
the sharp white of the sandy beach. 
She was looking over the pages of her 
sketch-book. For the most part she 
had portrayed with no bad hand the 
points of wood and water interest about 
the hotel.

“ Think I’ll change my subjects,” she 
mused, managing to get an independent 
idea thus wedged in the midst of her 
thoughts of Norman.

“ I think I’ll do some figure work.”
And then she caught sight of the 

colored hall-boy, Johnson, just rounding 
his way past the bowling-alley. He car­
ried a bundle.

“ Why, he’ll do for a model,” she cried 
to herself in girlish glee, and with the 
quickness to action which marked her 
unbridled way she shoved off the canoe 
and paddled across the little intervening 
cove.

Johnson she met in the corridor just 
outside her own door. And over his 
arm there hung the most eye-perturb­
ing suit of resonant black and white 
check that ever went a current style one 
better.

In fact, this “creation ” went anything 
nine and a half better. You felt your 
breath sort of wheeze its way strenuously 
on sight of that extravagance of check­
ered riot.
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And Johnson handled this “ stunner ” 
with a devout reverence; in fact, he 
might be said to fondle it. No dusky 
dude but what would cheerfully put head 
to block for the mere privilege of once 
donning these electrifying habiliments.

Hebe saw her picture already, a “ col­
ored sport par excellence;' and she was 
not slow to seize her opportunity.

“ Johnson! ” she called after him, her 
course planned.

“ Yaas’m,” answered that personage, 
scenting a tip.

“ Johnson,” Hebe went on, “ is money 
any object to you? ”

“ H-he, haw !” chuckled Johnson in 
an ebullition of African exuberance. 
“ Law’s, ma’am, ’cose money ain’t nuth- 
in’ ter me. Ho-o-ha!”

And he almost wrinkled the outfit on 
his arm as he doubled up in the apprecia­
tion of his own sense of humor.

“ No’m,” he repeated, catching his 
breath finally, “ money ain’t no object 
ter dis h’ar cullud pusson! ”

“ Well, I just wanted to find out,” 
answered the tempting Hebe. “ I’ve got 
five dollars I want to pay you to pose 
for me in that suit you have on your 
arm. A half hour will do it. Pretty 
quick money, isn’t it? ”

“ Ya’as’m,” Johnson drawled, some­
what sobered, “ but you see, ma’am, dis
h’ar suit ain’t----- ”

“ Nonsense, Johnson.” Hebe wasn’t 
used to being balked. “ Be back here in 
ten minutes, all dressed; I’ll stand 
sponsor for you.”

And in nine minutes Johnson ap­
peared, a little nervous, but unable en­
tirely to suppress the ecstasy aroused by 
this eloquent and far-resounding ap­
parel.

In thirty minutes the sketch was com­
pleted.

Hebe tendered the five.
“ Thank’e, ma’am.” Then he hesi­

tated. “ Please doan’ say nuthin’ about
it, ma’am. Yer see, it’s dis-a-way----- ”

“ T h a t ’l l  do, Johnson.”
Johnson withdrew and Hebe went to 

work laying on colors.
Then in came Ma Canfield from her 

afternoon walk with a pink parasol and 
a pet poodle.

She stepped behind Hebe.
“ What on earth!” she ejaculated as

she caught the tenor of the growing 
scene on the canvas.

Hebe explained.
“ Isn’t that suit positively the limit?” 

Hebe paused, brush poised.
“ If you mean by that current localism 

that the suit is distinctly loud, why, 
yes! ” admitted ma, startled by the ap­
parition in spite of herself. “ But men’s 
tastes are unaccountable. Now, there’s 
your father------” »

" Some men’s tastes,” broke in Hebe, 
mindful, by the way, of Norman’s tasty 
attire.

Conversation lagged and Hebe 
slapped pigment.

“ Mama,” she finally drawled, speak- - 
ing between dabs, “ how does it feel to 
be in love?”

“ For heaven’s sake, Hebe, who’s been 
making love to you?”

Hebe looked up innocently; in fact, 
with an innocence far and away above 
what was to be expected of this, her first 
case.

“ Why, nobody,” she answered sweetly.
“ Well, what makes you ask such a 

question? ”
“ Oh, nothing; I was just wondering 

how it felt.”
Ma Canfield stepped before the can­

vas. She drew herself up to her full 
height, which was something.

“ See that suit? ” she asked.
“ Yes,” assented Hebe.
“ Well, if you were in love you’d marry 

the man who courted you in a suit like 
that.”

“ Nonsense,” commented Hebe wjjh a 
chuckle. “ Never.”

“ I know! ” answered ma imperiously, 
and she swirled her way out to her own 
room, followed by the pampered poodle.

Then Hebe glanced at her watch.
“ Heavens ! ” was her mental comment 

as she set about getting into a duck suit 
of sailorish cut. You see, she had an en­
gagement to go boating with Norman 
before dinner.

She arrived at the appointed place a 
little ahead of time.

This was her chance to reflect a little.
She was well aware of the fact that 

Norman was “ head over heels,” as the 
saying goes, but how did she herself 
really stand?

She loved hit.*? Yes. But how about
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that “ artistic career” she had planned? 
“ Oh, well,” and so she sighed, compla­
cently gazing out over the water.

In keeping engagements, Norman was 
prompt, but not ahead of time. He knew 
the full value of keeping the other side 
waiting just a moment, that moment 
which puts the edge to expectancy.

It must be continually borne in mind 
that this was Norman’s second season, so 
he was more or less of a past master. 
But, again, it must not be forgotten that 
he was really in love with Hebe.

He was just approaching things care­
fully, not to flush this little plump par­
tridge, for Hebe was full solid, taking, 
as she did, after Pa Canfield.

So it was quite five minutes before she 
heard his footfall behind her. She had 
reached that stage where, she recognized 
his step from the host of other mascu­
line treaders.

Accordingly she did not turn to greet 
him, but awaited his approach, still gaz­
ing out over the lily-bedecked waters of. 
the lake.

Instinctively she felt the psychological 
moment. Why he did it at that very 
moment Norman himself couldn’t have 
told, but with a flood of real eloquence 
he voiced his passion, stepping up be­
hind her.

She toyed with the toe of her little 
pump in the gravel and breathed 
quicker.

But Norman’s words were not all 
bliss. There crept in a well-modulated 
note of sadness, verging upon despair.

“ Ah, Hebe,” he choked. “ But what’s 
the use—same old story—rich girl—poor 
man.” This with a sigh finale.

Norman watched her eagerly. He 
reached for her hand. She offered no 
resistance, so he drew her back against 
his chest.

She continued to glance down.
Then she spoke soothingly.
“ Perhaps things are not as bad as 

they might be—let’s not borrow trouble.
“ Of course, if you’re going to take 

that stand about the difference in our 
positions in life,” she went on, “ why, I 
guess,” with a big sigh, “ you can man­
age papa’s new big hotel in Maine. It’s 
nearly completed. I like the stand you 
have taken very much—only I wish you 
hadn’t mentioned it—mama and I sail

next week for Europe—and I will feel 
bad----- ”

Norman felt terrible, too, about that 
moment.

“ I wish you were going with us,” 
the girl continued, “ but it cannot be 
helped.”

She sulked a little.
Norman’s fertile wit for once proved 

barren. He had won the girl, it’s true, 
but in a way he had made a mess of it.

Imagine him up at a lonely hotel carv­
ing a fortune while she was on the high 
seas with moonlight night accompani­
ments. And Pa Canfield with all those 
oodles of money, too.

Norman thought that he might have 
tried another tack to better advantage. 
Still, he decided to make the best of the 
situation.

“ Come, then, sweetheart, let us kiss a 
bond of troth.” Rather well worded, 
and he said it as though he’d never said 
it before.

She turned her face up to his.
Their lips were about to meet—her 

arms encircling his neck.
Suddenly she pushed him off at arm’s 

length, and there came over her face a 
peculiar look.

Her eyes grew twice their normal size. 
The blood rushed to her cheeks, her arms 
fell to her side—then limply she backed 
off, steadying herself with her parasol.

She was unable to utter a word. Nor­
man was beside himself with surprise.

Pie couldn’t figure out what had hap­
pened.

As he tried to put his arm around her 
waist, she pushed him away—thgn„ as 
though she had recovered from a shock, 
she braced herself for a reply; but she 
could only gulp. How was she to tell 
him ?

Norman could be mighty dramatic on 
occasion.

“ Are—are you laughing at me? 
Speak ! ” And he struck a Chauncey 01- 
cott attitude.

“ No, I am not laughing at you,” 
Plebe at last managed to stammer, some­
what awed by his fierceness.

“ What is it then?” he continued, a 
little less violently.

Could he have been deceived? Was 
she, after all, simply an accomplished 
flirt ?
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“ Then you mean to say,” he broke 
out, “ that our engagement is off; that 
you ape engaged to some one else? ”

“ No-o-o,” Hebe was able to bring out.
“ Well, then, what is the meaning of 

this extraordinary behavior?” And 
Norman’s attitude bordered now upon 
Richard Mansfield’s best.

“ The reason for my behavior? Oh! 
I cannot explain ! ”

“ I demand an explanation! ” replied 
Norman with lofty dignity, and he v'as 
right.

Hebe knew' down in the bottom of her 
heart that Norman had a right to know 
what had come over her at that moment 
which meant happiness or misery to both.

Hebe felt the earth unstable. How' 
could she word it? How could she tell 
him that the suit which he now' wore 
was the very suit—there could be no two 
like that—she had bribed Johnson to 
dike himself out in ; w'as the one she had 
so cleverly painted; w'as the one she had 
held up to ridicule and which really wras 
an abomination to her artistic eye.

She remembered the conversation with 
her mother; and she remembered all too 
vividly how vehemently she had denied 
that she could ever love a man who 
would wear such a suit.

And now, as she looked at him in those 
aw'ful clothes, she couldn’t make up her 
mind as to whether she really did love 
this man. Could that love stand such a 
test as her mother had indicated?

She. hesitated, and further opportunity 
was lost.

Drawing up his padded shoulders to 
their full extension Norman stalked 
away, leaving behind him a distinctly 
crestfallen maiden, and one who really 
cared.

She headed for her room—for a good 
cry, I suppose.

Arrived at the door she heard voices 
and laughter. She entered.

There before the easel w'hereon glit­
tered the abominable cartoon stood her 
mother and, horror of horrors, a full half 
dozen of the worst gossips in the hotel.

They certainly were enjoying the sight 
of that colored sport as delineated by 
Hebe’s facile brush.

And Norman had just returned and 
was probably at that very moment down­
stairs with that very suit on!

What could she do to save him? Go 
to him; overcome his anger; and explain 
it all ? She could hardly find it in her­
self to take so radical a step.

In reality she retired up the corridor 
until the ladies left, which they did 
shortly. Then she flung herself into 
her room, flopped fully dressed on the 
bed, and refused to be comforted.

And Ma Canfield, coming in later, 
found trouble in deciphering the ailment.

The next few days mounted the an­
guish for both Hebe and Norman.

It w'ould be hard to tell which suffered 
the more. Perhaps N orman; for his. 
suffering was coupled with a sense of 
mystery in it all. And this mystery grew. 
He didn’t connect it for a moment with 
that suit.

How could he? Didn’t he receive his 
clothes regularly from that irreproacha­
ble tailor in town who gave him these 
creations as per advertisement? Wasn’t 
that tailor’s taste to be trusted? Nor­
man never even thought of the matter 
as a clue at all.

And of course he didn’t know of the 
Johnson episode. He only seemed to be 
the butt for half-concealed mirth from 
every one in the hotel.

Heavens and earth! Could that girl 
have been laughing at his love all the 
time, and could she have had the ef­
frontery, not to say veritable cruelty, to 
tell of the thing openly? The very idea 
was unthinkable. But what could it all 
mean?

He hadn’t seen her since the events 
at the lake side, for she had kept to her 
room.

Finally Norman could stand it no 
longer. He decided to inquire of some 
one. Who would it be? Whom could 
he trust?

Did you ever notice that in such a 
quest for a really dependable friend you 
finally light on one somewhat subdued 
in the social scale?

Even so Norman.
He picked out Johnson of the ebony 

hue and called him to his room. He had 
secured Johnson’s present situation for 
him and he felt he could trust him.

Needless to say, all this time John­
son had been in the hottest of mental 
waters. That five dollars had certainly 
been dearly won.
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So, when Norman called upon him for 
an explanation of it all, it was a positive 
relief for the really good-natured darky 
to throw himself down on his knees be­
fore Nerman and blurt out a stammered 
but perfectly intelligible confession of 
the posing and the picture, along with 
the added fact that the ladies of gossip 
fame had seen the cartoon and spread 
the story.

Norman did some lip biting.
“ Is that all, positively all, you know 

about this m atter?” he asked finally.
“ All, Miss’r Norman, ’cept wha’ I 

hearn at de do’ when de ole lady Can- 
fiel’ cum in? ”

“ What did you hear at the door, you 
eavesdropping rascal?”

“ I hearn Miss Hebe ax her ma how 
ter reely know when y’ lub a man? ”

“ How to know when she really loved 
a man? ”

“ Yaas’r, da’s it! ’En her ma sed dat 
ef she reely lub a man she cud lub him 
wid dat suit ub close on.”

“ If she really lovefl a man she could 
love him with this suit of clothes on?” 
Norman repeated.

“ Yaas’r,” answered Johnson, and a 
light of realization broke over the clerk, 
and a plan took birth in his brain. » 

“ Johnson ! ” he said imperatively.
“ Yaas, Miss’r Norman.”
“ Do you carry her meals to Miss Can- 

field?”
“ Yaas’r.”
“ Well, here’s what you’ve got to tell 

her next time you go up.”
And he wouldn’t let the negro depart 

until he was wmrd perfect in the story.
That evening Johnson told a large­

eyed Hebe how he had listened at the 
door to that memorable conversation 
with her mother, how Norman had

found him thus eavesdropping and had 
forced him to confess what he had been 
doing there. The whole picture-posing 
episode had come out, but with this dif­
ference in the revised version: the suit 
was Johnson’s own. And so Norman, 
w'as really wearing it just to test her love 
for him, and all his consternation had 
been but acting.

“ Ah ! ” sighed the unhappy girl. “ I 
have failed. But I do love him; I love 
him now in any old suit.”

Johnson, his mission so fortuitously 
fructifying, beat a well-ordered retreat, 
giving way to Ma Canfield, who entered 
to soothe the sufferer, and Hebe cried 
out the news on Ma Canfield’s shoulder.

“ Are you really sure you love him? ” 
she asked seriously.

“ Yes, mama, that suit and all,” an­
swered Hebe, a little smile trickling 
among the tears.

“ Well, that’s certainly the test,” re­
plied ma, who, luckily, was blessed with 
a sense of humor. “ And I think things 
can be arranged.”

When -Ma Canfield said that, Hebe 
knew it was as good as consummated.

So, through ma’s adroit management, 
the “  whole story leaked out.”
L “ How romantic ! ” said one.

“ Was willing to put himself in such 
a ridiculous position,” remarked another.

“ True love not a myth after all,” 
quoth a maid of fifteen rapturously.

The week-end saw a new clerk at the 
Claymore. And from the liner’s deck, 
off to one side, where neither pa nor ma 
nor young bride could witness the trans­
fer, Norman, of future ease and luxury, 
tossed a bundle to a grinning son of 
Ham.

The checks almost burned their way 
through the paper wrapper.
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T H E  PO P U L A R  CR ED O .

D imes and dollars! dollars and dimes!
An empty pocket’s the worst of crim es!
If a man is down, why, give him a thrust— 
Trample the beggar into the dust! 
Presumptuous poverty’s quite appalling, 
Knock him over, kick him for falling.
If a man is up, oh, lift him higher,
Your soul’s for sale, and he’s the bu

..arles P. Shi, ":S.
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TH E SCARLET SCARAB.
by a lbert  payson  t e r h u n e ,

Author of “ In the Lion’s Mouth,” “ The Fugitive,” and “ Blundell’s Last Guest.”

A story of Naples up to date in which an American gets on the track of romance by accident 
and is thereafter made to dance to a dangerous tune.

CHAPTER I.
THE ROMANCE HUNT.

“\ A  /’HAT am I doin’ in this joint,
V V anyhow ? ” plaintively queried 

Gregg. “ This Eyetalian lan’scape an’ 
tea-chromo scenery an’ comic-opera vil­
lains an’ villainesses loiterin’ about in 
two-dollar-an-hour poses—this sort of 
thing may be all to the merry for long­
haired folks with the poetry habit and in- 
growin’ brains. But not formine. I 
don’t belong. I feel like I -was wearin’ 
yeller shoes to a dance. What’s there in 
it for me? ”

It wasn’t the first nor the twenty-first 
tune that poor Billy Gregg had thus un­
burdened himself to me since we had left 
New York harbor behind us three 
months before.

I had long since given over any at­
tempt at arguing or expostulation. So 
I sat in patient silence on my lofty perch 
along the Naples sea-wall and puffed 
optimistically at a very vile native cigar 
with a straw through its center.

But Gregg, who stood leaning on the 
wall and scowling across the stretch of 
blue water toward the Castel del Ovo, 
was not content to let it go at that. He 
had a grievance and he wanted to talk 
it out. Silence on my part could not 
switch off his flood of complaint.

“ What am I here fo r?” he reiterated 
crossly. “ Just tell me that, if you can? 
What’s a sane, square-rigged man like me 
doin’, leavin’ good old Manhattan an’ 
chasin’ around on the foreign slabs of 
the map ? ”

“ Upon my soul,” I retorted, annoyed 
out of taciturnity by his persistence and 
his lack of appreciation of the glories of 
day and scene, “ upon my soul, Billy, I 
don’t know.”

" Well, then, if it comes to that, what 
are you doin’ it fo r?”

“ I have told you already,” I answered 
wearily, “ I’m looking for romance.”

“ Romance? ” he snorted with sublime 
contempt. “ An’ what may. that happen 
to be? I ’ve heard you do a lot of spielin’ 
about it, but I’ll bet a box of perfectos 
against one of those dago Flor de Gar­
bage cheroots of yours that you don’t 
know what it is, an’ vrouldn’t pipe it if 
you met it in broad daylight. Oh, you 
can grin an’ act superior if you like. But 
when it comes to a show-down, what is 
this fool 1 romance ’ you’re gunnin’ 
fo r?”

T'he waves were plashing against the 
base of the wall. Across the road a 
beggar lounged on the steps of a church, 
picking lazily at a mandoiin. The early 
spring sun poured lovingly down on the 
crescent city; and, beyond, across the 
bay, rose old Vesuvius, breathing up into 
the blue sky his ceaseless cloud of gray 
smoke.

I wondered idly if volcano smoke 
could be so very much worse than that of 
my Naples cigar. Then I threw the 
cheroot over the wall into the bay and 
turned on Billy Gregg.

“ Maybe you’re right,” I began. 
“ Maybe I wouldn’t recognize romance 
if I met the real thing. And maybe a 
hard-headed New York business man is a 
fool to wander half-way across the earth 
to look for something that perhaps 
doesn’t exist outside of books. Possibly 
I’m cracked. But if I am, my delusion 
doesn’t hurt any one but myself, does it ? 
If it’s expensive—well, I’ve worked long 
enough and hard enough to earn the 
right to spend a bit of money; and to 
have a holiday besides.”

“ I s’pose you have,” he assented 
dubiously, “ an’ after all, itrisn’t so much 
foolisher or costlier than whirlin’ 
through an inoffensive country road on a 
honking homicide-cart, or yeo-hoing
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along the coast in a yacht you don’t know 
how to sail. 1 didn’t mean to roast you; 
only I was tryin’ to get a line on the 
point of it all.”

“ There’s no point to it,” I confessed. 
“ You see, Billy, it’s like this: When my 
parents were killed in the Ashtabula rail­
road smash-up, I was only thirteen. I ’d 
been brought up as a rich man’s son. It 
turned out my father had lived up to his 
income and I was left without ten dol­
lars to my name.

“ My father’s brother took charge of 
me. He was a hard-headed, close-fisted 
Business Success—a self-made man that 
glorified his maker. My father had been 
an artist and his brother had had no pa­
tience with him. He determined that /  
should be brought up to have no such 
silly views of life. So he sent me to work 
in his factory as office-boy at ten hours 
a day and three dollars a week.”

“ Race-horse trainin’ an’ then plow- 
horse work,” commented Billy.

“ Just that. I had twelve years of it. . 
Twelve years of ten-hour a day grind. 
My uncle didn’t believe in vacations. 
And at night I was too tired to do any­
thing but tumble into bed. But at the 
end of those twelve years I was a busi­
ness man. Even my uncle admitted 
‘ there was no artistic idiocy about me.’

“ Now there’s where he was wrong. 
I ’d had no chance to do anything but 
work; nor to meet any people except 
workers. But nearly every day I ’d read 
is the newspapers of some romantic or 
exciting thing that had happened at 
home or abroad; and I fell to envying 
the people such things happened to. 
Nothing ever happened to me. Nothing 
could. And the more humdrum my life 
grew, the more I longed for romance. I 
suppose you think that’s silly? ” —

“ No-o” said Billy contemplatively,
“ I can’t quite say as I do. I ’ve had the 
same feelin’ myself once in a while when 
things was goin’ slow. Only, such times, 
I ’d take in a good hot prize-fight or loop 
the loop a few times at Coney, or get 
pickled, or pick a row with a cabman,

“ Those safety-valves didn’t occur to 
me. I took to reading romantic stories 
in off-hours—Scott and Dumas and 
Stevenson and all those—and that only 
made the longing stronger. Most men

have more or less romance of a mild sort 
mixed into their every-day lives. I was 
too busy for that. But I made up my 
mind I’d get it some day. Then my 
uncle got into a big business deal with
Amos Todd----- ”

“ The deuce ! Not------”
“ Yes. That’s the one. Todd was a 

crook and he cleaned my uncle out. Poor 
old uncle! I think it was the fact that 
any living man had been able to 1 do ’ 
him, more than the actual loss of the 
money itself, that gave him his stroke of 
apoplexy. He left things awfully mud­
dled when he died.

“ I was kept busier than ever, for five 
years more, straightening out. At last 
I got the factory on a paying basis and 
stood a show of being a rich man in a 
few years more. But I ’d had enough of 
it. I happened to get a big offer from fhe 
Trust and I sold out at enough to keep 
me comfortable for the rest of my days.” 

“ An’ then you thought you’d take a 
look-in on romance, hey ? ”

“ Exactly. I ’d slaved like a dog for 
seventeen years. At thirty, when most 
young men are in their early prime, I was 
just a working-machine, fit for nothing 
else. So I came across to Europe.”

“ But—sayl You could ’a got all the 
excitement you was lookin’ for right in 
little old New York. There’s the ex­
plodin’ manholes, an’ auto runovers, an’ 
Subway accidents, an’ clubbin’ coppers,
an------ Why, there’s no end to the fun
a man could have in New York if ro­
mance was the line of diversion he was 
courtin’! ”

“ I wasn’t looking for just that sort of 
excitement,” I answered, despairing of a 
definition to romance in words fitted 
to Billy’s East Side comprehension. “ I 
wanted the sort one reads about in books; 
adventure, mystery, thrills, and a love 
affair lurking somewhere in the back­
ground. I----- ”

“ Say ! ” interrupted Billy scornfully, 
“ you've got on the wrong wire. ‘ Ro­
mance ’ ain't the word you’re thinkin’ of. 
You’re thinkin’ of meelo-drama. And 
you’d ’a got more of it by takin’ in a few 
shows at the Third Av’noo Theavter
than in all Dagoville. An----- ”

“ Maybe I’m looking for a cross be­
tween the two words,” I compromised. 
“ Anyhow, let’s call it romance for lack
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of a better name. My mother was an 
Italian. We spoke Italian and French 
all the time at home when I was a little 
chap. Especially Italian. That’s how 
1 happen to be able to speak it as .veil as 
the average Neapolitan. And that’s one 
reason I came to Italy. That, and be­
cause in books Italy is usually depicted 
as a hotbed of romance and mystery.”

“ From where I sit, I haven’t noticed 
you connectin’ with either of ’em to any 
remarkable extent,” drawled Billy. “ If 
they’re cornin’, I guess they’re both about 
due. Here we’ve been traipsin’ about 
France an’ Italy for three whole months, 
an’, so far as I can remember, the only 
real thrillin’ adventure we’ve had was 
when a fruit-dealer in Florence give us 
the wrong change. Oh, this is the land 
for romance an’ mystery' all right—I 
don’t think! A cloaked form slinks outer 
the shadders, as they say in Laura Jean’s 
books, an’—it turns out to be a beggar 
askin’ for pennies to buy his starvin’ wife 
a new bicycle. An armed man springs 
up to bar the path—an’ he turns out to 
be a Jonny-darm askin’ for his tip for 
showin’ you a measly ruin. Oh, I----- ”

11 You’re right—so fa r! ” I sighed. 
“ But I’ve a feeling there is romance— 
real, stirring, hot, mysterious romance— 
somewhere. And in time I’ll find it.”

“ Say ! ” broke in Billy, “ you spoke 
about Amos Todd double-crossin’ your 
uncle. Does he know you’re the poor old 
cuss’ nevvy? ”

“ No. He never sawr me till we met 
at the Hotel Masaniello here, last week. 
I was named for my uncle. It was an 
old French name—for my father’s fam­
ily -was originally French—but my uncle 
Anglicized it, and called himself Peter 
Dobbin, instead of Pierre D’Auban. So 
when Todd was introduced to me he 
never connected Pierre D’Auban with the 
Peter Dobbin he ruined. And I don’t 
intend he shall—yet.”

“ ‘ Yet?’ ” echoed Gregg. “ That 
sounds like a good start to meelo-drama. 
How about his daughter—Miss Doris? 
Is she booked to figure as the ‘ back­
ground of love int’rest’ you was talkin’ 
o f?”

“ No,” I said shortly.
I do not like discussing women with 

other men. But Billy did not take the 
hint.

“ That count party over t ’the hotel 
acts like he was plannin’ to arrange a lit­
tle ‘ background of love int'rest ’ fer her, 
himself,” he went on. “ An’ lie’s sure 
makin’ a good, swift start. He’s a wil- 
lin’ performer. I must say that fer him; 
even if he does turn up his nose at us an’ 
speak loudly of us in French as—as— 
what was it you heard him call us? ”

“ 1 Canailles,’ ‘ parvenus,’ ‘ sales 
Americaines. ’ Those were three of the 
terms 1 overheard,” I answered; “ and 
the worst of it was I couldn’t punch his 
head for he was saying it to a lady. That 
little French countess, Mme. de Tour- 
noil.”

I did not add that the opprobrious 
epithets had been called forth by Billy’s 
smiting the count merrily on the back 
(they were total strangers) and asking 
him to have a drink.

“ I ’m goin’ to look up them insultin’ 
words in my French talk-book,” an­
nounced Billy with solemn determina­
tion, “ an’ if they mean what I think 
they do I ’m goin’ to hand out a gentle 
lickin’ to friend Count Sebaste. And— 
say—I’m sorry I was grouchy a while 
ago. If you’re in the romance hunt, I ’ll 
hunt it with you. I ain’t reely so sore on 
Italy as I made out I was. An’ I guess 
I ’ve got a holiday cornin’ to me, too. 
Just as much as you had.”

“ Yes, I suppose you have, from all 
you’ve told me. But you made your pile 
quicker than I did.”

“ Oh, I earned it all right! ” he re­
plied, eager as ever to recount for the 
fiftieth time his checkered career. 
“ Bootblack, green-goods trailer, bouncer 
in a gin-foundry, race-track tout an’ 
patent med’eine rustler. That’s my 
ticket. Tried ’em all an’ took a turn at 
the prize-ring besides. An’ never a 
stroke of half-way decent luck till I 
blundered on to the news of a hundred to 
one dark horse the owners was nursin’ 
for a Sheephead Bay killin’, a year ago. 
Then it was I went on the hustle an’ 
begged an’ borrowed an’ hocked—an’ 
shook down some men that was shakable; 
an’ when that race was run I ’d knocked 
the odds down to twenty to one an’ 
landed a cool thirty-five thousan’ at that. 
Says I : ‘ Me for a little run to Lunnon 
for a month. I hear there’s easy marks 
over there an’ maybe my thirty-five
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thousan’ may attract a few more thou- 
sans.’ I’d just found out what tight­
wads the Britishers are when I ran 
across you an’ kind of fell into the idee 
of seein’ a bit of the world in your 
comp’ny. I don’t see, though, how a 
high-roller like you can stand for hitchin’ 
up with a mutt like me,” he ended reflect­
ively.

The same question had puzzled me 
more than once. But there was some­
thing perennially fresh and original 
about the man; something likable under 
his glaring lack of education and breed­
ing.

He was a new type to me. I enjoyed 
studying him. His views, if garish, 
were usually new. It was like seeing 
Europe through two pairs of eyes. I 
had grown to like him.

“ You’re all right, Billy,” I said, as I 
rose to return to the hotel. “ We must 
start back now or we'll be late for lunch. 
And don’t get discouraged about the 
romance. We’ll find it sooner or later.”

How soon and how strangely, no mor­
tal could have foretold.

CHAPTER II.
A MAN AND A MAID.

L u n c h  was over. Billy had suborned 
a guide to take him to the steeplechase 
races and to translate the score-card for 
him. He had asked me to go and had 
even invoked my aid in a proposed at­
tempt to break the Naples betting-ring 
by Sheepshead Bay methods.

But I could not rouse myself to the 
necessary energy and enthusiasm. The 
languor of Italian springtime had got 
into my blood. It was enough, for'the 
moment, to breathe and be happy.

I planned a loafing stroll in the Villa 
Nazionale gardens and, perhaps, a swim 
later on in the afternoon. Accordingly, 
clad for the walk, I came down from my 
rooms in the Masaniello and was crossing 
the big, garish corridor toward the street 
exit, when I chanced to note Doris Todd, 
with hat and parasol, as though about to 
go out.

She was standing near the desk, glanc­
ing over a scrawled note she held.

As I passed, I heard her murmur a 
pretty little exclamation of annoyance.

She looked up as I passed. In common 
civility I had to pause and speak to 
her.

I had not intended to, and I told my­
self I was sorry I was forced to do so. 
Yet, in spite of all, I didn’t really regret 
the necessity of a -word or two with her.

Amos Todd was a crook. One of the 
ultra-respectable, pillar-of-society sort. 
He was not a man of bad morals. He 
was simply a man of no morals at all. 
White side-whiskers and a generous 
white waistcoat imparted to him an air of 
prosperous righteousness that had carried 
him unscathed through many a crooked 
deal.

Warned by my uncle’s fate I had, as 
far as the barest politeness permitted, 
steered clear of the man since our first 
meeting in Naples, a week before. As 
he and his daughter sat at the same table 
with me at the Masaniello and as we were 
compatriots, this aloofness on my part 
was not always the easiest sort of atti­
tude to maintain. The more so since 
the old fellow seemed to have taken a 
mild fancy to me.

Miss Doris Todd I had especially 
avoided. Like father like daughter is the 
maxim too frequently true to pay one for 
hunting out the rare exceptions. I could 
not see how any daughter of Amos Todd 
could be the sort of woman that we 
Americans are taught to revere as some­
thing on a higher, better plane than mere 
man.

True, she had a way of looking square 
at you with those honest-appearing gray 
eyes of hers; but I’ve lived long enough 
to discredit that sign. A crook is quite 
certain to look you fearlessly in the eyes 
when he is cheating you out of your last 
dollar; and I’ve seen many a man who 
was the soul of honor and yet whose eyes 
shifted furtively in every direction ex­
cept in that of his interlocutor’s.

If that ancient and miserable theory 
that no man who is not honest can look 
another straight in the eyes were only 
nailed once and for all as a hoax, there 
would be fewer gold-brick victims.

So I discounted those brave, honest 
eyes of Doris Todd and remembered only 
that her father was a sihug scoundrel and 
that it was quite possible his daughter 
inherited, in a more or less modified 
form, some of his unlovely traits.
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For this reason I had fought shy of 
her, so far as I could without positive 
rudeness. I had at first applauded my 
own acumen in this matter; but latterly 
I was, unwillingly, beginning to feel less 
happy in my career of caution.

Titus, I was not as sorry as I should 
have been when, on seeing her look of 
disappointment at the contents of the 
note she was reading in the corridor of 
the Masaniello, I felt myself bound to 
pause and inquire if I might be of any 
assistance.

She seemed a little surprised at my 
question. Perhaps because it was the 
first time I had ever voluntarily ad­
dressed her. But she answered prompt­
ly enough:

“ No, thanks. There’s nothing you 
can do. Father and I were going to 
make a tour of some of the curio shops 
in the upper town this afternoon. Count 
Sebaste tells me there are lots of rare lit­
tle antiques that can be ferreted out and 
bought for a mere song. I ordered the 
carriage for three o’clock. And now I 
get this note from father saying he has 
been called to Sorrento on important 
business, and can’t go with me.”

“ What a shame! ” I agreed, vaguely 
wondering what “ important business ” 
Amos Todd could find to occupy his at­
tention three thousand miles away from 
his usual haunts. “ And it’s such a glo­
rious day, too! It’s a pity to wait till
to-morrow, when----- ”

“ But I ’m not going to wait at all. 
I was only annoyed because I’ll have to
go alone instead of------”

“ Go alone ! ” I echoed. “ You don’t
mean to say you’re------”

“ Of course I do. Why shouldn’t I? 
I know the addresses of several of the 
places Count Sebaste spoke of. All I
have to do is tell the driver----- ”

“ But——” I stammered. Then I 
stopped.

How could I explain to this clean 
American girl that in Italy nice women 
don’t go driving alone in a hired car­
riage? Moreover, that when one gets off 
the main thoroughfares and into the 
tangle of native streets, Naples is, at 
best, not a safe nor pleasant place for a 
young and decidedly pretty girl to go un­
attended.

All this, of course, I could not tell

her. Besides, what affair was it of mine? 
Yet she was my countrywoman, and she 
was young and inexperienced; and—and 
she did look innocent and friendly in 
that soft, light dress of hers—and more 
than pretty, too.

So, as she still stood waiting in amused 
expectancy for me to explain my half- 
uttered protest, I went on, lamely enough, 
grasping at the first awkward solution of 
the difficulty that happened into my 
brain:

“ I—I was surprised; because it hap­
pened that I, too, was thinking of mak­
ing a round of some of the native quarter 
curio places this afternoon. You see, I 
overheard Sebaste----- ”

“ Oh, you were?” she cried interest­
edly; and before those honest-looking 
eyes of hers I felt just a trifle ashamed; 
even though my lie had been in so good 
a cause.

For I hate stuffy little shops, and 
curios and antiques bore me to death. 
Still I continued heroically:

“ And I thought perhaps you wouldn’t 
mind if we went together. You see, I’m 
an awful duffer at picking out art things. 
You could help me a lot. It’d be ever 
so good of you. Won’t you please?”

I was talking like a ten-year-old boy 
asking his father for a quarter. But I 
have sometimes thought since then that 
my bungling manner and my apparent 
helplessness stood me in good stead. For 
she evidently took pity on me and waived 
the gross unconventionality of my re­
quest.

. Then, too, she was the sort of girl who 
can rise above convention at times when 
convention is a useless clog.

So it was that, five minutes later, I 
found myself seated in a rickety open 
carriage alongside a girl with whom I 
had never before exchanged fifty sen­
tences. To make matters worse, just as 
we turned off the Riviera de Chiaja and 
began to mount the hill we came upon 
Count Sebaste, strolling home-ward from 
a walk.

He favored me with a stare compared 
to which the average man’s survey of a 
scavenger dog would seem laudatory; 
then, as he bowed to Miss Todd, I saw 
his beady Italian eyes widen with won­
der and disgust at seeing her in such 
company. Neapolitans can express vol­
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umes in one look; and at that moment 
there was a complete Carnegie Library 
in Sebaste’s face.

My awkwardness wore away, though, 
as -we drove onward. No normal man 
could have failed to be at his ease with 
that girl.

Without letting myself lose hold of 
any of my earlier prejudices, I found 
myself shoving them unobtrusively into 
the background, for the time at least, and 
giving myself up to the full enjoyment of 
her unconscious charm.

We had left the broad “ fashion thor­
oughfares ” behind us ; and the streets we 
were now traversing were narrow, dirty, 
picturesque, redolent of a thousand 
strange odors.

Curious were the glances shot at us 
from loafers, beggars and tradesmen as 
our bony horse toiled slowly upward. 
Again I was glad I had not let Miss 
Todd come alone.

“ Not much like the section of New 
York that you are used to, Miss Todd,” 
I commented, as she’ looked about her 
with the frank interest of a child.

“ I’m "not used to any sections of New 
York,” she answered. “ I ’ve never been 
there half a dozen times in my life.”

“ Really? Why, I thought Mr. 
Todd------”

“ Oh, father goes to New York often 
on business. But he seldom takes me. 
I ’m a Denver girl. I ’ve seldom strayed 
far east of the Rockies. Does that put 
me outside the pale, to your New York 
mind?”

“ Why should it? ”
“ Don’t the New Y'ork girls you know 

look down on----- ”
“ I don’t know. You see, I never met 

any New York girls.”
“ Oh! I thought you were a New 

Yorker.”
“ I am.”
“ And you never met any New York 

girls? Are you a woman-hater?”
“ Not at all. I ’ve simply been too 

busy. Of course, I had a nodding ac­
quaintance with the stenographers at the 
factory and with my landlady’s daughter, 
but I never had time to talk with any of 
them.”

She was sitting very straight and look­
ing keenly at me as if to determine 
whether or not I was jesting.

“ Do you actually mean to say,” she 
began, at last, “ that you’ve never had 
any girl acquaintances in all your life?” 

“ Never until I met you. I suppose we 
are acquaintances, aren’t we? I ’ve talked 
more with you than I ever did with any 
other girl.”

“ I really believe you’re telling the 
truth ! ” she murmured with a sort of in­
credulous awe. “ And to think of a man 
living to your age without ever even hav­
ing had the misfortune to fall in love! ” 

“ But I didn’t say I hadn’t fallen in 
love ! ” I protested. “ I have—often.”

“ Why, you said------”
I saw suspicion leap into her big eyes, 

but I went on :
“ I’ve fallen in love successively with 

Juliet, Portia, Desdemona, Di Vernon,
the Lady of the Lake------”

“ O h! ” she laughed, the suspicion 
fading. “ So you took all your sweet­
hearts from books? ”

“ Where else was I to find them? The 
best thing about falling in love with a 
book heroine is that she can never break 
your heart by rejecting you. And, if she 
marries another man, one has the satis­
faction of knowing the lucky chap never 
really existed except in some writer’s 
brain.”

“ Do you know,” she interposed, 
“ what you tell me makes me very much 
ashamed of my earlier ideas about you? 
You were so stiff—almost uncivil— 
whenever I tried to talk to you at the 
table. I put it down to sulkiness; while 
really it was only because you vwnren’t 
used to talking to girls.”

Remembering my real reason for 
avoiding her, I felt a twinge of con­
science at her naive speech. ■ But it also 
brought me back to my senses and warned 
me that I was in dire danger of for­
getting that Amos Todd’s daughter was 
probably not the sort of woman in whom 
a sensible man ought to allow himself 
to get too deeply interested.

I drew back into my shell; but any 
awkwardness incident on my awakened 
precautions was averted by the stopping 
of the carriage in front of an exception­
ally dingy shop.

“ This is the place! ” said Miss Todd, 
consulting a paper in her hand and com­
paring it with a half-effaced name above 
the shop door. “ This is the place Count
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Sebaste told me contained more antiques 
than any other in Naples. He says lots 
of the better classes deal here in spite 
of the shabby locality. It seems that 
Dardo, the man who keeps it, is an artist 
in his own line of repairing or furbish­
ing up jewelry.”

I stood aside to let her pass before me 
into the darksome, musty, little room. 
Then I followed and found myself in 
the midst of what looked like a junk- 
shop in an advanced stage of disintegra­
tion.

Lamps, trays, hangings, weapons, 
metal cups, tarnished finery, jewels, 
carvings, medieval doublets, helmets and 
armor, leather screens, battered furni­
ture—ten thousand heterogeneous arti­
cles were jumbled together with no sem­
blance of order, and all gray with dust.

I stood confused, bewildered, fearing 
to move lest I smash something or over­
turn a tableful of trinkets.

But Miss Todd had no such fears. 
Womanlike, she flitted here and there, 
picking up one thing, stooping to inspect 
another, turning a third to the light for 
closer view; upsetting nothing, though 
seemingly taking no heed of where she 
went; giving little gurgles of ecstasy at 
sight of some particularly atrocious bit of 
marble that looked to me like a cut-rate 
tombstone, and turning away without a 
second glance from brighter, gayer look­
ing pieces of jewelry that seemed to my 
inexperienced eyes the only attractive 
things in the place.

As I rvaited, stupidly watching her 
and marveling at her safe progress 
among all the tottering masses of 
medievalism, on old man hobbled in from 
a rear door.

He looked dingier and more dilapi­
dated than anything else in the shop. He 
eyed us sourly as Miss Todd turned on 
him.

“ Are you Signor Dardo?” she asked, 
in rather bad Italian.

“ E h ? ” he grunted, turning his head 
sideways, after the inimitable manner of 
the half-deaf.

She repeated the query in a' slightly 
higher pitch.

“ No,” he muttered, in the vilest of 
Neapolitanese; “ no, Signor Dardo is 
out. I am keeping shop for him. What 
do you want? ”

He actually seemed to resent our pres­
ence there and looked suggestively at the 
still open door. Decidedly, Dardo was 
not likely to make much money if he 
trusted this sort of substitute to boom 
the wares during his absence.

But Miss Todd had no idea of taking 
the old fellow’s hint. She continued her 
inspection of the shop, the Neapolitan 
hobbling along in her wake with many a 
grumbling remonstrance. Unlike the 
shoppers I have read of in the comic 
papers, she was not content with han­
dling and pricing. She also bought.

How. she did buy! Lengths of yel­
lowed old laces, bits of grimy carving, 
dented metal clasps with queer tracery 
and fretwork, tattered tapestry and all 
manner of similar things that no normal 
man would give house-room.

And never once bargaining, or disput­
ing the incredible prices the old shop­
keeper chose to charge.

“ Well,” I said to myself, as I stood 
idle in the dusty corner whither I had 
backed for safety, “ if Amos Todd 
earned his money by robbing his fellow 
men, there ought to be a sort *of poetic 
justice in the way he’s being robbed of 
a goodly portion of that money just at 
this minute.”

Once or twice I feebly tried to inter­
vene and to suggest to the reckless buyer 
that I might perhaps be able to drive a 
better bargain than she with the aged 
junkman. But she was too excited to 
hear me.

So I remained inert, useless, open- 
mouthed. drinking in my first object- 
lesson of what a woman may do when 
the frenzy of shopping is upon her.

At last she seemed to have regained 
some hold on her sanity, for she said 
with a regretful little sigh:

“ I think I ’ve bought enough for to­
day. Shall we go now?”

Then, as she noticed my attitude of 
miserable, helpless inertia in my corner 
of refuge, she added contritely:

“ Oh, how thoughtless and selfish of 
me! I ’ve been taking up all the clerk’s 
time and you haven’t been able to buy 
a thing. I’m so sorry! But, really, in a 
paradise like this shop any woman would 
have forgotten her manners.”

I wondered, even as I mumbled some 
civil rejoinder. If this junk-shop had
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deprived her of her wits, she would 
probably go stark mad 'if she could visit 
one of the old-iron dumps under Brook­
lyn Bridge. I thought of i t ; but, thanks 
to some rare instinct of self-restraint, I 
didn’t say it.

“ And now,” she resumed, seating her­
self in a carven throne-chair, a half inch 
thick with dust, “ and now I ’m going to 
sit back and enjoy your shopping.”

Clearly, it was up to me. I was about 
to declare that there was nothing in the 
place I cared for, when I chanced to 
remember my former lying assertion 
about taking an interest in curios. One 
good lie involves another.

I glared impotently about me, unde­
cided whether to price a hideous fifty- 
pound gargoyle that leered at me from a 
shelf or to make an offer on a two-ton 
box bedstead with silly fat cherubs 
crawling all over the panels.

I moved .cautiously out of my corner 
and into another. In the latter, my eye 
fell on a little heap of shiny trinkets in 
a tray behind the counter.

It caught my eye, for the trinkets were 
the only things in the whole place that 
were not either tarnished or dust-coated.

I saw I had to make a move of some 
sort. If I could make even one purchase 
I might be able to get out of the shop 
with some show of self-respect.

I walked up to the tray and turned 
over the glittering bits of jewelry where­
with it was heaped high.

Here was a mosaic brooch, here a gold 
slipper-buckle and here a gemmed garter- 
clasp. Certainly none of these would 
serve me.

I was about to turn away when a gleam 
of red, midway down the heap, - caught 
my eye. I brushed aside the gewgaws 
about it and unearthed a long gold 
scarf-pin in which was set a scarab about 
the size of a man’s finger-nail.

The odd thing about the scarab, apart 
from its exquisite carving, was the fact 
that it was of vivid scarlet.

Now I know little of such things, but 
it occurred to me at the moment that 
while I had often seen scarabs of green, 
dull blue, gray or even brown, I had 
never before seen or heard of one that 
was colored scarlet.

It was no dull brick color, either, but 
a vivid, striking scarlet that pulsated like

a carbuncle, so sharp and intense of hue 
as almost to hurt the eye.

The thing was gaudy, perhaps even 
in rather bad taste, but, as I said, it 
caught my fancy. It looked so bright, 
so cheery in that shopful of dirty fif­
teenth-century junk.

“ How much is this?” I asked the 
old man, who had followed me suspi­
ciously behind the counter. /

I spoke in a rather low voice, forget­
ting he was deaf. Then, recalling the 
fact, I prepared to repeat the question.

But, to my surprise, he nodded com­
prehension and scuttled away to a 
moldy ledger farther down the room.

After turning over one or two leaves 
he called across to me:

“ Three lire” (about sixty cents).
I looked again at the scarf-pin; this 

time in amaze. It was very evidently 
of gold, as its appearance and the hall­
mark proved. The setting was massive 
and the scarab was finely carved.

Sixty cents!
“ Aren’t you mistaken?” I asked.
“ No, I’m no t!” he snapped, slam­

ming shut the book. “ Three lire is the 
price. You can pay it or you can put 
the pin back.”

There was a mistake somewhere. Any 
fool could see that. But, at sixty cents, 
I  was not likely to be a loser.

I handed him a five-lire note and, 
while waiting for the change, crossed to 
where Miss Todd sat.

“ What a beauty!” she exclaimed as 
she turned the pin over and over in her 
pretty pink palm. “ It’s a regular 
gem! I almost wish I ’d seen it before 
you. It would have been nice to give to 
father.”

“ Father’ll be in a warmer place than 
Naples before he gets a present like this 
from me,” I thought, grimly; but aloud 
I joined in her praise of the trifle.

At her suggestion I even w’ent over 
to a cobwebbed Borgia mirror and ad­
justed the scarab in my -white stock.

And so we left the shop, the old care­
taker glowering surlily after us as our 
carriage turned down the hill.

Miss Todd was jubilant over the par­
cels that lay piled about her feet. I, too, 
was rather pleased, though still puzzled 
over my own three-lire investment.

If I had possessed, for one minute,
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the gift of foresight, I should have 
thrown the miserable scarlet scarab into 
the mire of the roadway ; or, at the very 
least, have entreated my companion to 
accept of it.as a gift for “ father.”

CHAPTER III.
I BEGIN TO WONDER.

I  g l a n c e d  t o w a r d  th e  w e s t e r i n g  sun .
“ It’s growing late,” I ventured. 

“ We spent an unconscionable time at 
Dardo’s. Suppose we let the rest of the 
junk—fhe curio places—go for to-day? ”

I was bound I would not endure an­
other such hour of shopping as I had just 
suffered, if by any pretense within the 
scope of human wit I could avoid it. As 
she hesitated I went on quickly.

“ It’s only a little way down the hill 
to the Chiaja. The Riviera is at its 
brightest at this time of afternoon. All 
the nobles and ignobles are on parade 
there—and a lot of tourists besides. 
It’ll be a jolly fashion of winding up 
a jolly afternoon. Sha’n’t we go home 
that way ? ”

“ I believe you want to give the Nea­
politans a chance to view that new scarab 
of yours,” she laughed. “ Vanity, thy 
name is M an! And you were such a 
modest, unassuming person, too, until 
you acquired that adornment! Well, as 
you can’t exactly desert me and as you 
will be miserable if we keep all your 
glory hidden among these back streets, 
I suppose I must agree. But you are 
very selfish, for all that,” she went on. 
“ How do you suppose I shall enjoy 
driving amid the elite of Italy in this 
aged and tumble-down carriage drawn 
by one decrepit horse and hemmed in by 
paper parcels? You will have to look 
very imposing indeed to counterbalance 
all 'that.”

“ I’ll try,” I promised meekly, glad, 
at any price, to get out of more shopping.

I gave the driver the new direction, 
and three minutes later w.e had turned 
into the Riviera de Chiaja.

As I had predicted, the drive was 
thronged. Every sort of costume and 
every sort of equipage crowded the broad 
roadway, while the sidewalks were alive 
with Neapolitan dandies and gaily 
dressed women.

Out and beyond, the blue bay blazed 
and sparkled beneath the bluer Italian 
sky. Far to the east—the one point of 
solemnity and grandeur in all its lavish, 
gay beauty, rose old Vesuvius; dark, 
grim, menacing; towering mighty and 
bare out of the green, sun-kissed plains; 
the fan of dense smoke hanging ever 
above the summit as if in stern reminder 
of what had been and sterner warning 
of what might yet be.

It was foolish, but never was I able 
to look on Vesuvius without feeling an 
involuntary shudder of fear. As a child 
I had read and trembled over “ The 
Last Days of Pompeii,” until to my 
mind the fire-mountain had taken on the 
horrid aspect of a fairy tale ogre or 
dragon. Now, on looking across the bay 
at it I recalled the old custom of lifting 
on high a death’s head at every bac­
chanal feast as a summons to remember 
death.

Vesuvius, in the background of this 
fairest, joiliest, most care-free bit of 
the world, seemed to me to serve the 
same purpose—to embody the same mute 
summons. Yet, as at the bacchante 
revels, none looked, none heeded.

I was recalled to pleasanter thoughts 
by Miss Todd.

“ Why did you buy the scarab?” she 
was asking.

“ Because it was pretty,” I answered 
in some surprise. “ Isn’t i t? ”

“ Yes, very. Only you dress so qui­
etly, so unobtrusively as a rule. The 
scarlet scarab somehow doesn’t seem to 
go with the rest of you. It is all the 
more noticeable on you on that account. 
Now, if it were worn by your friend Mr. 
Gregg----- ”

She paused and we both laughed.
“ Poor Billy! ” I said. “ It’s a shame 

to make fun of him; even if he does try 
to come a close second to Joseph’s coat 
of many colors. His taste in dress is 
just a trifle noisy, I admit. But at heart 
he’s an awfully decent chap ! ”

“ Look! ” she cried, with sudden 
change of subject. “ Here come the 
Duke of Ferata and one of his aides! 
Count Sebaste pointed him out to me 
yesterday.”

A victoria with two gray horses, liv­
eried coachman and footman, was spin­
ning along the Riviera toward us. In
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it lolled a short, fat man with a scrubby 
beard and bloodshot eyes. Opposite him 
sat a very erect, dandified little officer.

I looked with considerable interest. 
For I was too newly arrived from the 
Land of the Free not to feel keen in­
terest in the sight of royalty or even 
semi-royalty.

As we surveyed him in open curiosity 
the fat little man chanced to raise his 
bloodshot eyes and met our gaze. To 
my unbounded amazement he did not 
glance away carelessly as I had expected 
him to, but gave a second and closer 
look—not at my lovely companion, but 
at me; then, uncovering, he bowed 
gravely—-to me—and passed on.

I sat bewildered, with barely sufficient 
presence of mind to raise my hat in re­
ply to the salute.

Truly, I was coming on. A few 
months before I had been a workaday 
nobody. To-day, dukes were taking off 
their hats to me.

Miss Todd’s surprised voice brought 
me back to my senses.

“ Why, Mr. D’Auban,” she gasped, 
“ I didn’t know you knew the duke. 
Where did you meet him? ”

“ I don’t,” I answered, still dum- 
founded, “ and I didn’t.”

“ But he bowed to you.”
“ So I noticed.”
“ It was to you, not to me. And it 

wasn’t by mistake for some one else, 
either. I saw a look of surprise and 
then of absolute recognition flash across 
his face. You must know him.”

“ Must I? I ’m sorry, but I don’t.”
“ Then why did he bow to you? ”
“ I didn’t ask him. Shall we turn 

back and------”
“ Don’t be flippant! ” she reproved. 

“ You say you don’t know him; and yet 
it’s evident he does know you. How do 
you account for it ? ”

“ I don’t. I let it go at that. On my 
honor I don’t know a soul in Naples, 
outside our hotel.”

A big red automobile chugged by. A 
woman—gorgeously dressed, handsome 
in a dashing sort of way, and unmistak­
ably Italian—was its sole occupant with 

'the exception of the chauffeur.
There was a momentary block of 

traffic and we found ourselves just op­
posite her. She gave the lie to my last

words of denial by leaning forward and 
bestowing on me a gracious, almost rev­
erential bow. Then the block was 
opened and she whizzed past, while I 
was still clutching my hat in one hand 
and gripping the side of the carriage 
with the other.

I turned in perplexity to Miss Todd. 
But now her great gray eyes were dark 
with disapproval.

“ You said,” she observed after a 
dreadful pause, “ you said you knew no 
one in Naples outside our hotel. I do 
not recall that woman’s face in the din­
ing-room. Also, I think you said a 
while ago you knew no women at all.”

“ I don’t ! ” I blurted out, angry at 
the quiet disbelief in her voice and face. 
“ I know you think I’m lying, and I 
don’t blame you. But on my honor I 
never even saw either of those people 
before. I can’t imagine why they bowed 
to me; unless since we left the hotel 
there has been a meeting of all the Ital­
ian nation, and as a pleasant little sur­
prise they’ve unanimously elected me 
king or president or something. You 
must believe me. I don’t see why you 
should. But you must.”

“ Mr. D’Auban,” she said, puzzled, 
“ you are either the very simplest or the 
very deepest man I ever met. Which are 
you? ”

“ Neither,” I answered; “ I ’m not a 
schoolboy and I’m not an emperor in 
disguise. Ten minutes ago I should have 
said I was a commonplace New Yorker 
on a holidy. But after a few more illus­
trious strangers have bowed to me I’ll be 
ready to believe I’m almost anybody.”
* A coupe was turning into the Riviera 
from the Via Caracciolo, and in it I 
recognized Count Sebaste.

“ It’s your turn now,” I went on, 
“ here’s some one who will bow to you 
and who most assuredly won’t notice me. 
He cuts me dead.”

The coupe crossed in front at right 
angles to us. Sebaste saw Miss Todd, 
and, leaning far out, bowed to her. Then 
his eyes sought my own unworthy form, 
to bestow on me, presumably, another 
such look of disgusted contempt as he 
had lavished on seeing us leave the hotel 
together.

But, as he looked, his expression 
changed. For an instant his face was al­
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most as foolish as had been my own 
when the Duke of Ferata had saluted 
me.

He started, hypnotized, empty-eyed. 
Then collecting his dazed faculties, he 
gravely raised his hat once more. To 
me, this time.

All this occupied only so long a time 
as it took Sebaste’s coachman to round 
the corner and steer his coupe into the 
stream of eastward-bound vehicles di­
rectly in front of us.

“ Miss Todd,” I said, “ I wish you’d 
look at me carefully.' Have I changed 
so, within the past few hours, that I re­
semble anybody else? Somebody, for 
instance, that everybody feels impelled 
to bow to? Is there anything majestic 
in my appearance------”

“ I thought,” she broke in, without 
heeding me; “ I thought you said Count 
Sebaste always cut you.”

“ He always does. Maybe it’s a cus­
tom for everybody to bow to everybody 
else on this street.”

“ We have passed several hundred 
people who have not bowed to you,” she 
retorted, “ and----- ”

A tall, angular man, of German physi­
ognomy, strolling along the sidewalk 
caught my eye as I was about to answer. 
He clicked his heels together, drew him­
self up in stiff Teutonic fashion and lifted 
his felt hat several inches above his head, 
disclosing a thatch of stiff yellow hair.

It was too much. I glared helplessly 
at Miss Todd. She returned the look 
with one of terrible severity. Then, by 
one impulse, we leaned back on the 
moth-eaten cushions and laughed. 
Laughed long and inanely.

The German stared with wooden sur­
prise after us as we passed on.

“ I don’t know why I’m laughing,” 
she murmured at last, “ for it isn’t funny. 
It’s like some perfectly idiotic dream.”

The laugh cleared the air of the clouds 
that had so obscured the sun of our af­
ternoon together.

Quecrly enough, I felt that we were 
closer together, she and I, than before ; 
and that we could never again be merely 
casual acquaintances. We were drawn 
closer by a mutual l^ugh.

True, we did not know why we had 
laughed. But it was none the less a bond 
of common interest.

As we looked at each other, I knew 
that she, too, felt the new relationship 
and that she perhaps resented it just a 
little.

Yet it was she who spoke first:
“ Forgive me for doubting your word,” 

she said, “ I------”
“ I don’t blame you,” I answered, em­

barrassed; “ I ’m inclined to doubt it my­
self.”

“ I don’t understand any of the mat­
ter yet,” she resumed, “ but I honestly 
believe you don’t either. And----- ”

“ Sha’n’t we let it go at that and be 
friends again?” I begged.

I held out my hand, unconsciously, as 
I might have done to a man with ■whom 
I had quarrelled and had later made 
peace. You see, I knew' nothing of 
women, nor how they expected one to 
behave.

Realizing that perhaps I had made a 
mistake I was about to draw' back my 
proffered hand, when to my relief she 
put hers into it, with a grasp, light, but 
as cordial and as honest as a boy’s. A 
sort of thrill seemed to rest in the tips 
of those gloved fingers of hers, and it 
ran through my whole being in an utterly 
inexplicable way.

So taken up was I in analyzing this 
wholly novel sensation that I quite for­
got to release the slender hand, gripped 
so tight in mine, until a gentle tug from 
its owner apprised me of my absent- 
mindedness.

Red and abashed, I opened my fingers 
reluctantly. I think she noted and 
maybe pitied my embarrassment, for her 
own cheeks w'ere flushed as I looked 
quickly at her to see if she were offended.

And her eyes did not once meet mine 
in that frank gaze I had learned to ex­
pect.

Certainly those eyes of hers w'ere not 
in the very least like Amos Todd’s. And 
there is. a great deal of character in eyes, 
after all.

The next moment she wras talking 
gaily on all sorts of indifferent matters; 
and in another minute or two we were at 
the Masaniello.

I helped her to alight, and a jacchina 
came out to gather up her purchases. I 
stopped to pay the cabman ; and, w'hen 
I reached the corridor she had already 
gone to her rooms.
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I looked about in vain for Billy 
Gregg; and, finding he had not yet re­
turned from the races, was about to go 
up-stairs to dress for dinner when, at 
the entrance to the writing-room, I ran 
across Count Sebaste.

I stood still, waiting for him to pass 
around me. I had no intention of turn­
ing out for a man who had systemat­
ically snubbed me and sneered at my 
nationality.

To my astonishment (for in the un­
expected moment of confronting him the 
recent scene on the Riviera had slipped 
my mind), he again uncovered, and, 
grasping my hand effusively, inquired 
how I had enjoyed the drive, and com­
mented on the beauty of the day.

I answered him with- an attempt at 
cordiality and, as soon as possible, turned 
on my heel and left him standing there.

But he followed me and was at my 
side before I had reached the lift.

“ I do not wonder at your caution, 
sir,” he began, “ for I myself noted that 
there were several of the guests, writing, 
within easy earshot. But you surely did 
not suppose I intended to speak of pri­
vate matters in such a place? I merely 
wished to greet you and to let you know 
how grieved I am to have treated you 
heretofore with rudeness. Believe me 
it was unintentional. I was so stupid 
as to mistake you for a traveling Ameri­
can. Your disguise and acting are 
unsurpassed, if you will permit the 
praise.”

Now, there I stood, looking, I doubt, 
a trifle wiser than a stuck pig, dully lis­
tening while this hitherto haughty no­
bleman was fairly outdoing himself to 
be civil and agreeable to me.

That he mistook me for some one else 
was most certain. But, if so, why had 
he waited a whole week before making 
that mistake? He had had plenty of 
chances to observe me. Also for whom 
did he acw mistake me, and why?

It was on the tip of my tongue to put 
some of these queries into words and to 
apprise him of his error, when an idea 
—a real, inspired idea—swept over me.

I was in Italy in search of romance. 
Surely a mistake of this sort (coupled 
as it was by the salutes I had received 
on the Riviera) spelled something very 
like romance. Is not romance based on 
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mystery? And was there not surely the 
strangest sort ’of mystery here?

I was on the track of the very thing 
I had traveled three thousand miles to 
find. And, but for an inspired after­
thought, 1 had been on the point of 
wrecking all my chances.

So I bit back the words that had been 
trembling on my lips and said instead 
(speaking in Italian, as he had done, 
and in a manner I sought to make lofty) :

“ I thank you, count. And I quite 
understand the motives that prompted 
you.”

Which was the most egregious lie I 
had ever told.

But it seemed to satisfy him, for he 
bowed again and, stepping closer, and 
dropping his voice to a mere whisper, 
continued:

“ We expected you a fortnight ago, 
sir. May I venture to ask what de­
tained---—”

“ My reasons were imperative,” I an­
swered coldly.

“ A thousand pardons! ” he muttered, 
with humble deprecation, and added:

“ How are matters in Vienna? What 
commands do you bring?”

How was I to know? This was a 
poser.

CHAPTER IV.
A POSTPONED DISASTER.

Count Sebaste’s queries left me for 
the moment groping wildly for a reply.

How was I to know how matters 
stood in Vienna, or what commands I 
was supposed to issue?

For an instant my nerve wavered. 
How could I take a. single step along 
this alluring pathway that seemed to lead 
to romance without blundering so awk­
wardly as to get myself cast forth again 
into the drearier, if broader highways, 
of every-day commonplaces?

Best, perhaps, make a clean breast of
the matter.

But my resolution came to my aid. 
Was I—the avowed hunter of romance— 
going to turn my back on that fickle 
deity when for the first time in all my 
humdrum life I was apparently about 
to enter her domain?

A hundred times, No!
And with the resolution came resource.
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The count, fancying probably that I 
had not caught the drift of his ques­
tions, opened his lips to repeat them. 
But I forestalled him by turning, with 
as fine an assumption of superiority as 
I could summon up, and remarking with 
a really delightful aloofness:

“ Is this the time or place to speak of 
such things?”

Again he bowed, confusedly; red with 
wrath at my rebuke, yet schooling his 
tongue to mutter an apology of some 
sort.

Just then, like an angel of rescue de­
scending from the skies, the lift ap­
peared. With a curt nod to the still- 
apologetic Sebaste, 1 stepped inside and 
the metal gate clanged between me and 
him.

I sighed with real relief. If I was 
going to pit my wits against this smooth 
Italian’s I wanted a little time wherein 
to lay out some plan of campaign be­
fore plunging headlong into the mystery.

Accordingly, as I dressed for dinner 
I tried to gain some line on the matter.

That Count Sebaste mistook me for 
some one else I knew. Why he did so, 
I could not possibly imagine. I looked 
exactly as I had looked all the week. 
Yet, up to this afternoon, he had never 
deigned to notice my existence.

Then, too, three total strangers had 
that afternoon bowed to me. One of 
them was a duke. If blind, incompre­
hensible mystery were the basis of ro­
mance, then surely I was at last on ro­
mance’s track.

But what was to be the next step? 
How was I to keep up the illusion— 
whatever that illusion might be? How 
was I to avoid inadvertently betraying 
the fact, at my first word, that I had no 
place in that same baffling mystery?

And, for that matter, what 4ms the 
mystery? Why should a conservative if 
notoriously impecunious duke bow re­
spectfully to an American factory- 
owner whom he never before had seen? 
Why had the woman in the automobile 
and the wooden-faced German bowed?

Why, especially, had Count Sebaste, 
who had seen me at meals every day for 
a week, suddenly thawed into a deferen­
tial, obsequious seeker of my acquaint­
ance ?

The more I conjectured, the more

hopelessly confused I became. But with 
growing confusion also grew a keen joy 
in the situation.

This was what my workaday soul had 
longed for. Romance!

And 1 had not tried to palm myself 
off as any one else than myself. If this 
supercilious Neapolitan chose to mistake 
me for another, it was his lookout, not 
mine. Moreover, when explanations 
should at length become necessary it 
would be highly gratifying to let him 
see that for all his superior airs he had 
played the fool for a mere “ American 
tourist,” as he had sneeringly called me.

It made my Yankee blood boil to re­
call that sneer. And at once my resolu­
tion to humiliate this miserable Italian 
sprig of nobility became adamant.

But how?
He had asked how affairs were going 

in Vienna. Clearly, then, I was sup­
posed to have recently arrived from 
Vienna.

Also he had asked concerning “ com­
mands.”

There were two points of information 
that might prove of benefit to me, par­
ticularly the latter. For, as I was evi­
dently in some way or other Sebaste’s 
superior in this mysterious business, I 
could perhaps, if necessary, suddenly be­
come haughty and refuse to reply to any 
embarrassing query.

One point, however, in my recent 
brief conversation with him troubled me 
not a little.

He had said I had been expected in 
Naples sooner. From that it was evi­
dent that the man whom I was invol­
untarily impersonating was overdue. He 
might arrive at any moment. Having 
arrived, he might not take kindly to my 
attitude.

However, I must risk that. And I 
must waste no time in entering on the 
game unless I wished to be forestalled 
by him.

Sebaste and I had spoken in Italian. 
I did not know whether or not the man 
from Vienna was supposed to be an 
Italian. If he were, I had no fear of 
discovery. For though I am heart, soul, 
and body an American, yet my mother 
was Italian and had taught me her own 
language before I was five years old.

We had spoken Italian or French most



THE SCARLET SCARAB. 248

of the time at home when I was a child. 
In consequence I spoke both with no 
foreign accent, and as easily as 1 did 
English.

Despite my doubts as to my ability 
to keep up the part, I began to yearn for 
my next encounter with Sehaste.

I had just finished dressing when 
Billy Gregg stormed into my room.

“ How did the races go?” I queried. 
“ Did you clean out the Naples book­
ies?”

“ Clean out nothin’ ! ” he growled, 
drawing out a cigar and unceremoniously 
rummaging my dressing-table for a 
match. “ These dago horses are the 
measliest gallery of skates I ever bucked 
up against. I piped a jock that could 
speak a mouthful or two of something 
he miscalled ‘ English.’ I slips him a 
fiver an’ tells him to put me wise to a 
good thing. An’ he pockets the dough 
an’ tells me money’s the goodest thing 
he’s wise to. An’ I find out the races is 
sassiety events an’ run on the square, an’ 
no way a poor feller can find out what’s 
doin’. I drops a bunch of these lira
shin-plasters on the -wrong skate an’-----
Holy Saint Tammany, what’s that red 
headlight you got? ”

His wanderings In search of a match 
had brought him to the dresser-drawer 
into which I had dropped the scarlet 
scarab when I changed to evening 
clothes.

He fished the scarf-pin out of its rest­
ing-place and held it up to the light.

“ Well, of all the funny-lookin’ lamps 
I ever struck! ” he commented, turning 
it round and round. “ Where’d you pick 
it up?”

I told him.
“ II’m ! ” he went on. “ Not so ugly, 

is it? Dinky an’ furren lookin’, but 
swell for all that. Did they have an­
other? ”

“ No, W hy?”
“ I ’d kinder like to get one. I t’d look 

tasty with my red satin tie an’ that sty­
lish, red-spotted vest of mine.”

And he sighed with pure joy at the 
beauteous vision he had conjured up.

“ Take it if you like,” I suggested 
carelessly.

I had already lost my first enthusiasm 
over the garish bauble. But he drew 
back.

“ Not me! ” he decided (thereby, as it 
happened, unconsciously changing the 
whole current of my future life). 
“ Thanks just the same. But it’d bring 
me bad luck. Never take a pointed or 
sharp thing for a present. Breaks friend­
ship. And I ain’t cravin’ to lose you 
just yet a while. Say, what's this red 
stone on the head of the p in?”

“ Jade, I suppose, or sardonyx,

“ No, no! I don’t mean what’s it 
made of, but the thing carved on i t? ”

“ Oh! A scarab.”
“ A which?”
“ A scarab. The ancient Egyptian 

emblem of----- ”
“ ‘ Scarab’s ’ a new one on me all 

right. Looks more to me like a beetle.”
I explained to him the symbolism of 

the carven beetle placed in the hands of 
dead Egyptian kings; and how, thou­
sands of years afterward, the sacred 
relics from rifled tombs became fashion’s 
toys. Incidentally, I mentioned that a 
firm in Birmingham, England, is said 
to turn out more “ genuine antique ” 
scarabs in a year than were ever dug up 
in all Egypt.

Billy was not especially interested in 
the historic sketch; but the vivid color 
and strange design of the pin had evi­
dently captured his fancy. Again I 
offered it to him and once more he 
declined.

“ Why not wear it with them open- 
faced clothes of yours ? ” he suggested, 
eying my evening waistcoat. “ You’d 
look less like a waiter an’ more like a 
real hot sport. Well, so long! I ’spose 
I’ve got to clamber into my own merry 
regalia. What fool ever invented this 
crazy idea of harnessin’ a man into a 
tombstone-front just because it happened 
to be evenin’ ? South of Fourteenth 
Street, folks’d think we was goin’ to th’ 
Cigarmakers’ Ball.”

I was not paying much heed to his 
complaint. This protest against dressing 
for dinner had been a nightly affair with 
Billy.

My mind had gone back to the Se- 
baste matter, and I was wondering how 
best to conduct my inevitable interview 
with him.

“ Say, Billy,” I called across to him in 
the adjoining room, where he was strug­
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gling into his tight evening clothes, “ I 
want your advice.”

I was about to confide the whole mat­
ter to him. But, on second thought, I 
feared he might not be content to re­
main a mere spectator when so interest­
ing a game was afoot. And two un­
guarded sentences of Gregg’s East Side~ 
diction would bring all my plans to 
wreck.

I resolved, for the present, to keep 
my own counsel. So I went on:

“ You said you were in the prize­
ring once. What would you do if you 
were matched against a cleverer man 
than yourself and wanted to make him 
think you were cleverer than he?”

“ Is there a funny comeback to it? 
No? Well, I ’d lay low an’ look wise, an’ 
let him do all the leadin', and I’d watch
my chance an’----- ”

“ Thanks, old man! ” I broke in.
“ Your advice is good. And I mean to 
follow it.”

CHAPTER V.
I TAKE A L-EAP IN THE DARK.

I h a d  seldom enjoyed a meal as I en­
joyed that night’s dinner at the Masa- 
niello. Not that the food had any 
marked traits in common with the am­
brosia of the ancients, but because of 
my surroundings.

Sebaste always sat a t’ Doris Todd’s 
left. The Englishman who had occu­
pied the place at her right had gone on 
to Rome by the afternoon train, leaving 
the chair temporarily vacant. To Billy 
Gregg’s infinite amazement, and a little 
to my own, I found myself preempting 
the place of honor at the right hand of 
the prettiest girl in the room.

She did not appear to resent my bold­
ness. Remembering, I suppose, my con­
fession of bashful inexperience concern­
ing women, she was even kind enough to 
welcome me to my new place and to be 
extremely pleasant to me throughout the 
meal.

Sebaste did not seem especially happy 
over the new arrangement; but ft did 
my heart good to note the new cordiality 
and even respect in his voice the few 
times he had occasion to address me.

Some of his superfluous civility actually 
seemed to overflow far enough to include

Billy. I could see he was puzzled as 
to Gregg’s status in the matter and that 
he no longer dared to treat my fellow 
traveler with quite his former con­
temptuous superiority.

Billy was equally puzzled over the 
count’s diffident overtures and met them 
with the air of sullen caution that a 
farmer who had already bought experi­
ence at a high price might bestow on a 
green-goods man.

Amos Todd, at the opposite end, 
beamed unctuous approval at the clever 
sallies and anecdotes of the little dark- 
brown French Comtesse de Tournon, and 
now and then condescended to roll a 
ponderous witticism down the table in 
the direction of us younger folk.

Altogether, it was an amusing meal. 
Only once did I sight breakers ahead. 
That was when Sebaste broke into the 
jolly tete-a-tete Miss Todd and I were 
having to ask if she had enjoyed her af­
ternoon among the curio shops, and what 
she had bought.

She plunged into a'long technical de­
scription of the antiques she had been 
lured into purchasing and went on to 
tell of our homeward drive along the 
Chiaja.

“ It was the oddest adventure! ” she 
said. “ We met the Duke of Ferata 
and------”

“ What a jam there is on the Riviera 
in the late afternoon! ” I rudely inter­
rupted, fearful lest she betray by some 
chance word my ignorance of the rea­
son for my sudden rise in popularity. 
“ I wonder there are not more accidents. 
What with all those carriages and autos 
and-----

“ It ain’t deuce-high to Fif’ Av’noo on 
a bright Sunday! ” boasted Gregg, un­
consciously following my lead and help­
ing to steer the ship of romance off the 
threatening rocks. “ I ’ll bet a week’s 
board there’s more good dollars repre­
sented in one blockful of Fif’ Av’noo 
paraders than in a whole mile of these 
Eyetalian dukes and dukesses. Why, 
when I was to the ball Croker give in 
honor of----- ”

“ Oh, Mr. Gregg,” broke in the Com­
tesse de Tournon, adopting Sebaste’s 
new-found air of civility toward Billy, 
“ was that the Croker who owns New 
York?”



THE SCARLET SCARAB. 245

“ Oivncd, ma’am. Not owns,” cor­
rected Billy. “ A whole lot of things 
has been pulled off since the Hall handed 
Croker a lemon and made him wise that 
he was dead.”

“ ‘ A lemon ’—‘ wise that he was 
dead’? ” echoed Mine, de Tournon, her 
slight French accent tinged with bewil­
derment. “ I don’t think I quite com­
prehend. Is it idiomatic English you 
speak, or------”

“ No, ma’am,” responded Billy, “ I 
speak New York.”

The calm pride with which he said 
it, coupled with the countess’ look of 
hopeless amaze, and his ignorance of 
having said anything out of the ordinary, 
was too much for Doris Todd and my­
self. For the second time that day we 
laughed heartily in unison; and again I 
felt reluctantly drawn into closer fel­
lowship with her because of the laugh.

Billy, deeply offended at our mirth, 
relapsed into sulky silence, from which 
all the countess’ efforts at acquiring 
knowledge of American colloquialisms 
failed to arouse him. Sebaste, evidently 
more and more puzzled, also grew met i- 
tatively silent; and except for Amos 
Todd’s platitudes, Doris and I had all 
the talk to ourselves.

Really, it was hourly growing harder 
for me to realize that she was Todd’s 
daughter. I knew I was in' no danger 
of allowing myself to grow unduly in­
terested in any scion of such stock; and 
in the meantime I was beginning to find 
a strange pleasure in listening to her 
voice and in looking into those big, hon­
est-seeming eyes of hers.

Dinner over, I strolled, as was my 
wont, into the smoking-room for a post­
prandial wrestle with one of those vile 
Neapolitan cigars. Billy, who usually 
accompanied me, was still in the sulks 
and had wandered away somewhere.

I purposely chose a seat in a remote 
corner, far away from the room’s few 
occupants, and, bracing my wits, 
awaited events.

As I had foreseen, in less than five 
minutes Sebaste appeared in the door­
way. His gaze swept the room in an 
impersonal fashion and he seemed about 
to withdraw. Then, catching sight of 
me, he nodded pleasantly as to a casual 
acquaintance, seated himself near the

center of the apartment and glanced 
over a paper.

Presently, politely stifling a yawn, he 
tossed the paper aside, as if bored, and 
glanced about in search of something to 
catch his errant fancy. Again his eye 
lit on me and he slouched across the 
room, drawing out a cigar as he came.

“ May I trouble you for a light?” he 
asked in a voice perfectly audible to the 
other smokers. “ Thanks. I must have 
lost my match-safe.”

He threw himself down carelessly on 
a black leather fauteuil beside me.

“ W ell?” he said in a lower voice.
“ W ell?” I repeated with (I hope) 

equal coolness.
The battle was on.
I recalled Billy Gregg’s inspired ad­

vice, to “ lay low, look wise, let him do 
all the leading, and watch my chance ” ; 
and again I resolved to profit by it.

But it was not easy. Sebaste seemed 
in no hurry to begin. In fact, he waited 
so long that my nerves began to get the 
better of me and I was half tempted to 
shout: “ I'm not the man from Vienna! 
You’re making a fool of yourself! ”

Instead, I puffed thoughtfully at my 
miserable cigar and tried to look Ma­
chiavellian.

“ We have waited long for you,” he 
said at last.

“ I .could not come sooner,” I replied.
“ But—all during the week that you’ve 

been here----- ”
“ As I told you this afternoon, there 

were reasons.”
All right thus far, but leading to noth­

ing but a second dreary pause.
“ May I ask,” he said finally, with a 

faint suggestion of sarcasm, “ if I may 
be honored by receiving your instruc­
tions?”

“ All in good time. I must crave your 
indulgence and patience. I am not at 
liberty to do everything at once; and I 
must follow the plan laid out. You un­
derstand, I hope----- ”

“ Perfectly! ”
I was glad he did. I  didn’t. But my 

more confidential manner had apparently 
softened his resentment at my first per­
emptory words, and he regarded me with 
a friendlier look.

“ All is well in Vienna, I hope?” he 
ventured.
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“ H ’m ! ” I said discontentedly, “ I 
wish I could answer you 1 Yes.’ ”

He started up in excitement.
“ You surely don’t mean----- ”
“ I do,” I answered solemnly; “ I 

mean just that.”
He sank back, scowling and nervous. 
“ However,” I went on cheerfully, 

“ matters are not as bad as they might 
be. Everything will be adjusted in the 
course of a little time.”

“ You really think so? ” he asked.
“ I am sure of i t ! ” I cried in a glow 

of rosy confidence that seemed to reas­
sure him more than did my mere words.

“ And in the meantime----- ” I re­
sumed, and checked myself.

“ In the meantime,” he repeated, “ I 
trust it will in no way interfere with our 
plan here? ”

“ Not in the very least,” I assured him. 
“ At least—not as matters now stand.” 

What I meant by that last clause I 
myself had not the slightest notion. It 
sounded well, that was all. But it had 
a delightful effect on Sebaste.

“ A h! ” he exclaimed as one who sees 
a great light. “ May I hazard the guess 
that it was in order to make arrange­
ments for the safety of our plan—in 
view of the disappointment at Vienna— 
that you remained here a whole week 
incognito ? ”

I positively beamed on him.
“ My dear Signor Sebaste!” I ob­

served, “ you should have adopted the 
career of a diplomat! ”

“ I have chosen a more lucrative pro­
fession,” he retorted dryly, pleased 
nevertheless- by the compliment and by 
his own acumen.

All this was more or less entertaining; 
but we were talking to no purpose. I, 
at least, was learning nothing; and he 
was merely jumping at wild conclusions. 
We were getting nowhere. I decided to 
start on another tack.

“ And now, count,” I said, in a busi­
nesslike fashion, repeating a little 
speech I had rehearsed while awaiting 
his arrival, “ and now, let us get down to 
business. May I hear your report?” 

“ My report!” he echoed blankly, 
staring at me in genuine vacancy. “ I 
do not understand, sir.”

My one best shot!—and it had flown 
wide. I made haste to recover myself.

“ Surely,” I protested with a show of 
pardonable annoyance, “ you must have 
something  to report?”

“ How should I, sir? You received 
our full report before leaving Vienna, 
and replied in full to it. Since then, we 
have merely been awaiting your arrival.”

“ Of course!” I agreed impatiently, 
“ I understand that. But I had thought 
—I had ventured to hope—that some 
progress might have been made in the 
interval.”

“ Surely, sir,” he replied wonderingly, 
“ you did not think -we would take any 
steps without your sanction and com­
mands? ”

“ No, no,” I explained, “ you misun­
derstand me. I only hoped that some­
thing might perhaps have occurred 'with­
out your taking such steps—something to 
further our----- ”

“ No,” he answered gloomily, “ noth­
ing. Everything awaited your arrival; 
your word. And now that you are at 
last here----- "

I was beginning to perspire gently un­
der the collar. My mind was slowly 
becoming a jumble of meaningless 
phrases and sounds.

Verily the pathway to romance was 
not lined with roses. I felt as if I were 
trying to run across a strange room in 
the dark. But, having begun, my Yan­
kee grit held me from turning back.

“ And now that you are here,” con­
tinued Sebaste, “ what am I—what are 
we—to do ? ”

“ For the moment—nothing!” I said. 
Then, noting his look of amazed disap­
pointment, I hastened to add:

“ Don’t worry. When the hour for 
action comes—and it is at hand—there 
will be enough work for all.”

It sounded like a labor agitator’s 
slogan. But such as it was, it visibly 
impressed him.

“ You really think so? ” he cried.
“ There can be no doubt of it.”
“ And in—in Case No. 1 of our re­

port—is it an impertinence to ask who 
has been chosen?”

Now there is the advantage of Italian 
over English. In the latter language, 
the word “ who ” is sexless. In Italian 
it of course takes a gender form. And 
the form Sebaste had used was mascu­
line.
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Clearly then, it was a man, not a 
woman, to whom the mysterious “ who ” 
referred. Thus were my chances of 
making a mistake reduced by one-half.

But that gave me scant comfort. Who 
had been chosen? And for what?

There were evidently several people, 
at least, concerned in the affair to which 
Sebaste referred. They were presuma­
bly Neapolitans. And, except for the 
people at the hotel I knew no one in 
Naples.

Yet I saw that an answer of some sort 
must be made, and quickly. I spoke the 
first Neapolitan name that came into my 
muddled brain.

“ Oh, in Case No. 1?” I said re­
flectively, “ tl Duca di Ferata.”

Why I said it, I do not know; except 
that the duke had bowed to me that af­
ternoon and that he was one of the very 
few Neapolitans I chanced to know by 
name.

Then came a bit of sick reaction.
To what had the Duke of Ferata been 

“ chosen ” ? To robbery, or even, per­
haps, assassination? I was getting far 
beyond my depth.

To amuse oneself by a romance 
hunt was one thing. To play the clown 
and in that capacity to condemn some 
total and inoffensive stranger to misfor­
tune was quite another.

The thing had gone far enough. I 
must explain; or at the very least dis­
cover what evil I had conjured up for 
Ferata.

But Sebaste’s next words relieved me 
of any fear lest I had done the duke an 
injury.

“ Ferata? ” he said, and his face again 
showed a slight chagrin. “ I had hoped 
that perhaps—in view of all I have done 
— I  was to be the fortunate man.”

“ Your turn will come,” I told him 
consolingly. “ Have no fear. You will 
be rewarded and------”

“ Believe me,” he interposed courte­
ously, “ I had no intention of complain­
ing. I rely absolutely on your generosity 
and justice. It was only that I have 
grown to feel a sort of vagrant fond­
ness for----- ”

“ I quite understand and sympathize,” 
I declared, glad to be for the moment 
on safer ground.

“ But Ferata? ” he went on. “ I wish

I had known earlier. I could have facili­
tated matters. Why, I doubt if he is 
even acquainted------”

“ That can doubtless be arranged 
without trouble,” I interrupted in haste.

I did not know but that his next sen­
tence might involve me in another 
slough. I was eager to let well enough 
alone, and to give over for the present 
the vain hope of learning what my ran­
dom decree had confered on the duke.

“ It can readily be arranged, as you 
say,” agreed Sebaste. “ Be assured I 
shall waste no time. By the way, as to 
funds—I am of course instructed----- ”

“ Thank you,” I said, again cutting 
him short, “ I am amply provided for, 
just at present. I shall have no need 
to draw more.”

I could see that this decision impressed 
him favorably. I rather liked it myself.

I had no notion of taking money from 
this unknown source. Romance and 
grand larceny have little in common. 
But I felt it could do no harm to be 
generous, so long as I myself held my 
skirts clear.

“ I know that your own expenses are 
heavy,” I said grandly, “ and I beg that 
you will!* regard any personal expendi­
tures, for the present, as perfectly legiti­
mate. Do not be niggardly with your­
self, my dear count.”

His face lighted up and he murmured 
confusedly grateful words.

For the moment I felt positively phil­
anthropic. I was casting sunshine into 
this probably underpaid nobleman’s dark 
path. And his evident thankfulness 
showed that the largess was not unap­
preciated.

“ Now, sir,” he resumed, “ as to my 
expense accounts. Perhaps you would 
care to look——•”

“ My dear Sebaste! ” I demurred in­
dignantly. “ Among gentlemen ! Pray 
dismiss the idea that I shall ever call 
you to account for a single expenditure 
—personal or otherwise.”

He was fairly bursting with gratitude 
and smiled lovingly on me. I could see 
he regarded me as his friend for life. 
Never before had the world known as 
trusting an auditor of accounts as I had 
just proven myself to be; never before 
so liberal a dispenser of an unknown 
fund.
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In the glow of having robbed him of 
all suspicion and made him my grateful 
slave, I overlooked for the moment the 
doubtful ethics of my thus giving him 
permission to spend other people’s 
money. When, later, the ethical side of 
the idea recurred to me I resolved, if 
worst came to worst, to make good any 
money losses Sebaste’s mysterious superi­
ors might sustain through my idiocy. If 
romance came high, I was ready to pay.

Sebaste, thawed far out of his usual 
haughtiness by my princely generosity, 
began to laugh softly and with intense 
enjoyment.

I glared suspiciously at him. He 
waved his hand airily.

“ It is only that I recall what a glori­
ous jest we played on the old fool! ” he 
gasped. “ With his own money, too.”

He apparently referred to Ferata. 
Yet the duke could not be more than 
forty at most. Nor did his dissipated 
fat face betoken foolishness. And, as 
for money, it was a notorious fact that 
Ferata was a chronic bankrupt.

Perhaps my look showed my lack of 
appreciation. For Sebaste ceased his 
laughter, and leaning toward jpe, began 
apologetically:

“ I fear it is in bad taste to laugh at 
an unfortunate. But---------”

“ Ah ! There you are, count! ” broke 
in a ponderous, oily voice in English. 
“ I’ve been looking everywhere for you. 
Have you forgotten I was to have my re­
venge at billiards this evening?”

Sebaste, at the first words, was once 
more the alert, haughty diplomat. He 
rose to his feet and advanced to meet 
Amos Todd, who trotted forward from 
the doorway in the wake of his own 
smooth voice.

“ I ask your pardon, Signor Todd,” 
pleaded the count in his best English. 
“ It was most careless of me. I will 
come with you at once if Signor D’Au- 
ban will excuse me.”

“ Certainly,” I assented, noticing with 
curiosity that he referred to me in a 
coldly formal fashion as though to a 
comparative stranger.

“ Maybe you’ll join us, D’Auban?” 
suggested Todd, linking his arm in Se­
baste’s, overjoyed at the chance of show­
ing his familiarity with a nobleman. 
“ Come along if you like.”

“ Thanks,” I said. “ I’ve letters to 
write. Good-by.”

The doorway was narrow. Todd 
passed out ahead. For a fractional mo­
ment Sebaste and I were side by side.

“ Does he,” whispered the count, nod­
ding toward Amos’ broad back-, “ does 
lie know that you are------”

“ No,” I returned in the same tone, 
“ and I do not wish him to know. Not 
a word to him about me, please! ” '

“ Not a word,” he agreed, “ but, to 
think that he, of all of us, should not be 
told! ”

So Todd, as well as Sebaste, was in 
the secret! And, oh, what was the se­
cret?

CHAPTER VI.
ASTRAY IN THE UNDERWORLD.

I p a s s e d  a restless night, tossing about 
in the warm, breathless dark, my mind 
still buzzing with memory of that lu­
dicrous conversation between Sebaste 
and myself.

My random replies, jumping as I in­
tended they should with his own. ideas, 
had averted suspicion. That was cer­
tain. Equally certain, my afterthought 
of suggesting to him that he spend 
money freely on himself had made him 
my grateful debtor.

But apart from those two insignifi­
cant advances, I was still as much as 
ever in ignorance as to whether or not 
I had made any progress on that longed- 
for road to romance.

Probably not. I had learned nothing 
more except that some important cam­
paign hung upon the decree of “ The 
Man from Vienna.”

Yes, I had, though. I had learned 
(to my own satisfaction, at least) that 
whatever the scheme might be, Amos 
Todd was undoubtedly concerned in it. 
And now, looking back over the past 
week, I marveled I had not sooner be­
thought me of the incongruity of Todd 
and Sebaste being so much together.

True, Amos’ slavish adoration of any­
thing with a title readily explained his 
share of the intimacy. But Sebaste 
openly sneered at and avoided American 
tourists; and I wondered that I had 
seen nothing strange in his toleration 
and even encouragement of Todd.
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One thing was evident: If Amos Todd 
were mixed up in it—if this were the 
“ important business ” whereof his 
daughter had spoken so vaguely—the 
scheme could have nothing honorable or 
worthy about it. And I felt less like an 
impostor for my impertinent efforts to 
unravel its mysteries.

With the thought returned, in a wave, 
all my old distrust of Doris. I had al­
lowed myself to become too friendly 
with her. I must sheer off.

With this intention strong in my mind 
I arose early and began to dress. The 
heights around Naples were crystal clear 
in the dawning day. But above the bay 
hung a white mist out of which to east­
ward rose the somber black cone of Ve­
suvius beneath its ever-present fan of 
dingy smoke.

A rap came at my door and a bell­
boy handed me a note. It was addressed 
in a delicate, vertical hand and was 
written on thin paper.

It gave me an odd sensation to open 
it. For I saw from the writing and 
stationery that it was from a woman; 
and I v'as not accustomed to receiving 
such. The letter ran as follows:

D e a r  M r . D ’A u b a n :
Forgive my waking you so early, but 

it occurred to father and myself that 
perhaps you might care to join our 
little party to Solfatara and the Styx 
to-day. We planned it yesterday 
morning—just Count Sebaste, Mme. 
de Tournon, father and I. We are go­
ing to breakfast at seven, and the dili­
gence is ordered for eight, so that we 
can have a good long day. Please 
come, if you care to. Will you send 
word by the bearer?

Cordially,
D o r i s  T o d d .

P. S.—Of course this includes Mr. 
Gregg. I’m sure he will enjoy giving 
Mme. de Tournon another lesson in 
up-to-date American idioms.
As I said, I had calmly and thor­

oughly made up my mind to avoid Doris 
Todd in future. But what on earth is 
the use in having a mind if one may not 
change it occasionally?

I sat down and scrawled a line of ac­
ceptance, then hurriedly continued dress­
ing.

“ Oh, Billy! ” I called, suddenly re­
membering Gregg’s existence and pound­
ing on the door of the adjoining room,

“ Billy Gregg! ‘Awaken, Harold, it is 
peep of day! ’ ”

“ Aw, cut it out, can’t you?” came 
in querulous drowsiness through the 
panel. “ I was just dreamin’ I’d picked 
three winners at----- *”

“ Hurry out of your dream then be* 
fore some pickpocket steals all your win­
nings. We’re going on a picnic. You’ve 
only just time to dress.”

11 Picnic ? ” he repeated, in slumberous 
stupidity. 11 To Coney, or------”

“ No. To Solfatara. Get up! ”
I heard the creaking of bed-springs 

and, Billy, pajama-clad and tousled of 
head, opened the door, standing there 
to regard me blinkingly, like a cross and 
sleepy barn-owl.

“ What’s it all about?” he grumbled. 
“ What’s Solf-Solf—w’atever it is— 
and----- ”

“ It’s the old volcanic ground beyond 
Posillipo. Vergil’s grotto’s there and 
lots of things—the opening of the under­
ground river Styx that’s supposed to lead 
to----- ”

“ The deuce! ” he growled, uncompre­
hending half I said.

“ Exactly the very spot. Come along 
and see it.”

I told him of Miss Todd’s invitation, 
omitting the reference to last night’s 
dinner and misunderstandings, and 
racked my memory for meager informa­
tion about the mystic sulphur-lands.

At the end he was wide enough awake 
to gather the fact that we were going 
on some sort of jollification and to some 
unknown spot. Grasping the idea, he 
shuffled back into" his room to prepare 
for the occasion.

I was smoking a cigarette on the bal­
cony above the main stairway when he 
joined me. He was clad in the most 
exuberant of checked suits, and proudly 
wore the beloved carmine tie and maroon 
waistcoat.

“ Billy,” I said admiringly, “ you’re a 
fearful spectacle! You’ll carry Solfa­
tara by storm in all those clothes.”

“ They are a wee bit to the swell,” he 
admitted modestly, preening his gaudy 
plumage before a hall mirror. Then, 
favoring me with the critical gaze of a 
Beau Brummel, he added:

You look less like an undertaker on 
a holiday than usual yourself. It’s that
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tasty red scarab of yours that makes you 
seem more like the real goods.”

He started down the stairs and I fol­
lowed him. But what he had said of the 
scarab annoyed me.

When I had stuck in the pin that 
morning I had thought it a pretty touch 
of color in otherwise sober apparel. But 
if it really made me look like a man of 
Billy’s taste in dress------

I furtively withdrew the pin from my 
stock; and, as there was no time to re­
turn to my room .with it, I dropped it 
into an inner pocket of my coat.

We found the others just entering the 
breakfast-room. An hour later we were 
all six packed in a diligence and on our 
way through the half-empty morning 
streets to Posillipo.

The drive up the winding hill and 
down the farther side, past world-old 
shrines and ruins, amid vineyard and 
olive orchard; the glories of bay and 
mountain height, the splendor of the 
early day—all held me in silent adora­
tion, and I could talk but little.

Doris, I noted, was equally quiet and 
her big gray eyes rested on the beauties 
of world and sky with a half-reverent 
delight.

After all, perhaps I had been hasty in, 
deciding to avoid her. Surely there was 
no 'hint of her father’s hypocritical 
smugness in those wonder-filled, honest 
eyes.

We two, alone of all the sextet, were 
quiet. Sebaste and Mme. de Tournon, 
to whom all this panorama of loveliness 
was an old story, chatted gaily. Billy 
joined in with reminiscences of the East 
Side and a comparison between the mar­
vels of Luna Tark and his present more 
commonplace surroundings.

Amos Todd, too, seized the occasion 
of a brief pause to point out that the 
Italian indolence of character alone 
made the country so ill-cultivated and 
held back Italy from keeping pace with 
such nations as the United States.

Mme. de Tournon had evidently awak­
ened to the belief that Billy Gregg had 
been joking at her expense during the 
previous night’s dinner, and she soon be­
gan paying him back in his own coin. 
He was speaking of Vesuvius and com­
menting on the perpetual pall of black 
smoke above it.

“ Shall I tell you a great secret? ” she 
said with an air of mystery. “ Vesuvius 
is nothing but a stupendous money­
maker; just as you say your Luna Park 
is. If it were not for Vesuvius few for­
eigners would come to Naples. So, by 
a great mechanism, controlled by a sci­
entist named Matteucci, who lives on the 
mountain, a perpetual fire is kept going 
inside the crater. Every few years, when 
foreigners begin to fall off in numbers, 
an eruption is arranged.”

“ I saw a picture of it once,” Billy 
exclaimed, glad to show his broad 
knowledge, “ a picture of V’soovious 
eruptioning. It was in the P’licc Ga­
zette, an’----- ”

“ Yes. Pictures of it are sent all over 
the world; and that draws people here 
and they spend money and------”

“ Gee! V’soovious must have a dandy 
press-agent! ”

“ The mechanism is marvelous,” site 
continued, not at all understanding his 
allusion. “ Great stones, vapor, dust 
and lava are hurled high in air during 
the eruption, and----- ”

“ But lots of poor geezers get killed. 
I sh’d think----- ■”

“ That’s all part of the fable. No one 
is really hurt. It is arranged so that 
that is impossible. Yet accounts are writ­
ten of great loss of life, to draw people 
here; just as at circuses the managers 
call various feats perilous in order to 
attract notice.”

I was sick at heart to hear any one— 
least of all a woman—jest on so terri­
ble a thing. Had she no pity, no hu­
manity? Not an Italian on earth could 
have made light of the horrors of Ve­
suvius as this flippant little French coun­
tess had just done.

Even Sebaste looked disapprovingly 
at her, and I saw Doris Todd’s eyes con­
tract as at a blow. But Billy believed 
it all.

“ So the whole thing’s a fake?” he 
asked in wonder.

“ All a gigantic hoax,” the countess 
replied merrily. “ But never tell other 
Americans. It is a state secret. It is 
all a vast, clever machine. No one hurt, 
but the locality excellently advertised. 
Solfatara, which we are visiting to-day, 
is under the same management.”

To my relief, ,the diligence just then
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came to a halt near the base of Solfatara. 
We piled out, and while the others were 
busy engaging guides I drew Billy to 
one side.

“ Say, old man,’’ I whispered, “ don’t 
believe a word that little cat has told 
you. She was making fun of you—and 
what she said was in worse than bad 
taste.”

Gregg favored me with a superior 
smile.

“ I guess I know what to swallow an’ 
what not to,” he grinned. “ An’ I ’m 
wise to it the minute any one tries to 
jolly me. An’ I know when I hear the 
straight facts, too. I can tell you, son, 
Mrs. Toornong was handin’ me solid 
truth all right. I ’ve had my s’spicions' 
of V’soovious ever since I see it. She’s 
put me wise.”

“ But she was joking!” I protested.
“ She knows that the----- ”

“ She’s lived in this neck of the woods 
a long time,” he interrupted stubbornly.
" I could see she was onto all the curves. 
She knows about it a good deal better’n 
a stranger like you can know. An’ she 
wasn’t stringin’ me, neither.”

How could I argue with the pig­
headed fellow? Yet, strangely enough, 
at a later day I was destined to thank 
God, in all reverence, for Billy’s silly 
credulity concerning the fire-mountain’s 
harmlessness.

Off we went, in the wake of a voluble 
little guide, to explore that uncanny, sul­
phurous crater.

This is no guide-book. Others, with 
better literary training than a mere ex­
factory-owner can boast, have described 
the cracked, dead earth, whence, for 
acres (at touch of a lighted match to 
one spot on the ground) creep whitish, 
pungent curls of smoke; of the black 
mud-pool, where ever and again bubbles 
to the surface that mysterious black lump 
so horribly like the head of a man strug­
gling to escape from the boiling slime 
that encompasses it.

To all this, Billy grinned condescend­
ing approval, though after a time it man­
ifestly bored him. I could see that he 
did not consider it, as a spectacle, equal 
to many he had seen at Coney Island. •  
Also that he thoroughly believed, thanks 
to madame, that it was all a clever if 
uninteresting bit of hitman ingenuity.

I was kneeling down, as near as I 
dared, examining with repugnant fascina­
tion the head in the mud-pool, and did 
not note that the others, wearying of the 
sight, had passed on around the curve 
of the hill. I looked up presently to 
find that Doris Todd alone had re­
mained to share with me the ghastly 
spectacle.

“ I wish Mme. de Tournon had not 
spoken as she did of Vesuvius,” she said 
as I rose and stood beside her. “ And 
the worst of it is, your friend seemed to 
believe her. Of course you’ll undeceive 
him, but----- ”

“ I have tried to,” I answered, “ but 
I’m afraid it’s no use. He says she 
knows Italy better than I, and he pre­
fers to believe her; and he always will. 
You see, Billy comes from a class that 
are always on their guard against fakes 
and are always suspicious of anything 
they can’t understand. So when an ex­
planation that struck hijn as plausible 
was made to account for Vesuvius he 
fell for it at once. What has become of 
all the others? They seem to have de­
serted us.”

“ Let’s walk on to the entrance to the 
Styx,” she suggested. “ They may have 
gone in that direction; and if not they’ll 
have to come back there soon for lunch.”

We reached the grotto, to find we were 
ahead of our party.

“ Shall we go back and look for 
them ? ” I asked, “ or wait here till they 
come? ”

“ Neither,” she decided. “ Let’s ex­
plore the grotto.”

“ But----- ”
“ I ’d rather go there now than 

when----- ”
She checked herself; but I under­

stood. I knew she did not wish another 
old-world wonder spoiled for her by 
Billy Gregg’s East Side comments.

She glanced timidly at me, as if fear­
ful that I had guessed her unspoken 
thought. So I hastened to end the em­
barrassing pause.

“ That suits me to perfection,” I said. 
“ We can hire guides to take us through, 
I suppose. Or rather, to carry us 
through. For I believe the v'ater is 
quite deep and the underground river 
or grotto runs back into the mountain 
for miles, with all sorts of twists and
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turnings. A stranger would be lost in 
no time. The guides carry passengers 
through on their backs, you know.”

As we waited, three men who had been 
lounging about the gloomy entrance came 
forward, bowing and wriggling with 
servile eagerness — a villainous-looking, 
greasy, unwashed trio.

“ The signore wishes to go through 
the Styx ! ” said the foremost. “ We are 
accredited guides,” and he showed me a 
•soiled document to that effect. “ I can 
carry the signore on my back and my two 
assistants will make a chair of their arms 
for the signorina. Only six lire apiece, 
signore. Great journey. Supposed river 
leading to the Inferno. Far inside you 
will see the frescoes and stairway of 
Marcus Agrippa.”

fie rattled off the speech with the 
monotonous glibness of a phonograph, 
and in the barbarous Sicilian dialect, so 
difficult for even a born Tuscan to un­
derstand.

I did not like the looks of the three; 
and I had heard queer rumors of the 
ways of the grotto guides. But there 
was not another soul in sight.

I had not the courage to back down 
and suggest to this fearless, tall Ameri­
can girl at my side that we await the ar­
rival of our party. And, after all, I was 
an American and more than ordinarily 
strong.

At worst, I fancied I would be more 
than a match for these three undersized 
beggars.

“ Oh, do let us go! ” begged Doris, in 
English, “ It’s a real adventure—being 
carried off tinder a mountain by these 
comic opera brigands. Come! ”

“ But----- ” I protested feebly.
“ I really believe you’re afraid f ” she 

laughed in gay scorn.
That settled it. I nodded to the leader, 

who stooped while I climbed, pickaback, 
on bis broad shoulders. The other two 
interlaced their arms and Miss Todd 
seated herself in the chair thus formed.

My bearer lighted a torch and started 
down the narrow, low-roofed cavern, the 
two others following with Miss Todd.

The red glare lit up a long, tortuous 
tunnel before us; a roof hewn out of * 
rock and grimed by myriad smoky 
torches. Beneath, the water rose above 
the carriers’ knees.

The passage was in most places too 
narrow for the three men to walk 
abreast, and, as my guide bore the torch, 
the others, at such times, dropped be­
hind. The rhythmic splash! splash! 
splash! of the three pairs of legs through 
the water reverberated to the low roof 
and along the vista-like passage. Other­
wise no sound penetrated the subterra­
nean cavern.

“ Isn’t this delightful?” called Doris, 
her sweet voice reechoing weirdly. “ I 
feel as if I were Dante, visiting the Un­
derworld. Oh, Mr. D’Auban, you’ve no 
idea how funny you look, perched up 
there on that little man’s shoulders' ”

No doubt I did look ridiculous. But 
nobody likes being told so. I did not 
deign to reply, and she did not speak 
again.

So piqued was I at her innocent jest 
that I no longer so much as turned my 
head in her direction, but henceforth 
peered sulkily forward into the darkness 
beyond the ring of torchlight.

Around corners, and through arches 
we plodded; now to right, now to left; 
following the devious turnings of the 
various sub-passages.

My sense of direction was soon lost. 
So was my sense of enjoyment. It was 
monotonous—this sitting on the back of 
a little Sicilian, and looking forward at 
nothingness, while a pretty girl laughed 
at me.

One sharp turn to the right, under 
an arch, and the passage widened into a 
sort of square room, perhaps thirty feet 
broad, at whose farther end a short flight 
of broken stone steps of incalculable age 
rose out of the water and terminated in 
a solid wall of stone or concrete ten feet 
beyond.

“ At the top of those stairs, signore,” 
grunted my guide, “ are the frescoes of 
Marcus Agrippa. Will you step off and 
look at them ? ”

It was better, at all events, than look­
ing at darkness and water and torch 
flare. Besides, I was tired of being car­
ried like a child.
, So, as he knelt on the first step that 

rose above the river’s edge, I slid from 
his shoulders to the solid stones; stum­
bled, and at last found my footing. 
Then I turned, in order to help Doris 
Todd descend from her bearers’ arms.
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As I had stepped to the stones, my guide 
had quickly moved backward into the 
river; and now, as I looked, he was 
standing at the far end of the chamber, 
under the arch, full twenty feet of water 
intervening between himself and me.

Doris Todd and her bearers were no­
where in sight; nor did even the most 
distant splash in that world of silence 
give me sign of her approach.

(To be (

I stood alone and helpless, a mile un­
der the mountain, with no knowledge 
whatsoever of the way out; and with no 
one in the upper world cognizant of our 
whereabouts excepting the scoundrels re­
sponsible for our predicament.

And the brave girl who had relied on 
me to guard her and keep her safe in 
this uncanny pilgrimage—where was 
she?
ntinued.)

MRS. MEEK’S MONEY.
BY JOHN MONTAGUE.

The blighting of a summer day’s outing and. the still more fearsome consequences that
arose from jumping at a conclusion.

“ T\ T OW, what shall we do with all this 
IN  money?”
It was the wife of the late Rev. 

Philander Ferguson Meek who asked the 
question, as she surveyed five hundred 
dollars lying in a heap on the table be­
fore her. Some of it was in gold, and 
some in bank-notes of large denomina­
tions.

It might be remarked en passant that 
the word “ late ” is not meant to signify 
that the good Philander Ferguson Meek 
had shuffled off this mortal coil; not at 
all. He was merely no longer a minister 
of the gospel in active practise, having 
handed in his resignation several weeks 
ago, and was now about to open an office 
for the cure of physical ailments instead 
of spiritual ones.

In other words, Mr. Meek is now a 
physician, the part of the alphabet after 
his name having merely been changed to 
read M.D. instead of D.D.

It was this metamorphosis which 
brought into the possession of his wife 
the five hundred dollars which she was 
now gazing upon with qualms of fear, 
and which was soon to subject her to 
sundry trials and tribulations and the 
scare of her life.

It appears that the faithful flock of 
the good Philander Ferguson Meek had 
donated this amount, and presented it to 
him the evening before at a reception 
given in honor of some one, whether for 
the departing minister or the new one, 
neither gentleman was able to decide.

However, Philander received the 
money, and if there was any mistake no 
one had as yet called attention to it and, 
therefore, Mrs. Meek was handling the 
coin in the full confidence that it was 
intended for them, as, undoubtedly, it 
was.

But as she wished to take her son 
Harold, aged ten, to see the interesting 
sights of Coney Island this Saturday af­
ternoon, and as the good Mr. Meek was 
down-town on business, she was consid­
erably concerned about leaving so much 
money in the house by itself. This hap­
pened to be one of the many occasions 
when the Meek household was without a 
maid.

Mrs. Meek, therefore, repeated the 
question: ‘‘What shall we do with all 
this money? ”

Meek, Jr., promptly replied: “ Spend 
i t ! ”

His mother turned upon him a mild, 
reproving eye, at the same time rolling 
the bank-notes together and encircling 
them with a rubber band.

“ Harold dear,” she said, “ I am 
afraid you have misconstrued my mean­
ing. Ultimately the money will be spent, 
o f  course, but what I wish to know now 
is what disposition shall we make of it 
while away this afternoon. I am rather 
dubious about leaving so large a sum in 
the house with no one to guard it. Your 
Aunt Millicent will not be home until 
quite late.”

Master Harold, impatient to be away,
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suggested that she lock it in the writing- 
desk.

“ The very first place thieves would 
be apt to investigate,” answered his 
mother with conviction.

“ Then stick it in the sideboard,” ad­
vised Harold, his glance seeking the 
clock and noting the precious moments 
slip by.

“ The next place they would be apt to 
pry into,” objected Mrs. Meek nerv­
ously.

She was thinking of that quotation 
about the Lord helping those who helped 
themselves, but in this instance she didn’t 
wish to be the victim of her husband’s 
preaching.

“ There isn’t going to be any robbery, 
mother,” complained Harold. “ Who 
knows we have the money in the house? ”

“ Somebody might have followed your 
father home last night when he brought 
it here,” replied his mother, glancing at 
the door nervously.

“ Oh, I have i t ! ” exclaimed the boy, 
after a moment’s reflection. “ Lock it in 
father’s private drawer. They would 
never think of looking there even if they 
did get into the house.”

The procedure appeared about as 
feasible as any, and Mrs. Meek acted ac­
cordingly.

“ I ’ll put the bills in there and take 
the gold over to Aunt Mary’s house on 
our way to the boat. It is a little way out 
of our course, but the sacrifice of time is 
more than balanced by the safety of our 
money.”

Harold was willing to dispute this 
philosophy, but desisted, seeing his 
mother was firm and nothing could be 
gained. Accordingly, Mrs. Meek care­
fully locked all doors and windows, and, 
after taking a last glance around, and 
holding the small box containing the 
gold in her arm tightly clasped, she de­
scended with her son to the street.

The house was of the ordinary “ flat ” 
type, and as they passed out they noticed 
a young man bending over as if trying 
to decipher the names on the row of 
small mail-boxes which lined the wall 
of the vestibule.

His’ back was turned toward them, 
but with a woman’s eye for detail, Mrs. 
Meek noticed that his blue serge suit 
was split on the sides, from the bottom

up, as was the fashion, and that there 
were two buttons on each under-flap. 
This little observation was afterward to 
cause her considerable trouble.

Had she watched the young man, she 
might have seen him finally decide on 
the correct push-button, apply his finger 
and await . results. None came, how­
ever, and after lingering for several min­
utes, he took a note-book from his pocket, 
on one page of which he wrote a few 
lines.

Inserting this in the slit at the top of 
the gilded mail receptacle corresponding 
with the button he had pushed, he took 
his departure.

But while he was there, another man, 
apparently in a great hurry, rushed into 
the vestibule, latch-key in hand, and ha­
stily let himself into the house. Before 
the young man in the blue suit had 
gained the next corner the second man 
rushed out of the house as hurriedly as 
he had entered, and, passing the other, 
boarded a surface car.

Meantime, good Mrs. Meek and her 
son were on their way to Aunt Mary’s 
with their little stack of gold. Arriving 
there, Mrs. Meek explained the reason of 
her call.

“ But why, if you are so frightened, 
didn’t you bring the,remaining money? ” 
inquired Aunt Mary.

“ Because Philander wishes to buy 
some surgical instruments Monday morn­
ing, and, as he would not have time to 
come over here- first, I decided to leave 
the three hundred dollars in bills at 
home.”

Harold’s constant whisperings that 
the day would be over before he had a 
chance to see anything at Coney Island, 
hastened Mrs. Meek’s departure. In due 
course they reached a Subway station 
and boarded the first local which came 
along.

Now, if Harold’s mind was fixed in 
joyous anticipation on the delights 
ahead, the same could not be said of 
Mrs. Meek. She was thinking con­
stantly of bold robbers entering flats in 
the middle of the day and carrying away 
everything they could lay their hands on, 
especially loose money. She recalled 
with fresh quailing Harold’s boast that 
he could easily open the door of their 
apartment with a penknife.
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Directly opposite her in the car sat a 
young man of highbred appearance and 
at his feet was a suit-case. When the 
train stopped at the next station another 
young man entered and, approaching the 
double seat where Mrs. Meek and her 
son were sitting, hailed the man opposite 
with a cordial exclamation.

“ Well, of all persons! ” exclaimed the 
first young man, grasping the hand of 
the new arrival. “ What are you doing 
in New York?”

“ Just arrived a short while ago,” re­
plied the other, sitting down. “ Having 
the afternoon to myself, thought I would 
take in Coney Island. Join m e?”

“ Sorry, old man, but I get"off at the 
Grand Central. Just heard my mother 
is ill. Hope to see you again before you 
get away. Wish you luck during your 
stay.”

“ Speaking of luck,” laughed the sec­
ond man, “ how is that? ”

“ That ” was a roll of money large 
enough to choke a camel, which he held 
up for the other’s inspection and at the 
sight of which Mrs. Meek gave a sup­
pressed cry of alarm.

The roll was encircled with a rubber 
band!

“ Quite a bunch,” remarked the first 
man. “ Going to spend all that down 
at Coney?” with a laugh.

“ No, indeed. Besides, it isn’t mine.
I have just found it.”

Found it? Merciful heavens! Mrs. 
Meek could have sworn it was the same 
roll she had locked in her husband’s 
private drawer.

“ Found i t ! ” exclaimed the other 
man. “ Gee! How much is there?”

The other proceeded to count it and 
Mrs. Meek, sitting opposite and lean­
ing slightly forward, saw with trembling 
lip and shaking limb that the roll con­
tained bills of large denomination and, 
horrors, there was a fifty-dollar note 
which corresponded with the one in her 
roll at home.

But was it home? That was the ques­
tion. Had this man not probably entered 
her flat after she and Harold had left 
and stolen the money?

She was sure it was the same. There 
were the large bills and the rubber band, 
and now, as the first man arose to get off, 
the other also stood up to shake hands, *

causing Mrs. Meek to make a discovery 
which made her nearly faint away on 
the spot.

The man before her wore a blue serge 
suit, split up at the sides, with two but­
tons on each under-flap. Furthermore, 
she heard him announce that the roll con­
tained three hundred dollars!

She was nearly all in—but not quite.
“ The man in our vestibule! ” she told 

herself.
Had the man attempted to leave the 

car she would doubtless have made a 
scene there and then; but after bidding 
his friend good-by he resumed his seat 
and began reading a newspaper. Inci­
dentally, he put the roll of money back 
into his pocket again and Mrs. Meek was 
wondering whether she had seen the last 
of it.

She was in a terrible plight. Was her 
money at home or not at home? That 
was the question. The man had all the 
appearance of being honest, but still, 
she argued to herself, appearances these 
days are often very deceiving, and her 
woman’s instint told her she wasn’t mis­
taken in thinking that the money in this 
man’s possession was hers.

She was debating with herself what 
course was best to pursue. If the man 
was a thief she certainly should have him 
arrested, and that he was a thief she was 
thoroughly convinced. All the evidence 
pointed that way.

“ He says he found it,” she repeated 
to herself, keeping her eyes on the paper 
in his hands. “ Maybe he did find it, and 
then again there is the horrible possibil­
ity that he didn’t. I can’t get it out of- 
my head that the money is mine.”

While she was thus working herself 
into a fit of nervousness and wondering 
what she ought to do the train stopped" 
at the next station and a large-sized po­
lice officer entered the car. He took a 
seat near the door at the far end.

Mrs. Meek’s course was now plain.
As if in answer to her prayers, the hand 
of the law was sent at this opportune mo­
ment to do her bidding. She hesitated 
no longer.

“ Harold,” she whispered into her 
son’s ear, “ this man across the aisle has 
our money. Go and tell that policeman 
I wish to speak to him.”

Harold was too scared for a moment
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to move and began to remonstrate with 
his mother, advising delay.

“ I am not wrong, Harold. My 
woman’s intuition tells me I am not. Go 
at once and bring the officer.”

So. Harold went. The policeman 
showed some surprise, but followed his 
young pilot to Mrs. Meek’s side. This 
action was noticed by all in the car ex­
cept the young man who was the object 
of the commotion which was shortly to 
take place. He kept on reading his pa­
per in complete ignorance of it all.

Mrs. Meek whispered to the officer 
her suspicions, expecting that individual 
to go about his investigation quietly. In­
stead, he promptly snatched the paper 
from the young man’s hands and ex­
claimed :

“ See here, sir. I understand you have 
found a roll of three hundred dollars. 
Where is it ? ”

The surprised object of this interroga­
tion looked first at the officer, then at 
Mrs. Meek and again at the officer.

11 Come, come, speak up. Where is 
the money?” The Policeman spoke 
roughly, and Mrs. Meek imagined she 
smelled spirits on him.

“ What is that to you?” inquired the 
young man coolly.

The cheeks of the officer began to 
assume a crimson hue.

“ What’s that to me, you ask? Well, 
I ’ll show you what it is to me,” he 
shouted, and every one in the car was by 
this time deeply interested. So much so, 
in fact, that one woman suddenly cried 
out that she wished to get off at the sta­
tion just passed.

“ What if I did find some money,” 
asked the young man calmly. “ Is that 
any reason I should give it up to you?

- 1 happen to know that I have a clear 
title to anything I may find, over any 
one but the owner. I------”

“ Well, that is just the point,” in­
terposed Mrs. Meek, half frightened 
out of her wits at the policeman’s per­
emptory manner of procedure and the 
attention they were attracting. “ I think 
I lost the money you have.”

“ Oh, if that is the case, I shall be 
only too happy to hand it over to you,” 
answered the young man politely. “ But 
of course you can tell me where you 
probably dropped it.”

Here was a poser. Mrs. Meek hated 
to tell the young man that she thought 
he had stolen the money—it went against 
her nature ;sbut the policeman solved this 
difficulty for her.

“ The lady here says she had a roll of 
money at home just like the one you 
have,” he blurted out.

“ Well, if she has it home, how could 
I have found it ? ” asked the young fel­
low with a smile, and every one in the 
car began to giggle.

“ That’s just the point. She thinks 
you stole the money,” retorted the police­
man, glad of a chance to rub it into the 
person who had had the impertinence to 
talk back to him.

“ Stole i t? ” gasped the young man. 
“ The idea. It’s preposterous. I found 
the money. If she had lost it, I would 
willingly return it to her, but under the 
circumstances I think I am justified in 
keeping it until the rightful owner comes 
along.”

“ You do, eh?” sneered the police­
man. “ Well, we’ll see about that. We 
take a woman’s word against a man’s in 
a case like this, so you just get ready to 
get off at the next station and come with 
me, sir.”

There seemed to be nothing else to do. 
The young man knew the penalty for 
resisting arrest. He therefore went with 
the officer without further expostulations, 
hoping to be able to fix up matters at 
headquarters.

Mrs. Meek and Harold accompanied 
them. The station-house was near-by, 
and they were, therefore, spared the hu­
miliation of having to ride in the patrol 
wagon.

Arriving at their destination, the pris­
oner was searched and the money found. 
His arguments proved ineffective and he 
was held for examination the next morn­
ing. But Mrs. Meek, suddenly remem­
bering it would be Sunday, asked that 
the case be held over until Monday 
morning.

Accordingly, the prisoner was taken 
back to the cell which he was to occupy. 
His plight was thickened by not being 
able to name any one of consequence in 
New York who knew him, stating he had 
just arrived in the city that day. The 
sergeant in charge immediately put him 
down as an out-of-town crook.
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Mrs. Meek decided that, under the 
circumstances, their trip to Coney Island 
would have to be postponed, much to 
Harold’s discomfiture and annoyance. 
He sulked all the way home, as the only 
child does, and failed to see why they 
couldn’t have gone just the same even 
if the three hundred was stolen.

When Mrs. Meek entered her flat, her 
worst fears were confirmed by seeing the 
private drawer in which she had put the 
money wide open and the roll of bills 
gone!

“ I knew i t ! I just knew it. He even 
found the place where we hide the key! 
Rely on a woman’s intuitive powers every 
time. Something told me the first time 
I saw him that he was a thief. Wasn’t 
it a kind Providence that sent him across 
our path, Harold? Think of it, he might 
have got away scot free with our three 
hundred dollars. Consider how your 
poor father would have felt! ”

“ Here is dad now,” exclaimed Har­
old, running to the door as a familiar 
footfall was heard on the steps.

“ Philander!” exclaimed his wife as 
he entered, “ the most awful thing----- ”

Then she suddenly stopped and sur­
veyed her husband in alarm.

“ Why, what is the matter, Philander? 
You are pale; you are ill. Harold, get 
a glass of water. Quick! ”

The good man’s face was indeed hag­
gard and his knees showed a tendency to 
resign their occupation. A chair was 
hastily placed for him, into which he 
sank with a groan.

“ Speak, Philander. What has hap­
pened? Tell me what has occurred!”

“ Martha,” he gulped, “ I hardly 
know how to break the news to you. I— 
I ----------”

“ The water, Harold. Give it to me. 
Here, Philander dear, drink this. There 
now. Tell us what has happened,” she 
added sympathetically, bathing Jus head 
with what liquid was left.

“ It’s awful, simply awful. As you 
know, I intended buying some surgical 
instruments Monday morning. Well, as 
I was down-town this morning, I ran 
across a store where I found I could get 
great bargains. Therefore, it struck me 
as a good idea to buy the instruments to­
day.

“ Acting on the impulse, I hurried 
5 A

home, hoping to catch you before you 
left.”

“ Yes, yes,” broke in his wife, as he 
paused for an instant.

“ I knew you had a large amount of 
money in the house, but thought that 
possibly you might have taken it out with 
you. Therefore I hurried, but missed 
you. You had already gone.”

Mrs. Meek looked anxiously from her 
husband’s face to Harold, who was 
standing with his mouth wide open, star­
ing at his father in wonderment.

“ But, happily, I needed something 
from my private drawer and opening it, 
I found the roll of money you had un­
doubtedly left there. It------”

But Mrs. Meek interrupted him with a 
sharp exclamation and gripped his arm 
nervously.

“ Then you took the money? You 
took it? ”

“ Why, yes, I took the money. What’s 
the matter?”

But his wife had thrown up her hands 
and sank down on a sofa. It was Har­
old's opportunity, for which he had been 
waiting.

“ Why, mama thought a fellow in the 
Subway had stolen our money. She saw 
him counting it and it looked just like 
the money in the drawer.”

“ What's this, Plarold?” demanded 
his father.

“ Yes, I've made an awful mistake, 
Philander. 'An awful mistake. It is as 
Harold says. I thought the man had en­
tered our apartment and stolen the 
money. But worse still, I had him ar­
rested.”

“ Had him arrested? m The good Phi­
lander jumped from his chair in his ex­
citement. “ Had him arrested?”

“ Yes. I fear I Jrave made an awful 
mistake. You say you took the money 
from the private drawer. Then, of 
course, it must be all right and he didn’t 
steal it after all. You doubtless pur­
chased your instruments and------”

“ Not at all, not at all,” answered her 
husband, sinking dejectedly into his 
chair. “ This is the awful part of it. I 
lost the whole amount.”

Had a bomb been thrown into the 
room it could not have caused greater 
consternation and horror than did this 
statement.
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“ You lost i t? ” exclaimed Mrs. Meek, 
springing up from the sofa. “ Why, 
then the young man I have had arrested 
was right after all. He claimed he 
found the money, and it was our money 
he had, too.”

“ Undoubtedly,” assented her hus­
band. “ But we are now in a worse 
plight than before.”

“ W hy?” asked his wife, who imag­
ined she saw the money back in their 
coffers Monday morning.

“ W hy?” repeated her husband. 
“ Why, Martha, because instead of los­
ing three hundred dollars we are liable 
to lose three thousand, and possibly 
more. Don’t you see that this young man 
has the best of grounds to bring suit 
against us? ”

Mrs. Meek lost her breath and again 
sank to the sofa.

“ I never thought of that.” she gasped. 
“ Harold, bring me a glass of water. 
This is awful.”

Here was a situation which caused the 
good Philander to pace up and down his 
dining-room after the fashion of a caged 
animal, his brows contracted and his 
hands clasping each other nervously be­
hind his back. Mrs. Meek was likewise 
giving the matter deep, dejected thought, 
while Harold was Sherlock Holmesing 
the drawer from which the cash was 
taken.

“ How I could have lost that money 
is a mystery to me,” muttered Mr. Meek, 
half to himself. “ I cannot understand 
it at all.”

“ J. have i t ! ” suddenly exploded Har­
old, wheeling round from his investiga­
tions.

“ The money?” gasped his parents in 
one breath.

“ No, not the mojiey, but how you 
lost it, dad. That fellow didn’t find it, 
after all. He picked your pocket! ”

Both Mr. and Mrs. Meek gazed at 
their brilliant son in an enlightened and 
admiring manner. He had solved the 
mystery.

“ Philander, that clears everything, 
and it turns out that I have acted rightly 
after all.”

It was upon this scene that Millicent, 
the younger sister of Mrs. Meek entered. 
She was visiting in New York after 
graduating from boarding-school.

Millicent had been to a matinee with 
a girl friend and on her way up-stairs 
had opened the mail-box and found a 
note addressed to her,, stating that Jim 
Caldwell would call upon her that eve­
ning.

She was about to speak of the note 
when she noticed the looks of anxiety 
on the faces of her sister and brother- 
in-law.

“ Why, what has happened?” she in­
quired. “ What is wrong? ”

Harold would have furnished the nec- 
.essary information had not Mrs. Meek 
commanded him to be quiet. She then 
told what had occurred.

Millicent, girl-like, thought it was 
very funny, especially for the fellow who 
had been arrested on suspicion. She 
vowed her determination of accompany­
ing her sister to the police court the fol­
lowing Monday morning to get a look 
at the unfortunate.

During the excitement dinner had 
been entirely forgotten and now Milli­
cent busied herself in that direction. 
Mrs. Meek was too much exhausted by 
the numerous happenings to lend her any 
aid. It was half past seven before they 
had finished and Millicent ran to her 
room to prepare for her friend Jim’s 
arrival.

She thought little more about the af­
fair of the money. Her thoughts were 
all on Jim Caldwell, whom she had 
learned to know while at boarding- 
school, and of whom she had said noth­
ing to her sister. Their meeting had 
come about in quite exciting fashion.

One day she bad been rowing in a 
small skiff on the little river which 
flowed through the grounds of the 
school. Without knowing her danger, 
she rounded a sharp bend in the stream 
and to her dismay heard the roar of 
water at no great distance from her. 
She afterward learned that it was a 
falls of some ten to fifteen feet drop, 
above which the water flowed with a 
strong current.

She hastily turned her boat to get out 
of danger, but in so doing was swept 
nearer the brink of the cataract. Her 
efforts on the oars against the strong 
current seemed to prove futile. Her 
strength was rapidly giving out and fear 
of the falls was overpowering her.
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Still she struggled bravely against the 
rushing water, but, seeing that she was 
making no headway and was being swept 
nearer and nearer the fateful spot, she 
cried aloud for help.

It was all she could do now to keep 
the boat in one place and not allow it 
to gain against her. She called again 
and again and, suddenly, her cries were 
rewarded.

A young man, sketching pad and 
pencil in hand, came running to a slight 
elevation which had hidden her from 
him. He took in the situation at a
glance. Throwing aside his book, hat 
and coat, he plunged into the water, and 
with strong over-hand strokes rapidly 
approached the hapless maiden.

“ Stick to i t ! ” he yelled encourag­
ingly.

She watched him approach with a fast­
beating heart, and succeeded in turning 
the boat in his direction.

At last he reached the boat and 
grasped the bow with a firm hold. Some­
thing seemed to tell her instantly that 
she was safe. She rested on the oars and 
looked at her preserver questioningly.

“ Pretty near gone? ” he inquired with 
a smile.

“ Pretty near,” she answered, surprised 
to see that ifi his hold the boat moved 
not an inch. 11 But it was an awfully 
close call. You arrived just in time, for 
my arms had entirely given out. But you 
are awfully wet, aren’t you?”

“ I think so,” he smiled, “ seeing that 
I entered the water with my clothes on. 
I wonder if the boat would tip if I tried 
to get into it? ”

“ Oh, it certainly would,” exclaimed 
Millicent, alarmed. “ You had better not 
try.”

The man ran his eye over the boat’s 
dimensions and then replied calmly.

“ I don’t think it would tip, and be­
sides, I can’t tread water here all day.”

The truth of the matter is that he was 
standing on bottom and it was no ex­
ertion at all for him to hold the boat. 
But he didn’t see any use in telling the 
girl the circumstances.

And without further words, he swung 
one leg over the gunwale of the skiff 
and, executing some careful and clever 
balancing, he succeeded in climbing in, 
not, however, without tipping the boat to

such an angle as to cause Millicent to 
cry out in alarm.

“ Don’t be frightened,” he said, 
calmly. “ You are all right now, and 
so am I ; that is, I will be when I get 
dried out. Suppose you move back to 
the stern and let me take your seat. I 
may be able to make a little more prog­
ress against the current than you.”

He smiled as he spoke and all her fears 
vanished.

And that was her meeting with Jim 
Caldwell, the man she was expecting 
this evening. She stayed a considerable 
while before her mirror, arranging and 
rearranging her toilet until entirely sat­
isfied with herself.

But. strange to say, eight o’clock came 
and half past eight and Millicent sat in 
all her finery awaiting a phantom. Jim 
appeared not, and when nine o’clock had 
passed, she jumped up in a huff and 
hurriedly divested herself of that which 
she had so carefully put on.

She never thought that her Jim might 
have been run down by an automobile, 
dropped off the ferry-boat, broken a leg 
or met with a thousand and one possible 
accidents in a big city like New York. 
She thought only of the broken engage­
ment, and as she went to bed vowed to 
herself neves to speak to him again as 
long as she lived.

Happily she hadn’t said anything to 
her sister about his calling, and so she 
was not distressed in that quarter.

Sunday passed and still no word of 
Jini. Then Millicent began to grow wor­
ried. Possibly something had happened 
to him, some accident or other. He 
would surely have come had he been able 
to do so.

A man who will jump into a stream 
and rescue a girl from impending dan­
ger is not the man to be overcome by an 
ordinary obstacle.

Therefore it was with an anxious mind 
that she rested her head on her pillow 
Sunday night and prayed that nothing 
serious was the matter with Jim Cald­
well. After all, she guessed she would 
speak to him if the broken engagement 
had been unavoidable.

Monday morning saw Mr. Meek and 
bis wife on their way to appear against 
the hapless stranger who had been the 
victim of woman^s intuition.
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Millicent, still worrying about Jim, 
decided to remain at home.

The ex-minister and his wife, trem­
bling as though they had a joint attack 
of the ague, nervously presented them­
selves at the police court. They had not 
long to wait.

■ The police officer who had made the 
arrest soon entered with his prisoner. As 
the latter caught sight of Mrs. Meek his 
face set in hard, firm lines, and his eyes 
flashed in a threatening manner. Two 
nights in a cell hadn’t improved his tem­
per any.

The officer stated the facts so far as he 
knew them.

“ What have you to say for yourself? ” 
asked the magistrate.

“ All I can say is that this woman has 
made a mistake which will cost her dear,” 
answered the prisoner. “ 1 will bring 
suit against her for the indignities I 
have suffered.”

“ Not so fast,” interrupted the court. 
“ What have you to say, s ir?” he con­
tinued, turning to Mr. Meek.

The ex-minister told how he had taken 
the money from the drawer and proceeded 
down-town. Arriving at his destination, 
he had found the money missing.

“ Well, then, if you found the money at 
home,” broke in the prisoner angrily, 
“ why do you accuse me of stealing it 
from your house?”

-“ We—er—don’t accuse you of steal­
ing it from the—er—house,” answered 
Mr. Meek, glancing at his wife and re­
membering Harold’s suggestion. “ I ad­
mit that I took it out with me, but 
whether I lost it—or----- ” •

“ Or whether you had your pocket 
picked,” finished the police officer. 
“ That's the point. We have nabbed a 
good many light-fingered boys lately, 
your honor, and I am inclined to believe 
we have another one here. We found the 
money on him and undoubtedly it is the 
same which this gentleman had with him 
when he started down-town.”

The case was looking pretty bad for 
the accused man.

“ It .will be satisfactory to me, your 
honor,” said Mrs. Meek, a feeling of 
compassion stirring her, “ to let the 
young man go with the lesson he has 
learned.”

The judge smiled. '

“ That would hardly be consistent, 
madam. Unless this man can get some 
one to vouch for his character I shall 
have to----- ”

But at this point he was interrupted by 
the hurried entrance of a young girl, 
flushed and excited. All eyes were turned 
upon her, and Mr. and Mrs. Meek ut­
tered horrified exclamations as they saw 
her rush up to the prisoner and allow 
herself to be folded to his bosom.

“ Jim !” she cried. “ What an unfor­
tunate occurrence! I received your sec­
ond note this morning, telling me why 
you had not kept your appointment, and 
the plighj you were in. I hastened here 
immediately.”

By this time Mrs. Meek had regained 
her equanimity.

“ Millicent, what does this mean?” 
she demanded.

“ Why, sister, this young man is not 
guilty. You have made a terrible mis­
take. Little did I think when you told 
me about losing your money that the ac­
cused man was Mr. Caldwell. Even 
when he failed to appear Saturday night,
I never dreamed of his being the victim 
of your ‘ intuition.’ He wrote me a note 
this morning, telling me what had oc­
curred, and I hastened here immediately. 
Of course it’s all a mistake. I have 
known Mr. Caldwell for over a year.”

This latter declaration was accom­
panied by a deep blush.

She then introduced the happy pris- - 
oner to Mr. and Mrs. Meek.

“ I suppose it’s all right now, your 
honor, isn’t it ? ” asked Caldwell eagerly.

“ No, sir, it isn’t,” replied the judge.
“ You will have to get some one who is 
well known to attest your character.”

“ Is the district attorney "sufficiently 
well known?” asked Millicent, trying to 
hide a smile.

The judge opened his eyes wider than 
usual.

“ Yes, indeed, but------”
“ Well, he will be here in a few min­

utes. I stopped in on my way here and 
explained matters to him. He happens 
to live within three doors of our house, 
and I know him quite well.”

The judge’s manner changed imme­
diately, and a warmer feeling of friend­
ship seemed to permeate the atmosphere. 
Caldwell and the others laughed over the
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mix-up and the outcome of woman’s in­
tuitive powers.

“ But,” said Caldwell, “ although I 
forgive you, Mrs. Meek, and take back 
all the hard things I said about you and 
cancel that proposed suit for damages, I 
still intend to exact a big concession from 
you.”

The minister’s wife looked a little 
anxiously at her husband, and, forcing 
a smile, asked what the concession was.

“ For some years you have acted as 
guardian to a certain young lady, and it 
is that guardianship which I now ask 
you to relinquish to me. Nay, I demand 
it. It was for this purpose that I came

to New York, and, incidentally, got so 
terribly entangled. In other words, I 
wish to marry Millicent.”

“ Why, Milly dear, you never told me
anything about this------”

“ I know, sister, but we have been en­
gaged for quite a while------”

“ Well, then, I don’t see why you 
shouldn’t be married as soon as you 
wish.” said a jovial voice from the re&r, 
and looking up they beheld the district 
attorney.

Matters were soon straightened out 
through his presence, and as the party 
filed out into the street, a hand-organ 
was playing “ Here Comes the Bride.”

A CUE FROM CHANCE.*
BY JAMES F. DEMERIT,
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A glimpse behind the scenes at the making of a musical comedy, together with an account 
of some exciting incidents in the careers of the men who hatched it out.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
T h r o u g h  a series of misfortunes, Clay Hopworthy is unable to obtain a position, 

the promise of which has brought him to New York.
Reduced to his last dollar he runs across Brent, a good-hearted, Bohemian sort, 

engaged in demonstrating the possibilities in a hand-to-mouth existence. Later he has 
occasion to assist a lady, who gives him her address, saying she has some work for him.

On the way thither he is mistaken for a thief, and in escaping from the pursuing mob, 
finds himself at her very door.

CHAPTER VIE
“  WHEN GREEK MEETS GREEK.”

BUT the higher up Clay Hopworthy 
climbed, the less he heard of the 

crowd’s shouts. Still, he was not at all 
sure that his retreat had not been marked, 
and that the people were not merely 
waiting for the police to lead the charge 
into the building.

“ Oh, Lord! ” he groaned, panting on 
the last flight, “ I feel like a pup with a 
tin can tied to my tail, and a lot of boys 
after me.

“ Suppose they get in here and hunt 
for me through the various offices? 
Heavens! I hope that woman is here. 
I ’ll tell her about it and throw myself on

her mercy, if need be. After last night 
she'll surely believe I am no thief.”

He certainly did feel anxious when he 
reached the top floor. The rear doors 
near the head of the stairs had no signs 
on them; but the door of the front room 
stood ajar and Clay observed a plain tin 
sign tacked on the center panel with 
“ S. Hendrickson ” painted on it.

No suggestion of the business carried 
on here. Nothing to prove who or what 
the occupant was.

Clay, still disheveled from his sprawl 
in the street and his hasty mounting of 
the stairs, rapped lightly on this door. 
Instantly a neat colored maid appeared.

“ I—I was to see a lady here this 
morning at ten,” he said. “ She gave me

*This story began in the August issue of Th e  Argosy, which will be mailed to any address on receipt
of 10 cents.
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this card,” and he held out the tiny bit 
of pasteboard.

The'girl seemed to take his visit quite 
as a matter of course, and asked him in. 
The room was a large and rather bizarre 
reception-room, with all manner of artis­
tic draperies, vases, urns, a suit of armor, 
barbarous implements of war on the wall, 
and handsome rugs underfoot.

“ Sit down,” said the maid. “ I will 
tell Miss Kendrickson you are here.”

“ Sure ! An old maid,” muttered Clay. 
“ And she runs this ranch, eh? Well, 
it’s mighty fine to look at, but what does 
she do here?”

He did not sit down when the girl 
left the room, but went to a window and 
craned his neck to look down into the 
street. There was still a crowd there, 
but he hoped that his trail had been lost.

“ By Jove! I’ll stay up here as long 
as I can, and then when I do go down 
I ’ll see if there isn’t some back way out 
of the place.”

The maid returned.
“ You can go right in,” she an­

nounced.
Taking this as permission for him to 

enter the doorway through which she 
had just come, Clay passed her and 
found' himself in a dimly lighted passage 
extending toward the rear of the loft. 
At its end he came abruptly into a huge 
room which, at first glance, seemed as 
bare as a barn.

The farther end of the apartment was 
lighted from above. There were draped 
figures both in plaster and (the smaller 
ones) in marble.

Directly under the great skylight was 
a huge unfinished cast of a winged figure 
holding a crown just beyond the grasp 
of a man who, fallen to one knee and 
straining every muscle, seemed to have 
expanded his last ounce of strength in 
endeavoring to clutch the bauble—-to 
lose i t !

It was a masterly conception and was 
what held Clay enthralled for fully a 
minute before he observed that he was 
not alone in the room.

Pottering about the cast was a figure 
in a suit of brown overall stuff, and with 
a huge apron like a skirt. The brown 
cap on the head gave an extremely man­
nish air to the wearer, and it was not un­
til Clay saw the face of this person that

he recognized the woman with whom he 
had had the adventure the night before.

“ Ha! so you’re here?” she snapped, 
vouchsafing him but a single glance. 
“ And on time. Come here and let me 
see your hand again.”

She had been wrapping wet clothes 
about parts of the model, and now pulled 
off her rubber gloves. Clay came to her 
in some amazement. It struck him now 
that he had heard the name of Kendrick­
son before!

“ H a ! ” she said again, seizing his 
hand and eying it as though it were some 
specimen of strange fauna, or flora. 
“ Just as I thought. Strong—slender; 
the hand of a nervous yet forceful char­
acter.”

Clay felt rather foolish, but said noth­
ing and so successfully hid it. She 
turned his hand about, glancing now and 
again from it to that of the kneeling 
figure.

“ You see what I want? ” she said, at 
last. “ That hand doesn’t suit me— 
never has,” and she pointed to the man 
reaching for the crown. “ These models 
are so uncertain. Men especially.

“ The man who has the torso seldom 
has the head. An actor posed for that 
head—and I hate actors! They’re 
neither manly nor womanly—neither 
fish, flesh, nor good red herring. But I 
have to use ’em sometimes.

“ Well, you can see—or you would see 
if you had my eyes—that the hand isn’t 
strong enough. Bah! if that hand had 
the chance it couldn’t grasp the crown of 
success,” and she nodded at the statue.

“ I don’t wish to suggest the idea that 
the man’s failure lay within his own 
shortcomings, but that circumstances 
were against him. He must have the 
hand to seize the crown, as .well as the 
mind to grasp i t ; but it is beyond his 
reach.”

“ I see! I see! ” muttered Clay, his 
soul in his eyes as he gazed upon the 
group. “ It is beautiful! ”

She looked at him in some surprise, 
and her tone softened a bit.

“ Oh. well, it may do. But you’re not 
here as a critic. I want you for a model.”

This brought the young man up short, 
and he flushed.

“ I—I am at your service, madam.”
“ Humph! You are not working?”
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“ I have no situation at present.”
“ You haven’t been long in town? ”
“ I arrived only yesterday.”
“ H uh! Another fool searching for 

his fortune. You’d better have remained 
in the country and driven oxen. Now, 
what do you want an hour for your 
hand?”

“ I—I am not familiar with such 
work, madam,” he said. “ You will have 
to pay me what you think it is worth.”

“ I’ll give you a dollar for two hours,” 
she said briskly, taking advantage of his 
verdancy without the first compunction 
of conscience. “ Strip up your sleeve 
and sit down there. No! bare to the 
elbow. That’s it. Now let me look 
at it.”

She again gazed at the hand long and 
earnestly, changing its pose from time to 
time, finally getting it into a position 
that suited her. Then she paced the floor 
a bit.

Suddenly wheeling a heavy table near 
the model she threw a lump of clay upon 
it and began to mold rapidly a hand and 
forearm, following the lines of Clay’s 
own with a cunning that was marvelous.

Meanwhile Clay had plenty of time to 
consider his situation here, and grew 
nervous wondering what he should do, 
or what would become of him, if the 
police came to .Miss Kendrickson’s studio 
to look for him.

He would have told her of his ad­
venture, but she did not look in a re­
ceptive mood for small talk. All the 
time she modeled and remodeled the 
hand she muttered to herself, and looked 
so unapproachable that he thought it 
better to keep still.

Suddenly there was a burst of voices 
from the reception-room, and they ap­
proached the studio. The maid was evi­
dently trying mildly to head off some 
visitor, and when the latter’s voice be­
came clearer Clay started.

“ Sit still! ” commanded Miss Hen­
drickson sharply.

Clay dropped back into his seat. But 
he actually trembled. His back was to 
the entrance of the studio, so he could 
not see the man who entered, but he 
was perfectly sure of the newcomer’s 
identity without looking around.

* Cow-found these stairs ! ” wheezed 
the voice. “ Why do you work in this old

shanty where there isn’t the sign of an 
elevator? ”

“ So that people won’t come here to 
bother me,” returned Miss Hendrickson, 
with scarcely a glance at the speaker.

Huh ! I see I ’m quite as welcome as 
usual.”

“ Quite,” observed the lady dryly.
“ And if I lost my life as well as my 

breath, you’d show no more interest,” 
snarled the visitor.

“ You won't lose your* life, Uncle 
Dan.” said .Miss Hendrickson. “ You 
are too careful of yourself.”

“ I dunno—I dunno,” groaned the 
other. “ Never know what minute’ll be 
your last nowadays. A man’s likely to 
lose more’n his breath—or his life— 
without trying very hard.”

" I see you haven’t lost your cheerful 
disposition, Uncle Dan,” she said, still 
at her work. (“ Heep that hand still, 
will you?” in an aside to Clay.)

“ Heh? What’s the matter with my 
hand? ”

“ I spoke to my model,” returned Miss 
Hendrickson.

“ Your model.' eh ? " Clay heard the 
heavy tread of Uncle Dan behind him. 
“ Another man to pose for you, heh?”

“ Yes.” said his niece in her same dry 
tone. “ I find men necessary at times— 
only at times. Then I prefer them 
dumb—like this one.”

But Clay was too nervous and excited 
to be troubled by this slap at hi6 diffi­
dence. He tried to turn his face farther 
from observation.

“ IF/// you sit still?” exclaimed Miss 
Hendrickson, rising to look at him.

At that her visitor came around to the 
front and stared at the model. Instant­
ly he let out a yell like a Comanche and, 
raising his stick threateningly, ran at 
Clay.

The latter tumbled over his chair 
backward in rising, kicked the piece of 
furniture out of the way, and dodged the 
blow which he saw descending. “ Uncle 
Dan ” was the old gentleman of the 
white vest and spats who had been 
robbed of his scarf-pin by the eye-doctor.

“ For pity’s sake!” was Miss Hen­
drickson’s thoroughly feminine exclama­
tion. “ What is the meaning of this?”

“ I—I want that young man. I ’ve 
been chasing him! ” he sputtered.
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“ Be still! ” commanded his niece, and 
she was evidently used to being obeyed 
in that quarter as well as in all others.

To Clay she said: “ Explain this, sir. 
I cannot imagine your being anything 
worse than a simpleton. So whatever the 
trouble is, it probably rises from that 
fact.”

“ You are right, Miss Kendrickson 1 ” 
gasped the young man. “ And after your 
advice to me last night, too. I am a per­
fect ass, I believe.”

“ I cannot agree with the adjective,” 
she interposed dryly.

Clay explained the trouble.
“ And you -would interfere in what did 

not concern you again, eh?” was the 
lady’s comment.

Then she turned on the old gentleman.
“ Don’t you see that if he had robbed 

you, or was in anyway connected with 
the robbery, he would not have accosted 
you? ”

“ Well—well— who did take it,
then? ” sputtered the old gentleman, still 
glaring wrathfully at Clay.

“ The scamp who took the cinder out 
of your eye, I suppose. That pin was 
too handsome to wear on the street, any­
way. It cost you enough; 1 should think 
you would have known better.”

“ It cost me two hundred and fifty 
dollars,” groaned the old gentleman.

“ Put it down to the debit side—so 
much to experience. You- need a 
guardian, Uncle Dan.”

“ Oh, you’d all like to put me under 
one,” snarled the old fellow. “ I know 
you all.”

“ You don’t know me, if you think I 
care anything about your money,” de­
clared his niece quite coolly. “ But you 
should have a companion, just the same.”

“ H uh! ”
“ Let me suggest this young friend of 

mine,” she said, going on with her model­
ing now. “ He seems to have an inter­
est in you—and gets no thanks for it. 
He is out of work, too.”

“ H a !”
“ You are an old man now, vou know.”
“ H um !”
“ If you keep on starting riots in the 

public streets the police will lock you 
up, sir.”

“ Damn i t ! ” exclaimed Uncle Dan, 
finally, and stamped away.

“ Where are you going, uncle?” she 
called after him sweetly.

I’m going to the police station to 
have them look for that eye-doctor,” he 
growled, and departed.

“ What you would better have done be­
fore coming here to disturb me,” was 
Miss Kendrickson’s comment, and went 
on with her work.

And Clay Hopworthy was very tired 
before she was through with him and had 
paid him his promised dollar.

“ You come around again the last of 
the week. I ’ll see how this goes,” she 
told him. “ I might be able to use you 
again; though your hand may be all 
right the first time. You are an 
athlete? ”

“ I’ve got good muscles.”
“ And yet that little fellow last night 

toppled you over so easily. Don’t be 
so sure of yourself,” she observed. “ It’s 
like all men. Think themselves so much 
the superior to us women. Pah! ”

Clay did not know which of the two 
was the more unpleasant—Miss Ken­
drickson or her uncle. But he was glad 
of the dollar and promised to call again 
as advised, providing he did not in the 
meantime obtain steady employment.

It was not quite noon when Clay left 
the sculptor’s studio. He had earned a 
dollar and felt encouraged. But his de­
sire was for steady employment, and he 
set about finding that in a thoroughly 
earnest if not altogether wise way.

Indeed, a job is the most elusive bird 
known to the natural history of Hard 
Luck. Many hunters of the creature 
seem to prefer sitting down and waiting 
for it to fly into their game-bags.

Not so Clay Hopworthy. Feeling that 
Broadway and neighboring thorough­
fares would be overrun with applicants, 
he started west and missed no store or 
factory on the south side of Thirty- 
Fourth Street which in any degree 
promised employment for a young fellow 
with two strong arms.

He was pretty thoroughly convinced of 
the uselessness of this method, however, 
by the time he came to the river-front. 
It was then nearing one o’clock and lie 
was hungry.

He wandered down the street nearest 
the docks until he came to a big restau­
rant evidently patronized by wharf work­
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men and others engaged in business near 
by. The windows were covered with 
decorative signs written with soap, ex­
tolling the specialties ” to be had 
within. And as the prices were extreme­
ly reasonable, he ventured into the place.

It was evidently popular, for Clay 
could scarcely find a seat, and wandered 
down to the extreme end of the room 
before he observed an empty chair.

This was beside one of the flapping 
doors leading into the kitchen, and the 
smells and noises of that department 
were too evident to be agreeable. He 
was not fastidious, however; he was too 
hungry for that.

But it seemed as though he was not to 
satisfy that appetite so easily. He had 
given his order and was leaning back 
waiting for the food to be served, and 
meantime enjoying the various studies of 
humanity there before him, when a sud­
den explosion of sound in the kitchen at 
his back brought him and half the other 
diners to their feet.

Several women—the dishwashers, it 
was likely—screamed; but above all the 
shouting came the shrill, terrified shriek 
of a man:

“ Murder! murder! murder! ”
It was animal-like in tone—beastly; 

yet so shrill and agonized that Clay re­
membered the sound, waking and sleep­
ing, for weeks afterward.

He whirled about as he got out of his 
chair and burst through the swinging 
door beside him. In one glance he took 
in the steaming room and the scene being 
enacted there.

Down one side of the place, under the 
windows, was a row of chairs occupied by 
men and boys who, the moment before, 
had been busy peeling vegetables. The 
overturned vegetable baskets, scattered 
potatoes, and huddled and frightened 
parers, revealed what the situation had 
been before the row began.

Two men—a big, brutal fellow, and a 
little, sliarp-visaged chap— were the 
principal actors. The big fellow, knife 
in hand, was coming up the room like 
a tornado, striking at the shrieking little 
ape who scurried before him.

At every leap it seemed as though that 
glistening blade must smite the small 
fellow between the shoulders. There was 
not a bystander with pluck or presence

of mind enough to trip the big man’s foot 
and send him sprawling.

The pursued wretch was aiming for 
the door at which Clay stood. The latter 
leaped to one side; but he knew" the small 
man could not get through, for already 
there was a crowd of diners behind him.

If ever murder shone out of a wild 
beast’s eye, it shone now from the spark­
ling orbs of the man with the knife. It 
was taking one’s life in one’s hand to 
oppose him; yet Clay could not stand 
idle to see the little fellow stricken to the 
ground with that knife between his 
shoulder-blades.

He uttered a shout, whirled the little 
chap out of the way with one hand, and 
dived at the bully himself like a ram, 
head down and shoulders humped.

CHAPTER VIII.
A REWARD OF MERIT.

C lay did not enter into the arena of 
conflict without thought. An idea had 
flashed into his mind, born of his own 
recent experience.

He plunged at the fellow with the 
knife, stooping low, and brought his left 
shoulder in forceful contact with the pit 
of the man’s stomach. His left arm shot 
up across the other’s throat, he pinioned 
the other’s left arm while his own right 
fist smote_terribly upon the small of the 
villain’s back, and------

Down he went in a heap, the knife 
flying from his hand, groaning and writh­
ing on the floor, while Clay stood over 
him almost stupidly, astonished at the 
ease with which he had done it. So much 
for jiu-jitsu.

The man had gone down breathlessly, 
with a savage grunt that showed how the 
wind had been expelled from his lungs 
by the contact of Clay’s shoulder; but 
that was not to end it.

Lucky it was for the young man that 
the knife had flown from the murderous 
villain’s hand. Like an India-rubber 
man he bounded to his feet again and fell 
upon the young athlete.

The fellow was little above a brute 
in intelligence, anyway. He had been 
a butt in the kitchen for all manner of 
rough jokes since coming to work as a 
vegetable-parer.
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The eternal dropping had worn away 
the stone. At last the little chap with 
that devilish ingenuity to nag which 
seems the inspiration of women and little 
men—in common with small dogs—had 
found the big fellow’s sore spot.

He had probed it deep. The brute 
had snarled. He went deeper. The 
brute threatened in look more than word.

The third time the fellow had flown 
like a madman with the knife, and the 
nagger came nearer ending his life then 
and there than he likely would again 
before being measured for his coffin.

So now, with his brute instinct upper­
most, the big fellorv threw himself at 
Clay quite as savagely as he had at his 
former antagonist.

He brought Clay to the floor. They 
rolled about a minute, and nobody dared 
interfere. A policeman who had been 
called, broke through the throng of ex­
cited patrons and waiters and undertook 
to separate them in the usual way—i.e., 
with his club.

But Clay had a strangle hold on his 
adversary nowr and he gasped: “ Don’t
you strike him with that, you brute! ”

The officer hesitated. With the usual 
good sense of his class he had been about 
to deliver his favors impartially on both 
men.

Clay almost instantly choked the bully 
into submission and then turned him over 
to the officer. The latter wanted to arrest 
him likewise, but the manager of the 
restaurant would not hear of that.

The little fellow7 who had come so 
near being knifed had escaped in the 
confusion, so the policeman had to take 
the big chap away alone.

“ Now you fellows get back to work! ” 
exclaimed the manager, driving the pa­
trons out of the kitchen.

A dozen customers had run out with­
out paying their scores, and he was sore.

“ This is a pretty mess. Two men 
gone—you need ’em, too, I suppose, 
Mac?” he went on, speaking to the man 
who seemed in charge of the kitchen.

“ I do, sir.”
Then up spoke Clay Hopworthy with 

a promptness that he flattered himself 
would have done John Vivian Brent 
credit.

“ Can I be of any use? ” he asked.
“ Hch? ”

“ I ’m looking for a job, sir. What do 
you want done? ”

“ H uh! you don’t look it.”
“ I feel it S ” declared Clay with 

gravity.
“ Well, by Jove! that’s an answer. If 

you really want a job?” said the man­
ager, still doubtfully.

“ I do.”
“ Can you peel potatoes? ”
“ I can.”
“ Huh I not so easy unless you know 

how. Here, Mac! Try this man. I 
hope he’s all right, for he certainly de­
serves something for saving bloodshed.”

And this was how Clay obtained a job 
—as a reward of merit.

But not so easy as it seemed, after all. 
He had to prove himself able to perform 
the task set him, and although to peel 
a potato seemed a simple matter, it did 
not prove so upon trial.

“ Sit down here,” said Mac, pointing 
to the chair formerly occupied by the 
fellow who had nearly committed mur­
der. “ Take a knife out of the rack be­
hind you.”

Clay saw the knives, their handles 
wound with cord to keep from slipping, 
and each blade keen and sharp. Mac 
came with a pail of potatoes weighing 
about ten pounds—big, gnarly ones they 
were.

“ Now let's see what you can do,” he 
said. “ And remember there’s speed as 
well as good work in this. The faster 
you work the more money ye’ll git.”

Clay looked first at the man next to 
him and saw how he held his potato 
against his bended knee and sliced 
toward him as he peeled. No fancy peel­
ing was this, and no scraping. But Mac 
would evidently have a sharp eye for 
wasted material.

He was pretty awkward at first, but he 
did better with each potato; and he was 
quick. He asked some questions of his 
neighbor.

“ Sure. Oi’ve paled ’em all over th’ 
city,” said this fellow, a little Irishman 
with a hook for a left hand, with which 
he speared each vegetable out of the 
basket beside him. •

“ ’Tis an ar-rt, me son. But youse 
kin do it. Ve’re quick, Oi see thot. A 
good paler will lave no eyes or blemishes 
and will finish up sixty to ninety pounds
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of p’raties the hour. Other vigef/bles air 
not so hard to work on.”

When the pail of potatoes was empty 
Mac came back, looked over the peeled 
vegetables and nodded.

11 I ’ll give ye five dollars the week, and 
your dinner and supper. Come in at 
eight o’clock.”

“ I can work for you till four to-day,” 
suggested Clay eagerly.

“ Had your dinner? ”
“ I had ordered it, but didn’t get a 

chance to finish.”
“ Go and eat and come back. I ’ll give 

you breakfast to-morrow instead of sup­
per to-night, if you like, seein’ that you’re 
willing to work a while and help us out 
to-day.”

And Clay stuck to his task cheerfully 
and, when four o’clock came, left the 
place with an assured job and smoking a 
five-cent cigar which the manager had 
given him to bind the contract.

Mac had lent him an apron to save his 
clothing from the stains of potato-juice. 
But nothing had saved his hands. They 
were stained as though with walnut oil.

But he drew on his gloves and, with 
his long coat hiding the wrinkles in his 
other garments, he was not ashamed to 
meet Brent. Somehow that young man’s 
perfect get-up made Clay feel wofully 
shabby by comparison.

To make the corner at which he had 
promised to meet his strangely acquired 
acquaintance by half past four, he was 
obliged to hasten his steps. On ap­
proaching the block on Thirty-Fourth 
Street along which he had been chased 
as a thief that morning, he shrank from 
the vicinity and went up Seventh Avenue 
to Thirty-Fifth, so as to dodge the place.

It was on the corner of this last named 
street and Broadway that he had prom­
ised to meet Brent, and his watch—the 
one Brent had scorned—told Clay that it 
was already that hour when he came in 
sight of the entrance to the theater.

Now, as he approached, he noticed 
quite a crowd collected near the corner, 
and in front of the big store across from 
the playhouse. He likewise heard. one 
of the popular tunes of the day being 
played most atrociously by a street piano.

It was one of those simple little tunes, 
with lots of go to them, that are utterly- 
ruined if not played fast enough. And

the grinder of this instrument was doing 
his very best to murder the piece.

Suddenly Clay saw a movement in the 
crowd. A man had turned the corner 
and broke through the group about the 
street piano.

The piece had just come to its unfortu­
nate conclusion. The newcomer stepped 
into the street, said something seemingly 
in anger to the man at the crank, and 
pushed the latter away from the machine.

Then, with the brisk flourish that in­
troduced the theme, the hurdy-gurdy- 
broke forth into the jolly melody again. 
But how different this time! The tempo 
was exact; it set one’s foot to tapping 
the sidewalk to hear the cheerful ditty.

And then Clay, who had come nearer, 
stopped aghast. The man turning the 
crank of the machine wore a coat and 
cape—the sure indication of evening 
dress beneath ; and on his head a glossy- 
silk ha t!

The crowd was increasing momenta­
rily. Shouts of laughter greeted the ec­
centricity. A man in dress-suit and top 
hat playing a street piano!

Clay stood where lie could see the face 
of the individual who was creating such 
amusement for the public, and he ex­
claimed aloud himself—but not with 
laughter—when he recognized John 
Vivian Brent!

CHAPTER IX.
WHAT CAN BE HONE WITH A TRUNK.

A nd now Clay's conscience sorely 
punished him. He moved toward the 
group about the street piano, scarcely 
knowing what to say to Brent.

“ Here I have been too selfish all this 
day to remember that he practically im­
poverished himself last night so as to in­
crease my capital. He only had a few 
cents in change.

“ Can it be possible that lie lias fallen 
to this? To play an organ in the public 
street-------”

And just here the merry little tune 
came to an end. The crowd applauded. 
Brent seemed as cool as a cucumber— 
just off the ice as cucumbers should be 
served.

He bowed with a flourish in apprecia­
tion of the applause. But he said to the 
staring and grinning Italian:
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" That’s the way to play it, you vil­
lain! And you a son of Italy! Have 
you no ear for music at .all? Are you 
dead to all shame that you would 
strangle an inoffensive piece of music 
that never did you anv harm-----

“ Why, hullo, old man!” and he came 
up on the walk and shook Clay by the 
hand. “ I’m tickled to death to see you 
•—I sure am ! ”

“ For pity’s sake, what are you do­
ing?” gasped Clay, drawing him away 
front th.e laughing group.

“ Showing that dago how to play ‘ In­
dian Corn.’ O h! let ’em laugh. I 
couldn’t stand to see my own child mur­
dered in that torturing way.”

“ ‘ Your own child ’ ? ” repeated Clay 
doubtfully.

“ I wrote it,” Brent declared. “ The 
music, I mean.”

“ But—but your name isn't on the 
printed sheet. I’ve seen it in the store 
windows. It’s by Giggs & Merharp.”

“ H uh!” grunted Brent. “ It’s like 
most of their songs. Giggs couldn't 
write an original bar of music to save his 
hide. I don’t know where Merharp gets 
his words—steals them, I suppose.”

“ Why—why-----they have written so
many popular songs,” Clay cried.

“ The same way as this, I suppose. 
I was hard up last spring. I had the 
song in my head. Giggs heard me play it 
one night and gave me fifty dollars cash 
for it. I was glad to get the fifty. 
They’ve made two or three thousand on 
it already.”

“ My! my! ” murmured Clay with ad­
miration. “ I had no idea you were a 
composer.”

“ Wait till you hear my opera,” 
grunted Brent. “ Now tell me what 
you’ve been doing? Got a job yet?”

Clay related his experiences—matters 
in which there had been very little fun 
for him, but which Brent saw in an 
exceedingly amusing light, for he cackled 
all the way up Broadway to Forty- 
Second Street.

“ Dear, dear! ” he said at last, wiping 
his eyes. “ You certainly are a green­
horn, Mr. 11 op worthy. In two fights, 
taken for a thief once, posing as a sculp­
tor’s model, and finally ending as rousta­
bout in a hash kitchen; and all within 
the twenty-four hours ! ”

At that Clay had a cunning thought 
and he looked at his friend suddenly.

“ See here,” said he. “ What have 
you been doing? Have you had any 
dinner? ”

“ Humph! ” said Brent. “ It isn’t 
dinner-time yet.”

“ But what have you accomplished? I 
have played the ass, I suppose; but I 
made a dollar clear out of that Miss 
Hendrickson, had my dinner given me 
and the promise of breakfast to-morrow, 
and obtained a steady job, such as it is.”

“ My gracious! you’ve got me there, 
after all, haven’t you?” exclaimed Brent 
iii some surprise. “ I didn’t look at it 
from that standpoint. But surely, old 
man, you can’t be in earnest in this po­
tato-paring business?”

“ It’s five dollars a week, and two 
meals a day. I can live on that, I be­
lieve.”

“ No; you can exist on it,” Brent re­
turned with a sigh. Then he recovered 
his energy. “ And we are wasting our 
time. You must get a room. You can't 
go on paying half a dollar a night for a 

.bad bed. Your trunk is still at the sta­
tion? You’ll have to pay a quarter stor­
age on that.”

“ Yes, I must get settled,” Clay agreed, 
turning grave again. “ You must show 
me where to find a cheap hotel or lodg­
ing-house. With the money you gave me 
last night—and which I should give you 
back—or, part at least----- ”

“ Nonsense!” was Brent’s interrup­
tion.

“ Wc won’t fight over that. While I 
have a penny, it is yours. You are not 
fit to carry the bag, however; I see that 
plainly.”

Brent only laughed at the last sen­
tence, but shook hands warmly over 
Clay’s expression of good fellowship.

“ New, where shall I find a room 
within my means?”

“ Not in New York,” replied the city 
man at once. “ Don’t think it. I have 
a miserable hole myself, and pay three 
and a quarter a week for it. You’ll see.”

“ Then what shall I do?” gasped 
Clay, at once in a state of funk.

“ Do you think I would allow you to 
throw awav what little money vou 
have?” demanded Brent with monstrous 
seriousness. “ W hat! go to a cheap
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house and pay cash in advance for your 
room—and you owning a trunk? 
Never 1 ”

“ But how----- ”
“ Leave it to me. You think me a 

spendthrift. You don’t know the first 
principle of economy yet.”

“ I am afraid,” returned Clay doubt­
fully, “ that you confound * economy ’ 
with some method of escaping the pay­
ment of honest debts.”

“ Fudge ! Likewise, pooh, pooh ! ” ex­
claimed Brent airily. “ I never contract 
a debt that I do not expect to pay—in 
time. And it is an imposition of land­
ladies to demand rent in advance.”

“ We shall never agree on that score,” 
said Clay, with a sigh. “ But if your
scheme is not actually dishonest------”

“ My boy, you wrong me! Your trunk, 
which you say is full of clothes, we will 
take to the house. That is security for 
the first week’s rent, isn’t i t? ”

“ But suppose I cannot pay that first 
week’s rent when it is due?”

“ Then hock some of your clothes.”
“ That will do away with the security.” 
“ Ah, but, my dear fellow! ” ex­

claimed Brent, “ you mustn’t let the dear 
landlady know that. It would pain her. 
Always take your articles out at night 
to pawn. Ah! here is the very house.” 

While conversing Brent had turned 
his friend through Forty-Second Street 
toward the west, and on the block be­
yond the new theaters they halted sud­
denly before a house with a tin sign on 
the doorpost: “ Rooms and Board.”

“ Very neat place; get your meals if 
you like. No! you don’t want ’em while 
you are a potato-peeler,” Brent added 
with a grin.

“ I believe I had a friend boarding 
here once. But the woman won’t remem­
ber me. Anyway, she may be a different 
woman now. Landladies are migratory 
like their patrons. Only the houses re­
main lodging-houses till torn down.”

He marched up the steps, and Clay 
must perforce follow, although the house 
looked a deal more respectable than he 
really thought he could afford. Brent, 
however, rang the bell before the other 
could utter any objection.

“ Now, my son, leave all to me. I ’ll 
show you what can be done with the 
capital of a trunk,” he said.

He settled his coat, flicked a speck of 
dust from his lapel, and the door opened. 
It was held ajar by a tall, angular female 
in black silk—the shabby black silk out 
of which so many landladies seem to 
have had dresses made somewhere about 
the year one.

“ We wish to see Mrs. Lemmon,” 
Brent began, lifting his tile. He had 
noticed the name on the door.

“ That’s me,” said the female grimly.
“ I beg pardon! ” exclaimed the wily 

fellow, with charming confusion. “ I— 
I mistook you for—for another person.”

Now this implied that either she was 
not old enough to be the landlady, or 
that she did not look like a landlady; 
either supposition was welcome. The 
grim lips relaxed.

“ Won’t you step into the parlor—you 
and your friend? ” said Mrs. Lemmon. 
“ You come to see about rooms, sir? ”

“ For my friend—Mr. Hopworthy, 
madam,” said Brent, introducing Clay. 
“ He is a stranger; only arrived yester­
day. I feel it necessary to get him settled 
in this wicked city,” and he laughed 
lightlv.

All this seemed to make an exceed­
ingly good impression on Mrs. Lemmon. 
Landladies have a penchant for young 
men from the country. They are not apt 
to be too “ wise,” nor too critical. Be­
sides, Clay's face was a good recom­
mendation.

“ I don’t know as I have anything just 
now that will suit you gentlemen,” she 
said, with some flutter. “ I have only a 
back hall room empty; but I may have 
a nice square room on the second floor in 
a few days. I think the occupants will 
go.”

The way she compressed her lips as­
sured Brent that those particular occu­
pants were very near “ going," indeed— 
even though they might not know it yet.

“ My friend wishes to get settled at 
once,” Brent explained. “ His trunk is 
still at the station and he cannot live in 
one suit for the rest of his natural life.”

“ There is a room,” she began, and 
suddenly broke off to dart to the parlor 
door and look into the hall.

It was evidently a false alarm. She 
came back.

“ There is a room which I wish was 
empty now. Your friend would like it.
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Five dollars for a single gentleman; 
seven for two.”

“ The square room of which you 
spoke?” queried Brent. -?

“ Yes. And it nil! be empty,” she re­
peated. “ But I sha’n’t let them take 
their trunk out—the scamps !—and them 
owing me three weeks.”

With this she whisked to the door 
again. There really was a step on the 
stairs. Brent looked over her shoulder 
into the hall and beckoned Clay.

The latter saw a young man, most re­
markably dressed, it seemed, tiptoing 
down the stairway. He had not even 
glanced at the open parlor door, and so 
he did not see the landlady and her two 
visitors standing there.

But when she got her breath—well! 
He jumped from the third step at her 
exclamation.

“ You little whiffet 1 ” she cried, strid­
ing after him like a grenadier. “ Are you 
going to pay me as you promised?..”

The fellow was, without doubt, afraid. 
With a startled yell, he seized the door­
knob, yanked the door open, and fled.

“ Did you see?” whispered Brent, 
looking knowinglv at Clav.

“ W hat?”
“ Didn’t you notice how he was 

dressed? ”
. “ He looked funny,” replied Clay, 

likewise whispering.
“ Funny? H uh!”
“ Here comes the other.”
It was almost dusk and the lower hall 

was dark. Evidently the second occu­
pant of the room which Mrs. I.emmon 
wished to relet had not heard his com­
rade’s shout. He came tiptoing down 
the stairs, too.

But she was ready for him, with her 
back to the street door, which had 
slammed behind the other.

“ Mr. Gubbins! ” she began sternly. 
Then she broke off with an excited 
scream. “ I never in all my days' ” she 
shrieked, and seizing the perturbed Mr. 
dubbins, “ ra n ” him into the lighter 
parlor.

“ What is the matter with you?” she 
cried. “ You—you are stuffed! ”

Brent, meanwhile, was in a paroxysm 
of laughter, while Clay was too amazed 
at the fellow’s appearance to do anything. 
but stare.

“ You are a sight, s ir! ” gasped the 
mistress of the house.

“ Well, ma’am—yes, ma’am,” stam­
mered the man, who seemed a rather sim­
ple fellow, and he smiled foolishly.

“ I do look a bit bloated, don’t I, 
ma’am? I was afraid so,” and he sighed.

“ What you got on?” she demanded.
“ Only my own, ma’am. Fred said it 

was the only thing for us to do. You 
wouldn’t let us take out the trunk------”

“ So you put all your clothes on you, 
eh? You’re a nice one—a nice one!” 
she exclaimed. “ Take ’em off, s ir !”

She stood with arms akimbo, her back 
to the parlor door. There was no es­
cape. fndeed, the fellow, who was 
ijaturally very thin, had so bundled him­
self with wearing apparel that he could 
hardly have waddled away, let alone run. 
Nothing but fear of the good lady had 
sent his mate off at such speed.

“ Yes, ma’am,” said Mr. Gubbins 
meekly, and began peeling off at once.

An overcoat, which Mrs. Lemmon 
seized and put on a chair. A second 
overcoat followed, and was likewise 
pounced upon.

Then followed a frock coat and two 
undercoats; then a cardigan jacket; 
next, three vests. He began to breathe 
more freely, but Mrs. Lemmon looked 
grimly on.

“ You’ve got your best Shirts on,” she 
snapped. “ I paid for that laundry my­
self when it came in yesterday.”

Off came the outer shirt, revealing 
another beneath; that came off, too, and 
at last Mr. Gubbins seemed to have 
reached his proper size. There was a 
vest, which was evidently the one he had 
on when he began to prepare for his 
flitting from the house.

“ Pants!” commanded the landlady 
briefly.

Two pair of nether garments came off. 
The suspenders were buttoned to the 
third pair.

“ Really, ma’am, I can’t in decency 
take off anything more,” said the abject 
Gubbins. “ We had to leave our extra 
hats and shoes up-stairs,_ anyway.”

“ Very well. I ’ll let you go. Here,” 
she tossed him the coat that matched the 
vest and trousers he now wore. “ These- 
’ll be locked up. Three months, remem­
ber. Then if you don’t come for ’em, I
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sell ’em—and the trunk. An’ if I ketch 
that chum of yours, I ’ll wallop him! ”

“ Yes. ma’am,” murmured Gubbins, 
and made for the hall.

She followed him, to “ see the last of 
his back,” as she expressed it. Clay 
turned to the gasping Brent.

“ My goodness ! I don’t believe I want 
to take her room. She’s an Amazon.”

“ She’s all right. You leave her to 
me. They deserved all they got—sneak­
ing out in this way. And only three 
weeks! ”

“ What would you have done?” 
queried Clay curiously.

“ Owed her six, at least,” whispered 
Brent, with a grin, and then sobered his 
features for the return of Mrs. Lemmon.

And that poor lady returned in no 
Amazonian mood. She was in tears. 
Now, when a pretty woman-cries she at­
tracts sympathy—because she is pretty! 
But Brent was sympathetic—and hon­
estly so, Clay saw—at once.

“ He’s a good-hearted fellow, as I sup­
posed,” he thought. “ And a gentle­
man.”

“ You see what we landladies have to 
put up with,” she observed. “ And then, 
I have been ugly to that Gubbins. You 
won’t want to come here to live, Mr. 
Hopworthy.”

“ Don’t you worry about that,” said 
Brent, with an open wink at her. “ Let’s 
see the room. He that hath cash can 

. defy the devil! ”
“ Well, that’s mebbe a compliment,” 

she said doubtfully, and laughed and 
took them up-stairs.

“ Isn’t five dollars a week more than 
I can afford? ” whispered Clay, who felt 
himself helpless in Brent’s hands.

But when he saw the room he did not 
really see how he could get on with a 
worse one. It had one attraction. It 
was clean.

“ Take it! take i t ! ” Brent advised 
cheerfully. “ We can send your trunk 
over to-night and you can sleep here.”

“ Of course he can! ” declared Mrs. 
Lemmon, her heart warming to two such 
comforting young gentlemen. “ And I’ll 
send the girl up to change the sheets.”

“ You are a jewel!” declared Brent 
boldly. “ Don’t let her escape you, Clay. 
A lady who will offer clean linen in the 
middle of the week! ”

And Mrs. Lemmon handed over a 
latch-key and went off to see about ful­
filling her promise without once think­
ing of asking for either references or the 
money in advance.

“ It’s a cinch ! ” declared Brent, lug­
ging Clay away instantly. “ See what 
can be done with merely the promise of 
the trunk. If we’d brought it with us 
she’d have offered to lend money.”

“ It wasn’t the trunk, but your silk 
hat, that impressed her,” laughed Clay.

But secretly he knew that it was 
Brent’s manner, his open-heartedness, 
and withal, his shrewd adaptability. 
And he admired him for these qualities 
hugely.

CHAPTER X.
A PARTNERSHIP.

T h e  trunk was reclaimed, an express­
man found, and Clay’s possessions sent 
to his boarding place. Then it was din­
ner-time and Brent confessed that his 
luncheon had been most unsatisfactory.

“ Come on,” he said. “ You shall 
treat me to-night,” and he winked. “ Re­
turn for last night’s spree.”

But Clay would not laugh.
“ Where shall we go?” he asked. 

“ You know I haven’t three dollars left 
now.”

** Pshaw! why be so sordid ? Three 
dollars will pay for a nice little din­
ner.”

“ Half of what I have is yours,” Clay 
said quietly. “ But I ’m going to dis­
burse your half as well as my own, just 
the same. Now, find a cheap restau­
rant.”

“ But, man alive, I can’t go to a cheap 
restaurant—not this way!”

“ And yet you could play a street or­
gan ! ”

“ Well—er—that’s different.”
But he found a little French place 

where they were served a table d’hote, 
with “ red ink,” for sixty cents apiece, 
and a ten-cent tip to the waiter.

Clay groaned over this. “ I hope you 
get your other clothes out of the pawn­
shop pretty soon, Brent,” he said. “ To 
wear a silk hat and evening dress costs 
too much.”

It was while they lingered at table, 
however, that these two young men, who
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had taken such a violent liking to each 
other, really became acquainted. Clay 
learned that his friend’s hope was to get 
a comic opera, or musical comedy, pro­
duced.

“ Seme pretty good critics have heard 
the music, and they encourage me,” he 
said, throwing aside his haphazard air. 
“ But there’s something to such a piece 
besides the music.”

“ You mean the libretto?”
“ Yes. I know a man who writes 

librettos; but, like the music publishers, 
he wants to 1 hog ’ it all. He has a repu­
tation for being a humorist, and he con­
siders his name worth about eleven- 
tenths of the profits—if profits there 
be! ”

“ And you look at it just the other 
way ’round, eh?” suggested Clay slyly.

“ Nay, nay, Pearlinc! I have tried to 
grind out doggerel myself, so I know 
that it is not the easiest grist in the 
world. And, besides, I want good song 
words and smart dialogue. I know I 
can’t do ’em. I have no rhyming fac­
ulty.”

“ Tell me about it,” urged Clay, vast­
ly interested.

“ Why, I’ve got the thing all planned. 
What it needs is a fellow to roll up his 
sleeves, take the situations as I’ve 
planned ’em, and turn out the rhymes 
and the humor. I believe,I've got a good 
thing in ‘ The Arrow of Fortune.’ ”

“ That sounds good.”
“ It is good. You know, there’s an old 

story about a little Spanish prince who 
shot an arrow into the air, and it flew 
out of sight. So he began to wonder 
what had become of it—where it had 
gone, and what was at the place where 
the arrow had fallen.

“ This idea worries him so that he 
sets out to find the lost arrow. And 
that is the theme of the piece, and lends 
itself to all manner of complications, 
both funny and sentimental.”

“ Great!” exclaimed Clay, with eyes 
like saucers.'

“ I ’ve a deal of the music written. 
And, to tell the truth, I ’ve tried to grind 
out some of the libretto. It’s poor stuff, 
though.”

His friend hesitated.
“ Do you think—that is, if I could see 

your words and hear the music----- ”

“ Sure you shall! I ’ll take you to a 
place to-night where you can hear some 
of it.”

“ Perhaps I might help you a little 
on the rhymes,” stammered Clay. “ I 
was always good at doggerel, and with 
a rhyming dictionary a fellow can do 
a lot'.’’

“ You don’t mean i t ! ” gasped Brent.
“ Oh, don’t look like that at me! I 

couldn’t turn out an original verse of 
any value, I don’t suppose. But just for 
fun, you know------”

“ I believe you are cursed with 
modesty! ” exclaimed Brent, in horror.

“ No-o. I don’t really believe it 
amounts to a curse.”

“ Let’s hear you make a jingle!” 
commanded Brent solemnly.

“ What—offhand? Oh! I don’t be­
lieve I could. Er—er—they’re like this 
—only I’m not sure that it’s entirely 
original,” and he rolled up his eyes, 
thought a moment, and began:
" There was an old man from Nantasket, 
Who went to sea in a basket;

When up came a shark—
Swallowed him and his bark—

Now, wasn’t that a fine funeral casket?”

“ Clay,” Brent declared solemnly, 
“ why do you hide your light under a 
bushel? You are a born poet—I can 
see that.

“ But, horrors! ” he suddenly ex­
claimed, clasping his hands. “ How can 
a man be a librettist with such a name as 
yours?—‘ Claypole Hopworthy!’ Ye 
gods and little fishes' It might better 
be ‘ Hoppole Clayworthv! ’ ”

“ Oh, I’ve always signed my name 
‘ Clay Worth ’ in the papers,” declared 
the other, with a blush.

“ And he’s written for the papers!” 
gasped Brent. “ See here, old man. Fate 
has thrown us together. I ’ll put you to 
the test. Here are the words of one of 
my sentimental songs in ‘ The Arrow of 
Fortune.’ See what you can do with 
the idea.”

He pushed the coffee cups aside and 
spread the manuscript on the table. For 
half an hour they pored over the lines 
and Clay showed him how to trim up the 
feet and changed some of the rhymes.

“ I could do better if I heard the 
music,” he declared.
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And this would not be difficult, Brent 
declared. Along Broadway almost eve­
ry manner of shop is open at night— 
there is even an all-night shoe store. So 
it was easy to find piano rooms open to 
the public.

Brent was known and welcomed here, 
too. He led his friend to the rear of 
the shop, chose a well-toned instrument, 
and softly began the overture of his 
composition.

There were not many people in the 
place; the clerks gathered around. Brent 
was a fine instrumentalist, and seemingly 
untiring. He went through the music 
of the first act, as he had arranged it, 
without' a break, explaining to Clay as 
he went along the nature of the differ­
ent numbers.

The latter was charmed. He was a 
lover of good-music, although he was no 
musician. But he recognized in the work a 
quality so seldom found in like composi­
tions—it was of even merit.

There was not merely one or two good 
things in this ac t; but each song, and 
each chorus was vivid, possessed abun­
dant color, and had the value of being 
easily learned by ear. Indeed, if it had 
a fault at all, it was that there was so 
much really good music in the act the 
hearers would be unable to take away any 
one tune.

Clay was fired with energy. It was 
wonderful! He could scarcely wait to 
see and read Brent’s attempts at versifi­
cation and dialogue.

Indeed, the shopman’s desire to close 
up at midnight was all that drove Clay 
out of the place. He could have sat 
there and heard Brent play all night.

They agreed that Brent should bring 
his manuscript, both words and music, 
to Mrs. Lemmon’s the next evening. 
Clay would be back from the restaurant 
soon after six, and Brent was to get his 
dinner alone somewhere and come pre­
pared to put a long evening into the “ re­
hashing ” of his libretto.

“ And you’ll take a dollar of this mon­
ey,’’ Clay said firmly, as they parted on 
the street corner. “ My meals are as­
sured for to-morrow ; yours are not.”

Brent was ready with objections; but 
Clay was the stronger, both phvsicallv 
and in argument, and carried his point.

In truth Hopworthy went to his new 
6  a

lodgings a great deal more excited than 
did Brent. The former believed that all 
the composer needed was push to get his 
work heard by some good manager, and 
have it presented. On the other hand, 
Brent was inclined to believe it was pull!.

However, the interest Clay had ac­
quired in the composition kept his mind 
off the very disagreeable work which he 
set his hand to the next morning at eight 
o'clock. That steaming, greasy kitchen 
behind the restaurant was nauseous to 
Clay before noon.

How he cursed his lack of prompt­
ness that had shut him out of his prom­
ised situation with the Slocum Manufac­
turing Company. And now he hated 
Borrow, whose enmity had really cost 
him the situation he had come from 
Springfield to secure.

If he had -that chance no-tv, with 
twenty-five per week, he and Brent could 
I® sure of food and shelter until the 
musical comedy was produced. The 
budding librettist Jtad a great deal to 
learn, you see.

However, he was sure of enough to 
eat while he remained in the restaurant, 
and the five dollars a week would keep 
him out of debt to Mrs. Lemmon. But 
he went home at night with his hands 
in a much worse condition than they had 
been the day before.

“ My gracious! ” exclaimed Brent, 
when he saw them. “ You mustn’t work 
any longer in that place. You’re ruin­
ing your hands.”

" Don't be an ass.” grunted Clay.
“ What do you suppose I care about my 
hands? I  don’t play the piano, and a 
dirty hand can hold a pen as well as a 
clean one.”

And he proved to Brent’s delight that 
he- could hold the pen to some purpose. 
He had a talent for versifying, and his 
command of English was good.

Taking the sentimental song which he 
had looked over the night before he 
w o r k e d  at it half the evening, and w h e n  
he was through it was really a song, 
boasting smoothly flowing lines and more 
than a little grammatical sense.

“ Old man ! ” Brent exclaimed, shak­
ing hands over it, “ we are partners. 
We’ll make name and fame----- ”

“ And some money, let us hope,” Clay 
added coolly. *
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“ That reminds me; I am rich,” Brent 
declared. “ I invite you out to supper.
Loraine wants to meet you again----- ”

“ O h! ” and Clay blushed all' over.
“ You didn’t tell him------”

“ About my being bit the other night? 
I—guess—not! But he liked you. And 
then, he heard about your he-ro-ic ac­
tion on the stage—ha, ha, ha! ”

“ Let’s not. You save your money,” 
advised Clay, holding back.

“ Come on! Besides, Burt Loraine is 
a fellow who can help us. He’s heard 
part of this music; he can sing the tenor 
beautifully—you should hear him do ‘ If 
Love Be Only True ’—that is the title 
of the sentimental song in the first act. 
You’d fall in love with him yourself.” • 

This captured Clay. But he asked: 
“ How much money you got?”

“ Fifteen dollars.”
“ W hat! ”
“ Big sum, isn’t it? ”
“ And you tell me you only paid fifty 

cents for your dinnee? ”
“ Well, I hadn’t the fifteen then.” ad­

mitted Brent, with a laugh. “ Giggs only 
paid me as I was coming up here.” 

“ You’ve sold another song!” gasped 
Clay, in horror.

“ Oh, only a little thing. Giggs will 
find words to it—or Merharp will. Fif­
teen isn’t bad for it.”

“ But your name won’t be to it,” Clay 
said, in sorrow.

“ Don’t cry about that. A fellow’s 
got to live.”

“ But think what they make, and how 
little you get.”

“ Oh, well—perhaps the thing won’t 
take. And it costs a lot to print songs. 
If 1 had it accepted by a decent pub­
lisher I wouldn’t get more than two or 
three cents on a copy, and have to wait 
his pleasure to publish it.”

Clay dropped the matter; but he de­
termined to find out for his own satis­
faction what it cost to print an ordinary 
song sheet. He did not drop the matter 
of the fifteen dollars, however.

“ No such foolishness as the other 
night, Brent,” he declared. “ That fif­
teen dollars ought to last you some time. 
Don’t you owe room rent ? ”

“ My goodness! Mrs. Cushing might 
have heart trouble if I paid her.”

“ Risk it. Pay her something on ac­

count and promise me not to spend more 
than two dollars to-night?”

“ What! two dollars for three men? 
Nonsense! ”

“ Make it a dollar apiece, then.”
“ Dear, dear,” sighed Brent. “ I ’ve 

saddled myself with an Old Man of the 
Sea, sure enough. H ere!” He thrust 
a ten-dollar bill into Clay’s hand. “ You 
take this and pay for the feast. You 
can order, too.”

“ Have we positively got to take this 
Loraine to supper?”

“ Oh, that’s business. I want him to 
be interested in ‘ The Arrow of For­
tune.’ He might have a lot of influence 
with a manager—when we’re’ lueky 
enough to get hold of one.”

^ ’hey went down to the stage entrance 
of the theater and waited for Loraine to 
come out. They were not alone at the 
spot. Fools gravitate naturally toward 
a stage door when a musical comedy is 
on.

There was a boisterous party of three 
young men who evidently had no real 
business on the spot. They were dis­
cussing the piece, and had evidently just 
seen it from the front.

“ The Craymore girl is the one for 
me—she’s a peach,” one of them re­
marked rather loudly, and as he spoke 
a lady came out of the swinging door.

“ Sh! ” exclaimed another of the trio, 
sotta vocc. “ Here she is. Now, Borry, 
old boy, I dare you! ”

Both remarks had been audible to Clay 
and Brent. The latter paid little at­
tention, but to Clay it was irritating. 
He glanced at the figure of the lady 
as the light from the hall shone upon 
her—before the door swung to.

There was something familiar in her 
carriage: not in her facial appearance, 
for she was veiled. The first of the 
boisterous trio of loiterers advanced a 
step toward her.

The girl appeared not to notice, al­
though some of their words must have 
reached her ear. With a perfect air of 
ignoring them she crossed the wide walk 
and then suddenly halted before Brent 
and Clay.

The former raised his hat quickly and 
spoke. “ This is Miss Craymore? I am 
Mr. Brent. Burt Loraine introduced me 
to you once----- ”
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“ I believe I remember you, Mr. 
Brent,” she said. But her gaze was evi­
dently fixed on Clay.

“ Your friend?” she suggested. 
“ Haven’t I seen him before? ”

“ Mr. Hopworthy,” said Brent, good- 
humoredly. “ I guess you’ve never met 
him, but I know he’ll be delighted to 
think----- ”

“ Yes! I know him ! ” she exclaimed, 
interrupting. “ Last night, sir,” and now 
she spoke directly to the' confused Clay. 
“ You saved me when that scenery fell.”

“ I-—I pray you don’t mention it,” 
Clay said. “ It—it was nothing.”

This sent Brent off into laughter 
again.

“ Jove! you’re complimentary to Miss 
Craymore. Clay,” he chuckled. “ ‘ It— 
it was nothing ! ’ ”

“ Then I am deeply grateful to your 
friend for nothing,” she said, smiling, 
and tactfully speaking to Brent that 
Clay might recover himself.

But the latter was doomed to get 
deeper into difficulty, and because of his 
sharp hearing. The three behind him 
were openly commenting upon Miss 
Craymore.

“ Nipped in the bud, Borry! ” ex­
claimed one.

“ Borry wasn’t quick enough. She's 
got too many on the string for him,” said 
the second.

“ Confound her! And I sent her 
flowers, too,” sputtered the fellow whom 
they chaffed. “ They are all alike— 
common as dishwater ! ”

Clay wheeled on them like lightning. 
One stride took him directly before tfife 
last speaker and put his blazing face 
close into the line of the other’s vision.

“ You dirty mouthed scoundrel” he 
whispered. “ You and your friends get 
out of here instantly, or I'll roll you in 
the mud! Do you hear?”

The three started back. Clay’s evi­
dent brawn and more evident temper 
q u e l l e d  a n y  sp a r k  o f  c o u r a g e  th e y  m a y  
have had.

The two who had been urging on their 
mate, started away at once, muttering. 
The other fellow hesitated half a min­
ute, and Clay saw a devilish rage rise 
in his little eyes.

“ Ha ! I know you, you bully ! ” he 
gasped. “ This is another count against

you. I settled the other. I won’t forget 
this.”

He followed his friends. Clay stood 
a moment, his rage cooling while his 
amazement rose. The fellow was Bor­
row. the manager for the Slocum Manu­
facturing Company in the absence of the 
president of that concern.

CHAPTER XI.
A STREAK OF LUCK.

¥ W:ho are your friends, Clay?” 
drawled Brent’s voice behind him.

Thus aroused, that young man came 
back to Brent and Miss Craymore. He 
muttered something about their being no 
friends of his.

“ But you spoke to them? ” Miss Cray­
more said, and Clay thought she looked 
at him suspiciously.

“ Oh, one fellow I knew by name. 
He's not my friend. My enemy, rather.” 

Never had one.” Brent declared.
“ Except yourself.” his comrade re­

sponded. rather tartly.
Miss Craymore laughed.
“ I understand from Mr. I.oraine that 

you are too easy-going to make enemies,” 
she said. “ Ah ! here comes Burt.”

The tenor joined them. He shook 
hands warmly with Clay.

“ Then you found him out, Miss Crav- 
more ? ” he asked.

" 1 knew him at once,” she said, and 
Clay blushed again.

“ I've asked Miss Craymore to take 
potluck with us,” Brent said, in his easy 
manner.

“ < 'nly providing that it l>e petluck,” 
she said. “ A quiet place, a little bite, 
then one of you can put me on the car.”

Clay had his doubts about the pro­
priety of all this, for lie was terribly in­
sular. He was not used to seeing men 
and women friendly in the better sense 
of the word.

But lie had not been half an hour in 
Miss Craymore's company before he saw 
that both Brent and Loraine thoroughly 
respected her: and yet she could be fa­
miliar with them, calling the man she 
worked with every night by his first 
name, and speaking as freely to her other 
companions as though she were one with 
them.
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And when her veil was laid aside and 
he could see her face, Clay was really 
charmed with it. The eyes looked tired, 
and there was a pathetic little droop 
to the mouth when in repose.

But that same mouth smiled in the 
frankest possible way when she spoke, 
and there was a light in the eyes that 
made other people smile. He forgot the 
woman as she appeared on the stage, but 
saw her as she really was.

Most of their conversation at table 
was upon a subject that entirely held 
Clay’s attention, too. That was Brent’s 
composition.

Loraine had heard much of the music 
played; he had told Miss Craymore about 
it. and, having a good memory, had 
whistled some of the songs. Now out 
came “ If Love Be Only True,” and 
Brent sang it in a low tone.

“ You’ve improved the words,” Lo­
raine said, at once.

“ You mean Clay has. I tell you, he's 
going to make my silly stuff live' ” 
Brent was enthusiastic—over another’s 
work.

“ And that is the soprano’s song?” 
asked Miss Craymore.

“ That would hit you:*' Loraine said 
to her.

“ I’ll give you a copy of the words, 
and when I get the music down on paper 
I ’ll show it to you,” Brent declared. 
“ If we should only interest you in it, 
too, Miss Craymore.”

“ That isn’t hard,” and she laughed.
•And before they separated that night 

Loraine and she were almost as enthusi­
astic over “ The Arrow of Fortune ” as 
its coiffposer and librettist. It was 
agreed that the three men should call at 
Miss Craymore’s home on Sunday and 
run through such of the piece as was in 
shape.

That supper (it was only a bite and a 
mug of ale in a little place Brent knew 
about) marked the real opening of this 
new world to Clay Hopworthy. Miss 
Craymore selected him to take, her to the 
car. too; he had got over his bashfulness 
by that time and was delighted.

“ I want you for a friend,” she said to 
him, with a frank handclasp, as the car 
came along. “ You’re a bright man—I 
can see that.”

“ Not much, I’m not! ”

“ Yes, you are. It took a bright man 
to think of cutting that canvas border 
the other night when it fell on us.”

“ Vou weren’t going to talk about 
that.” he objected.

“ I won’t. And don’t you appear be­
hind the scenes at the Herald Square for 
a while, either. They’ve got it in for 
you for that! ” and she laughed again 
and went away.

Brent was at Clay’s lodgings every 
evening, almost as soon as the “ potato- 
parer ” reached home, and they worked 
like Trojans on the opera. There was 
an old piano, dumb as an ovster. in Mrs. 
Lemmon’s parlor. There had been a music 
teacher in the house once; he had struck 
hard times and—well, Mrs. Lemmon was 
“ keeping it for him.”

Brent prevailed upon the good lady 
to unlock the instrument, and after she 
had heard him play once she handed Clay 
the key and told him he and his friend 
were welcome to open the piano at any 
time they pleased.

When Brent wanted to run over a part 
and they’d go down to the parlor for 
that purpose, Mrs. Lemmon would open 
the folding doors a crack (she occu­
pied the back parlor herself ) and listen.

“ He plays like an angel! ” she told 
Clay warmly.

“ Oh, pshaw! ” Brent exclaimed, when 
he heard this. “ You won’t ever have to 
pay your room rent, old man. It’s a 
cinch.”

But Clay had many a bad hour—es­
pecially while at work in the restaurant 
kitchen—thinking over his situation. To 
earn just enough to pay his rent, and no 
more, was fearfully galling.

Brent’s light banter could not raise his 
spirits in that direction. He must find 
something to do that would add materi­
ally to his income.

He had not forgotten Miss Kendrick- 
son and her invitation to him to call on 
her again. She had told him to come 
the last of the week, and getting off 
earlier than usual on Friday he stopped 
at the studio.

The colored maid told him at once 
that Miss Kendrickson desired to see 
him : but he had to wait some time un­
til the sculptor finished with a female 
model. Then she called him in.

“ Why haven’t you been here before ? ”
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she demanded. “ And why come at this 
time of day? Come in the morning. 
1 can’t work now; I am exhausted.”

“ I am working and cannot come in 
the morning.” Clay told her.

“ Then you must come on Sunday. 
You don’t work then, do you?”

“ No, madam.”
“ Well; it’s too bad I shouldn't have 

one day of rest,” she complained. Then 
suddenly she darted at him. “ What’s 
this?” she almost shrieked. “ What 
have you been doing with your hands?”

“ I—I—madam----- ”
“ They’re black as a negro’s, and cut, 

and marred— what have you been doing, 
child?”

Clay told her with some confusion. 
He was not used to having plain-spoken 
ladies take an interest in his personal 
affairs.

“ A potato-parer in a restaurant 
kitchen! ”• she exclaimed. “ Of all the 
occupations for a man of your intelli­
gence and education.”

“ It is honest,” growled Clay, not a 
little angry.

“ Honest! Pah ! What sort of tom- 
myrot do you call that? It sounds like 
‘ Rollo Learning to Talk,’ or ‘ Sanford 
and Merton 1 ’ And let me tell you it 
isn’t honest—no, sir! It is the biggest 
kind of a sham.”

“ I’d be pleased to know what you 
mean. Miss Kendrickson? ” Clay de­
manded. with real anger now.

It was bad enough to have to do the 
dirty work in the restaurant kitchen 
without being talked to in this way.

“ Do you mean to say you think it 
honest for a man of your ability to be 
contented to do such work as yotf are
doing for a mere pittance------”

“ It pays my room rent and keeps me 
in food.”

" That’s no more than a tramp gets.” 
“ But a hobo doesn’t work.”

. “ He doesn’t? You try begging and 
stealing for a living. You’ll find it 
work, my man. As for you, there are a 
dozen ways for you to get your liveli­
hood as a gentleman should. You ought 
to be ashamed to settle back as you are 
and depend upon potato-paring for a 
living.”

“ I would like for you to point out 
some other way by means of which I can

keep a shelter over my head,” stammered 
Clay.

'■ That I will. I had it in my mind 
the other day, and I have not forgotten 
it. or you. 1 don't scold people without 
offering them advice,” and she smiled.

“ Then please come to the advice 
part.'* he observed stiffly.

“ Ha. ha. h a ! I see you are not so 
poor spirited after all. Now, listen to 
me: You saw the old gentleman in here
the other day?”

“ The one who lost his p in?”
“ Yes. He’s taken a fancy to you.” 
“ W hat! ” gasped Clay. “ And he 

wanted to arrest m e?”
“ Oh. you mustn’t mind a little thing 

like that in Uncle Dan,” Miss Kendrick­
son said, with another of her severe 
smiles.

“ Besides, he has got itack the pin. 
The police found the thief from the 
description you gave Uncle Dan. He 
came in here yesterday quite intent on 
seeing you again.”

“ How is that to help m e?” Clay in­
quired gloomily.

“ It may help you a good deal if you 
will allow it," she said. “ You must 
not be too proud, however.”

“ So you think I am proud ; yet I am 
a potato-parer?” and he laughed harshly.

"•1 'he Proud Potato Parer’—yes’ ” 
and her laugh made Clay’s very ears 
glow. “ Uncle Dan wants a man about 
him. You would fill the demand, I be­
lieve. I told him so.”

“ I heard you say something of the 
kind when I was here before. He did 
not seem to take kindly to the idea.”

“ But the suggestion stuck in his mind 
—I knew it would.”

Then she told him that the old gen­
tleman was a widower, who insisted on 
going his own gait in spite of his rela­
tives. and that his health was not all 
it should be.

“ We all—his family, I mean—appear 
afraid that something will happen to him 
if he hasn’t somebody trustworthy with 
him. What we are really afraid of is 
that he will do something foolish with 
his money. Old fellows like him are so 
often taken with a pretty face.and are 
influenced by designing women.”

Clay shuddered; then he caught a 
glimpse of her face and saw that she was
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“ talking one way, but thinking an­
other.”

“ Her bark’s a deal worse than her 
bite,” he said to himself. “ I knew that 
before.”

“ With your pride, would you be will­
ing to be half valet and half a private 
secretary? ” she asked.

“ For how much? ”
“ I believe he would pay you ten dol­

lars a week and your board and lodging. 
So he talked yesterday.”

Clay opened his eyes wide.
“ You are not playing with me, Miss 

Kendrickson? ”
“ Bah! why should I ? Am I one of 

the joking kind?”
“ I would be delighted at such a 

chance.”
“ You won’t be so delighted after 

you’ve tried the old man a while. I never 
could bear him about me—money and 
all. For that reason, I guess, I ’m the 
only one of the family whose judgment 
he trusts. Now, will you come Monday 
to meet him? ”

“ Not until after four o’clock. I won’t 
give up one job before I ’m sure of an­
other,” declared the canny Hopworthy.

“ Your verdancy is getting rubbed oft',” 
was Miss Kendrickson’s dry response.

But Clay was secretly delighted, 
though he took the matter with a grain 
of salt, as the saying is, after his first 
flush of joy. Ten dollars a week and 
“ found ”—well! say!

But as he bowed himself out and 
passed through the reception-room, after 
leaving the sculptor, a man stood there, 
hat in hand, speaking to the servant.

“ She’s in, then?” this person asked, 
and the tone of his voice made Clay 
whisk around to look at the speaker 
sharply.

But instantly he turned his face away 
again and stepped into the hall.

“ By Jove! that was Borrow,” he mut­
tered." “ I always seem to be running 
up against him.”

CHAPTER XII.
“ THE INCOMIX'S ADMINISTRATION.”

T h e  composer and librettist of “ T h e  
Arrow of Fortune ” spent each evening 
together until eleven or twelve o’clock.

and the musical comedy really began to 
take on form and substance. Brent 
needed just such a man as Clay Hop­
worthy to keep him to the work; and the 
inspiration of Brent's sanguine spirits 
countered Clay’s pessimism.

Although he could not have written 
a note’ of music to save his life, and 
could scarcely read music at all in fact. 
Clay’s ear for harmony was quite ex­
traordinary. It was on his advice that 
Brent finally made a sweeping change in 
the character of the composition.

In a score of this character one theme, 
or thread of music—usually a song or 
march that the composer believes will 
“ take ” with the public—runs through 
the entire orchestration of the piece.

This is prominent in the overture, 
crops up several times in the action and 
colors the final strains of music as the 
curtain descends on the last scene. And 
it is not always the good luck of the 
composer to hit upon the bars in his 
score best suited for giving the piece its 
“ theme.”

In the case of “ The Arrow of For­
tune ” Brent had selected a march—a 
sort of Sousaesque piece, with plenty of 
brass and odd harmonies in it—as the 
thread on which to hang the pendants of 
songs, dances, marches, etc., in his com­
position.

“ That'll bring the house! ” he ex­
claimed, after playing it to Clay. “ The 
show will end with a ‘ hurrah! ’ That's 
what we want. They'll go out talking 
about that march.”

“ Humph ! ” muttered the librettist.
“ Don’t you think so? ” queried Brent, 

watching him closelv.
“ 1 do.”
“ Then why do you grunt? ” asked the 

other impatiently.
“ I was thinking—say! do you want 

them to go out talking about any part 
of the show? ”

“ Great Peter! He prophesies a frost 
a l r e a d y  ! ”  g r o a n e d  B rent.

“ Listen to me. Wjien we were com­
ing out of the ‘ Will-o’-the-Wisp ’ the 
other night, what was everybody whis­
tling and humming? ”

“ Oh. that silly little thing. 1 W’en de 
Lights Am Blinkin’.’ It doesn’t even 
belong to the piece. It's an interpolated 
song.”
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“ Yes. And it wasn’t even written by 
the composer of the musical comedy it­
self. His theme, as you call it, was that 
soft shoe dance in the second act. But 
the public wouldn’t have it.”

“ Oh—I—see ! ”
“ Humph! you don’t want them to 

pick up the music of some second-rate 
coon song stuck in by a manager, or 
comedienne, and go out of your show 
whistling that, do vou?”

“ No.”
“ Then select a simpler, easier har­

mony for your theme—something that 
every one can whistle, th a t' every one 
can sing. And, I believe, it should be 
something a little on the pathetic line. 
A little haunting melody sticks in the 
mind longer, and wears better, than a 
piece that needs six slide trombones to 
bring it out.”

“ Gee! but you’re a critic.”
“ I’m not. I know so little about 

music that I can safely represent the 
great American public. What you want 
to use is ‘ If Love Be Only True.’ 
That’ll hit ’em.”

Brent looked at him thoughtfully. 
Clay sang the song through—he had 
learned to love it by this time, and he 
sang it well.

“ Fifty dollars a week—in the 
chorus! ” snapped Brent. Then he 
laughed and sighed.

11 You’re right, old man. I see it. The 
march is the big thing; but ‘ If Love Be 
Only T rue’ we’ll fetch ’em.”

And with that in view he rewrote his 
overture and had the new arrangement 
ready by Sunday afternoon when they 
went up-town to Miss Craymore’s flat.

Loraine was there, and so was Miss 
Craymore’s chum, who played in a stock 
company on the East Side—Miss Sadie 
Halburton. Her black, straight eye­
brows and delightfully turned-up nose 
prepared Clay to learn that her real 
name was Haggerty.

But she was a delightful little crea­
ture (she played ingenue parts) and 
shone forth brilliantly later in the eve­
ning when she presided over the chafing 
dish, apropos of which she told of once 
capturing a well-known critic who had 
been to sec the play in which she acted, 
and getting him home to supper after the 
show.

“ But all the mention the horrid thing 
made of me was ‘ Miss Sadie Halburton 
is a better cook than she is actress.’ ”

With the two young women there lived 
a maiden aunt of Miss Halburton (that’s 
how Clay learned the ingenue’s real 
name), who played chaperon. Clay’s 
opinion regarding people of the stage 
mounted by leaps and bounds, and he 
found himself steadily attracted by Miss 
Craymore’s charm of manner.

The musical comedy was the all im­
portant topic, however. Brent and Clay 
went through the entire first act, sing­
ing some of the songs together, and 
Clay reading his dialogue which Brent 
had whipped into shape with the “ busi­
ness ” interpolated.

Miss Cray more surprised them both 
by singing “ If Love Be Only True,” 
having learned it since the night at the 
restaurant. The performers were en­
thusiastic, and the firm of “ Brent & 
Worth ” were vastly encouraged.

" It will be more of an opera than 
a musical comedy,” Loraine said, 11 and 
New Yorkers have perverted tastes when 
it comes to the latter composition. You 
want to make up your minds, you fel­
lows, that when the thing gets into a 
manager's hands it will be torn all to 
pieces.”

■‘ How?” queried Clay.
” For the sake of introducing special­

ties. and to make the goods fit the per­
formers. You wait till you see a re­
hearsal.”

'‘ If it ever gets that far,” groaned 
Brent.

But Clay would not let his partner 
lose heart. Personally he banked a great 
deal on his obtaining the post with Miss 
Kendrickson’s uncle.

He felt sure that he would have more 
time to himself, and the ten dollars a 
week would further another idea he had 
in his mind. Brent had a song, the 
words of which he had found in a pa­
per ; the music was dainty and sweet. 
Clay had begged him not to sell it off­
hand, as he had others:

“ Let us see if we can’t publish it 
ourselves,” he said.

“ But we’ll have to pay the writer for 
the verses, or get permission, or some­
thing,” objected Brent, who hated trou­
ble of any kind.
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“ Leave • that to me,” Clay declared, 
and he wrote to the author of the lines, 
in care of the editor of the paper in 
which they had appeared, offering ten 
dullars for the use of them as a song.

“ How’ll we ever scratch together 
money enough to publish the song our­
selves?” complained Brent. “ And then 
there’s the selling of the thing after­
ward. You don’t know anything about 
it.”

“ And you don’t seem to know 
much yourself,” replied Clay laughing. 
“ You’ve never gone into the matter 
very deeply.”

Clay obtained an extra hour on Monday 
afternoon from Mac. the kitchen boss, 
and went over to Miss Kendrickson’s 
studio earlier than he had given her rea­
son to expect him. It was thus he ran 
into a storm-belt.

Miss Kendrickson had doffed her 
mannish working suit and met him in 
the reception-room.

“ Uncle Dan is here,” she said in a .low 
voice. “ I give you one warning, and 
only one. Begin as you intend to go 
on!

“ You don’t know what I mean? Then 
I ’ll tell you. Uncle Dan is a child in 
many things. His health is uncertain. 
He once had a slight apoplectic stroke. 
Make things go easy for him; but put 
your foot down, and put it down hard, 
when you have to.”

“ But. my dear madam, am I to be 
his keeper?” whispered Clay, greatly 
disturbed.

“ You’ll find out you are that, as well 
as other things. You are going to mix 
into a family affair, and will be cursed 
by both sides before you get through.” 

Why, you must think me a fool! ” 
gasped the young man.

“ Exactly. Otherwise I would not 
have suggested you to him.”

“ Thank you ! ” exclaimed Clay hotly, 
picking up his hat.

Then he remembered that he could 
not afford to throw away the chance, no 
matter how it might hurt his pride.

“ Go in and see him,” she said, giv­
ing him a little push, and Clay walked 
down the hall and entered the studio, 
or workshop, where Uncle Dan was 
walking about squinting at the statues 
through a double barreled eye-glass.

“ Ha! hum! ” he grunted, turning the 
glass on Clav. “ You are the young man, 
then?”

“ Yes, sir.”
“ Do the terms suit you?”
“ Will you repeat them, please?”
“ Ten dollars a week. I will secure 

your board and lodging at my expense, 
also. And I suppose you will rob me 
some; I’m used to that.”

“ But I should not know how to go 
about it,” Clay responded, boiling in­
side, but speaking as sweetly as though 
being called a thief was quite familiar 
to him.

“ Then you are either a fool, or you’ll 
soon learn how.” grunted the old gentle­
man.

“ Your niece says the former,” Clay 
observed dryly.

“ She’s a good judge. Well? ”
“ I will try it. After a week I can tell 

whether I think your salary is enough 
for the work—and insults.”

“ Come, come! that’s not so bad,” ex­
claimed Uncle Dan, and began to 
cackle.

Just then there were voices in the re­
ception-room. Then there burst in first 
a young man whose appearance quite 
startled Clay, and following him Miss 
Kendrickson, quite as grim looking as 
usual.

It was Borrow'. Clay had not been 
mistaken on Friday evening. This young 
man had really been a visitor to the 
sculptor’s studio.

“ I thought so !” Borrow exclaimed, 
eying Clay coldly. “ I am seldom mis­
taken in a man’s face and figure. This 
is the fellow, Hopworthv, to-whom Mr. 
Slocum refused to give a situation be­
fore he left for Europe.”

Clay sprang forward like a horse that 
feels the whiplash. Then he caught Miss 
Kendrickson’s eye, and quailed.

“ What’s: that? What’s tha t?” queried 
the old gentleman testily. “ What do you
sav,  N  e p liew  O e o r g e  ? ”

“ The fellow is not trustworthy,” Bor­
row declared. “ I don’t claim to know 
what the matter was. but he had to leave 
the town where he lived under cover, and 
came begging for work to Mr. Slo­
cum----- ”

“ I.ia r!” burst from Clay’s throat. 
But he did not move this time.
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“ Remember you are in the presence 
of a lady, sir,” was the remark that 
chilled him from the lady herself.

“ I don’t know how Cousin Sade came 
across him,” Borrow began.

“ It isn’t necessary for you to know,” 
interposed Miss Kendrickson coolly.

“ Well, he’s not honest. There is 
something wrong with him. I won’t al- 
low Uncle Dan to be hoodwinked------”

“ Excepting by yourself,” suggested 
the cousin in question, in her expression­
less voice.

“ You don’t want the fellow about 
you,” pursued Borrow, ignoring Miss 
Kendrickson.

By this time the old gentleman had re­
covered his breath.

“ What do you mean, breaking in on 
my business in this way?” he demanded 
sternly of Borrow.

“ I ’m saying this for your own good, 
Uncle----- ”

“ Go away! ” cried. Uncle Dan. “ You 
bother me—I hate you—you are an 
abominable toad! ”

His vituperation was like a woman's, 
his tone like a child’s.

“ But you haven’t engaged this fel­
low, uncle?” cried Borrow.

“ I hadn’t decided before; but I will 
now.”

“ I beg of you----- ”
The old man waved him away and 

walked up to Clay, the astounded.
“ You’re engaged!” he exclaimed. 

“ Terms as we agreed. You begin work 
now.”

“ I tell you the fellow------”
“ I don’t hear you!” grunted Uncle

(To be

Dan, starting on a nervous trot about 
the room.

Borrow followed him; he laid his 
hand on the old gentleman’s sleeve. He 
began to cajole him.

Clay stood undecided, tempted to run 
and leave them all. to throw up his new 
job, to get out of the way of the vin­
dictive Borrow.

Then he happened to look at Miss 
Kendrickson. Her lips moved and he 
read the words which she did not utter 
aloud.

“ Is—is that true?” C.lay gasped.
She nodded. “ All his life. That 

puppy George Borrow knows it well. 
He is trying to bring about your dis­
charge in that way.”

“ I don’t care about that,” muttered 
Clay, undecided. “ It’s the poor old 
man. It’s too bad----- ”

She sneered at him.
“ It’s in your power to stop it,” she 

said, and turned her back.
For a moment longer Clay hesitated. 

Borrow had followed the old' gentleman 
to the other end of the room.

“ I won’t listen to you—I won’t ! I 
won’t ! ” Uncle Dan was crying.

Clay strode across to them. He did 
not look at the old man, but he glared 
at Borrow.

“ You come with me,” he said fn a 
low voice.

“ What do you mean—you dog?” 
gasped Borrow; but then Clay had him 
and, whirling him around with one hand 
on his collar and the other grasping the 
slack of his trousers, he propelled the 
bully out of the studio. 

continued.)

HIS OLD TRICK.

C upid, wicked little rascal.
One day cast aside his dart; 

Crept up when I wasn’t looking. 
And he deftly stole my heart.

Told him that he was a sneak thief, 
But he simply turned and fled, 

And instead of rightful owner 
Gave it to a girl instead.

McLamlburgh Wilson.



THE HATLESS HORROR.
BY FRANK EDWARDS.

The devastating havoc wrought by a fad in man’s attire and the unexpected source from
which help came.

SOME slight idea of the manner in 
which this amazing fad grew from 

nothing to something and from some­
thing to everything may be gleaned from 
that unhappy initial lunch-time con­
versation between Felter, Crane, and 
Bottsford.

Of course you are acquainted, direct­
ly or otherwise, with Felter, Crane, and 
Bottsford.

They represent everything that is big 
and powerful and fashionable in men’s 
head-gear around New York. They 
manufacture men’s hats and they have 
some dozens of stores where they are re­
tailed.

In addition, they control some dozens 
more of minor establishments about the 
city, from Battery Park to the uttermost 
limits of the Bronx. What any or all 
of them say about the gentleman’s hat 
niarket is authoritative in the extreme. 
Therefore the significance of that fate­
ful first conference on the subject.

“ I see,” smiled Felter, “ that the en­
tire structure of our business is in grave 
danger.” '

Crane squinted at him over his cigar. 
“ Why?”
“ W hy?” Felter reached for the 

sugar and dropped his two lumps, into 
the coffee before replying. “ Simply be­
cause that paragon of wealthy and fash­
ionable eccentricitv, Mr. Berriford Van 
der Schuyden, was observed. to walk 
down Fifth Avenue yesterday without his 
hat 1 ”

“ Blow off?”
“ According to the ever sycopiftmtic 

morning newspaper, no! The—the 
Chronicle, I think it was. announced that 
one of their special reporters had started 
hot-foot after the aforesaid Berriford 
and had interviewed him. He an­
nounced, with his customary haughty 
dignity, that the public were doubtless 
not in the slightest interested ; but since 
there was a faint chance that some of the

vulgar masses might like to know the 
reason, he would state that it is no longer 
correct for a perfect gentleman to wear a 
hat. Indeed, he ventured to predict that 
within a year or two the common or 
garden variety of hat would disappear, 
and the upper extremity of mankind 
would be wandering around au naturel 
exclusively.”

“ Bosh ! ” said Bottsford.
“ Several kinds of it,” chuckled Felter. 

“ Probably by this time the exalted Ber­
riford is sneezing, cornering the-hand­
kerchief market and having divers pre­
scriptions filled rush fashion. It’s 
March just now! ” he ended dryly.

Crane grinned thoughtfully at his 
cigar.

“ And even if it was January,” he said 
slowly, “ there are several hundred fools 
in town who would follow this chap’s ab­
surd example.”

“ Yes, I recall the time that Van der 
Schuyden began to wear his scarf-pin on 
his vest instead of on his tie. There was 
something like seventy thousand congen­
ital idiots imitating him for a few 
months.”

“ Well—we needn’t blame ’em,” 
Crane said, with contemptuous tolerance. 
“ There is a certain class of human ani­
mal that must imitate something or blow 
up. Let’s be thankful that Van der 
Schuyden’s latest will wipe out victims 
about as fast as they’re made.”

“ Or better still,” added Felter, “ let’s 
be thankful that it won’t. The head 
that will go without a hat in New York 
has nothing inside it to catch cold.”

The conference ended in a roar of 
laughter.

There was another conference, toward 
the end of April. It was not quite so 
cheerful a gathering as the first at which 
the subject had been discussed.

Felter looked vaguely annoyed and 
Crane seemed angry; Bottsford wore an 
expression of extreme tartness.
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“ This is perfect deuced ro t! ” the 
former announced. “ That chump of a 
Van der Schuyden is actually almost 
hurting the hat business! ”

“ Almost! ” Bottsford smiled acidly. 
“ It’s more than almost! Why, I ’d guar­
antee that our sales, from the factory 
and the different stores, have fallen off 
all of ten per cent in the last month I 
P ah ! ”

“ Do you suppose it’s his fau lt?” 
Crane asked thoughtfully. “ Maybe it’s 
a late season, or something similarly un­
accountable. You know our line has its 
good years and its off years, the same as 
any other.”

“ I ’m inclined to think that Van der 
Schuyden’s partly to blame, at any rate,” 
Felter said slowly. “ Yesterday, just out 
of curiosity, I walked up the Avenue. 
In twenty blocks, I suppose there were 
a hundred or so mighty well-dressed 
men strolling along calmly without the 
sign of a ha t! ”

“ And I’ll gamble that people were 
looking at them with profound admira­
tion, too ! ” Bottsford murmured.

“ Yes, that was a thing that struck me, 
as well. I suppose ten men and youths 
looked after every one of those fools, 
and, from the expression of their faces, 
a good half were contemplating the same 
absurd trick.”

He pursed his lips and scowled at the 
coffee-cup. Bottsford banged the table 
with an angry fist.

“ Drat it I It can't amount to any­
thing ! ” he cried. “ Why, it’s perfect 
poppycock! People have been wearing 
hats for centuries—for dozens of cen­
turies. Do you mean to say that in an 
enlightened town like New York, the 
men are going to drop it all at once— 
and merely because a supposed society 
leader takes a notion to go bareheaded? ”

“ Hardly.” Felter smiled a little. 
“ Oh, I’m not altogether sure that the 
poor business can be traced down to it 
at all. But whatever’*; causing the 
slump. I wish most sincerely that it 
would pass and be quick about it. I’ve 
got a pile tied up in the spring and sum­
mer stock.”

“ And I’ve got another pile! ” Crane 
sighed.

“ And I ’ve got as big a pile as the two 
of you together! ” Bottsford snapped.

“ I ’ve enough of a pile tied up, here, 
there and the other place, that it’ll crip­
ple me if we have a bad year! ”

Whereupon Crane, probably the most 
optimistic of the trio, diverted the con­
versation to more cheerful lines; and if 
the subject was not forgotten, it was not 
further discussed—just then.

One of the earliest days of Tune found 
all three around the same table once 
more.

Felter. usually imperturbable, looked 
distinctly worried. Bottsford wore an 
expression of unmitigated gloom and 
pessimism. Even Crane’s round counte­
nance had lost much of its hopefulness 
and good cheer.

For matters were in a bad way—in a 
distinctly bad way for the hat business ! 
They knew it now ; every dealer in New 
York knew it.

The latter half of May had not been 
warm—it had dragged to the end of the 
month distinctly hot. The rush foi­
st raw hats and for other lighter varieties 
should have been sudden and enormous. 
Instead, the stores from one end of town 
to the other were standing empty.

Clerks yawned over the newspapers 
from morning until night, and were 
wearied to death from sheer idleness 
when the business day came finally to a 
close.

" Why, it's getting worse every hour! ” 
Crane sighed. “ I suppose that to-day 
there are twenty or thirty thousand men 
and boys wandering around bareheaded 
in New York—and some of our former 
best customers among them at that. I’ve 
observed.”

•' It’s not only the better class,” Fel­
ter said earnestly. “ The infernal thing 
is spreading everywhere. Why, down­
town you can see every sort of male 
human—office boys, bill clerks, messen­
gers, bookkeepers, managers, every one 
—going about without the sign of a 
hat.”

■' And the thing’s growing like sixty, 
too ! Lots of the out-of-town manufac­
turers have simply dropped New York 
from their salesmen’s routes. Thev sav 
there’s nothing in it anv more—and that 
it’s growing in other cities ! ”

’’ Let it grow wherever it wants to. 
Crane,” groaned Felter, “ Anywhere— 
long as it’ll die out in New York. We
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three, you know, have confined ourselves 
pretty closely to the little old town. 
What the others lose won’t be a marker 
to what we lose, unless a stop is put to 
the thing! ”

“ But what on earth is the cause of 
the insane business?”

“ Novelty, I presume, and-—Van der 
Schuyden. Very likely it feels good at 
first to go around without a hat, particu­
larly when the society fashion-plate de­
crees it to be the correct thing.”

Felter rubbed his chin in sad thought. 
“ It isn’t only the people who have 

adopted it that are hurting it—it’s ev­
erybody in town,” he went on. “ The men 
have stopped buying hats altogether. I 
suppose I ’ve questioned a hundred who 
didn’t know me, as to why they were 
wandering around in head-gear that 
should legitimately be in the ragbag. 
One and all gave the same answer: they 
were considering taking up the new 
freak; if they made up their minds to 
that effect, what would be the good of 
having a hat they couldn’t use? ”

Bottsford came out of a black study. 
“ Hang the cause! ” he rasped. 

“ We’re not concerned with the cause. 
What we want to know is : what are we 
going to dot ''

“ I’ve done all I can think of now.” 
Felter sighed. “ I’ve worked the news­
papers with all sorts of articles. They’re 
bound to be friendly to us as advertisers. 
I ’ve managed to run in all sorts of arti­
cles, showing that the new fad is the most 
dangerous thing that ever hit New York. 
I even paid so eminent a man as Dr. 
Ferdinand McFestor five hundred in 
cold cash, to write an analysis of the 
situation, showing that unless New 
Yorkers took to wearing their hats again 
the whole human race was bound to de­
teriorate within one generation. 1 had 
sketches made of cave men with long 
hair and prehistoric clubs, and so cn— 
and the storv appeared in every maga­
zine section last Sunday.”

“ And what good did it do?” Botts­
ford inquired.

“ None,” Felter confessed frankly. 
“ I’ve heard a dozen people laughing at 
it in the Elevated trains and the Subway. 
Last night I caught McFestor himself 
in his machine, bareheaded, and taxed 
him with it. He said lie’s changed his

mind and decided that the fad was thor­
oughly hygienic, and that he was advis­
ing some of his patients to use i t ! ”

" Bah!”
“ Bah as much as you please,” Crane 

muttered. “ The fad has taken hold of 
New York as nothing ever did before, 
and unless we find some way of killing 
it. we’re----- ” he stopped.

“ Killed off ourselves!” Bottsford 
said bluntly.

“ 'Veil, it amounts to that in my case,” 
Crane admitted. “ If the hundreds of 
thousands of hats I have on hand aren’t 
sold— I think I’m done for. We’ve all 
been running on a pretty narrow margin 
this last year or two.”

“ Same here,” murmured Felter. “ I 
mortgaged the whole plant after that 
minor slump last year. If this goes on 
for another three months, I ’m out of the 
hat business and—smashed! ”

“ And as for me----- ” Bottsford
snarled. “ Oh—damn!” He glared at 
the other two as if the matter were di­
rectly a fault of theirs. “ What are we 
going to d o t”

“ 1 don’t know! ” Felter admitted. 
“ We’ll have to wait and hope and think, 
I suppose. Let’s take a month to it. By 
that time, if conditions haven’t improved 
—well, we’ll be ready for any sort of 
drastic measures that appear at all prom­
ising.”

It was a bad month. It was the worst 
month, indeed, in all the history of hats 
and hatters.

Senseless, purposeless though it might 
be. the bareheaded propaganda went 
forward with great, blood-curdling 
strides, with strides that struck sickening 
terror to every person in New York who 
was financially interested in the business 
of selling men’s hats.

Had the insidious thing shown even 
a sign of early death, it would at least 
have been something. It did nothing of 
the sort; it gathered strength, it showed 
new disciples with every day of every 
week!

Where just a year before the sight of 
a bareheaded man would have excited 
amused comment, the sight of a hat now 
stamped the wearer as a relic of former 
t im es ! ■

People enthused openly and reveled 
in unwonted tan. People told each
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other how their chronic headaches and 
backaches and toothaches and every 
other variety of aches had disappeared 
since they left off the silly habit of hat- 
wearing. People who had been accus­
tomed to thin and carefully tended hair 
found that the genial influence of sun 
and air was working a change; people 
whose hirsute adornment had always 
been ample began to assume the appear­
ance of the football-player type.

This latter wrought a queer little 
change, too. 'Where it had been a sad 
necessity for many a proprietor to dis­
charge his store force, earlier in the 
craze, clerks now deserted by hundreds! 
Many of them had saved a little money 
and were keen-eyed for investment. 
With diligence, the barber trade could 
be learned in a short space.

They hurried forth and studied the art 
of the snipping shears and flourishing 
bay rum bottle. They opened little 
shops, here, there, and everywhere, up­
town and down-town; and they literally 
coined money, for hair, all over New 
York, was growing faster and faster and 
the ordinary barber shops were losing 
men daily through sheer exhaustion.

Smaller hat shops, too, were trans­
muted into tonsorial establishments; and 
sad-eved little dealers who had once 
frolicked before the mirrors and assured 
the customer that the hat he wore was 
the most becoming thing possible, now 
labored over the matted hair of the same 
customer, combing out tangles and clip­
ping off inches at a time.

Before the month was out, it became 
apparent to the trio of leading hat men 
that some sort of prompt action was 
necessary; and it was at another 
luncheon assembly that Felter gave voice 
to the need.

“ There’s no use in waiting! ” he said 
positively. “ We’re dead up against it. 
We’ve got to kill this thing in the matter 
of a few weeks or give u p ! ”

“ And you’re ready to tell us how it’s 
to be done?” Bottsford asked acidly.

Felter shook his head with sorrow. 
Crane sat up.

“ See here 1 ” he remarked. “ I ’ve 
been thinking and thinking hard. Is this 
f o o l  V a n  de r  S c l iu y d e n  st i l l  in t o w n ? ”

“ Yes, later than usual this year. I ’ve 
had an eye on him. He’s black as a

Cuban now, and he parades up and down 
Fifth Avenue with the admiring eyes of 
thousands on him. He seems to be proud 
of his work—and the blamed thing’s be­
come so world-famous now that every 
last clinger to old habits who sees him 
immediately tears off his hat and throws 
it into the street! ”

“ He hasn’t anything much more than 
his name, has he? ”

“ Van der Sehuyden? No. What little 
his father left, he’s managed to dispose of 
himself. Van der Schuyden’s all blue 
blood and nothing else j he’s chronically 
hard up. W hy?”

“ Because that’s just what I thought. 
Now why, since he started the craze, 
shouldn’t he undo his own work?”

“ You mean that if he began to wear 
a hat again, the rest of the sheep would 
fall into line once more?”

“ Beginning at the top, yes! I believe 
that there’s still trade to be saved if he 
can be persuaded to return to his senses 
—for a consideration ! ”

Felter thought hard for a minute or 
two: Bottsford, rather doubtful, looked 
brighter nevertheless than he had for 
months. The trio were silent j then 
Felter spoke u p :

“ See what you can do, Crane! I ’ll 
drop in a third of whatever amount in 
reason he’ll take to quit! ”

“ Count me in ! ” Bottsford added 
briefly.

“ I’ll send a messenger to him this 
afternoon ! ” cried Crane. “ Good-by ! 
Never mind the coffee! This thing can’t 
be started any too quickly. Bottsford— 
Felter—both of you come to my office 
to-morrow! ”

He dashed out of the restaurant, and 
the others breathed a slight sigh of re­
lief. I f  it did work.' If the situation 
could only be saved, even at this late 
date! It might cost a pretty penny, but 
—it was well worth it if the hat business 
could be revived!

They- passed the night. Bottsford and 
Felter, in anxious expectancy. They 
were at Crane’s office long before eleven 
on the following morning.

That gentleman was not present. In­
deed, he did not appear until noon, and 
when finally he walked in his .face was 
a study. He motioned them into his pri­
vate office and locked the door.
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“ It’s all off! ” he announced sadly. 
“ E h ?” Bottsford started up. 

“ Wouldn’t listen to it? ”
“ He wanted to listen to too much! ” 

Crane threw his hat, one of the few 
thousand active survivors in the city, to 
the desk and groaned. Then he shrugged 
his shoulders and plunged into the yarn.

“ Well, I received no answer what­
ever from Van der Schuyden yesterday. 
The boy came back and said that he had 
waited an hour for it, and that the gen­
tleman wasn’t home. This morning I 
had an urgent note from a law firm down­
town, asking me to call at once upon a 
most important matter intimately con­
nected with present unfortunate condi­
tions in the hat trade ! ”

“ Who were they? ”
Blake &:—somebody. The letter’s 

there somewhere. Well. I went down and 
was hurried in to the senior partner. He’s 
a very suave and grave person, and he 
smiled all over at the sight of me. He 
asked me to sit right down—and then he 
informed me that while, to all intents and 
purposes, I was dealing with him alone, 
in reality 1 was talking to Mr. Reginald 
Van der Schuyden’s official and secret 
mouthpiece, for this occasion onlv! ” 

“ A ha!”
“ Then he went on. in that purring 

way of his. He said that Air. Van der 
Schuyden, in the first place, had not 
primarily thought of any personal gain 
to be won by going hatless. He had 
merely thought of starting a new fad— 
he being admitted to be the star fad- 
starter of the universe.

“ I.ater, lie saw precisely what effect 
the thing was having on our business. 
He also saw himself getting harder up 
and harder up every blessed day. Then 
it was that, realizing his own importance, 
lie began to expect to hear from some of 
u s! ” ,

“ So he did expect tha t! ” Felter ejac­
ulated. “ And we only thought of it 
yesterday ! ”

“ Yes, he expected it, and laid his plans 
accordingly. Gentlemen, that young, 
beautifully dressed hound is prepared to 
guarantee to stop the business in a month 
by regaining his hat and persuading his 
immediate associates to follow suit! ”

“ Well, what on earth more do you 
want! ” Bottsford cried joyfully.

“ The price! ” groaned Crane.
“ But liow much does he w ant?”
“ One—-million—dollars! ” said Crane 

breathlessly.
The others stared at him open 

mouthed.
“ One — one — what ? ” Bottsford 

mouthed.
“ One million, crisp and cold! ” Crane 

repeated. “ What’s -more, unless we take, 
up with him very shortly he proposes to 
do all in his power to push the craze, 
which he justly points out has assumed 
huge proportions. He means to start a 
magazine and circulate it throughout the 
country—Healthy Hatless ness, he’s going 
to call it—and he intends to form little 
societies here and there for further­
ing the cult! If it’s as successful else­
where as here, it means that the hat busi­
ness in America is dead! ”

“ But a million!” Bottsford cried.
" Why. if we could raise it I wouldn’t 
give it to him ! ”

“ And if we were to appeal to hatters 
through the country to raise a fund, we’d 
simply be the laughing stock of the 
United States! ” Felter muttered.

“ Of course we would—and I’d see 
him hanged, anyway, before I ’d even 
think of attempting it. Confound him! ” 
Bottsford arose and stalked back and 
forth, his face flaming angrily. “ I’ll ex­
pose that cur! We’ll all expose him! 
We’ll have him written up and muck-- 
raked and—-— ”

“ Oh, no, you won’t,” Crane said sadly. 
“ This Blake pointed out the futility of 
that sort of thing. In the first place, no 
one knows or could prove any earthly 
connection between him and Van der 
Schuyden. If they both denied it, we’ve 
only this letter to show—and Blake could 
easily enough explain that by any one of 
a dozen kind of lies. There were no wit­
nesses.”

“ But is it possible—is it even conceiv­
able? ” Bottsford fumed. . “ Is it think­
able that one—one blackguard is going
to smash the millions we three alone have 
dropped into hats—not to mention the 
thousands of other people all over Amer­
ica? ”

“ It’s possible, unless------” Crane’s
voice trailed away.

Save for Bottsford’s heavy breathing, 
the room was mournfully still.
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“ If we------” Felter hesitated after a-
long pause.

There came upon the office door a timid 
tap. Crane stepped over and unlocked it, 
and the boy presented a card.

“ Gentleman -wants to see you on a 
very urgent matter.” he explained. 
“ Shall I send him in ?”

Crane looked about uncertainly.
“ Yes—yes—send him in. I don’t 

know who the devil ‘ H. Peck ’ is.” he 
explained. “ We’ll get rid of him in a 
hurry, anyway.”

He had no more than ceased speaking 
when a dapper person of some thirty- 
five years appeared. He was trim from 
head to foot, as smart and well-groomed 
a being as fastidious eye might wish to 
see. More than all, however, lie found a 
way to their hearts at once: he was wear­
ing a new straw hat!

It appeared to them in the light of an 
omen.

“ l had hoped to see you alone, Mr. 
Crane.” He glanced at the other two 
and his face brightened. “ All, yes, quite 
so! Mr. Felter and Mr. Bottsford! So 
much the better. I may sit down? 
Thank you-! Cigarette? ”

They shook their heads in some bewil­
derment at the human breeze. H. Peck 
propelled a cloud of more or less enjoy­
able smoke through the open window : he 
looked at the ceiling for an instant, then 
at the waiting trio.

“ Hat business is in a very bad way! ” 
he announced briefly.

“ Very! ” agreed Crane. “ But 
you----- ”

“ I ’ve come to redeem it. What’s it 
wortli, gentlemen?”

“ Look here, you! ” Bottsford’s eyes 
glared suspicion. “ If you’re another 
from that condemned Van der Schuvden, 
and----- ”

■ “ No connection with any other firm 
or individual, I assure you,” Peck pur­
sued. “ Furnish proofs later if you like. 
What’s it worth?”

“ Well—you—you shoot in here like a 
cyclone,” Crane smiled, “ and put a 
question that—that we can hardly an­
swer.”

“ Answer it for you,” said the visitor, 
with obliging briskness. “ Would you in­
vest three hundred thousand dollars, pro­
vided it returned doubled within three

months, to see the hat business return to 
its old condition? ”

“ Would we! ” Bottsford started up.
“ Could we raise it, even for three 

months?” Crane asked.
“ Easily.” Felter, whose interest in 

the visitor had suddenly deepened, 
nodded confidently.

“ Good! ” Peck crossed his legs in the 
other direction. “ Would you, when the 
job was all done, pay me twenty thousand 
dollars for my work? ”

“ Emphatically, if 'you succeeded.’”
“ Good. Deal’s closed. When can I 

have the first hundred thousand of the 
three? To-morrow morning?”

“ Well—good gracious, man, I’m— 
I'm sure I don't know.”

“ And anyway,” Bottsford interrupted, 
“ what sort of fool trio do you think 
you’re dealing with? Do you suppose 
that any man with brass enough can stalk 
in here and cart away a hundred thou­
sand dollars? ”

“ Not at all.”
The visitor flipped out a note-book, 

gold mounted, and a pen, also gold- 
mounted. Calmly as if ordering a sand­
wich, he jotted down the names of the 
city’s five, highest financial firms and 
passed them tO' Bottsford.

" Not connected with any of them just 
at present: they all know me, neverthe­
less," he remarked, with that rather dis­
concerting swiftness of speech. “ If they 
(>. K. me as a reliable and responsible 
person to be trusted with money, can I 
have the first hundred thousand in the 
morning? ”

" It’s a big matter,” Felter, grave of 
expression, was standing erect now. 
“ Nevertheless, if your people give you 
the name you claim. I’ll guarantee that 
the money will be on hand—providing 
that you satisfy us as to what you mean 
to do.”

The galvanized mystery arose and 
picked up his hat. »

It’s simply an idea that occurred to 
me this morning—stopped off here, you 
know, just when it struck me, on the car. 
I need the twenty thousand—that’s about 
all. I shall earn it.”

“ But how ? ”
Peck snapped his fingers impatiently. 
“ First corner the umbrella market,” 

he said. “ Then convince a city full of
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idiots that they need hats. Once this 
thing’s over, it won’t come to life again! ”

“ And can you do it? ”
“ Sure thing! ” The visitor bowed—• 

an economical bow, which included all 
three at once. V Morning ! ”

“ Well, what d’ye think of th a t! ” 
Bottsford inquired dazedly.

“ I think,” Crane said slowly, rubbing 
his eyes, “ that that—that person was 
sent here directly from heaven or—the 
other place! ”

“ And we’ll have to wait .to see which.” 
Felter assented soberly.

It was as early as that evening that the 
papers began to pass out a new variety of 
items in connection with the fad. Sev­
eral articles appeared, from several noted 
authorities, showing that the ordinary 
umbrella, quite as useless and as harmful 
as the hat, had also passed into disuse.

To be sure, the season had been phe­
nomenally dry : but the day of the um­
brella would be found to have passed. It 
was as well; the community were re­
turning partly to the natural state ; the 
elimination of the umbrella would prove 
another great forward step in the move.

Healthful rain, when it came, would 
further advance the great cau:;e of open- 
air healthfulness and heartiness. The 
umbrella, once regarded as necessary, 
would slowly pass away, an unneeded 
curse!

They were good articles. They were 
written, apparently, from a heart full of 
good-will toward mankind. They were 
written by a master hand, too, and the 
trio had a strong suspicion that they 
emanated from one H. Peck.

The trio were quite right.
Following that, day after day for a 

week, came others. The same unhappy 
fate which had struck the hat business 
was now working over the umbrella trade.

Dull the season had been ; now it was 
dead. The unhappy hatters, carrying 
umbrellas also#were selling the latter job 
lot bv the carload or returning them to 
their manufacturers. The cigar stores, 
the department stores, the little stores, 
were following the example.

The umbrella was passing—and how 
the papers seemed to rejoice! It was 
hard on the industry : but when tire great 
cause of health was concerned, what 
mattered a single line of trade?.

. The three hat men saw little of Peck; 
they learned less when they did see him. 
His references were more than satisfac­
tory. He turned up at Crane’s office three 
times, and removed one hundred thou­
sand dollars at each visit. •

He would give no details, save to 
guarantee that every dollar was emi­
nently safe. At the end, he would report.

Two weeks passed. The papers had 
been telling of men who traveled about 
and bought individual umbrellas from 
individual people. They were going to 
the Central and South American coun­
tries, where the wet season was prepar­
ing to open up. Well might they go! 
New York needed them not; she waited 
pantinglv and hatlessly for the rain 
which would promote health even 
further.

At the end of the two weeks, the little 
collectors ceased to travel. There had 
been, although the papers failed to men­
tion it, two hundred of them, and in their 
quiet way they had bought up every 
umbrella in the city which its owner 
would sell for a trifle—and under ex­
isting conditions the majority went for 
a trifle.

Then came the great day !
It was just about five when.several dull 

explosions caused people to look up­
ward. There, in the sky, were some four 
or five clouds of smoke ! There was no 
apparent explanation of the phenomenon. 
Some hazarded the belief that the Fourth 
was being rushed ; some laid it to Italian 
festivities of various sorts.

Whatever the cause, the effect was al­
most immediate. Raindrops, long un­
seen. began to trickle down upon New 
York !

They gathered force! They poured 
down in torrents! They drenched the 
street's and the home-going thousands—• 
and for the first time the misguided New 
Yorker realized that rain-drops are un­
pleasant on a bare head!

They tried to buy umbrellas: there was 
not an umbrella to be had! Empty glass 
cases and stands confronted the would- 
be purchasers. The umbrella industry 
was far deader than the hat industry, 
for the last one had been returned or sold 
at a sacrifice !

Toward seven the matter became tire­
some, and the act of standing in a door­
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way. waiting for the drops to cease, grew 
unbearable. From one end of town to 
the other some three or four thousand 
men • stepped grudgingly into hat stores 
and invested in hats!

After dark the rain stopped. The still- 
hatless laughed and went about blithely 
as usual.

But there is always a morning after. 
The worst of the following morning 
came between eight and nine o’clock, 
when traffic was the heaviest every­
where. More explosions were heard far 
above, and the rain descended in torrents 
again 1

Men swore ; men wondered why they 
hadn’t looked up some sort of umbrella 
last night or rooted out any old hat that 
happened to be around. Men wondered 
just how they were going to get to busi­
ness in the downpour. Men tied hand­
kerchiefs over their heads and prowled 
about in the rain for hat-stores.

There was not an umbrella in one of 
them.

Some fifteen thousand men bought hats 
that morning!

jis *  i'fi *

It was on the eighth day of this sort 
of thing that a jubilant gathering took 
place in Crane’s office.

“ He’s a wonder ! He’s a wonder ! ” 
that gentleman chortled. “ I ’m going to 
tack on an extra five thousand out of my 
own pocket when he turns u p ! ”

“ And I ' ” Felter assented.
“ And me ! ” Bottsford added. ® It’s 

been worth i t ! ”
“ Thirty-five thousand’s almost too 

cheap 1 ” Crane crowed. “ And—here he 
is! ”

H. Peck, dapper, calm, brisk as ever, 
flitted through the door and closed it be­
hind him.

The trio advanced cn masse. They 
slapped his back ! They wrung his hand ! 
They patted.him and fairly crooned over 
him.

And when the demonstration had 
c&ased, H. Peck posed calmly, leaning on 
his cane, and said merely:

“ Satisfied, gentlemen? ”
“ Satisfied ! ” shouted Crane. “ Man. 

you’re the best----- ’’
“ W ait!” Crane held up a hand. 

“ Check ready for me? All right.' I’ll

report in full and skip—got another little 
job on hand.”

He perched on the edge of a chair and 
his racing tongue recited as follows:

“ First place, got the idea. Then.came 
here and got the money. Then hired men 
to go around quietly and buy up every 
umbrella in sight. Went myself to the 
stores and bought most of them out for 
cash at a big discount—it’s been a fear- 
full}’ dry season, you know.

“ As for the newspapers. I ’ve a pull • 
with most of them. Worked them to the 
limit, and sugared the way when I had 
to. You’ve noticed that they haven’t com­
mented much on the recent showers?

“ Good! Well, I filled up a storage 
warehouse—part of it—with eighty-five 
per cent of the umbrcdlas in New York. 
Then hired three professional rainmakers 
and proceeded to drench people back to 
their senses. That’s all. Check? ”

Crane war. writing it. Peck received it 
placidly.

“ Thirty-five thousand? Bonus, eh? 
Thanks. All sold out in the hat line? ”

“ Man. there aren’t a thousand hats 
left for sale in New York this morning! ” 
Felter cried. “ We’ve got every factory 
running overtime, and more coming in 
with every freight. But the umbrellas?”

“ Here are all the papers in connec­
tion with that. You’ve got about two 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars’ 
worth of umbrellas in the warehouse. 
They’re worth about a million—and peo­
ple have got to have ’em! Congratulate 
you. I’m sure. Well, that’s all, I think. 
Good morning, gentlemen!”

He executed another bow and disap­
peared.

The trio sat back and‘gasped. Felter 
looked in bewilderment at the papers in 
his hand.

There were receipts for heaven only 
knew how many hundred thousand um­
brellas, valued at every conceivable 
figure. There was an assignment in full 
of the whole lot, from H. Peck to him­
self. He stared at them uncompr.ehend- 
ingly until Crane’s voice, almost solemn 
in its jov. aroused him:

“ Gentlemen, it must have been a 
dream. We were struck by a bolt of 
demented lightning ; we’ve been saved by 
a human electric shock: but.—but the 
Hatless Horror is over! ”
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An unexpected inheritance which landed its recipient in a not particularly pretty kettle of
very lively fish.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
W h e n  the news reached Max Broderick that his Uncle Jasper had been obliged to 

quit town suddenly for the West and had left hint the proprietorship of the Sharon Weekly 
Simitar, Max gave up his position on the Fargo Plaindealcr and started for Sharon.

Arriving here, he finds his uncle’s relation to the townspeople has been such that his 
nephew barely reaches the office alive. On looking over the books it seems that Uncle 
Jasper’s chief occupation has been claim-jumping, with the aid of some one who figures 
under the pseudonym of " Parantore.” Pie also discovers that his uncle’s departure, 
which he made through a window, closely followed by a bullet, was connected with the 
death of one Cully. In Cully’s violent taking-off Jasper had managed to implicate Lee 
Marvin, whose claim Cully had jumped. By the books, Cully had had dealings with 
Jasper, as also had Nathan Phillips, a real estate agent.

With the aid of Cy Larkin and Rose Marvin, Lee's sister. Max prepares his first 
edition of the Simitar. Proceedings arc interrupted by the entrance of Mr. Pasco, the 
bad man of the town, who, having a grudge against Uncle Jasper, also wishes to take it 
out on Max.

CHAPTER VII.
THE UNDOING OF MR. PASCO.

YOU say your name is Pasco? ” said 
Max tentatively, his black eyes 

traveling over the ungainly figure con­
fronting him.

“ You heard me I ” growled the other.
“ What particular business have you 

got her? ” Max’s voice was low, but 
every word was sharply distinct.

“ I’m goin’ to git right down to that,” 
came Pasco’s menacing assurance.

Dropping the butt of his rifle on the 
floor, he leaned over against the door­
casing, his left hand resting carelessly 
upon a powder-horn that swung from 
his shoulder.

A sidewise glance through the door­
way made him certain that the crowd 
was watching his every movement with
breathless interest. In talking, he raised 
his voice so it would travel easily to the 
ears below.

“ Your uncle,” he said, in a deliberate 
attempt to be insulting, “ was a robber! ” 

“ W ell?” queried Max. “ What 
then? ”
*This story began in the August issue of T h b  Ar
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“ This town hasn’t got any use for 
him, an’ he knows it.”

“ And I know it.” returned Max. “ Is 
that a ll? ”

Pasco was plainly surprised that the 
nephew failed to take the uncle’s part. 
Presuming on the young man's restraint 
he grew more insolent.

“ It’s the opinion of everybody in town 
that you’re no better than your uncle. 
He slips away from here by the skin of 
his teeth, and along comes you to con­
tinue his business at the same old stand.

“ Now, us reputable citizens ain’t goin’ 
to stand for any sech layout, not for a 
minute. You gotter hike. I been ap- 
p’inted a committee o’ one to show you 
the way to Carrin’ton. an’ I ’m goin’ to 
conduct you personally to the town line 
and set you on the right trail.”

“ Oh, you a re !” said Max. “ When 
are you going to do all this, Mr. Pasco? ”

“ Right now' "
.Over in one corner of the room, Cv 

was watching affairs with wide and ap­
prehensive eyes. He looked for some­
thing to happen, but had much fear as to 
the outcome.
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“ That is your business litre, is i t? '’ 
queried Max.

“ You bet it is. Snap around and git 
your hat an’ coat. I ’ll allow you that 
much time, but not a second mure. I ain't 
a feller that’s accustomed to havin’ any 
one say ‘ No ’ to him.”

“ Then you might just as well begin 
to get accustomed to it, Pasco. I’m on 
my own premises, and Em just a little bit 
particular as to the sort of people I have 
around me. The quicker you take your­
self out of here the better I’ll be 
pleased.”

“ Are you goin?” demanded Pasco.
“ Certainly not—but you are. Clear 

out, I tell you.”
Pasco reached forward with one hand, 

intending to grasp the young man by 
the collar. Max leapc-d nimbly back and 
evaded the hostile movement.

Enraged at his initial failure, Pasco 
attempted to raise his gun. At the same 
moment the mallet flew from Max’s 
grasp, striking the bravo’s arm with such 
force that the rifle dropped clattering to 
the floor.

In a twinkling Max followed up his 
advantage. His fist shot out and Pasco 
pitched through the doorway upon the 
platform at the head of the stair1.

While making a furious attempt to 
save himself, Pasco lost his footing and 
tumbled down the flight to the ground 
below. Besides his gun, he left behind 
him a buckskin bullet pouch, which had 
been shaken from one of his pockets dur­
ing the brief clash.

Picking up the pouch, Max tossed it 
back into the room ; then, possessing him­
self of the gun, he returned to the land­
ing. The crowd was busy setting the 
chagrined and bewildered Pasco on his 
feet.

“ I don’t like this sort of work, gentle­
men,” called Max. “ I came here to run 
a paper for respectable citizens and not 
to mix himself up in brawls with men 
like Pasco. But whenever I find it neces­
sary to protect myself I think you will 
find that 1 can do so.”

Lifting the gun to his shoulder, he 
emptied its contents into the air.

“ There is Pasco’s rifle.” he went on, 
dropping the weapon over the railing. 
“ I have his bullet pouch, so it will be 
safe to trust him with the gun. But

let him have a care what he does in the 
future.”

By that time Pasco had recovered his 
wits. He made no attempt to climb the 
stairs again, but satisfied himself with 
>t&king his fist and vowing his undying 
enmity.

Max laughed at his threats, went back 
into the workroom and closed the door.

“There’s not much to this Pasco after 
all, Cy,” was his quiet comment.

“ Oh. thunder! ” exclaimed Cy. “ You 
done it. by jinks, if you didn’t.”

There was a wondering look in Lar­
kin’s faded eyes as he picked* up the 
roller.

“ Did Cully do it as well as tha t?” 
inquired Max, proceeding with his work.

But Cy didn’t seem to hear. . Under 
a sudden impulse he reached over the 
bed of the press and caught Max’s hand.

“ You’ll do.” he remarked. “ A few 
samples like that and the town will come 
over to your side.”

“ 1 don’t care to make friends in that 
way. What 1 want is to do the fair 
thing by everybody; then, if public sen­
timent comes my way, I’ll be glad of it.”

By noon the work connected with get­
ting out the paper was finished. The 
edition was folded, the copies to be de­
livered from the Sharon post-office were 
addressed, and the out-of-town orders 
were wrapped and made ready for the 
mails.

Max had not failed to address one 
ropy to the Fargo Plaindcalcr, or to 
mark a particularly bold “ X ” on the 
wrapper. He wanted Robinson to read 
bis announcement and to know that he 
was at the helm.

Cy gathered the papers into a canvas 
bag and started oil with them.

“ What you goin’ to do with that, 
Max? ” he asked, halting to kick the bul­
let pouch out of his path.

“ I'll keep it here until Pasco calls for 
it.” laughed Max.

" i see him callin’! ” muttered Cy. 
Going cm to the door, he paused a mo­
ment to add: “ If I was you, I ’d move 
that office desk awav from the window.”

“ Why?”
But Cy was gone without an explana­

tion. In kicking the bag he had re­
leased some of the bullets from the pouch 
and they had rolled about the floor.
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Max started to pick them up and re­
place them in the pouch when a curious 
circumstance claimed his attention. The 
leaden balls were bright, as though re­
cently cast, and there was a peculiar 
zigzag mark across the surface of each 
one. Evidently they had been cast in a 
cracked mold.

Cy Larkin’s last words had started a 
train of thought in Max’s mind. The 
discovery of the mold-marks on the bul­
lets lent a startling significance to the 
conclusion at which the young man had 
arrived.

Puttin’g the bullet pouch aside, he 
went to the partition separating the sanc­
tum from the workroom and examined 
the perforation which Cy had brought 
to his notice the day before. From the 
partition the bullet had ranged upward 
into the matched boards that formed the 
ceiling.

Bringing empty boxes from the hall, 
Max piled up a trestlework that enabled 
him to use the point of his knife on the 
particular board that had caught the 
bullet. This board was nailed to a 
rafter, and the leaden sphere had pene­
trated so deeply into the rafter that he 
was some time in recovering it.

When at last the missile dropped into 
his hands, although much battered by 
the obstacles encountered in its flight, he 
had no difficulty in discovering the zig­
zag mark. It was faint but unmistaka­
ble.

Max decided that he would move the 
desk.

CHAPTER VIII.
RIGHTING A WRONG.

On Sunday morning Max went to 
church. His grips had arrived by the 
mail-wagon the day before and he was 
enabled to make himself presentable for 
the occasion.

He was not slow to observe that the 
people he met showed symptoms of 
awakening respect and consideration. 
Just how much his manly announcement 
in the Simitar, or his vigorous treatment 
of Pasco, had to do with it, he was at a 
loss to know.

Probably one had as much to do with 
it as the other. He had outlined a con­
scientious policy and had proven that he

was not lacking in the courage to en­
force it.

Turning from the main street, Max 
became one of the straggling throng 
bound for the church. A few paces 
ahead of him was Rose Marvin, walk­
ing with a man in a top hat and a frock 
suit.

Miss Marvin seemed in better spirits 
than she had the last time Max had seen 
her. Catching sight of him she halted 
and smiled.

“ Mr. Broderick, my friend, Mr. Phil­
lips.”

Max was glad to be presented to Mr. 
Phillips, and took in his hearty grasp 
the cold, limp hand the other stretched 
out to him. Mr. Phillips, however, held 
himself in haughty reserve, and was far 
from being amiable.

He was smooth-shaven, sharp featured, 
and keen eyed, and reminded Max of a 
stranded tragedian. The fact that' he 
wore his hair rather long, and was 
“ stagy ” in voice and manner, further 
heightened the impression.

“ Ah,” said Mr. Phillips, “ the suc­
cessor to Mr. Jasper Broderick. I owe 
you a quarter, I believe. Allow me------”

One of his hands sought his trousers’ 
pocket.

“ I make it a point never to do busi­
ness on Sunday, Mr. Phillips,” said Max.

The lawyer’s lip curled ever so 
slightly, and Max bowed to Miss Marvin 
and dropped behind to walk with Cy.

“ Ain’t he cute in them clothes?” 
chuckled Cy. who was himself laboring 
along in his “ Sunday best.” “ It’s the 
only plug-hat in Wells County. He went 
to Carrin'ton with Hank and daughter 
Rose yesterday.”

“ What was that for? Is he going to 
look after Lee Marvin’s interests in that 
Cully shooting affair?”

“ That’s the idee, Max. Betwixt you 
and me and the gate post, the quickest 
way to land Lee in the penitentiary is 
by lettin’ Phillips mix up in it.”

“ Doesn’t he amount to much as a law­
yer? ”

“ Not as anybody knows of. That 
ad about the lost steer is a sample of 
Nate Phillips. Always gettin’ the cart 
i« front of the horse. What Rose Mar­
vin sees in him is too many for me.” 
And Cy wagged his head disconsolately.
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It was too many for Max, as well, al­
though he did not so express himself.

Max’s editorial had made a great hit 
with the minister. When the service was 
over, and the congregation filed out, the 
reverend gentleman squeezed Max’s 
hand cordially.

“ There was room for improvement 
over at the Simitar office,” he whispered. 
“ My dear young man, I like the way 
you begin, and you may count upon my 
active support. Hope we shall see you 
here often.”

Apart from the encomiums of the in- 
consequental Cy, this was the first cheer­
ing word Max had received since reach­
ing Sharon. He felt that he was making 
friends, and the future brightened.

The remainder of the day Max spent 
in his office, looking over files of the 
Simitar. There were many items about 
the claim-jumping, all cunningly worded 
to hide Uncle Jasper’s culpability.

Max could readily understand how, 
when the mask had finally fallen and 
Uncle Jasper was found to be the main­
spring of the despicable work, the wrath 
of the citizens had burst all restraint. 
Uncle Jasper had reaped as he had sown, 
and was fortunate to escape with his life.

Max had already moved the desk to 
the opposite wall of the sanctum, where 
he could still have light from the win­
dow but not be directly in front of it. 
He had also searched the pigeon-holes 
and drawers, but had failed to find any­
thing of an incriminating nature.

Monday morning, bright and early, 
Miss Marvin presented herself to begin 
work. The hopeful mood of the day 
before was still in evidence and Max 
was glad to see it.

“ Here is that mining stock you asked 
me to bring. Mr. Broderick,” said she, 
pausing beside the desk on her way to 
the workroom.

“ Thank you,” rejoined Max, taking 
the folded certificates. “ I am very sorry 
my uncle ever had that transaction with 
your father.”

“ We must let bygones be bygones,” 
she said, with a half sigh. “ What shall 
I do first? ”

“ The type from last week’s issue will 
have to be distributed. While you are 
busy at that, I must settle into the edi­
torial harness, I suppose, and grind out

some copy. You are familiar with the 
office, Miss Marvin, and are better quali­
fied to give instruction than receive it. 
Just go ahead as you did when my uncle 
was here.”

“ Very well,” she answered, and passed 
out into the workroom.

Max examined the certificates. There 
were four, each representing twenty-five 
shares.

They were highly artistic, and bore 
in one corner a flaming red seal. To 
Max they formed an indictment of his 
uncle’s business integrity and he thrust 
them into a pigeon-hole with a sad heart.

Then, after a little reflection, he wrote 
for a few minutes on a pad of paper, 
tore off the sheet, folded it, and laid it 
to one side. Presently callers began to 
drop in.

Mr. Minnick, a florid gentleman, small 
of stature but very broad, puffed up the 
stairs with a copy for a new ad. He 
owned the building whose top floor was 
given over to the printing plant, and had 
a bill for rent for the ensuing month, 
charges for the ad to be taken out of it..

Max had brought some ready money 
with him. with an eye to such contingen­
cies. and settled the account straight- 
wav. Mr. Minnick was visibly pleased.

“ Friday afternoon,” he confided, ” I 
was asked by some of the influential citi­
zens to serve notice on you. I had the 
matter under advisement when the same 
citizens came to me and suggested that 
I let you stay for a while—until they 
could find out whether that editorial was 
moonshine or the real thing.”

“ I'll prove it’s the real thing before 
I am done,” answered Max.

‘‘ I believe you will,” said Mr. Min­
nick, as he took his departure.

A man with one eye and a beery at­
mosphere insinuated himself into the 
sanctum after the storekeeper was gone. 
He introduced himself as I.ige Bulger, 
owner of the only sample-room in 
Sharon.

"Got an ad,"said he huskily, thrusting 
a scrap of .dirty paper into Max’s hand. 
“ Want it to run by the year, and I’ll 
pay in advance. How much'!! it lx ? ”

Maxed glanced at the copy.
“ There’s gambling at your place, isn’t 

there. Mr. Bulger?” the young man in­
quired.
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“ There may be a game of penny ante 
now and then.” said Mr. Bulger, with a 
sly wink. “ Call around if you’re fond 
of a little diversion.”

“ Diversion of that kind never ap­
pealed to me,” replied Max. “ I don’t 
think I want your ad, Mr. Bulger.”

He handed back the copy.
“ W hat! ” ' exclaimed the astounded 

saloon-keeper.
Max repeated his words.
“ I said I intended to pay in advance,” 

went on Bulger.
“ I don’t care about that.”
“ Jass always run an ad for me.”
“ Jass is out and his nephew is in,” 

said Max shortly, whirling around to his 
desk. “ The Simitar's policy has under­
gone a change.”

“ Goin’ to run a Sunday-school paper, 
eh?” sneered Bulger, cramming his copy 
into his pocket and striding to the door. 
“ If you try that in this country the 
sheriff’ll have a sign on your door before 
you’re many weeks older.”

“ I hope he will,” was the serene re­
sponse, “ if I can't get along without 
advertising whisky mills and gambling 
resorts.”

“ Stop my paper! ” cried the irate Bul­
ger.

“ Cheerfully,” answered the unruffled 
Max, reaching for his subscription list.

“ You can trim Pasco, and old man 
Marvin, but you can’t trim m e!"  The 
door slammed and Bulger was gone.

Rose looked into the office, a strange 
expression on her fair face.

“ I couldn’t help but overhear,” she 
said. “ Shall I take out Bulger’s ad ?” 

“ If you please,” answered Max. “ It’s 
the poorest use type can be put to ; I ’d 
rather have mine in the cases.”

He went on with his scribbling. Pos­
sibly he would have been elated if he 
had seen the look those bright blue eyes 
gave him.

A man with one black eye and his red 
face plentifully covered with court-plas­
ter slouched in. After introducing him­
self as Chet Martin, he aired a lengtliy 
grievance that mainly concerned Ted 
Pasco.

'Phe fact developed that Pasco was 
clever with the cards, that he used Bul­
ger’s place as a rendezvous for fleecing 
victims, that Martin was tricked, had re­

sented it. and had been used roughly by 
Pasco. Max was glad he had refused 
Bulger’s money.

Others called, some with suggestions 
and a few to pay up their back subscrip­
tions. One man borrowed a quarter.

Between them all, Max found little 
time to grind out copy. When the noon 
whistle blew, Miss Marvin came through 
the office on her way home.

“ Just a moment, Miss Marvin.” called 
Max, picking up the paper he had writ­
ten earlier in the day. “ I have been con­
ducting affairs, this morning, just as 
though I was sole proprietor of the 
Simitar."

“ Why,” she exclaimed, with a puzzled 
look, “ I thought you were.”

“ I was.” he smiled, “ but I have just 
disposed of a half interest. Will you 
please look at this? ”

He handed her the paper, and amaze­
ment deepened in her face as she read:

In consideration of one hundred 
shares of Blackfoot Mining stock, re­
ceipt of which is hereby acknowledged,
I herewith grant, sell, and convey unto 
Henry Marvin a one-half interest in all 
the appurtenances, stock, and Good 
Will of T h e  S h a r o n  W e e k ly  S im i t a r .

M a x f i e l d  B r o d e r i c k .

The paper trembled in the girl’s hand. 
Her blue eyes wandered from the written 
words to the young man’s face.

“ I presume your father would rather 
have a half interest in the paper than 
that stock, wouldn’t he?” smiled Max.

“ But the stock is worthless 1 ” ex- 
claimed Miss Marvin.

“ That is why I am taking it.”
“ I can’t allow you to do this,” went 

on the girl, her cheeks flushing. “ When 
my father accepted the stock in part pay­
ment for the paper, he knew that he ran 
a risk----- ”

“ The risk, I think, was greater than 
he imagined.” broke in Max gravely.

Drawing the journal out of the desk- 
drawer. he opened it at the first item.

“ Please read that, Miss Marvin.” he 
added, indicating the entry. “ It was 
written by my uncle, nearly two years 
ago.”

Miss Marvin took the book in her 
hands and read the item very carefully.

“ From what Lee learned while he was 
in Butte,” said she. returning the book to
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Max, “ we felt sure that Jasper Broderick 
knew the stock was worthless at the time 
he turned it over to my father in part 
payment for the paper. But we had no 
proof as we have—now.”

“ I can right this wrong,” said Max, 
“ and I hope you will allow me to do it.” 

“ You are righting it at your own ex­
pense.”

“ Hardly. The Simitar came to me 
as a gift from my uncle, who had no 
moral right to present me with more than 
a half interest in it. I am sure you un­
derstand that I cannot profit by my un­
cle’s chicanery.”

“ I will leave it to my father,” said 
she. “ After all, it is his affair and he 
must do as he thinks best.”

“ Is Mr. Phillips a notary public? ”
“ I believe so,” she answered, with a 

quick look. “ Why do you ask?”
“ If your father will meet me at Mr. 

Phillips’ office, directly after dinner, we 
will have the document acknowledged.” 

“ Do not go to that trouble, Mr. Bro­
derick. I will bring my father here, and 
he will talk with you. Speaking for my­
self,” she added slowly, “ I can only say 
that I appreciate your fairness—perhaps 
I should say your generosity.” '

“ Say, rather, my desire to be just,” he 
returned, as she left the room.

“ A little sun is beginning to drift into 
this nest of dishonor,” he thought, as he 
closed the desk and prepared to start 
for his boarding place. “ I’m going to 
do the right thing here even if it means 
my financial ruin. The Simitar's new 
policy has been inaugurated, and I shall 
hew steadily to the line.”

CHAPTER IX.
THE EVIDENCE AGAINST LEE.

W h e n  Rose came back to the office at 
one o’clock her .father accompanied her. 
It was necessary for the girl to support 
the bowed form up the stairs and into 
the room.

TKeThand of sorrow had fallen heavily 
on Henry Marvin. Max could hardly 
believe that three days had wrought such 
a change.

The spirit that had prompted Marvin 
to keep armed watch at the door leading 
to the printing office was completely

broken. He could make any desperate 
attempt to retrieve his pecuniary for­
tunes, but the deadly coil in which his 
son had become involved was sapping 
the very marrow of his life. •

Why was the girl so courageous and 
the father so miserably disheartened? It 
could not be that she entertained a hope 
that was not freely his.

“ My father,” said Rose simply, “ has 
come to thank you for your kindness. 
He did not feel able to walk, and Cy 
Larkin brought us in his buckboard. 
'When you are through with your talk, 
Mr. Broderick, please call me.”

She went out into the workroom. As 
scon as they were left alone, Mr. Marvin 
lifted his head and held out his hand 
to Max.

“ You have done what was honorable, 
Mr. Broderick.” said Marvin, in a low 
tone, “ and something that was entirely 
unexpected. I can hardly believe that 
you and Jasper Broderick are of the 
same blood.”

“ I don’t like to think about that,” re­
plied Max. “ My Uncle Jasper ‘ has 
caused his people a good deal of worry, 
but we all thought he had turned over a 
new leaf when he came to Sharon and 
embarked in the newspaper business.

“ Like the rest of us, he has always 
been a printer, but a tramp printer. I 
suppose his notions of right and wrong 
were picked up during his wanderings.”

“ I am very sorry,” said Marvin, after 
a brief silence. “ that I was so beside 
myself as to take the stand I did when 
you first came to Sharon.”

“ That’s all right, Mr. Marvin,” re­
turned Max hastily. “ Now that I un­
derstand the matter, I fully appreciate 
your situation. You are willing that I 
should make the amende honorable, are 
you not?”

" I am willing to give up the stock 
and take hack a half interest in the pa­
per : not for myself, but for Rose. I 
have nothing, and I am well beyond 
middle-age and caught in a web of diffi­
culties. v

“ The girl must be provided for, and 
vour generous action opens the way. 
She is thoroughly capable, Mr. Bro­
derick.”

“ I am certain of that,” said Max, 
highly pleased, “ and I am sure we can
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go ahead and make the Simitar a big 
success.”

“ I hope so. It is not necessary .to 
call in Mr. Phillips arid have that docu­
ment witnessed. The matter is satis­
factory to me just as it stands.”

“ Then we may consider it settled?”
“ So far as Rose and I are concerned.”
“ Then, now that that is out of the 

way, I should like to talk with you about 
your son.”

An expression of pain crossed Mar­
vin’s face.

“ Everything is against Lee,” he said 
in a broken voice. “ If Cully should
die----- ” He could not finish, but
bowed his face in his hands.

Max drew his chair closer.
“ Mr. Marvin.” he went on, in a low 

voice, “ chance threw something in my 
way Saturday that might possibly de­
velop into a proof of your son’s inno­
cence.”

Marvin lifted his head quickly.
“ I don’t wish to arouse false hopes,” 

Max proceeded, “ and so I will tell you 
no more, at present, about what I have 
discovered.- It will help me, however, 
if you will recite the circumstances at­
tending the shooting of Cully.”

“ Circumstantial evidence,” answered 
Marvin sadly, “ is all there is against 
Lee, but it is strong. Lee got back from 
Butte Tuesday, and in the afternoon of 
that day learned that his claim had been 
‘ jumped ’ by Cully.

“ A good many people in town heard 
him threaten Cully’s life. About nine 
o’clock Tuesday night he took his rifle 
and horse and slipped away into the 
country.

“ Wednesday ' morning Cully was 
brought to Sharon, dangerously wound­
ed. Lee was in his own room at home, 
at the time, and his horse was in the 
barn. Neither Rose nor I heard him when 
he came back.

“ He was terribly surprised at the 
news. I asked him pointblank if he had 
had anything to do with the shooting, 
and he indignantly protested his inno­
cence.

“ He admitted that he had made 
threats, in the heat of anger, and had 
started from towq, with the intention of 
driving Cully from his claim;. but dur­
ing his ride his lawless temper cooled.

He went near enough to the shack on 
the claim to make sure the usurper was 
in possession, then quietly rode back 
home, put up his horse and went to bed.

“ That is Lee’s story, and no one but 
Rose and I appear to believe it. Lee had 
a motive, and every circumstance points 
to him.

“ The boy, however, has always borne 
a good character, and I sincerely hoped 
that this fact would help him out of his 
trouble. Wednesday he went out to the 
claim and took possession; and Friday 
forenoon the sheriff called there and ar­
rested him.

“ The note you brought us, we have 
since learned from his own lips, he wrote 
in the shack, after the sheriff had hand­
cuffed him and had refused his request 
to let him stop in Sharon for a final word 
with Rose and me.”

“ Let’s see,” mused Max, looking at a 
calendar on the office wall. “ Tuesday 
night was June tenth.” Again he faced 
around and addressed Marvin. “ You 
have engaged Mr. Phillips to defend 
Lee?”

“ Yes, although Lee is bitterly hostile 
to Phillips. I don’t know why, but never­
theless that is the case. Out of defer­
ence to his sister’s wishes, he has con­
sented to retain Phillips as his counsel.”

“ Does Phillips hold out any hope?”
Marvin sunk his voice to a whisper 

and cast an apprehensive glance in the 
direction of the workroom. “ Not to 
me, although he is doing his best to en­
courage Rose.”

Max thought this a mistaken policy, 
although he did not say so. There was 
much the young man still wanted to 
learn, but he had not the heart to press 
the matter further with Marvin.

Calling Rose, he took Marvin's arm 
and helped him down the stairs to' where 
Cv was waiting with his buckboard.

“ You had better go home with your 
father, Miss Marvin,” said Max. “ I’d 
like to see you this afternoon some time, 
Cy,” he added.

He paused for a few final words with 
Rose and her father, and then returned 
slowly to the office. The door had been 
left ajar when he went out a few minutes 
before, and just as he was on the point 
of stepping across the threshold he came 
to an astonished halt.
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A visitor had entered during his ab­
sence, and had escaped attention by en­
tering at the rear door and through the 
workroom. The visitor, at that moment, 
was making a hurried search through the 
drawers of Max’s desk.

“ If you will tell me what you want, 
Mr. Phillips,” said Max dryly. *'* per­
haps I can help you find it.”

With a startled exclamation, Phillips 
whirled around and faced the young 
editor.

CHAPTER X.
ATTORNEY FOR DEFENDANT.

T he lawyer’s haughty reserve was 
gone. A fter an embarrassed silence, he 
fa lte red :

“ I—I was looking for an important 
document belonging to me which was in 
your uncle’s possession at the time he— 
he left.”

“ There isn’t anything of much impor­
tance in that desk,” said Max, “ but it 
would have been proper for you to ask 
me for the document rather than go 
hunting for it yourself. You came by 
the back door, didn’t you? ”

“ I came by the most convenient way,” 
answered Phillips, getting control of 
himself.

“ Was it convenient because you saw 
me engaged in talking with Mr. Marvin, 
in front? ”

“ Young man,” was the dignified re­
sponse, “ your allusions are a trifle ob­
scure. Here is the quarter I owe you.”

He drew the coin from his pocket as 
he spoke.

“ Lay it on the desk,” said Max, “ and 
then sit down. I should like a few words 
with you.”

“ I’m pretty busy to-day----- ”
“ The matter is of some importance, 

and I will not detain you long.”
Phillips sat down.
“ Just what is the legal situation with 

regard to I.ee Marvin?” inquired Max. 
“ I understand that you are his attorney.”

“ I do not know that I should discuss 
the topic with you,” answered the lawyer 
stiffly.

“ I desire merely such facts as the pub­
lic is bound to learn, sooner or later. I 
do not think you will prejudice your 
case any by giving them to me. Did

Colwell have a warrant for Lee Mar­
vin’s arrest? ”

" Most certainly. He would not have 
dared to proceed as he did without it.”

“ Where was it made returnable?”
“ Before a Sharon justice who went 

to Carrington to hold the examination.” 
“ Your legal machinery, out here, 

seems to be rather complicated. One 
county uses the jail of another, makes 
warrants returnable in places other than 
that in which they were issued, and so 
on. How is this?”

“ There is an arrangement with the 
other county. We have no jail here, 
as yet. The prosecutor thought it best 
to hold young Marvin’s examination in 
Carrington on account of the excited 
state of public opinion in Sharon.”

“ When was Lee Marvin’s examination 
held? ”

“ Saturday"afternoon.”
“ With what result?”
“ He was remanded to jail to await 

action by the Circuit Court.”
“ The evidence was strong against 

him ?”
“ Exceptionally.”
“ What is your own opinion ? ”
“ I think we can save young Marvin 

on the ground of self-defense. But this 
is not for publication,” Phillips added 
hastily.

“ I understand that,” said Max. “ Lee 
Marvin, I am told, claims that he is 
innocent—that he had nothing to do 
with the shooting. How will you recon­
cile that with your line of defense?” 

Phillips shrugged his shoulders.
“ Young Marvin must tell the truth,” 

said he.
“ Then you really think----- ”
“ I have told you already too much 

of what I think,” said Phillips, rising. 
“ Now that I have performed the errand 
that brought me here. I will leave.”

“ What was the errand? ” asked Max 
suavely.

“ Why,” was the sharp retort. “ to pav 
you for that ad I sent to the office by 
Larkin.”

“ I thought it was to secure an im­
portant document, concerning yourself, 
which happened to be in the possession 
of my uncle at the time of his somewhat 
hurried departure.”

Phillips mumbled something and



298 THE ARGOSY.

strode to the door. There he paused to 
observe:

“ If you are going to start in antago­
nizing some of the best people of this 
town, Broderick, you will find that the 
days of the Siinihir are numbered."

“ So far,” said Max, “ I have an­
tagonized only Mr. Bulger. Is he ranked 
among the best people ? ”

“ I was not thinking of Bulger. I 
can see the finish of your paper, sir, 
if----- ”

“ Not my paper,” cut in Max: “ I 
have a partner in the enterprise.”

“ Your Uncle Jasper? ”
“ No, Miss Marvin.”
The lawyer stiffened in his tracks and 

stared blankly.
“ You don’t mean to say that 

Rose-----
He did not finish. The surprise in his 

face gave way to suspicion, and he 
turned abruptly and left.

“ What Rose Marvin sees in him is 
too many for me.” This comment by 
Cy Larkin recurred forcibly to Max as 
he seated himself at his desk.

What important document could it be 
that Phillips was looking for? The 
very fact that the lawyer was making a 
surreptitious search branded him as a 
trickster in Max’s eyes.

Rose returned shortly. Max followed 
her into the workroom.

“ Now that we are partners. Miss Mar­
vin,” said the young man, “ I should like 
to learn your desires as to -a division of 
the work.”

“ You have begun so well, Mr. Bro­
derick,” she answered, a tinge of color 
rising in her cheeks, “ that I do not want 
to interfere with your plans in any way.” 

“ You are familiar with Sharon; I, of 
course, am little more than a stranger.
If you could do the local column----- ”

“ I prefer to leave the editorial work 
entirely with you. Nothing happens in 
Sharon that Cy Larkin doesn’t know. He 
is reliable, in a way, too. All you will 
have to do will be to edit his copy.”

“ Very well.” said Max. “ I want you 
to consider yourself free to make sug­
gestions—your interests here give you 
that right.”

“ If I can think of anything that 
might prove of value, I shall not hesi­
tate to tell you about it.”

“ Thank you.” He returned to the 
office and found Cy Larkin awaiting him.

“ Back ag’in,” grinned Cy. “ What 
do you want, M ax?”

Max closed the workroom door care­
fully and stepped to the youth’s side.

“ Can I get you to take a ride with 
me to-night?” he inquired, sotto voc,’.

“ Sure.”
" Then have the buckboard ready 

about eight o’clock this evening,” con­
tinued Max. “ Call for me here and 
drive quietly up to the back door. If 
possible, don't show yourself on the main 
street.”

Cy wjs thrown into a flutter forth­
with.

“ Bring your shotgun.” added Max.
Cy's perturbation increased.
“ We can’t do no huntin’ at night, 

Max.” he .protested.
“ Yes, we can—the kind of hunting 

we’re going to do.”
" How far we goin’? ”
“ To Pasco’s claim. Keep it to your­

self. though.”
'■ What you goin’ to do at Pasco’s ? ”
“ You'll discover that later. I can 

depend on you. can I ? ”
" Clean from the drop o’ the hat! ” 

averred Cy.
He dearly loved a mvsterv. and here 

was one that appealed to him as no other 
mystery could. Besides, its solution em­
braced all the accessories of an exciting 
time, and Cy had much secret enjoyment 
over the prospect.

CHAPTER XI.
THE QUEST AT PASCO’S.

“ No use goin’.” muttered Cy, who, 
punctual to the minute, had drawn his 
rig to a halt at the rear of Minnick’s
store. *

“ Why not?” asked Max, climbing 
Into the buckboard.

*' Pasco is gamblin’ at Bulger’s place. 
If you want to get him, all you got to 
do is to step over there.”

!i I don’t want to get him : at least, 
not in the way you mean. If Pasco is 
at Bulger’s, it suits my purpose to a T. 
Had he been out at his claim, the mis­
sion we have embarked on could not have 
been accomplished.”
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Cy’s expectations had been running 
high. They now sank to lowest ebb.

‘‘ Gee! I thought you was goin’ out 
there to arrest Pasco, or somethin’ like 
that.”

“ Why should I arrest him ? The 
thought was farthest from my mind.”

“ Blamed if I can understand von. 
Max,” said Cy.

“ You will some time,” Max laughed. 
The -buckboard had been wheeling 

rapidly through the outskirts of Sharon. 
Presently the twinkling lights faded 
away behind them.

“ How is Cully to-night?” Max 
aroused himself to inquire.

In the character of boarder at the Lar­
kin home Max could hardly help hear­
ing more or less about the wounded man. 
But up to now he had been too busy 
with the Simitar to give much attention 
to Cully.

Recent events intensified his interest 
in the claim-jumper. As his sympathies 
warmed toward the unfortunate Lee 
Marvin, it was only natural that Cully 
should command an increased share of 
his attention.

“ Doc Jenkins thinks he’s some worse.” 
said Cy. “ Blood poisonin’ has took 
holt. Looks to me as though Cully was 
gettin’ ready to quit.”

“ Is he delirious?”
“ He’s out of his head, if that’s what 

you mean. If he passes out o’ the game 
things’ll gloom up a considerable for 
Lee.”

“ Didn’t any one in town ever think 
some one else might have done the shoot­
ing?”

“ No one else had the same cause to 
shoot Cully that Lee did. And then, 
too, Cully thinks it was Lee that done 
it.”

“ Cully had his senses after he was 
brought to Sharon?”

“ For a while. Whoever it was done 
it, stood outside in the dark and shot 
through the window, good deal like your 
.Uncle Jasper was shot at.”

“ Cully said my uncle had hired him 
to jump Lee’s claim, did he?”

“ That’s what. Lots o’ folks think 
that Jass wasn’t the only man who was 
puttin’ up for this claim-jumpin’.”

“ Who else do they suspect? ”
“ Ain't never heard. Don’t know as

they suspicion anybody in partic’ler. It’s 
jest an idee that’s got into people’s 
heads.”

The tangle of disastrous events all 
grouped about the claim-jumping. Lee’s 
trip to Butte had afforded Cully an op­
portunity. He had taken advantage of 
it and. as a result. Lee Marvin was in 
the Carrrington jail and Uncle Jasper 
bad fled. never to return.

“ How far is it to Pasco’s, Cy?” 
queried Max.

“ Six mile. The road’s good and 
we’ll get there by a little after nine.”

They passed many settlers’ shacks and 
great fields of growing grain—the 
“ Number One H ard” so much sought 
after by Northwestern millers. At that 
time it was the country’s one crop, and 
if shriveled by early frost or scorched 
by hot winds bankruptcy took the farm­
ers by the throat.

The night was still, and moon and 
stars were bright. From all around came 
a chirp and croak of night voices. Max, 
undisturbed by the usually voluble Cy, 
dropped into a train of thought that oc­
cupied him until Pasco’s shack loomed 
dimly into sight.

“ That’s the place. Max.” volunteered 
Cy, pointing ahead. “ Darned if I know 
what you wanted the shotgun for.”

“ It is just as well to be prepared for 
trouble even if you don’t expect it,” said 
Max.

Pasco’s shack, like other structures of 
the kind, was small and built of the 
flimsiest material. Rough boards formed 
the roof and sides, the whole covered 
with tar-paper held in place with strips 
of lath.

There were two windows and a door. 
The door was locked, but one of the 
windows was minus a pane of glass, the 
opening closed with a roll of wearing 
apparel.

Sitting in the buckboard. Cy held the 
horse and watched Max's movements with 
curious eyes. He saw him try the door, 
then move to the window with the broken 
pane and pull out the roll of clothing.

Pushing his hand through the opening. 
Max unlocked the lower sash and raised 
it. After which he crawled inside.

“ Use your ears, Cy,” Max called in a 
low voice. “ If you hear any one com­
ing let me know on the instant.”
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“ That’s me,” replied Cy.
Max struck a match and made a quick 

survey of the interior of the shack. A 
table, two chairs, a bunk, and a stove 
met his eyes.

On the table was a bottle with half a 
candle thrust into its mouth. He lighted 
the candle and threw the burned match 
out of the window.

He was an intruder, and it was part 
of his plan carefully to remove all traces 
of his intrusion. Candle in hand, he 
now gave more leisurely attention to the 
meager furnishings of the room.

A cheap clock stood upon a shelf near 
the bunk. A shadowy object lay near 
the clock. Investigation proved it to be 
a cob-pipe.

Replacing the pipe carefully in its 
original position, Max carried his search 
elsewhere. Suspended from the wall
near the stove was a cracker box, masked 
with a dirty calico curtain.

This was found to be a primitive cup­
board, containing a number of tin dishes. 
Max looked under the stove and, finally, 
under the bunk.

The first thing he drew into sight was 
a yard of old lead pipe, haggled at one 
end as though a piece had been chopped 
from it. The search was getting
“ warm.”

Next he brought out an iron cup with 
a long handle and a flaring brim for 
pouring. Then came the object of his 
quest, a bullet mold.

Holding the mold close to the candle, 
he examined it and found a zigzag crack 
in the matrix.

“ Eureka ! ” he murmured exultantly, 
and dropped the mold into his pocket. 
“ Exhibit A,” he added ominously as he 
replaced the rest of the plunder.
• Then he set the candle on the table, 

extinguished it, and climbed back 
through the window. It was easy to 
reverse operations, lower the sash from 
the outside and arrange the roll of 
clothing.

“ All right, Cy,” said Max, mounting 
to his seat in the buckboard.

“ Did you get what you wanted? ” in­
quired Cv as they started off.

“ I did.”
“ It couldn’t have been very hefty, 

whatever it was,” said Cy insinuatingly.
“ Not very.”

Cy was vexed.
“ You’re the blamedest feller! ” he 

grumbled petulantly.
11 How would you like to make five 

dollars, Cy?” asked Max.
“ Wouldn't like it. If I got that 

much, all in a heap, like as not it ’u'd 
ruin me. W hy?”

” If you will find out where Jed Pasco 
was on the night of Tuesday, June 
tenth. I’ll give you a five.”

“ I’ll have a try at it, anyhow,” said 
Cy. “ When do you want me to begin? ” 

“ At once. And while you’re at work, 
keep your own counsel. Don’t let any­
body find out what you're up to.”

“ Tryin’ to^find out who shot at Un­
cle Jasper, eh?” bubbled Cy. “ You’re 
cunnin’, Max, but you ain’t cunnin’ 
enough to fool me. I ’ll help you—and 
I’ll do my purtiest, too.”

Cy was charmed with his own astute­
ness, and his good humor was most pro­
nounced all the way back to town.

CHAPTER XII.
A UIG DISCOVERY.

S l o w l y  but surely the Simitar w a s  
regaining its lost prestige. Every day it 
made its peace with old friends and 
gained u:w ones.

The more Sharon learned of Max the 
brighter grew the contrast between his 
character and that o f ’his Uncle Jasper. 
Some were slow to believe that the iniq­
uity exemplified by Uncle Jasper was not 
bred in the Broderick bone, and hence, 
sooner or later, sure to manifest itself in 
the younger representative of the name.

Max’s rebuff to Bulger won hearty 
commendation from the Rev. Mr. Hack- 
berry and others; but the widest swath 
cut bv the new management lay back of 
that transfer of a half interest to the 
Marvins. Such magnanimity, following 
on the heels of Max’s announcement of 
the paper’s future policy, Was in the na­
ture of corroborative detail and valued 
accordingly.

Callers were frequent, and they came 
not only from Sharon proper but from 
all over the county. The subscription 
list grew and Max had to increase h i; 
standing order with the news company 
for “ patents.”
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A cheery letter arrived from Robin­
son. In it was no mention of Judge 
Kelly, no reference to troubles that had 
darkened the skies of Wells County 
journalism, simply a “ More power to 
your elbow, Max : you are doing nobly; 
keep on.”

Among the callers was Neb Colwell, 
sheriff of Wells. He brought congratu­
lations, too, and a request that the Cully 
shooting affair be handled carefully.

It was a sad case, with Jass Broderick 
at the root of it. Sharon sentiment was 
all with Lee Marvin; but, as so often 
happened, the sentiment was blind and 
running amuck. It was up to Max to 
handle it with gloves.

“ Did you examine the rifle Lee Mar­
vin took with him to the claim on that 
fateful Tuesday night?” Max asked.

“ Of course. It was a Winchester and 
the magazine was full with the exception 
■of one empty shell. A fresh cartridge 
had not been ‘ pumped ’ into position.” 

“ What do you think of Phillips?” 
The sheriff seemed undecided whether 

to be frank or evasive. Finally he leaned 
forward with the words:

“ Between the two of us, Phillips is 
a false alarm. He never yet took hold 
of anything important that he didn’t 
make a bubble of it. He can’t hurt this 
case, though. The end is a foregone 
conclusion.”

Cy Larkin was gone from Sharon most . 
of the time that week. He presented 
himself at the office Saturday morning, 
however, ready to do his part in running 
off the paper.

During Cy’s absence, Rose had been 
looking after the locals. She was out 
then gathering items.

“ What luck? ” asked Max.
“ Vou might as well drop purceedin’s, 

Max,” answered Cy dejectedly. “ Pasco 
wasn’t anywhere near this buildin’ on the 
night of Tuesday, June tenth.”

“ Where was he ? ”
“ He had supper at Larrimore’s shack 

about six that night. Told Larrimore he 
was huntin’ for Phillips’ missin’ steer.” 

“ Where is Larrimore’s, Cy?”
“ Larrimore’s hundred-and-sixty cor­

ners with Lee Marvin’s.”
Max went over to where his vest was 

hanging, took a five-dollar bill from the 
pocket and handed it to Cy.

“ Ain’t a-goin’ to take it.” demurred 
Cy. Didn’t find out what you wanted 
me to and you can’t pay me.”

“ Vou found out just exactly what I 
wanted you to,” and Max pushed the 
money into Cy’s hand.

“ See here,” said Cy, “ Uncle Jasper 
was shot at durin’ the evenin’ about seven 
or seven-thirty. Pasco was at Larri­
more’s till eight.”

“ Was it Tuesday evening, June tenth, 
that the bullet came into Uncle Jasper’s 
office? ”

“ I don’t recollect that, but I sup­
posed you had figgered it out.”

“ I am glad to learn that Pasco was at 
Larrimore’s,” went on Max, “ Your in­
formation,Cy, is worth all I paid for it.” 

Cy Larkin stared.
“ Gosh! ” he muttered dubiously, 

“ you’re a conundrum. Max,”
In the afternoon, when the edition was 

in the mails, the forms washed, and the 
workroom put in some sort of order, 
Max had leisure to talk with Rose. He 
invited her into the front room and re­
quested her to take a chair.

“ Miss Marvin,” said he, “ for some 
time I have been wanting to talk with 
you about your brother. I don’t want to 
inspire hopes that will ultimately prove 
without foundation, but I have learned 
something which you ought to know.”

She was all attention on the instant. 
“ Has it anything to do with the shoot­

ing of Cully? ” she asked.
“ It has everything to do with that. 

They say that Lee had a motive, and 
that appears to be the principal link in 
the circumstantial evidence against him. 
But did you not think there might be 
some one else with a motive? ”

She looked at him blankly.
“ I have trusted everything to Mr. 

Phillips,” she answered, “ He has not 
mentioned anything about any one else 
having a motive. Will you explain, Mr. 
Broderick? ”

Max was not surprised that Phillips 
should be so dense; but the prosecutor 
who had entered the complaint against 
Lee, and Colwell who had served the 
warrant—why had their wits been wool­
gathering at such a critical time?

Max had his facts arranged in logical 
sequence in his mind and began setting 
them forth one bv one.
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“ As you perhaps are aware,” lie pur­
sued, “ Jed Pasco’s claim was jumped by 
Oliver Meigs. Under intimidation, 
Meigs admitted to Pasco that my uncle 
was paying him for jumping the claim.

“ Pasco, being a man of violent tem­
per, although something of a coward, 
sought to revenge himself on my uncle, 
and met rough treatment at the hands of 
Cully. From what I have heard of Pas­
co, it is his nature to harbor resentment.

“ In a spirit of braggadocio, he called 
at this office a week ago to-day. There 
was a clash. When it was over, Pasco 
was out of the way, but had left behind 
him a pouch of bullets. There is the 
pouch, Miss Marvin, and I wish you 
would look at the contents.”

Max fished the pouch out of a drawer 
in his desk and handed it to her. She 
began taking the bullets out, one by one.

“ Why,” she exclaimed, her eyes 
brightening, “ each of these bullets is 
marked! ”

" Exactly ! ” smiled Max. “ Pasco's 
gun is an old-fashioned muzzle-loader. 
Pasco casts his own bullets. Plere is his 
bullet mold, the matrix cracked in a zig­
zag line that corresponds with the mark 
on the bullets.”

The girl breathed quickly. Vague 
ideas of the importance of the theory 
Max was unfolding were growing in her 
mind.

“ Where did you get that mold. Mr. 
Broderick? ” she asked.

“ I went out to Pasco’s, at night------”
“ To Pasco’s ! ”
“ He was not there,” explained Max 

briefly. “ You know, do you not, that 
my uncle was shot at, one evening, while 
he sat at his desk in this office? ”

“ I was working here,” answered Rose, 
her eyes seeking the partition. “ The 
bullet broke a pane of glass, passed 
through the partition and buried itself 
in the workroom ceiling.”

“ I dug the bullet out.” continued 
Max. “ Here it is. What do you ob­
serve about it that is peculiar? ”

He took the spent ball carefully from 
the drawer of the desk and dropped it 
into her trembling hand.

“ Why,” she returned after a moment, 
“ it is marked like those in the pouch ! ” 

“ And what would vou infer from 
that?”

" But one thing—that Jed Pasco was 
the man who made the attempt on your 
uncle’s life.”

“ Which proves,” said Max deliber­
ately, “ that he harbored deadly resent­
ment against my uncle on account of the 
claim-jumping. Why should he not 
cherish the same resentment against 
Cully?”

Rose started to her feet, her hands 
groping for the back of the chair to 
steady herself.

“ None of them thought of th is!” 
she cried. m Oh, if they had, if they had, 
what might not my brother have been 
spared' ”

Her voice faded into a choking sob 
and she reeled unsteadily. Max sprang 
to her and forced her gently hack into 
the chair.

“ Don’t put too much reliance on my 
theory, Miss Marvin,” he implored. “ I 
may be wrong----- ”

“ Something tells me that you are 
not.” she answered With tearful vehe­
mence, instinctively clasping one of his 
hands in both her own. “ It is you who 
have thought of all this, have made it so 
plain. How shall I ever repay this debt 
that----- ”

“ There,” interrupted Max, gently 
withdrawing his hand, “ you must con­
trol yourself. Miss Marvin. Although I 
have learned that Pasco was at Larri- 
more’s shack, close to your brother’s 
claim, up to eight o’clock in the evening 
of Tuesday. June tenth, yet the only 
way we can prove that he did the shoot­
ing is by a call on Dr. Jenkins.

“ If he has the bullet that wounded 
Cully, and it is marked with the cracked 
mold----- ’’

“ A bullet from a Winchester shell is 
different from these! ” exclaimed the 
girl. “ The lead from a cartridge is 
elongated. If the doctor has a round 
bullet, it is strange he made no mention 
of the fact.”

“ Shall we lock the office and go over 
and see the doctor?” Max asked.

“ Let us go first to Mr. Phillips,” the 
girl answered.

“ No,” said Max firmly. “ Neither 
Mr. Phillips, nor any one else, must know 
anything about this, for the present.”

“ Not even my father?” she begged.
“ Not even your father. Were we to
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arouse a false hope in his mind, the shat­
tering of it might prove more than he 
could bear.”

" Let us go to the doctor, then,” Rose 
answered.

CHAPTER XIII.
A STARTLING SITUATION.

D r . J e n k i n s  was a diamond in the 
rough. Gruff and uncompromising in 
his manner though he appeared on the 
surface, at heart he was known to be one 
of the most sympathetic and mildest of 
men.

His skill and ability were beyond dis­
pute. From Devil’s Lake, Carrington, 
and Jamestown he was often sent for 
when consultations with other medical 
men were deemed necessary and the 
matter of expense was of minor impor­
tance.

Why he hid his light in Sharon no one 
ever knew. But he was not the first man 
of parts to settle in the West, leaving the 
buried cause in the place from whence 
he came.

Miss Marvin and Max found him in 
his shabby little office, deep in the con­
tents of a medical journal.

“ Miss Marvin, your most obedient,” 
he rumbled, laying aside the paper and 
floundering to his feet. “ And the new 
editor,” he added, his eyes twinkling un­
der their shaggy brows. “ Have you 
come here to tell me my ad is to be dis­
continued? You threw out Bulger’s, and 
I ’ve been expecting this blow.”

“ The Simitar is honored by an ad like 
yours, doctor,” answered Max.

“ Is that so? Well, I ’ve been known 
to prescribe whisky in certain cases. I 
can’t understand who the joint propri­
etors of the Simitar are paying me this 
visit.”

“ It is rather a peculiar errand that 
calls us here, doctor,” went on Max, ob­
serving that Rose intended to let him do 
the talking. “ Will vou tell us how
Cully is? ”

“ At present we are fighting a bad case 
of septicaemia, but, on the whole, chances 
are brighter for the patient’s recovery.” 
He turned to Rose with sudden gentle­
ness. “ I am doing the best I can for 
that brother of yours, Miss Marvin.

Personally, I have no sympathy with this 
claim-jumper.”

" I f  any one can save Mr. Cully, doc­
tor,” answered the girl, ‘‘ I am sure that 
you can.”

“ Did you notice whether the bullet 
that wounded Cully,” put in Max, “ was 
an ordinary round bullet, or an elon­
gated missile such as----- ”

" I did not notice that,” cut in the 
doctor.

“ Was there anything peculiar about 
the bullet ? ”

“ I did not notice that, either.”
“ May I look at i t? ” inquired Max, 

perplexed.
“ Hardly.”
“ Why not?” he demanded.
“ For the reason that .it is still in the 

patient.”
Max dropped back in the chair. The 

doctor smiled sarcastically.
“ That bullet,” he proceeded, “ en­

tered at the left side, pierced the thoracic 
cavity, just missing the base of the left 
lung posterior to the heart, and lodged 
in the muscles of the spine, right side, 
and not far from the surface.

“ From this,” expanded Dr. Jenkins, 
“ you will understand that the shock was 
terrific. To probe for the bullet was 
seen to be out of the question. If the 
bullet becomes encysted, and does no 
harm, it may be best to leave it where it 
is. We cannot take chances with the 
patient’s life.

“ This blood-poisoning, that now en­
gages our attention, is directly caused by 
the bullet. Sorry I cannot gratify your 
morbid curiosity by exhibiting the mis­
sile. Was there anything else?”

“ You mean,” returned Max, “ that it 
is impossible to get that bullet?”

“ If the patient dies it will be easy 
enough. But we don’t want the patient 
to die. Eh, Miss Marvin?”

I f the patient died, and the bullet was 
not found to be marked with the de­
fective mold, fate lowered darkly on Lee 
Marvin’s fortunes. If he lived, and car­
ried through life the proof that would 
convict another, Lee must still suffer, but 
in less degree.

The paradoxical situation was more 
than Rose could bear. She buried her 
face in her handkerchief and sobbed.

(To be continued.)



With the Blizzard Came Peace.
BY UNA HUDSON.

A story of winter in Wyoming that makes good hot weather reading.

M R. FERGUSON helped his wife 
into the wagon and took his place 

beside her. As he gathered up the lines 
he squinted at the sky and spoke to the 
girl standing in the doorway.

“ If it snows,” he said, “ we’ll maybe 
spend the night in town. Or would you 
be afraid to be left alone? ”

“ A fraid!” said Mollis Ferguson 
scornfully. “ Why, what is there to be 
afraid of? ”

Her uncle chuckled delightedly.
“ I’ve always said,” he declared, “ it 

was a mistake your belonging to Nelson. 
You ought to have been my daughter. 
You belong to the West.”

He turned up his coat collar, for the 
wind was blowing cuttingly, and drove 
o f f .

His wife turned in her seat to wave a 
mittened hand at Mollie, still watching 
from the doorway.

“ It doesn’t seem just right,” she said. 
“ to leave her all alone. Maybe we'd 
better stop and ask Dan Norton to look 
in on her. There are all the chickens to 
feed, you know, and the cow to see to.” 

“ Mother,” said Mr. Ferguson, “ I ’m 
surprised at you. Do you suppose Mollie 
would let Dan in if he showed up there? 
She gave him back his ring last week.”

“ But it’s only a lovers’ quarrel,” Mrs. 
Ferguson insisted stoutly. “ They just 
need to be brought together in some such 
way as that to make it up.”

"  Well.” said Mr. Ferguson determin­
edly, “ I am not going to be the one to 
bring them together. Think I want to 
get Mollie down on me and have her 
going back home in a huff? ”

Mrs. Ferguson said no more, but when 
they drove past the Norton ranch she 
was secretly a little disappointed that 
Dan was nowhere in sight. She had 
meant to give him a hint.

Meanwhile Mollie, left alone, attend­
ed to the few household tasks that were 
still undone and attacked her aunt’s 
mending basket.

It was past noon when she stuck her 
needle into the card of darning cotton, 
and rolled the last of her uncle’s neatly 
mended socks into a tight little ball.

As she ate her solitary luncheon she 
sa,w a sudden flurry of snowflakes past 
the kitchen window. By mid afternoon 
the wind had risen to a gale and the air 
was white and thick with snow.

Mollie went'to the door, and, opening 
it, looked out. Barn, outbuildings, and 
boundary fences were all hidden behind 
the curtain of the drifting white mass.

Mollie shivered and turned back into 
the warm kitchen. After a little she 
lighted thy lamp, for the snowflakes, 
massing on the window panes, were 
rapidly shutting out what light yet re­
mained of the short winter day.

The wind wailed about the house and 
whistled eerily down the chimney. Sev­
eral times during the next hour Mollie 
told herself with quite unnecessary 
emphasis and repetition that she did not 
mind being alone, that there was nothing 
to be afraid of, and that she was not 
afraid of it.

But every noise made her start, and 
when there came a thundering knock at 
the door, she leaped from her chair with 
a half-suppressed scream.

While she was yet but half-way to the 
door it was pushed open to admit a figure 
white with snow from head to heel. A 
woolen-gloved hand cleared the snow 
from its eyes, and Dan Norton stood 
blinking at her.

“ Oh ! ” Mollie cried. “ Oh ! ”
She was angry and dismayed at the 

little rush of gladness that filled her 
heart at sight of him. She drew herself 
up, and for the saving of her pride froze 
him with a look'.

“ I thought----- ” she began coldly.
“ I hope,” Dan cut in in a tone that 

for iciness matched hers and some to 
spare, “ I hope you don’t think I came 
here on purpose. My horse fell against 
one of your fences and I saw the light



WITH THE BLIZZARD CAME PEACE. 305

shining from your window. But I give 
you my word I didn’t know where I was. 
I was lost.”

“ A likely story,” Mollie sneered.
“ It’s true,” Dan insisted. “ There’s 

not a landmark left. See for yourself.”
He flung open the door, and Mollie 

looked out. It was as he said. Every­
where was snow and nothing but snow. 
The air was so thick with it that one 
could almost have cut it with a knife.

“ A Wyoming blizzard,” Dan ex­
plained grimly.

Mollie shivered. Never before had she 
seen anything like it. Objects ten feet 
away were quite invisible. Dan Norton’s 
horse standing within reach of her hand 
was only an indistinct blur.

“ It is rather a bad storm,” Mollie ad­
mitted guardedly. Then she added sharp­
ly. “ Why don’t you put your poor horse 
in the stable? I should think you’d be 
ashamed to leave him there.”

“ I was merely waiting for your per­
mission,” Dan explained politely.

“ Well, you have it now,” Molly 
snapped.

Dan stepped out and seized the horse’s 
bridle. Mollie watched until the white 
blanket of snow had closed about them. 
Then she shut the door and replenished 
the fire.

Presently she went to the window. 
Dan was certainly staying a most uncon­
scionable time. And the storm was a 
terrible one.

Perhaps he had not reached the barn 
at all. Mollie remembered a story her 
uncle had told her of a man lost in a 
blizzard while going from his house to 
his stable—a man who, when search 
could be made, was found frozen to death 
half a mile away in an opposite direction.

Or perhaps even — Dan’s pride 
matched Mollie’s own, and she had not 
asked him to stay-—he had essayed to 
return to his own ranch. Mollie was not 
weatherwise, but such an attempt, she 
very well knew, could result only in 
one way.

Her face went white and she felt that 
she could bear the suspense no longer. 
She snatched up a shawl, and, wrapping 
it about her, stepped out into the storm.

“ Dan ! ” she called. “ O—oh, Dan ! ”
The wind tore at her shawl and 

snatched the words from her lips. The 
S A

snow blinded her, but as best she could 
she picked up her skirts and floundered 
bravely on.

“ Dan! ” she shouted again. “ Dan! ”
And then suddenly a hand shot from 

out the storm and seized hers. It was 
icy cold, and Mollie shrieked in terror. 
But the voice that came to her on the 
wings of the tempest was human and 
reassuring.

■’ Good Lord, Mollie,” it said, “ are 
you crazy? Whatever are you doing out 
here? ”

Mollie swallowed a sob of pure joy.
“ Oh, Dan ' she said, and clung to 

him.
“ You—you stayed so long,” she ex­

plained weakly, “ I was coming to hunt 
you up.”

Dan patted her hands and piloted her 
safely back to the house. Then, man­
like, he spoiled it all. For, as she faued 
him in the lighted room, Mollie saw the 
light of triumph in his eyes.

Dan was alive and safe and not at all 
repentant. He had not apologized, and 
Mollie had sworn that he should. She 
clutched at the scattered remnants of 
her pride and drew herself up coldly.

“ It was purely on my uncle’s account,” 
she explained with great deliberation, 
“ that I went out to look for you. It— 
it would be so unpleasant for him to come 
home and find you frozen to death in his 
front yard.”

“ I assure you,” returned Dan with icy 
politeness, “ I had no intention of har­
rowing up his feelings to that extent. I 
was getting down some feed for my horse 
and your cow and the chickens. One 
should not,” he added virtuously, “ for­
get the poor dumb brutes.”

It was neatly done. Mollie found 
therself placed in the uncomfortable po­
sition of one who has worried unnecessa­
rily. Moreover, she had made more or 
less of a spectacle of herself, and she—- 
crowning humiliation—had not given a 
thought to the “ poor dumb brutes.”

She knew it, and Dan knew it. She 
felt that she stood convicted of cruelty to 
animals.

She sat down by the stove and drew the 
mending basket toward her with a jerk. 
Her lips shut in a tight line.

Dan divested himself of his snowy 
outer garments and took a chair opposite
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hers. He picked up a paper and indus­
triously read, it—upside down.

Mollie unrolled the socks and redarned 
several pairs. Then she announced in a 
strictly impersonal manner that it was 
time to get supper.

She had felt that she would hate Dan 
if he did not offer to help her. Now, 
illogical though it was, and possibly 
childish, she was quite sure she hated him 
because he did.

He laid the cloth—awry. Mollie 
straightened it with a jerk. He brought 
dishes from the china closet, and Mollie 
promptly took them back and substituted 
others. Beyond an occasional snappy 
monosyllable she refused to talk to him.

But it was a good supper to which they' 
finally sat down, for Mollie could cook, 
and she was minded to show Dan what 
he had missed.

He sighed as he broke open a light and 
flaky biscuit and spread it with golden 
orange marmalade. Dan had a weakness 
for hot biscuits and orange marmalade.

“ Once,” he said, “ I thought to sit at 
the head of my own table and eat just 
such biscuits as these.”

Mollie glared at him.
“ I thought I had made it perfectly 

clear to you---—” she began.
“ That nothing on earth could induce 

you to marry m e?” Dan finished cheer­
fully. “ You have. And I’m not asking 
you to do it either. But I reckon a man 
can talk of what he once thought he was 
going to have, can’t he?”

Mollie could think of no reasonable 
objection to oppose to this, so Dan con­
tinued to talk. When supper was over 
she was in such a state of exasperation 
that it would have been a relief to hurl 
the china at his head.

And the worst of it was that he left' 
her no peg on which to hang even so 
much as the shred of a complaint.

She washed up the supper dishes with 
his assistance—she would greatly have 
preferred to do it without—and bade him 
a curt good night.

In her room a tiny drift of snow lay 
along the floor. It had sifted in where 
the window frame did not fit quite 
tightly. The Frost King had overlaid 
her window with a delicate tracery of 
white so that she could not see out into 
the night.

But the house shook in the wind’s 
grasp, and she knew that the storm was 
raging with ever-increasing fury.

She shivered when she cuddled into 
bed, but less from the icy touch of the 
cold sheets than from a realization of 
what it would have meant to be alone on 
such a night. As it was, the wind might 
roar and the storm might rage, but deep 
down in her heart, all unadmitted though 
it was, was a feeling of peace and se­
curity.

Dan, big and strong and resourceful 
and masculine, was below-stairs.

II.
M o i .l i e  woke with a start the next 

morning, and the instinctive feeling that 
she had overslept. She groped beneath 
her pillow for her watch, and found to 
her dismay that it was eight o’clock. And 
she had planned to rise at six!

She had thought to grope her way 
down the stairs in the chill dark of the 
wintry morning to light the kitchen fire 
and lay the breakfast things—all while 
Dan was yet asleep. It would be well 
to show that young man how little she 
really needed him.

Now the situation was reversed, for it 
was Dan who had risen before daylight 
and done all those things.

The odor of coffee came to Mollie as 
she went down the stairs, and as she 
opened'the kitchen door Dan turned from 
the stove with a plate of toast in his hand. 
He lifted bacon and eggs from the skillet 
and blandly invited her to breakfast.

So matter-of-fact and businesslike was 
his manner that Mollie at first was di­
vided between anger and amusement. 
But when he remarked complacently, 
“ Won’t I make a good husband for some 
fortunate g irl?” anger got the upper 
hand and Mollie glared at him.

“ But I thought----- ” she began reck­
lessly.

“ That because you’d decided not to 
have me I ’d stay unmarried,” Dan fin­
ished for her. “ Well, I thought that, 
too, just at first. But there’re lots of 
girls in the world, and I dare say that 
if I look around a bit I ’ll find somebody 
who’ll do quite as well as you would.”

Mollie gasped and her hand shook as 
she poured the coffee.

11 You know,” supplemented Dan,
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“ you said yourself that we were un­
suited to each other, and that I could 
probably find another girl who would 
make me a much better wife than you 
possibly could. I guess you were right.”

“ Y-es,” Mollie murmured uncertainly.
It was quite true that she had said 

all those things, but just the same she 
was disappointed in Dan. She had not 
thought him so fickle. And he was . so 
abominably cheerful, and had such a 
tremendous appetite for his breakfast.

Mollie, not at all pleased, wondered 
at him.

“ It’s just as well,” said Dan, taking 
the last slice of toast, after a polite in­
quiry as to whether or not Mollie wanted 
it, “ it's just as well to have that matter ” 
( Mollie knew that he referred to their 
late engagement) “ settled and done 
with. Now we know where we are. And 
I reckon that we can be good friends for 
rhe time that we’ll be shut up here to­
gether.”

‘‘ Oh. yes,” Mollie agreed faintly. 
And then she asked. " Do you think it 
will be for very long? ”

” Rather.” said Dan. ” It'll be a three 
days’ storm, our big ones always are. 
And then there'll be mountains of snow 
to be shoveled through before anybody 
can get to us. We're liable to be here the 
best part of a week.”

Mollie sighed and began to clear away 
the breakfast dishes.

“ I guess,” said Dan. “ I'd best make 
a try for the stable. The animals ought 
to be looked after.”

He walked to the window and stood 
looking' out at the blinding, driving 
snow. After a moment’s hesitation 
Mollie joined him.

“ The storm is perfectly dreadful,” she 
shivered. “ Do you think it quite safe to 
venture out? ”

Dan smiled to himself, for, in spite of 
her, Mollie’s tone conveyed rather more 
than the calm, friendly solicitude she had 
intended.

“ If I find it isn't safe,” said Dan, “ I 
can always come back, you know.”

“ If you don’t get lost in the snow,” 
Molly quavered.

Dan’s inward smile reached the cor­
ners of his mouth, but was promptly sup­
pressed.

“ Tell you what,” he said, “ we’ll hunt

up a clothes-line and tie one end about 
my waist and hitch the other to the table 
leg. Then there’ll be no trouble about 
my getting back.”

The clothes-line was brought, and 
Dan at one end of it plunged into the 
storm. The snow drove into the kitchen 
and the wind whipped the cover from the 
table, but Mollie would not close the 
door.

The rope uncoiled with astonishing 
rapidity, then abruptly ceased, and Dan 
was back. He was panting and breath­
less from his struggle with the wind and 
snow, and the clothes-line was wrapped 
about him gerpent-wise.

“ I couldn’t make it,” he said. “ The 
wind caught me and whirled me about 
like a top. Good Lord, but it’s awful! 
And think of the cattle on the range, and 
the herders! ”

But Molly had thought for but one 
man.

“ You won’t try it again? ” she begged 
wistfullv.

“ Not I.” said Dan. “ The cow and 
the horse will just have to get along as 
best they can till the storm is over. And 
anyway I gave them an extra big feed 
last night.”

All day the storm held them prisoners. 
Fortunately the wood-shed was built to 
open off the kitchen, so there was no lack 
of fuel, and the cellar held provisions 
that would have lasted through a siege. 
So they were compelled to undergo no 
bodily discomfort.

But the situation to Mollie was barely 
tolerable.

True, Dan was pursuing the course 
she had advised and even urged upon 
him. but she did not like it so well as she 
had thought she would. In fact, she did 
not like it at all. She would have been 
glad even to quarrel with him. for a 
quarrel presupposes a certain degree of 
intimacy, but you cannot quarrel with a 
cheerful casual acquaintance.

And that was what Dan seemed sud­
denly to have become.

Mollie felt very blue and desolate and 
forlorn when she went to bed that night. 
Her pillow was wet with tears, and her 
last waking thought was a melancholy 
one of the unknown but greatly to be en­
vied girl whom Dan was eventually to 
marry in her stead.
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Poor Mollie sobbed outright, and 
tried to frame a heroic wish for their 
future happiness, but only succeeded in 
dropping off to sleep with her heart full 
of envy of Mrs. Dan Norton that was 
to be.

III.

As Dan had predicted, it was a three 
days’ storm. The fourth day dawned on 
a strange white world, guiltless of land­
mark, still and eerie.

Mollie, looking at the glittering white 
waste, shuddered.

“ It is,” she said, “ as though all the 
rest of the world were buried and we 
were the only things left alive.”

Dan, with trousers tucked into his 
boots, was already making the snow fly 
in a vigorous effort to reach the barn.

“ Come on and help,” he called to 
Mollie.

His tone held a hint of return to their 
old gay camaraderie. Mollie brightened 
instantly.

“ I will,” she called back. “ When I 
was little I used to love to play in the 
snow.”

Their task was a hard one, for not only 
was the snow deep on the level, but it 
was packed and drifted against the barn, 
so that a small mountain of it had to be 
removed before the door could be 
wrenched open.

When that was accomplished Dan 
stood still and whistled. Mollie coming 
up behind him saw that inside the barn 
another mountain of snow confronted 
them.

Through every crack and crevice it 
had sifted in and filled the place—a 
tight-packed mass.

“ Oh,” cried Molly. “ the poor horse 
and cow! ”

But Dan uttered an amazed, “ Great 
Scott! ”

For, far above his head on a hillock 
of snow, stood cow and horse with their 
backs against the stable roof. As the 
snow drifted in they had tramped it 
down and risen gradually until they 
could rise no further.

They seemed mildly surprised at the 
situation in which they found them­
selves, but not particularly uncomfort­
able.

Mollie laughed until she cried.

“ If the storm had lasted another day,” 
she said, “ where would they have been? ”

“ Through the roof, I reckon,” an­
swered Dan.

He began to shovel snow, but it was 
well toward evening when he succeeded 
in getting the animals to the ground. 
They ate greedily, but seemed none the 
worse for their adventure. The chickens, 
too. were found to be alive, and save for 
a few frosted feet, in fairly good condi­
tion.

It was two days later when Mr. 
Ferguson broke through the drifts and 
returned to his ranch. His wife had 
insisted upon coming with him, for 
snow-bound Molly, she feared, might 
stand in need of her care.

They stared open-mouthed at the 
cleared paths about the ranch—unmis­
takable evidence that all was well. But 
when Dan Norton, with Mollie at his 
side, greeted them from the doorway 
they understood.

“ Hullo,” said Mr. Ferguson, as they 
hurried inside, “ where’d you drop 
from ? ”

They told him. He thrust his hands 
deep in his trousers’ pockets, looked at 
them with twinkling eyes, and whistled.

“ ’Most a week shut up alone to­
gether,” he commented. “ Isn’t it,” he 
demanded pointedly, “ about time to send 
for the preacher? ”

It had not before occurred to either 
Mollie or Dan to consider outraged pro­
prieties, but now Mollie blushed for 
their disregard of the conventions.

“ Mollie knows,” said Dan, with quiet 
but convincing loyalty, “ that I ’m ready 
to send for the preacher whenever she 
gives the word.”

This from Dan who had accepted his 
dismissal as final! From Dan who was 
to marry the other girl! Mollie deter­
mined to punish him.

“ Oh, well,” she began carelessly, “ as 
a concession to Mrs. Grundy----- ”

Dan looked at her with a slow smile.
“ I.ittle girl,” he said, “ that won’t go. 

Out here we don’t recognize Mrs. 
Grundy. If you take me, it must be be­
cause----- •”

Then Mollie realized, as she had not 
before, that in spite of his teasing and 
his bluff about the other girl, it was ow­
ing solely to Dan’s delicacy and consid­
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eration that she had felt not one whit of 
the awkwardness of h#r position. For 
that surely he deserved reward.

'I'he last remnant of her pride vanished 
and her heart spoke for her and for him.

“ Because," she softly finished for 
him, “ I love you with all my heart.” 

Then, with no thought of her uncle 
and aunt looking on she hid her blushing 
face against his breast.

c a u g h t :
BY BERTRAM LEBHAR,

A u th o r  o f  “ N o  W a y  O u t ” a n d  “ W ho a n d  W h y ? "

The romance of a postal clerk, showing how it came to enmesh him in the coils of
circumstantial evidence.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

B e in g  much in love with Marjorie Morgan, Tom Sutton, a clerk in a New York 
post-office, makes a serious mistake in cashing some money-orders made payable in 
another city, presented by her for her employer, Paul Dupree. Dupree refuses to sur­
render the money temporarily, and Sutton fears to lose his position, although Marjorie 
assures him that she will try to procure the money from Dupree. Some hours later a 
wallet, bearing the initials " P. D.,” is sent to Sutton, containing the necessary amount 
to make up the deficit.

The following morning the newspapers are filled with the story of Dupree’s murder. 
Marjorie is prostrated by the shock, and on his way to see her Sutton meets -with an 
accident and is arrested. The wallet is discovered on his person and he is accused of the 
murder.

Sutton refuses any information as to how he obtained the wallet, but Postmaster 
Gray discovers that Tom supposes Marjorie sent it to him. Gray lays the case before 
Jeremiah Packard, a lawyer, and together they seek an interview with Marjorie, only to 
find that she and her mother have made their departure in the care of a strange man.

Saunders, the bookkeeper, having failed to force Marjorie into marrying him, reports 
to Inspector O'Connor the conversation between Marjorie and Tom in Dupree’s office.

The Rev. Dr. Howard also furnishes the evidence that a- messenger-boy delivered 
the wallet to Sutton, saying that it had come from Miss Morgan.

On the strength of these incriminating facts, a warrant is issued for her arrest.

CHAPTER IX.
THE PHOTOGRAPHER’S EXPERIENCE.

“ TT E L L O , Jeremiah!” said Post- 
-Tt  master Gray as he entered Mr. 

Packard’s law office. “ Have you seen 
our client yet?”

“ Yes, postmaster,” replied the young 
lawyer. “ I went to see him this morning 
and had a long talk with him.”

“ I suppose he was glad to hear that 
you were going to take up his case.”

“ Yes, he said he’ll be glad to have me 
defend him, but only on one condition.” 

“ What’s tha t?”
11 That I won’t try to implicate Miss

Morgan in any way. If I do, he says 
he’ll dispense with my services and sign 
a confession that he killed Dupree.”

“ Phew ! The young fool! How, 
then, does he expect us to help him? ”

” To tell the truth, he doesn’t expect 
it. He seems prepared for the worst. I 
started to question him about the girl, 
hut as soon as he saw what I was after 
he became furious and told me to drop 
the subject.”

11 The young idiot! Did you tell him 
that the girl had run awav? ”

“ I did.”
'' What did he say to that?”
“ I saw him wince; but he answ’ered:

*  T h is  s to r y  began  in  th e  J u ly  is su e  o f Th e  Argosy. The tw o  back  n u m b e rs  w i l l  be m a ile d  to  a n y
a d d r e s s  on  r e c e ip t o f 20 cen ts.
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‘.So much the better. I hope she stays 
away.’ ”

“ Well, what are you going to do, 
Jeremiah?”

“ I haven’t quite made up my mind 
yet. I think I ’ll accept his terms.”

“ W hat! Defend him without impli­
cating the girl? You must be crazy.”

“ No, I ’m not. There was nothing 
said about your part in the proceedings. 
I can go ahead defending him in court, 
and you go ahead gathering evidence 
against Miss Morgan. Then you can 
put that evidence into the hands of the 
police and let them do the rest. That’ll 
be keeping my word to Tom, and, at the 
same time, we'll get the desired results,” 
finished Packard.

“ You’re a real lawyer, Jeremiah,” 
said the postmaster admiringly. “ We’ll 
have to proceed carefully. If that young 
fool gets wind of the fact that the girl 
is under suspicion he’ll sign that con­
fession without doubt.”

The lawyer was about to speak when 
the door opened and a dapper-looking 
young man entered.

“ Ah! ” thought the lawyer, “ Another 
client, perhaps,” and he assumed his most 
professional air.

“ Which of you two gentlemen is Mr. 
Packard, please? ” asked the young man.

“ A h!” concluded Jeremiah, “ it is a 
client.

“ I’m Mr. Packard, sir. What can I 
do for you?” he said aloud.

“ I’m from the Daily Mirror, Mr. 
Packard,” went on the young man. 
“ The city editor sent me up to interview 
you. I understand that Sutton has re­
tained you as his counsel in this Dupree 
murder case.”

“ He has,” replied Packard with dig­
nity. “ I don’t know that I have any­
thing to say, however. I ’m not prepared 
to make any statement about the case as 
yet, except that my client is innocent and 
I hope to get him free.”

“ I understand that you were once in 
the postal service yourself, Mr. Pack­
ard,” continued the reporter.

“ I was.”
“ And that you worked side by side 

with the accused man.”
“ I did.”
“ And that you are taking up this case 

merely as a matter of friendship.”

“ Correct! ”
“ That’s very interesting, Mr. Pack­

ard. Will you tell the Mirr'-r a little 
about your career?”

“ Oh, I'd rather not speak about my­
self,” said Packard, blushing modestly.

“ What is it you want to know, young 
m an?” broke in the postmaster. “ My 
name is Gray ; Postmaster Gray of Sta­
tion XY, where Sutton was employed. 
I can tell you all about Sutton, and also 
about this modest young man.”

“ Good,” said .the reporter, and pro­
ceeded to extract from the willing post­
master a few biographical details about 
the lawyer.

“ And what do you think of this 
young man Sutton, Mr. Gray?” inquired 
the reporter. “ Do you think he mur­
dered Mr. Dupree ? ”

“ I certainly do not,” answered the 
postmaster emphatically. “ I think he 
is as innocent as you or I,” and he pro­
ceeded to tell what a fine young man he 
knew Tom Sutton to be.

All of which made interesting reading 
for the Daily Mirror.

“ If it is agreeable to you, gentlemen,” 
said the reporter, “ I would like to have 
your pictures. The city editor asked me 
to get a picture of Mr. Packard, and I 
am sure he would like to get one of Mr. 
Gray also.”

“ I’d be glad to accommodate you,” 
laughed the lawyer; “ but unfortunately 
I haven’t got a single photograph in my 
possession.”

“ Nor I either,” added the postmaster.
“ Would you mind if I sent a pho­

tographer up here to snap you both ? ” 
asked the reporter.

“ All right, send him along,” said 
Packard. " We can stand it if his 
camera can.”

The reporter departed to call up his 
office on the telephone. An hour later 
a young man "arrived, carrying a for­
midable-looking camera.

“ My name is McKnight. gentlemen 
— McKnight of the Daily M irror/' he 
announced. “ With your kind permis­
sion I shall now proceed to take vnur 
photographs.”

“ All right, go ahead.” said Packard. 
“ I warn you beforehand, though, that 

'we’re not answerable for damage done 
to your camera.”
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“ I'll take a chance on that,” rejoined 
the photographer, grinning, and he pro­
ceeded to focus the instrument.

“ All ready, gentlemen,” he said pres­
ently. “ Stay as you are for one second. 
That’s very good.”

He pressed a bulb. There was an 
answering click. “ Thank you,” he 
added. ‘‘ That will do very nicely. 
I ’ve taken the two of you together.”

“ It must be interesting work, being a 
newspaper photographer,” remarked 
Packard. “ I suppose you have many 
thrilling experiences? ”

“ Oh, yes, we have our thrills, all 
right,” said McKnight.

“ Many strange adventures, too?” 
suggested Mr. Gray.

“ Oh, yes. Come to think of it, I had 
one the other day which ought to prove 
of special interest to you people.”

“ Of special interest to us? W hy?” 
asked Packard.

“ Because it concerns Dupree. The 
day before he was murdered I was hired 
by him to take a picture. He paid me 
one hundred dollars for the snapshot, 
too.”-.

“ You don't tell me! ” exclaimed 
Packard with great interest. “ A snap­
shot of what, my friend? ”

“ A snapshot of a man.”
“ Humph ! That sounds interesting. 

Tell me all about it, will you, please?” 
said the lawyer.

“ I don’t know much about it myself,” 
rejoined McKnight, lighting a ciga­
rette. “ I can't dope it out what the old 
boy wanted that picture for, badly 
enough to pay me one hundred dollars 
lor it. At the time I thought he had 
bats in his garret.”

“ Tell us all you know, please,” said 
the lawyer eagerly.

“ Well, you see it was like this. There 
had been an accident on lower Broad­
way. A trolley-car had collided with an 
automobile. I happened to be passing 
at the time on my way from an assign­
ment. I thought it would be a good 
scheme to stop and get a picture of the 
automobile wreck.

“ I got my pictures and was leaving, 
shoving my way through the crowd, 
when a man on the outskirts stopped me.

“ ‘ You’re a photographer, ain’t you?' 
he asked me. ‘ What do you think I’m

carrying in my hand—a grand piano ? ’ I 
replied, pointing to my camera. ‘ Do 
you want to earn fifty dollars?’ says he.
‘ It all depends on what’s to be done to 
earn it,’ 1 answered cautiously.

“ Then he points to a tall guy with 
close-cropped, gray hair, walking on the 
other side of Broadway. He didn’t have 
any hat and he was hurrying along like 
mad.

“ * Get a picture of him and I ’ll give 
vou fifty,’ says the man, and he put a 
card in my hand which read ‘ Paul 
Dupree, Brixton Building.’

“. ‘ Call around at my office to-morrow 
morning with the picture,’ says he, * and 
the money is yours.’

“ That was good enough for me, so 
I ran across Broadway like a race-horse 
and pretty soon I caught up with the 
hatless man.

“ He was a queer-looking chap. He 
looked like a dago or a Frenchman. His 
face seemed villainous enough for the 
rogues’ gallery and he had a small 
Y-shaped scar on his forehead. His gray 
hair was straight and bristly, cropped 
quite close to his head, which was bald 
at the very top. As I came alongside of 
him, I raised my camera, intending to 
take a flying snapshot.

" He saw what I was up to, however, 
and put both his hands over his face, at 
the same time muttering something that 
sounded like a swear word, in dago or 
French.

“ I kept alongside of him, both of us 
walking rapidly.

“ 1 He can’t keep his hands to his face 
all the time,’ I told myself. ‘ As soon as 
he drops them I’ll press the bulb. I’m 
not going to lose that fifty dollars be­
cause of a dago’s excessive modesty.’

“ Well, as luck would have it, just 
then an empty hansom comes along, and, 
uttering an exclamation that sounded 
like the squeal of a startled pig, the man 
without a hat jumped into the cab. I 
heard hint tell the cabby, in English, to 
drive- straight ahead as quickly as pos­
sible.”

“ I suppose you lost him then,” re­
marked Packard, with a sigh of disap­
pointment.

“ I did, like fun. I was just going to 
jump on the back of that cab and hang 
on until the end of the Journey—that’s
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the way I got a society woman's picture 
once—when suddenly I saw another 
empty cab coming along and I hailed 
the driver.

“ ‘ This is a private cab,’ says he. 
‘ Never mind,’ I answered. ‘ I'm not 
particular. A private cab is good
enough for me. Be a good fellow and 
follow that cab in front and I’ll give 
you two dollars.'

*' ‘ All right,’ says he, ‘ jump in ; ’ and 
I did. We followed that other cab clean 
down to the Battery, keeping far enough 
behind so as not to be noticed.

“ At the Battery the other cab stopped, 
and the man without a hat got out. 
There was a smile on his face. He evi­
dently thought he had given me the slip 
in fine shape.

“ I saw him pay the cabman, and then 
he walked toward a hat-store, evidently 
with the intention of buying a hat.

“ Before he could enter the store, 
however, I had got close enough to him 
to get a good profile view. I focused 
very quickly, and then I pressed the 
bulb.

" He happened to see me as I was 
taking the picture, and you just ought to 
have seen his face. I never saw such 
terror and rage in any man before.

“ He came running toward me with his 
fists clenched, and, as he came on. I just 
leveled the camera at him again and 
coolly and calmly took a good front view 
of him. That made two pictures.

“ ‘ How dare you?’ he cried in 
English, but with a strong foreign ac­
cent. 1 Give me that picture or I will 
make for you great trouble.’

“ ‘ Not much,’ said I. ‘ I get fifty 
dollars for taking this picture, my 
friend.’

“ 1 I ’ll give you one hundred dollars 
for not taking him.’ said the man eagerly.

“ I thought hard for a minute. It 
was just double the amount Dupree had 
offered me; but then I like to treat 
people square, and I had made a bar­
gain with Dupree first.

“ ‘ No.’ said I. ‘ nothing doing, my 
dago friend. I promised to get your pic­
ture. and I ’m going to keep my promise.’

“ With that he utters a dago cry of 
rage and suddenly leaps at my camera.

“ It isn’t the first time I’ve had an ex­
pensive camera smashed by an angry

victim, and I saw in a second what he 
was up to.

“ I was too quick for him. Before he 
could grab my camera I shot out my left 
fist and caught him under the chin. He 
went down and I beat it before a crowd 
could gather.

“ The next morning I took the two 
pictures, the profile and the front view, 
around to Mr. Dupree at the Brixton 
Building.

“ He seemed very glad to see me.
“ ‘ Did you get the picture?’ he 

asked eagerly.
“ ‘ Yes,’ said I. ‘ You really owe me 

a hundred dollars. That’s what the 
other guy offered me not to snap him.’

“ He took the pictures in his hand and 
looked at them with great satisfaction. 
Then, to my surprise, he took out a hun- 
dred-dollar-bill and handed it to me. 
‘ I’ll pay you a hundred for these,’ says 
he, ‘ on condition that you don’t breathe 
a word to anybody about this little 
transaction.’

“ That's all I know about the matter. 
That very morning, as you know, about 
two hours after I had left, the old fellow 
was murdered.”

“ What an extraordinary incident,” 
exclaimed Postmaster Gray. “ What 
does it mean. Packard?’’

“ Mean! ” exclaimed the lawver ex­
citedly. “ It means that we’ve got to 
work night and c’.r.y : ■ find the man with 
the close-cropped. ; ry hah.”

c h a p ': r x .
A XJT.Y iHEORY.

Ix  a cell in the 1'ombs sat Tom Sut­
ton. in a very dejected frame of mind.

He had been transferred to the Tombs 
from the prison at police headquarters, 
to await the verdict of the coroner’s jury.

That that verdict would pronounce 
him guilty of the murder of Paul 
Dupree, he had not the slightest doubt. .

This was not the only reason he was 
melancholy, however. It must not be 
forgotten that Tom was in love.

Now there isn’t a more propitious 
place in all the world for the ripening 
of a love-affair'than a prison-cell.

Tom sat in his cell and brooded and 
brooded. Half the time his thoughts



CAUGHT. 313

were of himself and his wretched plight, 
and the other half they were of himself 
and Marjorie Morgan.

Who was this girl with whom he had 
fallen in love, and for whose sake he 
was so resolutely holding his tongue 
about that wallet ?

She was almost a stranger to him. He 
knew little more about her than that her 
name was Marjorie Morgan and that 
she had a pretty face and a good one.

For all he knew, she was not worth a 
passing thought. Some of the wickedest 
women the world has ever known pos­
sessed faces that were innocent and good.

For all he knew, she had really mur­
dered her employer and stolen his wallet 
from him, and a woman who could mur­
der and steal must be thoroughly bad at 
heart. And it was to save such a woman 
that he was placing the noose around his 
own neck!

Thus the unfortunate prisoner 
brooded and brooded; but, whenever he 
arrived at the conclusion that, after all, 
it was foolish and quixotic to shield this 
girl, and that it was his duty to himself 
to speak out and tell the truth about that 
wallet, the sweet, innocent face of Mar­
jorie Morgan would appear before him 
in the gloom of his cell, and in her eyes 
was a pleading look that was not to be 
resisted.

“ No! N o !” he would cry aloud, as 
though he had been arguing with some­
body. “ I can’t do it. 1 won’t be coward 
enough to do it. I can’t bring any suf­
fering to that poor little girl. 1 would 
rather go to the chair than do that! I 
can’t believe that she is bad. She must 
be as good and innocent as she looks. 
She couldn’t be guilty of murder and 
robbery; or. at least, if she is guilty, she 
did it all for my sake, God bless her! ”

It was while he was in this frame of 
mind that he picked up a morning paper 
a turnkey had considerately brought 
him.

“ I wonder what they say about me,” 
be mused. “ I suppose those cursed 
newspapers have tried and convicted me 
already before my case comes to court.”

He laughed bitterly as he glanced at 
the printed page.

As the first headline caught his eye, 
he gave vent to an involuntary cry of 
horror.

“ Good God!” he groaned. “ Why 
have they done this? Oh, why have they 
done it? Poor little girl! I tried my 
best to save her, and now it has come in 
spite of all.”

The printed head-line ran as follows: 
DID GIRL MURDER DUPREE?

Police Now in Possession of Evidence 
That French Wine Agent May Have 

Been Slain and Robbed by 
Woman.

w a r r a n t  o u t  f o r  s t e n o g r a p h e r ’s a r r e s t .

Girl has Fled from Town and Cannot be
Located. Police Drag-net out for Her.

Now Believed that Sutton is Inno­
cent or was Merely an Ac­

cessory.

With beating heart and blanched face, 
Tom read the body of the newspaper 
story. It went on to tell of the visit of 
the bookkeeper and the clergyman to the 
inspector’s office, and also stated the fact 
that the dead man’s stenographer. Miss 
Marjorie Morgan, was believed to be 
betrothed to Sutton.

Inspector O’Connor had decided to 
give out this information to the reporters, 
and hence the newspaper story.

Tom groaned as he reached the last 
line of the newspaper story.

“ I suppose they’ll bring her here and 
lock her up. That poor, tender, little 
girl will be put in a cell and have to 
face the publicity and the degradation 
of a jury trial,” he gasped. “ Oh, it’s a 
shame—a brutal shame ! 1 won't stand
it, either. They can do what they like 
with me, but they sha’n’t touch her. I 
can prevent it and I ’m going to do it.”

lie had just arrived at this determina­
tion when the turnkey came to the gate 
of his cell to announce that visitors 
wished to see him.

“ Who are they?” he asked indiffer­
ently.

“ Your lawyer and a man named 
G r a y . ”

" All right. I ’ll see them,” he snapped. 
“ Confound them,” he muttered. “ I t’s 
their cursed interference that has 
brought this thing about, I ’ll be bound.”

If Postmaster Gray and Jeremiah 
Packard expected to be received by the 
prisoner with smiles of welcome they 
'were sadly disappointed.
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He glared at them furiously. Neither 
the postmaster nor the lawyer had ever 
.seen Tom so angry.

“ You’ve broken your promise,” he 
yelled at Packard. “ I told you yester­
day that I wouldn’t have you for my 
counsel if you did anything to impli­
cate that girl.”

“ I didn’t, Tom,” protested Packard; 
“ it was none of our doing. We only 
heard of this new evidence to-day. after 
we saw it in the papers. Thai we went 
down to police headquarters and learned 
that the newspaper stories were true, and 
so we’ve come to see you about it.”

“ What do you want to see me fo r?” 
demanded the prisoner.

“ To find out what you’re going to 
do,” answered the lawyer. “ A word 
from you, Tom, corroborating the testi­
mony of this clergyman, who says he saw 
the messenger boy hand you that pack­
age, would result in setting you free.”

” Well, I won’t say the word,” said 
Tom firmly.

” Come, Tom, be reasonable,” urged 
Postmaster Gray pleadingly. “ You’ve 
done all that chivalry demands. You 
were willing to shoulder the blame to 
protect this young woman, while her se­
cret was safe. Now that the real facts 
of the case have come to light through 
no fault of yours, you owe it to yourself 
and to your friends to tell the whole 
truth.”

“ 1 won’t say a word, I tell you, post­
master.” growled Tom. '* It is an in­
fernal shame to drag that poor little 
girl into this.”

“ That poor little girl didn't hesitate 
to drag you into it, did she? " said the 
lawyer impatiently. “ Don’t be a senti­
mental fool, Tom Sutton; the girl isn't 
worth it.”

“ Don’t you dare say a word against 
h e r!” cried Tom threateningly. “ I 
won’t stand it.”

“ Come, Tom, be reasonable,” said 
Postmaster Gray. “ After all, you 
scarcely know this unfortunate young 
woman. You just think you’re in love 
with her. You’ve only seen her half a 
dozen times. You’ve scarcely spoken to 
her more than twice. It’s very evident 
that she’s a murderess and a thief. 
You’re not going to sacrifice yourself for 
a woman like that, are you, Tom ?”

“ She’s not a murderess, nor a thief,” 
cried the miserable prisoner. “ She 
couldn’t be guilty of either crime. She's 
too good to do anything wrong.”

“ Bah! That’s what you think,” said 
the lawyer. “ Unfortunately for the 
young woman, Sutton, the evidence is 
now strongly against her. If she didn't 
steal that wallet from her employer, how 
did she obtain possession of i t? ”

“ I don’t know; but I’ve got faith in 
her innocence. Even if she did murder 
and rob Dupree, which I won’t admit, 
she did it for my sake.”

“ For your sake. How do you 
mean?” asked Packard.

” To save me from getting into trouble 
over those cursed money-orders.”

“ If you think that, you’re foolish,” 
said Packard, with a taunting laugh. “ I 
didn’t suppose that you were as easy as 
all that, Tom Sutton.”

“ What else could have been her mo­
tive then?” cried Tom wildly.

“ Motive. It’s plain enough. Accord­
ing to the bookkeeper, Dupree had over 
six hundred dollars in that wallet. All 
she sent you was the $225. We have 
ascertained that she was in need of 
money. She probably murdered Dupree 
for his money, and then she thought of 
the clever plan of sending you some of 
her ill-gotten booty in that wallet so as 
to fasten the crime on you. It was a 
smart trick, Tom. Just the kind of 
scheme a woman like her would think 
of. And you fell for it. like a fool.” 

Tom groaned.
** You’ve no proof of what you say,” 

he murmured more quietly. “ I won't 
listen to you.”

We haven’t any proof of it,” re­
joined Packard. " But any reasonable 
man would look at the matter that way. 
If she murdered Dupree for your sake, 
as you so foolishly suppose, why didn’t 
she send you all the money she found in 
the wallet? ”

“ Come, be reasonable, Tom,” urged 
Postmaster Gray again. ‘‘ Don’t sacri­
fice yourself for this woman. She isn’t 
worth it.”

“ If she’s guilty or innocent, I love 
her and I’m going to save her,” declared 
Tom stubbornly.

** Save her! You can’t save her,” said 
the lawyer. “ Even if you keep your
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mouth shut, the police have got a case 
against her, anyway. There’s a warrast 
out for her arrest and the police expect 
to have her before long. There’s enough 
evidence to warrant her indictment, even 
without your testimony. It’s only a ques­
tion of saving yourself, Tom. If you 
don’t open your mouth they’ll accuse you 
of being her accessory.”

“ I tell you I can save her and I ’m 
going to do it,” affirmed Tom reso­
lutely.

“ How?” asked the lawyer and the 
postmaster in one breath.

“ By making a confession that I mur­
dered Dupree myself, and stole his wal­
let.”

“ W hat! ” cried the postmaster and 
lawyer in chorus. “ Are you crazy, Tom 
Suttpn?”

“ Maybe I am,” said Tom. “ But 
that’s what I ’m going to do.”

“ You’re going to accuse yourself of a 
crime you didn’t commit?”

“ I am,” said Tom.
“ You sha’n’t—you sha’n’t do it,” 

shouted the lawyer angrily. “ You con­
founded young fool! Perhaps I can tell 
you something that will make you change 
your mind. You may be in love with a 
murderess and a thief; but supposing I 
tell you that this girl does not care for 
you, what then?”

“ You can’t prove it,” cried Tom. “ I 
know she does care for me. She never 
told me so; but I know it.”

“ Then perhaps you’ll change your 
opinion when I tell you that she’s run 
away from this city with another man.” 

“ That’s an infernal lie,”«> cried the 
miserable Sutton furiously.

“ It’s the truth,” said Postmaster Gray 
earnestly. “ You’ll believe me, won’t 
you, Tom? What Packard says is the 
truth, my boy. The janitor of the flat 
where she lives told us so. He saw her 
go away. She was called for by a one- 
armed foreigner, and she and her mother 
went away with him in a cab. That’s 
the last seen of her. Now' will you be 
such a fool as to go to the electric-chair 
for her sake? ”

Tom groaned in anguish.
“ Oh, I can’t believe it. I can’t be­

lieve i t ! ” he cried. “ Perhaps this man 
was a relative of hers or a friend of her 
mother.”

“ Perhaps,” said the lawyer sarcastic­
ally. “ I gave you credit for having 
some common sense, Tom Sutton. Be 
a man. Don’t talk like a_four-year-old.”

“ You’ll promise me not to make any 
confession, won’t you, Tom ?” pleaded 
Postmaster Gray.

“ No, I won’t. I’ll stick to my de­
termination. I ’ll wait until she is cap­
tured and brought here, I ’ll promise you 
that much; but if she gets into trouble 
over this wretched affair, I ’ll save her 
by confessing. My mind is made up.”

“ Then you’re a bigger fool than I 
ever deemed you,” said the lawyer 
angrily. “ Come, postmaster. It’s no 
use arguing with him. Let him go his 
own way. Perhaps he’ll change his 
mind after a little calm thought.”

After they left the Tombs, the post­
master turned anxiously to his com­
panion.

“ Do you think he really will make a 
confession? ” he asked.

“ I’m afraid so,” said Packard. “ He 
seems to have set his mind upon doing it. 
Confound him. I can’t help admiring 
the pluck and loyalty of the young ass.”

“ He’s a true lover, isn’t he?” sighed 
the postmaster.

“ Lover! Bah ! He isn’t in lpve; he 
only thinks he is. Why, he hardly knows 
the girl.”

“ Well, I ’ve heard of cases of love at 
first sight,” said the postmaster, “ 1 
guess this is one of them. What are we 
going to do now, Jeremiah?”

“ I don’t see that there’s anything we 
can do.” replied the lawyer, “ except to 
try to find that fellow with the close- 
cropped hair the photographer told us 
about.”

“ What part do you think he plays in 
this mystery?” inquired the postmaster.

Packard shrugged his shoulders.
“ It’s hard to tell yet,” he answered. 

“ I’ve got a theory, though.”
“ A theory, Jeremiah? Let’s hear it.” 

said the postmaster eagerly.
“ Well, you see, Dupree was a French­

man. That man with the close-cropped 
hair was evidently a Frenchman. That 
fellow with the one arm missing and 
the foreign accent who called for the girl 
in a cab was either an Italian or a 
Frenchman. Then there’s that myste­
rious in cid en t  of the photographer.
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Don’t all these coincidences suggest 
something to you, postmaster?”

“ No, I can’t say that they do,” said 
Gray, shaking his head. “ What do you 
mean, Jeremiah?”

“ Well, my theory is that this girl may 
be mixed up with some secret society, 
and that she may have been instructed to 
murder her employer by these two for­
eigners and their gang.”

CHAPTER XI.
CAUGHT.

••

“ J e r e m i a h , ” said Postmaster Gray to 
the lawyer, as the pair stood outside the 
Tombs waiting for a street-car, “ I ’ve 
got an idea.”

“ What is it, postmaster? ”
“ Let’s pay a visit, right now, to the 

scene of the murder, Dupree’s office in 
the Brixton Building.”

“ Morbid curiosity, e h !” laughed the 
lawyer. “ I didn’t know that you had 
any, postmaster.”

“ No, it isn’t morbid curiosity at ail, 
Jeremiah. I ’ve got a good reason for 
making the visit. The coroner doesn't 
seem to be sure whether Dupree was 
killed with a hat-pin or with some 
weapon with as fine a point. Believing, 
as we do, that the girl did it, the chances 
are that the hat-pin theory is correct. 
Now, if it was a hat-pin the question is 
what became of it afterward?”

“ Phooh! The girl threw it away of 
course,” said the lawyer.

“ Of course she threw it away. You 
don’t suppose I imagine for a minute 
that she kept it for a souvenir, do you? 
The question is, however, where did she 
throw it ? The chances are that it’s still 
to be found somewhere in that office.” 

“ On the contrary, the chances are all 
against it’s being found there,” replied 
the lawyer. “ If it had been there the 
police would have unearthed it.i’

“ Pshaw ! ” said the postmaster ; “ you 
a lawyer and talk that way, Jeremiah. 
I ’m surprised to hear you. Don’t the 
newspapers tell us every day that the 
police are as blind as bats? They might 
easily have overlooked a little thing like 
a hat-pin.”

“ I’ll admit that it's possible,” re­
joined Packard.

“ Very well, then, let’s pay a visit to 
that office at once. Think what it would 
mean to Tom if we could find that piece 
of evidence.”

“ That’s where I don’t agree with 
you, quite, postmaster,” said Packard. 
“ Supposing we did find a hat-pin some­
where in the office. What would it 
prove? Nothing. You must remember 
that that girl worked in the office and 
might easily have left a spare hat-pin 
around, even though she were innocent of 
the murder.”

“ Yes, I’ve thought of that ; but you’re 
forgetting one thing, Jeremiah,” said th.e 
postmaster. “ According to the coroner, 
whatever weapon was used was prepared 
with poison first. Now supposing we 
find this hat-pin and subject it to a 
chemical test and a deadly poison is 
found on it. What then? ”

“ That’s a good point, I ’ll admit; but 
the chances are all against us. In the 
first place, it’s probable that the girl 
threw that hat-pin away somewhere out­
side the office. In the second place, 
whatever poison was put on the pin must 
have been wiped off in piercing the body 
of the victim.”

“ It may be so, Jeremiah; but then 
again there may be a faint trace of the 
poison left on the upper part of the pin. 
You never can tell. At any rate it won’t 
do us any harm to try, will it? ”

“ No, I suppose not. We might as 
well take a chance. As you say, you 
never can tell.”

“ Very well, let’s go to that office right 
away. Something tells me that we shall 
succeed.”

“ Not so fast, postmaster,” interposed 
the other. “ We’ll have to get permis­
sion from the police first. Undoubtedly 
they’ve got a police padlock on the door 
of the office and are barring all visitors.”

“ And will they refuse to let us go 
there?” asked the postmaster disap­
pointedly.

“ I don’t know. But undoubtedly 
they’ll send a detective along with us. 
They wouldn’t let us go there by our­
selves, you know. Come, let’s get to 
police headquarters and see Inspector 
O’Connor.”

“ And will you tell him that we’re 
going there to look for the hat-pin?”
asked the postmaster anxiously.
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“ Not much. You must take me for a 
blithering idiot. I ’ll tell him that as 
Sutton’s counsel I’d like to be allowed 
to look over the scene of the murder just 
to get some local color.”

Accordingly they adjourned to police 
headquarters and interviewed the chief 
of the detective bureau.

“ All right,” said Inspector O’Connor 
gruffly, when Packard had stated the 
object of his visit. “ I’ve no objections. 
There’s nothing much td> see there, 
though. The body, of course, has been 
removed. You can go up if you like. 
But no monkey business, mind I No 
placing of manufactured evidence in the 
room, or anything like that, because it 
won’t work.”

“ Sir! ” said Packard indignantly. 
“ What do you mean?”

“ Oh, it’s all right, young man. You’re 
a young lawyer and I suppose an am­
bitious one,” responded the inspector. 
“ I’ve met all sorts of lawyers and some 
of. them are pretty fly birds. I had a 
case once where a lawyer went to a 
room where a murder had been com­
mitted, threw an innocent man’s gloves 
under the bed and came near convicting 
the innocent man and getting his own 
guilty client off scot free. I ’m taking no 
chances these days. Detective-Sergeant 
Hawkins happens to be in and I ’ll send 
him along with you.”

“ All right,” said Packard. “ That’s 
satisfactory to us.”

Hawkins was summoned and accom­
panied Gray and Packard to the Brix- 
ton Building.

“ What’s the game?” asked the de­
tective, while on the way to the scene of 
the murder. “ What’s your object in 
visiting that office, at this late day? ”

“ Oh, just to learn the lay of the 
land,” said Packard suavely. “ It might 
be useful to me at the trial to know just 
how that office looks, you know,”

The detective shrugged his shoulders. 
“ Between you and me,” he said, “ I ’m 

not quite sure that Sutton will be brought 
to trial at all. We’ve got the girl dead 
to rights. If I can find her and bring 
her back under arrest, I think we can 
wring a full confession out of her.”

“ Then you are convinced that Tom is 
innocent, eh ? ” exclaimed Postmaster 
Gray joyfully.

“ Well. I’m not saying that he wasn’t 
mixed up with the.case,” said the de­
tective quickly. “ The chances are that 
he was an accessory. The girl probably 
murdered and robbed Dupree at Sutton’s 
suggestion. If the young fool persists 
in his policy of silence it will go hard 
with him, no matter what happens to 
the girl. If he’d open his mouth and 
tell his.side of the story, it’s very likely 
the coroner’s jury would exonerate 
him.”

“ He’s keeping silent to shield her,” 
explained the postmaster.

“ Then the more fool he,” answered 
the detective. “ For he can’t do her any 
good by his silence. We’ve got too 
strong a case against her, as it is.”

They arrived at the Brixton Building 
and took the elevator to the tenth floor.

The door of Dupree’s office was tightly 
closed. By means of staples and a 
heavy padlock the police had fastened it 
securely, as Packard had surmised.

Hawkins took a key out of his pocket 
and opened the padlock.

Old Postmaster Gray could not re­
press a shudder as they entered the place. 
There seemed to be an uncanny stillness 
about it.

“ This is the outer office, where the girl 
stenographer and the bookkeeper have 
their desks,” said the detective. “ This 
door leads to the private room where 
Dupree was murdered. His dead body 
was found stretched face downward on 
the carpet there.

“ When the bookkeeper left to go to 
Bradstreets’, the girl was in the outer 
office and Dupree was at his desk in the 
private room. You see how easy it would 
be for her to go through this door and 
kill him.”

“ And do you think she used a hat­
pin? ” inquired Gray.

“ Yes, I do. but the coroner's office is 
in doubt on the subject. It certainly 
looks like a hat-pin stab, and a hat-pin 
would be the first weapon a woman bent 
on murder would naturally think of. I 
suppose.”

“ And where do you think she got the 
poison?” asked Packard.

The detective shrugged his shoulders.
“ That's where your client is in bad.”" 

he said. “ From his attitude it looks as 
if he may have plotted this murder with
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the girl, provided the poison and told her 
how to use it.”

“ Are you sure a poisoned weapon was 
used?” asked Packard anxiously.

“ The coroner’s office says so. They 
say that according to the autopsy the 
stab, although a deep one, in itself would 
not have caused instant death, as it did 
not penetrate the heart or any of the 
vital organs. They say they found in­
dications of some very powerful poison 
having been used; but they admit they 
are as yet unable to name that poison.”

“ And what do you think this unfortu­
nate young woman did with the hat-pin, 
after killing her victim ? ” asked Post­
master Gray.

“ Oh, she threw it away somewhere, 
I suppose. She didn’t leave it in either 
of these rooms, for I ’ve searched them 
thoroughly. If we could find the hat­
pin it would make our case much 
stronger, of course.”

Postmaster Gray glanced at the win­
dow of Dupree’s private office, which 
opened into a narrow air-shaft.

** She might have thrown it out of that 
window,” he suggested. “ Did you look 
down at the bottom of the air-shaft?”

“ Oh, yes,” laughed Hawkins. “ You 
must give the police credit for some 
intelligence, Mr. Gray. When I said I 
made a thorough search for that hat-pin, 
I meant just what I said. We looked 
everywhere.”

“ Then, of course, you looked in the 
waste-basket over there in the outer of­
fice,” continued Gray.

“ Humph! I ’m not sure that I did. 
That’s one on me. But I ’ll look now.”

He suited the action to the word, 
turning the basket bottom uppermost, 
emptying its contents on the floor.

“ Not a sign of it here, you see,” said 
Hawkins, as he rummaged through the 
small heap of rubbish. “ But, hello! 
Here is something that may prove of 
value.”

H e  h e ld  u p  a  to r n  en v e lo p e .
“ What is i t? ” asked Packard and 

Gray eagerly.
“ It’s an envelope addressed to Miss 

Marjorie Morgan and in the corner is the 
sender’s address in writing: ‘ Miles,
Broome Street, Catskill, New York.’ ”

“ What’s the significance of tha t?” 
asked Packard wonderingly.

“ Yes, I can’t see the value of that 
find,” declared the postmaster.

“ Perhaps not. Perhaps it has no 
value,” replied Hawkins quietly. “ But 
then again, perhaps it is a lucky find. 
It’s just a matter of chance. The girl 
has gone out of town somewhere. I 
happen to know that she went from her 
home to the Grand Central station and 
took a train somewhere. Here’s an ad­
dress that's worth investigating. Per­
haps she’s at ‘ Miles, Broome Street, 

-Catskill, New York,’ at this very minute. 
It isn’t very likely, I ’ll admit; but still 
it’s a clue I ’m not going to overlook. 
If you’re through here, I ’ll lock up. 
There’s no time to lose. I want to get 
back to headquarters at once.”

“ What are you going to do?” asked 
Postmaster Gray.

“ Well, it’s police business; but seeing 
that you're both so interested I don’t 
mind telling you. I’m going to tele­
phone to the chief of police at Catskill 
and have him look up this ‘ Miles, 
Broome Street.’ If the girl is there I ’ll 
have him arrest her at once.”

With that they separated. Postmaster 
Gray went with Packard to the latter’s 
office and Detective-Sergeant Hawkins 
hurried back to 300 Mulberry Street, 
where he told his chief of the clue he had 
discovered, and telephoned to the chief 
of police at Catskill on the long distance 
wire.

An hour later Hawkins rushed ex­
citedly into Inspector O’Connor’s office.

“ We've got the girl, boss! ” he cried. 
“ I ’ve just had word from the chief of 
police at Catskill. He says he found 
the girl and her mother at the home of 
Mrs. Miles on Broome Street. He’s got 
them safely locked up and awaits your 
instructions.”

“ Good work, Hawkins,” said the 
chief of the detective bureau. “ Get out 
there as quick as you can and bring her 
back here. Don’t lose a minute.”

CHAPTER XII.
CROOKED WORK SOMEWHERE.

N e x t  morning Detective-Sergeant
Hawkins brought Marjorie Morgan and 
her mother into the private office of In­
spector O'Connor.
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“ Here’s the prisoner.” he announced, 
with a triumphant air.

The chief of the detective bureau 
glanced keenly at the women. There 
was something of sympathy in his look. 
They certainly appeared worthy of sym­
pathy.

The girl’s face was deathly white and 
there were heavy circles under her eyes. 
Her aged mother seemed on the point of 
collapse.

“ Sit down, ladies, and don’t be 
alarmed,” said the inspector gently. “ If 
you answer all my questions, frankly and 
truthfully, you may come out of this all 
right, after all.”

“ What is it you want of us, s ir?” 
gasped the old lady. “ Why have we 
been brought here in this terribly humili­
ating way? This man claims to have a 
warrant for my daughter’s arrest. Why 
is she arrested? Surely you don’t
suspect----- ” She stopped short, unable
to finish the sentence.

“ Tell me first, madam, why you and 
your daughter saw fit to run away?” 
said the inspector, fixing his keen eyes 
upon the girl. “ If your daughter is 
innocent, that was a bad move to make.”

“ We left town to escape the annoy­
ance we were being subjected to over 
this wretched case,” replied the girl in 
a low voice. “ We were being bothered 
by reporters and other people and it was 
more than I or my mother could stand, 
so we went to mv. aunt, Mrs. Miles, at 
Catskill.”

“ And did you go away alone? ” asked 
the inspector.

“ Yes,” said the girl faintly.
“ Come, Miss Morgan, be candid. 

You know that is not the truth.”
“ Not the tru th !” gasped the girl. 

“ How do you know? ”
“ I know that you left town in com­

pany with a tall foreigner with one arm 
missing. You were seen leaving your 
house in a cab by the janitor, and he told 
my men. Now if you want to escape 
trouble you will not lie to me. Who was 
this one-armed m an?”

“ I can’t tell you,” said the girl 
firmly.

“ And why not?”
“ Because that man has nothing to do 

with this case.”
“ That’s what you say. Miss Morgan.

You'll have to excuse me for thinking 
otherwise. As I said before, you must 
answer all my questions candidly, if you 
wish to get out of this trouble. If you 
want to be obstinate you must take the 
consequences.”

“ And what will those consequences 
be?” asked the girl faintly.

“ You will have to stand trial for the 
murder of Paul Dupree,” said the inspec­
tor gravely.

Old Mrs. Morgan uttered a scream of 
horror, and a low cry issued from the 
girl’s white lips.

“ Oh. sir,” cried the old woman, “ how 
can you say that ? What reason is there 
to believe that my daughter had any­
thing to do with that horrible affair?” 

“ Several reasons,” responded the in­
spector grimly. “ In the first place, 
Miss Morgan, will you explain how you 
got the wallet you sent to Tom Sutton? ” 

“ Oh, what are you saying, what are 
you saying?” gasped Mrs. Morgan. 
“ Who has told you that lie? My 
daughter did not send Mr. Sutton any 
wallet. Oh. what does he mean, Mar­
jorie? What does he mean? ”

" Hush, mother,” said the girl. “ Let 
them say what they like. I don’t care! ” 

“ Do you deny that you sent Sutton 
that wallet ? ” asked the inspector.

“ Did Mr. Sutton tell you that I gave 
it to him ?” asked the girl.

“ Supposing he did? What then? ” 
For reply the girl hurst out sobbing. 
“ Oh, my God! My God! How 

could he do it? How could he do it? ” 
she cried hysterically. “ Oh, he must 
be a coward, a contemptible coward.”

“ Of course he’s a coward,” said the 
inspector quietly. “ Now listen to me, 
my girl, and do as I advise you. Why 
should you seek to protect this young 
man. I am sure he is really the guilty 
party. I am convinced that you had a 
hand in the murder of Paul Dupree, but 
I don’t think that you did it alone. I 
think that you were simply a tool in the 
matter. Now, if you wish to save your­
self, you will tell me how you got that 
wallet and what part Tom Sutton played 
in this crime.”
- “ Oh, sir, I cannot tell you anything,” 

sobbed the girl. “ Please don’t ask me 
any more questions. I can’t stand it, I 
really can’t.”
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The inspector looked at the girl 
anxiously. She seemed on the point cf 
collapse. Then an inspiration came to 
him.

“ Would you like to see Tom Sutton, 
Miss Morgan?” he asked, more gently.

“ Yes, yes,” answered the girl eagerly. 
“ If you please, sir, let me see him.”

“ Very well,” said the inspector. 
“ Come, Hawkins, we’ll take them to the 
Tombs.”

He whispered in the detective’s ear.
“ This is a good idea of 'mine,” he ex­

plained. 11 We’ll learn something im­
portant from this interview, you mark 
my words. The girl is shielding Sutton, 
just as he’s been trying to shield her. 
They’re a loyal pair and no mistake. 
AVeTl let them think they are alone and 
we’ll overhear all they say to each other. 
That ought to put us wise to the real 
facts of the case.”

“ A good scheme,” commented Haw­
kins.

He summoned two cabs. Marjorie 
Morgan and the inspector rode in one 
and Hawkins and Mrs. Morgan in the 
other.

Brooding in his cell in the Tombs 
prison, Tom Sutton was suddenly sur­
prised to learn that two ladies wished to 
see him.

“ Ladies ! ” gasped Tom. “ Who are 
they?”

“ Miss Morgan and her mother,” said 
the turnkey.

“ W hat! ” gasped Sutton, his heart 
beating wildly, “ Marjorie Morgan here! 
Oh, let me see her at once.”

The turnkey smiled at his apparent 
eagerness.

Two minutes later Tom was looking 
into the white face of the girl.

“ You here — Marjorie — Miss Mor­
gan!” he stammered. “ I thought you 
were out of town. It is good of you to 
come here.”

“ I was out of town.” answered the girl 
coldly, “ But I was brought back here.”

"Brought back! ” cried Tom in horri­
fied surprise. “ By whom?”

“ By the police,” answered the girl 
with .a hysterical laugh.

“ W hat! ” cried Tom. “ You don’t 
mean to say that they dared to arrest you, 
Miss Morgan?”

“ Oh, yes, they did,” was the reply.

Old Mrs. Morgan had been listening 
tc this conversation thus far in silence, 
but she broke in here.

“ Yes. 'They’ve arrested my daughter, 
young man,” she said shrilly, “ and all 
because of the cowardly lies you have 
told about her. Oh. how could you do 
it ? How could you try to save yourself at 
the expense of an innocent angel like 
her?”

“ Lies I have told! ” cried the amazed 
Tom. “ What do you mean? ”

“ I don’t blame you for trying to save 
yourself. Mr. Sutton,” said the girl softly. 
“ But, oh. could you not have found some 
other means of doing it? ”

“ Miss Morgan,” cried Tom in despair, 
“ I swear to you I don’t understand a 
word of what you’re talking about. I 
really don’t. What am I supposed to 
have said to save myself? ”

“ That my daughter Marjorie gave 
you that wallet,” said Mrs. Morgan 
angrily,

"(food tlo d !” cried Tom in horror. 
“ Did they tell you that, the cowards? 
I never said it. Miss Morgan. Somebody 
has been lying to you. for the purpose of 
trapping you.”

“ W hat! ” cried the girl excitedly. 
“ Do you mean to say, Mr. Sutton, that 
you never told the police that I sent you 
poor Mr. Dupree’s wallet?”

“ I swear that I did not. I refused to 
tell even my lawyer where I got it. Your 
secret is safe with me, Miss Morgan. I 
would rather go to the electric chair than 
betray it.”

“ My secret! Why, what do you 
mean? ” cried the girl.

Her amazement appeared so unfeigned 
that Tom Sutton was staggered.

“ If I didn’t know that she sent me 
that wallet I’d almost believe in her sin­
cerity,” he thought. “ She’s certainly a 
natural born actress.”

Aloud he said:
“ I only want to ask you one question, 

Miss Morgan. You need not answer it 
if you don’t want to. You may. be able 
to help me, however, without incriminat­
ing yourself, and we are all alone here, 
so you can safely speak out.”

“ What is it you want to know?” 
asked the girl.

“ Miss Morgan,” he said earnestly, “ I 
don’t for a minute believe that you killed
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Paul Dupree. I think you are as inno­
cent of that dastardly crime as I am, even 
though appearances are all against you. 
Now, just between ourselves, I want to 
ask you to tell me how you obtained pos­
session of that wallet?”

The girl regarded him with a look of 
horrified amazement so apparently genu­
ine that even Tonf Sutton could not 
doubt it.

Mr. Sutton,” she gasped, “ why do 
you ask me that question? I don’t un­
derstand you.”

“ W hat!” cried Tom hoarsely. “ Do 
you mean to deny even to me that you 
sent me that wallet? ”
. “ I do deny it,” said the girl earnestly. 

“ I swear to you, Mr. Sutton, that I did 
not send it to you.”

Tom looked at her in petrified amaze­
ment.

“ But the messenger boy said it was 
from you,” he managed to gasp.

“ The messenger boy! What messen­
ger boy? ” cried the girl wonderingly.

“ .The boy who rushed into the post- 
office with the wallet and the two hun­
dred and twenty-five dollars the day of 
the murder. He said that you had sent 
the package to me. Oh, what does it all 
mean?”

“ I didn’t hire any messenger boy on 
that day,” said the girl emphatically. 
“ I didn’t send you any money. I went 
out a little after eleven o’clock to try 
to borrow the two hundred and twenty- 
five dollars from a cousin of mine on 
Wall Street, but he wouldn’t loan it to 
me. That is how I came to leave the 
office 1 to go to lunch,’ even though the 
bookkeeper was also out and there was 
a rule about our not going out at the 
same time. Mr. Dupree was mad, but I 
told him I simply had to go out and I 
went. When I came back, unsuccessful 
in trying to borrow the money I had 
promised you, it was to find poor Mr. 
Dupree lying dead on the floor.”

She spoke with such apparent sincer­
ity that Tom could scarcely find it in 
his heart to doubt her. And yet, under 
the peculiar circumstances, how could 
anybody else but Marjorie Morgan have 
sent that money?

It was impossible! She must have sent 
it, and she must be lying now to save her­
self. Even though she knew7 that he 

9  A

shared her secret she could look into his 
face and lie unblushingly. And this was 
the woman he had thought he loved!

He shuddered.
“ Then if you did not have anything 

to do with that wallet, Miss Morgan,” he 
found himself saying in a strained voice, 
“ will you please explain to me what rea­
son there was for your running away?”

Concealed in the shadow outside the 
cell the inspector and Hawkins leaned 
forward eagerly to catch her answer.

“ That’s an extraordinary question for 
you to ask me, Mr. Sutton,” she replied. 
“ I should not have thought of leaving 
town if it had not been for the message 
from you your friend brought me.”

“ Message my friend brought you! 
What message? What friend? ” cried the 
perplexed prisoner.

“ Why, your one-armed foreigner 
friend. The man you sent to me.”

Miss Morgan f What riddles are you 
talking!” cried Tom? “ I have no 
friend who answers the description you 
give, and I sent vou no message by anv- 
bodv.”

" Then somebody has been doing 
crooked work.” exclaimed the girl ex­
citedly. “ Tor a man with one arm miss­
ing and who spoke with a foreign accent 
came to my home and told us that he 
bore a message from you.”

"And what was the message?” asked 
Tom hoarsely.

“ That 1 leave town at once. He said 
that I was the most important witness 
against you, and that if I stayed in New 
York and testified at your trial they 
would send you to the chair. He said that 
you had sent him to beg that I go away 
somewhere out of town. He appealed to 
me and to my mother to save you by this 
sacrifice. I told him we would go to my 
aunt in ffatskill and he begged us to 
leave at once. He had a cab at the door, 
and he took us to the Grand Central 
station and procured our tickets to Cats- 
kill,”

“ And did he go to Catskill with you? ” 
asked Tom anxiously.

“ No, he left us at the depot, warning 
us not on any account to come back to 
town or let anybody know where we were 
if we valued your life.”

“ And you don’t know this man’s 
name or who he was? ”
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“ No, he didn't tell us his name. He 
said he was an intimate friend of yours 
and interested in your defense. We be­
lieved him.”

“ Miss Morgan,” said Tom after a 
long in-drawn breath. “ I don’t know as

(To be <

yet what all this business means or what 
object that fellow could have had in 
getting you out of the city, but, as you 
say, there must be some crooked work 
here, and we have got to find out what 
it is.” 
ntinued.)

T H E  PINK CARNATION MAN.
BY MELVILLE F. FERGUSON.

A scheme to boom circulation and the boomerang it almost proved.

“ 'T ''H E  paper is going to the dogs—
A going to the dogs, I tell you,” 

roared Colonel J. Montague Manning, 
bringing down the knob of his hickory 
cane with a tremendous crash on the pol­
ished surface of the table. “ Look at 
the figures. Look at ’em—a falling off 
of twenty thousand copies 'in less than 
three months! Why am I surrounded 
by such a lot of incompetent nincom­
poops? ”

His angry glare traveled rapidly 
around the little circle.

The circulation manager uncomfort­
ably directed his gaze toward the man­
aging editor, plainly intimating that he 
knew whom the colonel had in mind. 
The managing editor stared hard at the 
business manager. The business man­
ager squirmed in his chair.

“ I think, colonel,” he began, nervous­
ly conscious that his irate employer was 
swelling up preparatory to another out­
burst, “ that if we had not taken the 
unpopular side of that franchise ques­
tion last fall, we—we—we----- ”

Before the gathering wrath of the pro­
prietor he quailed. The words failed 
him. He forgot what he was talking 
about.

The veins stood tense on the colonel’s 
forehead. His face purpled from the 
patch of straggling bristles on the top 
of his head to his leathery dewlap. 
Every hair of his fierce white mustache 
distinctly stood on end.

“ We—we—we,” he snarled mocking­
ly. “ You imbecile jackanapes! You 
doddering, chuckle-headed, four-flush 
cross between a donkey and a dodo, do 
you essay to criticize the editorial policy 
of this paper? Do you presume to dic­

tate from your parrot-like perch on a 
counting-house stool which cause we 
shall espouse and which condemn? Is 
that what I hire you for, you continuous 
performance of false pretenses? Is i t? ”

“ B-but don’t you think------”
“ Shut up ! ” screamed the colonel. 

“ How dare you interrupt? No, I 
.don't think. 1 don’t have to think. 
That’s what I pay you for—and you, 
and you.” he added, turning suddenly 
on the circulation manager and the man­
aging editor, who had begun to breathe 
more easily in the belief that the storm 
would vent itself wholly on their com­
panion. “ I’ll tell you what’s the matter 
—when I thought I was buying brains 
of you fellows 1 was in the wrong shop. 
I, got a beautifully gilded gold brick. 
But by the Lord Harry, there’s going to 
be a shake-up! If you can'.: build up 
the circulation of the Standard I ’m 
going to get somebody that can.”

There was a stir in the council. A 
chair was overturned as the circulation 
manager sprang to his feet.

“ Sir,” he said, in a queer little break­
ing voice, “ I want to say to you that 
you are a blackguard and a scoundrel, 
sir, and that you couldn’t be a gentle­
man if you tried. And I hereby tender 
my resignation. Go to the devil, s ir! ” 

His pale face and trembling lips be­
lied the boldness of his words, but he 
met the colonel’s astonished stare un­
flinchingly.

Colonel Manning had been a news­
paper proprietor for thirty-five years. 
In all that time nobody had ever ordered 
him to undertake so unpleasant a jour­
ney.

He regarded young Bacon now as a
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visitor to the zoo inspects some rare 
animal brought with tremendous diffi­
culty and expense from a distant clime. 
The white heat of his resentment burned 
out as suddenly as it had kindled, and 
a peculiar expression flitted over his 
countenance.

The eruption his subordinates ex­
pected failed to materialize. Instead, 
he clapped on his hat, turned on his 
heel, and started for the door. On the 
threshold he paused, and said quietly:

“ Bacon, go down and get your 
money.”

The door closed softly. The. hurri­
cane was over.

Wilkie Bacon called at the cashier’s 
window within ten minutes, and was 
told that directions had been issued to 
withhold his pay until he should pre­
sent a written order for it signed by 
Colonel Manning. Boiling with rage 
at this fresh indignity, he marched 
straightway to the colonel’s down-Stairs 
office to demand an explanation.

“ What' do you mean by holding up 
my salary?” he burst out the instant 
he found himself once more in the au­
gust presence.

“ I wanted to have a talk with you, 
my boy,” said the colonel. “ Sit down.” 

“ I prefer to stand.”
“ Tut-tut! You have more spirit than 

I gave you credit for. Stand, then, and 
be hanged. I only wanted to tell you 
that you mustn’t think of leaving the 
Standard. We need you.”

It was Bacon’s turn to be amazed. 
“ Are you stringing m e?” he asked. 

“ Do you mean me to understand that
in spite of what I said up-stairs----- ”

" Pshaw! ” broke in the colonel; 
“ what you said was just right, under the 
circumstances. Let that pass. I think 
you’re the man to rectify the blunders 
of the muttonheads who are running 
the paper into the ground. I’m going 
to give you a free swing and see what 
you can do. To-morrow I sail for Ber­
muda; I ’ll probably be away a month. 
If  you can put ten thousand on the cir­
culation of the Standard before I get 
back, I ’ll double your salary. It’s up to 
you. What do you say? ”

“ You give me authority over any de­
partment of the paper that may serve 
the purpose? ”

A richer red began to spread over 
Colonel Manning’s face.

“ Are you thinking of the editorial de­
partment?” he asked.

“ No, no,” Bacon hastened to explain; 
“ the news columns and the necessary 
financial support.”

“ Certainly,” said the colonel, molli­
fied ; “ certainly. The news columns
unreservedly. Money in any reasonable 
amount. Whatever you need.”

“ I’ll undertake it,” said Bacon sim­
ply. And he did.

The morning after Colonel Manning 
sailed, the Standard addressed to its 
readers a startling interrogation. “ DO 
YOU WANT THIS $100?” it in­
quired, in block type two inches high, 
spread across the top of the front page. 
“ THEN ASK TH E PINK CARNA­
TION MAN FOR IT,” suggested a sec­
ond line; and beneath was set forth, in 
yellow detail. Bacon’s scheme for swell­
ing the declining sales of the paper:

The New York Standard proposes to 
give away one hundred dollars daily 
to the shrewdest and most observant 
of its readers. Every day, beginning 
to-day, between the hours of g a . m . and 
5 p . m ., a n  employee of the Standard, 
with a crisp new one hundred dollar 
bill in his possession, will frequent the 
streets and other public places of Man­
hattan, wearing a P i n k  C a r n a t i o n  on 
the lapel of his coat.

To the first person who accosts him 
with the greeting: “ T h e  N e w  Y or k  
Standard i s  t h e  m o s t  e n t e r p r i s i n g  
p a p e r  in  t h e  U n i t e d  S t a t e s ,” at the 
same time holding in plain view a copy 
of the Standard, he will, as evidence of 
his identity, reply, “ So I am told.” 
Thereupon, on demand of his discov­
erer, he will hand over the one hundred 
dollar gold certificate as a F r e e  G if t  
from the New York Standard.

Look out for the P i n k  C a r n a t i o n  
M a n . Y ou may meet him to-day—on  
the street, in the surface, Subway, or 
Elevated cars, at the ferries, or in any 
place freely open to the public. He 
may endeavor to screen his carnation 
from your view, but he will wear it, 
and if you are keenly observant you 
will detect him. If you ask him for 
the money, it is yours.

’ But you m u st  exhibit a copy of the 
Standard, and you m u st  tell him that 
" T h e  N ew  Y o r k  Standard i s  t h e
MOST ENTERPRISING NEWSPAPER IN THE 
U n i t e d  S t a t e s .”  Buy a copy of th e  
Standard, tell your friends about it. and 
L ook  o u t  fo r  t h e  P i n k  C a r n a t i o n  
M a n .
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The next day the announcement, in 
slightly varied form, appeared again, 
embellished with a photograph of the 
first prize-winner, an interview in which 
he told how he had detected the Pink 
Carnation Man in the waiting-room of 
the Grand Central station, and an 
elaborate article by that celebrity him­
self, brimful of capital I’s, describing 
his hairbreadth escapes in eluding the 
multitude.

The city circulation of the Standard 
began to pick up. Day after day, as 
the experiences of the fortunate indi­
viduals who had been unexpectedly en­
riched by encountering the newspaper 
Monte Cristo were featured in print, 
public interest in the adventures of the 
Pink Carnation Man grew by leaps and 
bounds.

Staid business men who loathed the 
Standard and its sensationalism shame­
facedly bought copies of it on their way 
down-town in order to be prepared for a 
chance meeting with the distributor of 
wealth. Women who had no genuine 
excuses to neglect their domestic duties 
invented shopping pretexts, and sallied 
forth with folded newspapers in their 
hands.

Children scarce able to read contrib­
uted their pennies to the cause of saf­
fron journalism and became Pink Car­
nation cadets. Newsboys found that 
Standards went like hot cakes, while the 
sales of other papers lagged. All New 
York seemed to be committed to the task 
of the ages—the effort to secure some­
thing for nothing.

At the end of the first week the Stand­
ard’s sales had increased by eight thou­
sand. Bacon rubbed his hand in glee, 
and pushed the scheme with renewed 
energy.

Another week brought the gain to 
eleven thousand, and still the figures 
grew. By the time he began to look 
for the return of his employer the in­
crease had reached eighteen thousand, 
and the excitement was at fever heat, 
with no sign of abatement.

Bacon’s soul was overjoyed with an­
ticipation of his reward. The colonel 
had promised to double his salary, and 
the thing was as good as done. It re­
mained only for him to apportion the 
swollen income among the various chan­

nels of outgo; to decide just what things 
he had never been able to afford he 
would now find it impossible to get 
along without.

IL

W iiat  evil genius inspired the first 
officer of the Bermudian to present to 
Miss Mabel Manning a bunch of beauti­
ful pink and white carnations on the 
morning of that vessel’s arrival at New 
York it is useless to inquire; but it must 
have been the same malignant spirit that 
prompted her to offer to her father a 
boutonniere culled from her nosegay, 
and that dictated his choice of a pink 
rather than a white one.

If he had seen a copy of the Stand­
ard during the month of his vacation 
perhaps he would not have been so 
mightily pleased when his daughter’s 
deft fingers pinned the fragrant blossom 
to his lapel as a finishing touch to his 
immaculate attire before he stepped 
ashore.

Jauntily swinging his cane, Colonel 
Manning walked down the gang-plank 
with the elastic step of a youth of sixty- 
five, to all outward appearances keenly 
alert to all that was going on around 
him, but in reality absorbed in consider­
ation of a powerful editorial roast he 
had in process of incubation for a cer­
tain city official who had ventured, some 
weeks before, to disagree with him about 
a little matter of advertising.

So immersed was he in this congenial 
mental occupation that he took no note 
of the interested stare of a passing dray­
man who brought up his team with a 
jerk at the edge of the wharf, leaped 
from his seat and ran back after the 
colonel, frantically tugging a wad of 
newspaper from his hip-pocket.

“ Hey ! ” cried the drayman, plucking 
the colonel by the sleeve and spreading 
the paper out before him; “ the New 
York Standard is the most enterprising 
newspaper in the United States! ”

Colonel Manning, surprised at the 
man’s vehement remark, halted abruptly 
and surveyed the individual who enter­
tained this flattering opinion with no less 
of astonishment than of interest.

“ My good fellow,” he replied pom­
pously, “ I am delighted to hear you say 
so, Your appreciation is so genuine.”
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“ Aw, cut it out! ” retorted the dray­
man in disgust. “ Go chase yourself.”

Turning on his heel, he hurried off to 
his dray, leaving the colonel gazing 
after him with open mouth, amazement 
depicted in every line of his counte­
nance.

“ Come on, father,” said Miss Mabel, 
dragging him away by main force. 
“ Never mind that drunken fellow. Put 
me in a hansom, and then I ’ll let you go 
to the office.”

Still dazed, the colonel nevertheless 
obediently moved on, accepted the prof­
fer of the first solicitous cabby, and 
handed the girl into the waiting vehicle.

The cabman leaned over to listen to 
the address, and looked searchingly at 
the old gentleman for the first time. 
Something riveted his attention. He 
hastily arose in his seat, pulled a news­
paper from beneath the cushion, and 
extended it at arm’s length,

“ Here you are, s ir! ” he cried. “ The 
New York Standard is the most en­
terprising newspaper in the United 
States! ”

The colonel pricked up his ears. The 
Standard was certainly growing in popu­
larity.

“ Do you think so, too? ” he asked.
“ Beg your pardon, sir,” said the 

cabby, with a sheepish smile. “ My mis­
take. No harm done, sir, I hope? ”

And before the puzzled proprietor of 
the Standard could frame a reply he had 
whipped up his horse and was off.

“ Strange,” mused Colonel Manning, 
as he threaded his way across the street 
and headed for the office. “ They both 
said the same thing, and then acted like 
madmen. This strenuous life is fast 
making a race of lunatics. I ’ll have to 
editorialize on that.”

On the opposite corner a policeman 
clutched him by one arm at the same in­
stant that a newsboy grabbed him by the 
other.

“ T h e  N e w  Y o rk  S t a n d a r d  is th e  m o st 
enterprising newspaper in the United 
States! ” they yelled in chorus, shoving 
copies of that publication under his nose 
from either side.

“ Gwan with ye,” added the bluecoat, 
reaching across and giving the newsboy 
a shove that sent him sprawling toward 
the gutter. “ I seen him first. I ’ll lock

ye up if ye don’t move on. Did ye hear 
me, sir? Says I : ‘ The New York Stand­
ard is the most enterprising netvspaper 
in the United States.’ ”

“ Ha-ha-ha! ” roared the colonel, af­
fecting huge enjoyment of the joke. 
“ Ha-ha-ha! What’s the point, hey. of­
ficer? ”

The policeman scowled and looked 
him over superciliously, from the crown 
of his silk hat to the soles of his patent 
leather shoes.

“ Ye look like a nice, respectable old 
guy,” he said, with a sneer. “ Let me 
give ye a straight tip. Ye’d better go 
back to Weehawken an’ stay there. It’s 
dangerous in New York. Some wan will 
be selling ye a bunch o’ green goods if 
ye wander about loose over here.”

The usual symptoms appeared. The 
colonel looked as if he were an the verge 
of an apoplectic stroke.

But even as he began to sputter in ad­
vance of the explosion a white-aproned 
bartender who had come out to hang up 
a free-lunch sign in front of a neighbor­
ing saloon rushed forward, paper in 
hand, and interrupted him with the in­
evitable formula: “ The New York
Standard is the most enterprising news­
paper in the United States! ”

An ominous calm for a second spread 
over the colonel’s features as he con­
fronted the newcomer.

“ So I am told,” he remarked dryly, 
with a telltale tremor in his voice. “ But 
this thing has gone far enough. I----- ”

“ Alia!” shrieked the bartender, 
dancing about the pavement in the in­
tensity of his excitement, “ I win! Give 
me the hundred dollars, Mr. Pink Car­
nation Man! ”

“ Hold on, here,” the policeman broke 
in ; “ why didn’t ye say ‘ So«I am told ’ 
to me? I get the money. Come, shell 
out.”

It all happened so quickly that the 
policeman didn’t know precisely what 
struck him.

The colonel simply boiled over. The 
demand for money was the last straw 
added to the overload on his slender pa­
tience.

His stout hickory stick flashed through 
the air like a bolt of lightning, and the 
gnarled handle caught the chief offender 
beneath the rim of his helmet, just back
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of the left ear. The bluecoat sank in a 
limp heap on the sidewalk, and a little 
stream of blood trickled down over his 
neck.

For one brief instant the colonel re­
garded his work with dismay. The next, 
lie was struggling like a maniac to throw 
off the contaminating grip of the bar­
tender.

A crowd sprang up around the sway­
ing couple of the melee, and presently 
he felt the ripping of cloth across the 
small of his back as a well-meaning 
neutral tried to drag him away from his 
opponent by the coat-tail.

The joy of single combat cannot last 
forever. In an incredibly brief time an­
other policeman pushed his way through 
the constantly augmenting throng, and 
Colonel Manning found himself igno- 
miniously seized by the collar, jerked 
hither and thither by an arm of iron, and 
hustled off like a common criminal to the 
nearest police-station, breathing dire ven­
geance upon all concerned in the multi­
ple indignities heaped upon him.

To make matters worse, the captain of 
the precinct happened to be one of the 
many whom the Standard had consist­
ently denounced twice a week for the 
past six months as habitual grafters, and 
he instantly recognized the dilapidated 
prisoner. Therefore, at the colonel’s 
first attempt to assert his identity, he was 
curtly commanded to hold his tongue.

With malicious glee the captain lis­
tened to the one-sided story narrated at 
the sergeant’s desk, and ordered the de­
fendant to be held pending an investiga­
tion of the policeman’s injuries.

“ Put down the charge'as aggravated 
assault and battery with intent to kill,” 
he said. “ It may be homicide before 
we’re through with him. Run him 
back.”

And the millionaire newspaper owner 
was unceremoniously conducted by an 
officious turnkey to an ill-smelling cell 
in the rear of the building.

It was one o’clock in the afternoon 
when Wilkie Bacon, glancing over an 
early edition of an afternoon paper, read 
a garbled account of the arrest of the 
Standard's Pink Carnation Man. The 
matter demanded immediate investiga­
tion.

He summoned a cab and drove post­

haste to the station-house mentioned in 
the article, where he requested an inter­
view with the prisoner. Peering between 
the bars at the dimly outlined occupant 
of the cell pointed out to him, he said, 
with a sudden decline of interest:

“ That's not the Pink Carnation Man. 
I don’t know him.”

The man in the cell jumped up from 
the bench on which he had been seated. 
Two strides brought him to the grating.

“ Wilkie Bacon!” he cried.
Bacon looked at him again.
The battered, shapeless remnant of a 

fashionable “ tile,” the rumpled frock- 
coat ripped up the back nearly to the 
shoulder-blades, the silk ascot skewed 
around under one ear, the buttonless 
waistcoat gaping wide and disclosing a 
torn and finger-marked shirt — these 
manifold disguises were confusing, yet 
the young man could not but recognize 
the erect, sohlierly figure of his employer.

“ Great heavens! ” he exclaimed. 
“ Colonel Manning!”

It was an affecting meeting—while the 
generalities lasted. But when the con­
versation got down to details the colonel 
explained what he knew of his predica­
ment ; Bacon supplied .the missing data 
in the shape of an outline of his brilliant 
circulation scheme, and the key to the 
mystery was mutually discovered in the 
pink carnation.

Then the colonel’s wrath against the 
author of his misfortune knew no bounds.

“ You dod-gasted, pin-headed im­
becile ! ” he howled, shaking the heavy 
steel door in his rage, “ you’re at the 
bottom of this whole business! If it 
hadn’t been for your scheme I’d never 
have been turned loose in this bedlam of 
carnation fiends. But I’ll get even with 
you, you imitation genius. You’re dis­
charged. Discharged, do you hear? And 
this time you go for good.”

Bacon felt genuinely sorry for the old 
man. But to be arbitrarily dismissed 
after he had fairly earned the stipulated 
reward—this was too much.

He faced the colonel a moment in si­
lence. There could be no doubt Man­
ning’s fiery spirit needed further chas­
tening. A flash of positive inspiration 
suggested the means.

“ Very well, sir,” said Bacon. “ I had 
hoped to do you a service, but if our
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amicable relations are at an end you can 
hardly expect me to exert myself further 
on your account. At any rate, I wish you 
no ill. I hope you will be able to make 
out some sort of a case of self-defense.” 

“ Self-defense ! ” gasped Colonel Man­
ning. ‘‘ What do you mean?”

“ Sh—not so loud,” retorted Bacon 
softly. “ I forgot you hadn’t heard. 
The policeman, you know. Poor fellow 
—he leaves a wife and seven small chil­
dren. He struck you first, didn’t he?” 

It was impossible for the colonel to 
turn white. His complexion wasn’t built 
that way. But Bacon had never seen his 
face quite such a delicate shade of red. 
He groaned and pressed his trembling 
hand over his eyes.

“ Too bad—too bad,” continued Ba­
con. “ In the present inflamed state of 
public sentiment they are hardly likely 
to give you a fair show. Your wealth, 
the pitiable circumstances of your vic­
tim’s family, your position as the owner 
of a paper so heartily disliked in ad­
ministrative circles, will all count against 
you. There is but one chance, and that, 
I understand, you refuse.”

“ What is i t? ” asked the colonel 
eagerly. “ You mistake me—I refuse 
nothing.”

“ Listen,” whispered Bacon impres­
sively. “ I came direct from the hospital. 
They have not heard about the death 
here. I have some pull with Captain 
Clarency, and so long as he does not 
know the truth I may be able to get you 
out. Then you might keep out of reach 
until the popular clamor abates. Once 
the news reaches the police-station your 
case is hopeless. They cannot admit a 
homicide to bail."

“ For the love of mercy, see the cap­
tain, then, at once,” whispered the colo­
nel, almost on the verge of tears.
“ Spare no effort----- ”

“ You forget, Colonel Manning, that I 
am discharged,” Bacon retorted care­
lessly. “ But I am not vindictive. Some 
time this afternoon I’ll send somebody 
else to see what can be done with him.” 

“ No, no! It will certainly be too late 
—they will know all,” the colonel pro­
tested. “ For heaven’s sake do it yourself 
—do it now. I’ll keep my word—I’ll 
double your pay—I’ll do anything in 
reason you ask.”

Bacon deliberately tore a leaf from 
his notebook, scribbled a few lines upon 
it and passed it to his every-little-while 
employer through the bars.

“ There,” he said, “ that’s a three-years’ 
contract at the promised advance. If 
you are sincere, sign it.”

Without a balk the necessary signa­
ture was appended, and the turnkey la­
boriously affixed his own name as wit­
ness. Then Bacon went to see the captain.

When he came back, bringing the 
turnkey with him, he was stuffing a slen­
der wallet into an inside pocket. The 
lock clicked, and the prisoner tottered 
forth, a free but by no means a happy 
man. The crime of murder weighed 
heavily upon his soul.

In the doorway of the police-station 
Colonel Manning halted a moment to 
take counsel with his escort as to the 
best means of eluding the pursuit which 
would inevitably follow close upon the 
receipt of news of the policeman’s death. 
As he stood there some one came up 
behind him and poked him gently in the 
ribs.

He turned and confronted a uni­
formed minion of the law. Apparently 
his flight had been delayed too long. 
He felt morally certain that he was to 
be rearrested.

“ W ell?” he gasped.
The officer removed his helmet and 

revealed a broad white * bandage encir­
cling the top and back of his head.

The colonel reeled. The world spun 
’round too rapidly for him. He leaned 
upon the friendly shoulder of his com­
panion.

“ You’re a nervy old geezer,” said the 
policeman, “ an’ pretty swift with yer 
club; but there’s no hard feelin’s. I jest 
wanted to thank ye fer the bunch o’ 
'dough ye sent me be the hand of yer 
friend here.”

Colonel Manning smiled feebly and 
turned to Bacon.

“ Young man,” he said slowly, “ you’re 
the most unconscionable liar on the face 
of the earth. You’re just the sort I have 
long been looking for. How would you 
like Burke’s job as advertising manager? 
It pays better than your present position 
even at the new salary, and offers a wider 
field for the exercise of your peculiar 
talents. What do you say?”
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“ With a three-years’ contract? ’’ asked “ So I am.' ’ admitted the colons!,
Bacon, grinning. looking keenly at his new advertising

“ With a three-years’ contract.” manager, “ but there's no necessity for
“ Done,” said Bacon. rubbing it into me.”

AN AGE OF MADNESS.*
BY SEWARD W. HOPKINS,

A u th o r  o f  “  Th e H oodoo R an ch ,"  “ A  P e r i lo u s  T r a i l , ’’ “  The M y s te r ie s  'o f  th e  F ly in g  F u d g e ,”
“ The M an  F ro m  M a r tin iq u e ,"  etc.

The strange and thrilling experiences that sprang from a quiet plan to build air-ships on
an island.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
It was hardly a month before my father's death that I met Laphystium Poggitt, 

who endeavored, successfully, to interest me in a scheme for building an air-ship 
which should remain in the air for any desired length of time. My father, John 
Deckesson, Sr., refused to invest any of his own large fortune in the enterprise, 
but I had already furnished enough for the building of a small plant on Frenchman's 
Island, in Oneida Lake, ^Otsego County, when my father died, overcome by successive 
failures, leaving me penniless.

Things were at a standstill when M. de Watines, the owner of the island, and 
his daughter Josephine arrived from Paris. They were in search of a buried treasure, 
which, one day, we unearthed. On that night all retired, weary with excitement, 
but peacefully and with no fear of robbers.

I wakened early in the morning, to start the fire for Josephine, and was about
to fetch some water from the well. I opened the door to find M. de Watines lying
dead on the threshold, stabbed in the neck. The treasure trunk was gone.

Josephine was prostrated at the news. He had no enemies, she thought, although 
his sister’s husband, Mr. Kaufmann, had never been on very friendly terms with the 
De Watines. On the shore were found traces showing that a heavy boat had been 
run up, and the imprint of two shoes, one with and sue without a rubber heel.

I secured the «'.»?— constable, an old man named Dorwett, who proceeded to 
arrest the three o\ us, iO feel his duty was performed. Therefore I defied the law 
and escaped to Syracuse, where the chief of police took the necessary steps, and returned 
with the coroner to the island. The coroner’s jury, feeling that some one should be 
arrested, selected me.

In spite of Lawyer Dixon’s able defense, I was convicted of murder, but on the way
to the Auburn State Prison the car took fire. In order to save his life Sheriff Jones
unlocked the handcuffs. I escaped to the island and was able to assure Poggitt that he 
might continue on his invention, as it had been discovered that a portion of my father's 
fortune was still left to me.

Josephine, I found, had recalled some important papers of her father's connected 
with’ Kaufmann, and which were now missing. I determined to look the matter up and 
obtaining a complete disguise and assuming the name of Arthur Larkin, I took ship for 
Paris. Just before my departure I learned through the papers that a detective was 
stationed on every outgoing steamer. I wondered who would attend me on the Mar­
seilles.

CHAPTER XXIX.
SPYING ON A SPY.

IT was Saturday morning we sailed;
a bright cold morning, and one on 

which those who love comfort prefer a 
warm room to the deck of a ship. But 
I had schooled myself to the fact that in

no way must I be conspicuous, and as it 
is quite the thing for vigorous people to 
stand and look at the receding shores 
of New York as the steamship moves in 
stately dignity down the bay, and wave 
adieu x to friends on shore. I did the 
same, with my gloved hand, for the bene­
fit of the detective, whoever he might be.

This story began in the May issue of The Argosy. The four back numbers will be mailed to any
address on receipt of 40 cents.
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I speak of a gloved hand. Of course, 
in the winter my hand would be gloved 
on deck, but I speak of it because there 
was a special reason why my right hand 
should be gloved, and this reason caused 
me no little uneasiness.

I still had a slight mark where the 
weight of Jones had pressed the brace­
let into my wrist, and it was essential 
that I keep this from the sight of the 
detective.

I resolved to make it my business to 
ascertain as soon as possible which of 
my fellow passengers the detective was.

I mingled freely with the crowd, and 
many I knew by face and reputation so 
well that speculation concerning them 
was needless.

I was not sure that my man would 
travel first-class. Detectives sometimes 
in their shrewdness make mistakes. It 
might have been supposed from a de­
tective standpoint that I, being rich and 
accustomed to traveling first-class, and 
mingling with the stratum of society that 
goes first-class, would avoid notice by go­
ing second-class or even in the steerage.

I had done nothing of the kind, but 
had as good accommodations in the first- 
class cabin as I could get.

It was no easy task I had set myself, 
playing the spy upon a spy. It cannot 
be said that either had the advantage.

He. knowing that I was a New York 
resident, and probably familiar with 
most of the well-known police faces, 
would be disguised, while, from experi­
ence in pursuits of this kind, he undoubt­
edly would be searching for a man also 
in disguise. My greatest danger was the 
mark on my wrist.

The first task I set myself was to single 
out those men who were traveling alone.

There were elderly men, apparently 
well-to-do, traveling with their families. 
There were groups evidently under the 
chaperonage of older people. There was 
the unmistakable American agent for an 
American motor-car company; there 
were priests; there were men alone.

It was useless to try to decide on all 
at once. I chose one to study first. I 
believed that if I took up one at a time 
and studied him till I made sure he was 
not a detective, and then went on to 
another, I would have a better chance of 
success.

The first man I took up was tall, thin, 
and evidently of a nervous temperament. 
He was not at all the ideal detective. 
He was not the ever calm individual we 
read about in detective stories. He was 
quite the reverse.

He seemed never at rest. He paced 
the deck almost constantly until he be­
came sea-sick. I happened to be near 
him at the time. He took to his bed and 
was seen no more during the voyage.

I knew he was no detective. A man 
who had never been seasoned to the sea 
would not be sent to pursue a mur­
derer.

The next man I took up seemed to 
have all the characteristics of the detec­
tive in disguise. He was well dressed, 
not very tall, stocky in appearance, and 
his eyes were keen and alert.

He was a talkative fellow, apparently 
about forty years of age, and very fond 
of cards.

I was standing at the rail one monr­
ing, having a smoke after breakfast, 
when this man passed me. I knew his 
name. It was Borden.

“ You don’t seem to care for cards,” 
he said, as he came up alongside. “ It’s 
a hard job to get anybody to play morn­
ings. We had a good game last night. 
You retired early, I believe. I didn’t see 
you after dinner. If you like, I ’ll go 
you a game.”

As a matter of fact, I was very fond 
of cards. But I remembered that ac­
cursed mark on my wrist, and nothing 
can make a man’s wrist more conspicuous 
than dealing cards.

“ I would be glad to give you the 
pleasure of a game if I knew how,” I 
said. “ Unfortunately, I have never 
learned to play any but the most childish 
games, like Casino, or something on the 
style of Old Maid. I fear I would mere­
ly be a load on your hands and time.”

“ Well, of course if you don’t play, 
you don’t play. Traveling for pleasure,
I suppose? ”

He glanced inquisitively at my clothes.
“ Yes,” I said, stroking my beard, 

which Tortoni had put on with a fixity 
of purpose that made the caress safe, “ I 
had a few weeks to myself and thought 
I would take in some of the.out-of-the- 
way places of earth I have not seen be­
fore.”
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“ That is the sort of travel I like. 
There is no pleasure for me in visiting 
Paris just so often, London once a year, 
and all that. Those cities, once you are 
accustomed to the difference between 
them and New York, are just the same 
as staying home. I like to start out with 
plenty of time and just roam—go 
whither the wind bloweth me. That’s a 
good one, eh? I ’m from the West, and 
I have queer ways of expressing myself. 
But then, in this world, there are enough 
ways to choose from. Eh? ”

I assured him there were. I did not 
take a fancy to Mr. Borden.

In the first place, he was too lo­
quacious, and his friendship was too ap­
parent. He was too persistent. I don’t 
know that I really thought he was a de­
tective, but there was sufficient uncer­
tainty about it to make me wary of Mr. 
Borden.

I studied every one of the men who 
were apparently alone. This grew more 
difficult as the days went by, for they 
became acquainted with one another and 
it was only by asking questions or listen­
ing to scraps of conversation that I could 
obtain any information. I was gratified 
to see the mark on my wrist disappearing, 
so that the necessity for keeping it con­
cealed was not so great.

There was one passenger I set down at 
once as a detective after I had studied 
him an hour or two. He was traveling 
under the name of Richard Montgomery, 
a typical man for the business, if the type 
is to be considered.

He was somewhat taciturn, but his 
keen eyes seemed to pierce the thought- 
shell of every one he looked at. I did 
not like Mr. Montgomery, and had as 
little to say to him as possible.

I had from the beginning made it a 
point to be rather late for my meals, 
without being conspicuously so. I 
found that there was another passenger 
who did-the same thing, but I attributed 
this to modesty.

This passenger was a woman, some­
what tall, gracefully formed, and dressed 
in excellent taste. She wore little 
jewelry, had but few words to say to 
the other passengers, and seemed. con­
scious of her own power to take care of 
herself.

On deck she wore a long, elegant, seal­

skin coat, a fur hood, and defied the 
cold.

In various little ways I had made my­
self useful to her, as she was evidently 
without a maid.

She wore two rings; one a wedding- 
ring, the other a large solitaire, which 
ornamented a small white hand as dainty 
as a girl’s, though Mrs. Carson must 
have been thirty at least.

It so happened on the fourth day out 
we left the lunch-table together.

“ You seem to be having a lonely 
time, Mrs. Carson,” I remarked, as we 
met at the end of the table.

Mrs. Carson sat directly opposite me. 
“ Why, I have not really felt lonely,” 

she said in a mild, pleasant voice, a lit­
tle color coming into her face. “ It is 
not my first trip, you know.”

“ It is a fine day; let us have a prom­
enade on deck. We have sat opposite, 
spoken at table, and almost eaten salt 
out of the same receptacle. On ship 
board, people are not supposed to be so 
rigid in their etiquette as in the city.” 

She laughed slightly, and musically. 
“ Your remarks are true, but you do 

not seem to work out your theory. You 
scarcely speak to any one.”

“ I am a poor hand to make acquaint­
ances. I seldom begin a conversation.” 

She glanced up at me with a look that 
was full of laughter.

“ So I have discovered—just now,” 
she said. “ I must have that promenade 
with you. You may smoke if you like.” 

I did smoke, and she took my arm. I 
had thought much of Josephine de 
Watines. She was pretty, bright, and in 
every way a girl to love. But Mrs. Car- 
son was charming. She had such com­
mand over her voice that no matter what 
her mood, it was always low and well 
modulated. She was a good conversa­
tionalist, and, when the ice was once 
broken, a ready wit.

“ I came away in such a hurry,” she 
said, “ that I never even took time to en­
gage a new maid. The one I had, a 
French girl, ran off with the coachman 
of a friend, and left me in the lurch. 
My little girl is at school at the Con­
vent of the Sacred Heart, in Paris, and 
I was eager to see her, as she is ill.”

“ Your husband, then, could not ac­
company you.”
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Her face became sober, and she looked 
down over the rail at the sea.

“ I am a widow,” she answered quietly.
“ Pardon me,” I said, catching my 

breath. “ Forgive me. I did not know 
— 1 would not have wounded you.”

“ It is not a wound—now,” she said. 
“ I have been a widow six years.”

Every day after that Mrs. Carson and 
I were together most of the time. I 
found her company so interesting that 
1 neglected my self-imposed work of 
picking out the detective who might be 
on my trail. I felt, though, that the con­
stant association with a woman would 
do much to disarm suspicion if the de­
tective had me under suspicion.

So the days wore on, until it was an­
nounced that we were nearing the end 
of our voyage. It was a cold and stormy 
day, and the deck was not a comfortable 
place. But neither was the saloon or 
cabin.

The ship rolled constantly. The wind 
increased to such fury that icy waves 
rushed over the decks. I knew the 
officers were anxious.

Suddenly something broke. The cap­
tain rushed past me to the bridge. I 
heard him mutter something about the 
shaft.

What I had heard was true. With a 
broken shaft the ship was at the mercy 
of wind and wave.

Efforts were made to fix the break. 
Perhaps, after a time, it might be accom­
plished, but it was slow work. Mean­
while, in a blinding storm that made it 
impossible to see a hundred feet from 
the ship, we were driving ahead with 
our crippled machinery useless, every 
passenger knowing that each moment 
might be our last.

It was bitter cold on deck, but I would 
not leave it. The officers were cool and 
brave. They did all they could to calm 
the passengers and encourage them.

Excited and frightened people came 
on deck, and those in whom there was a 
strong religious sentiment knelt on the 
snowy boards and prayed. Nobody 
knew just where we were. Somewhere 
near the mouth of the channel. But 
where?

Mrs. Carson came out of the com­
panionway, and, groping about in the 
storm, found me by accident. I stopped

her. She seemed to recoil—appeared to 
act as though she had not wished to
see me.

“ Are you frightened?” I asked.
“ Who wouldn’t be?” she asked, her 

teeth chattering. “ Do you think there 
is danger? ”

“ Yes,” I said. " decidedly there is 
danger. It would be folly to shut our 
eyes to that fact.”

But the hours went on, and still the 
ship remained sound. Reports were con­
stantly being carried to the captain, but 
beyond the few words necessary to tell 
us we were safe, he said nothing.

Suddenly there was a shock. The 
steamer stopped with a suddenness that 
hurled every one this way and that. At 
the same time a huge wave swept the 
deck, and Mrs. Carson was lifted from 
her feet.

She let out a cry of terror, and 
grasped me.

I struggled to regain my footing. 
Above the roar and howl of the tempest 
rose the shrill and agonized shrieks of 
those who were being washed overboard, 
and cries that the ship was sinking.

Mrs. Carson had a strong grip on me 
in her frenzy, and making a last desper­
ate effort to clutch the rail, we went 
down into the sea together. *

CHAPTER XXX.
I MAKE A DISCOVERY THAT LEADS UP-TO  

A VERY INTERESTING SITUATION.

It had been fearfully cold on deck, 
but that plunge into the icy water struck 
terror into my very soul. It deprived me 
for a time of all power to move, and that 
desperate clutch that Mrs. Carson main­
tained on me was forever, apparently, 
dragging me down, down.

But with all the will-power left me 
I fought my wav to the surface, taking 
my companion with me. for, though it 
had been her terrible grip of fear that 
had been the means of dragging me over, 
I would not leave her to her fate.

She lay limp and lifeless against me. 
Her grip had relaxed, and I found that 
she was unconscious. I might have left 
her to her fate and taken care of myself, 
and no person would ever have been the 
wiser. But I could not do this.
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Although the woman was nothing to 
me, I could not commit Tvhat looked to 
me like hctual murder.

I''supported her with my left hand 
while I fought the icy waves with my 
right.

I shouted at the top of my voice for 
help. Of course I could not tell how 
serious the mishap to the ship had been. 
I knew I was in the sea with no apparent 
chance for my life unless a boat was put 
out, and that chance was very remote in­
deed.

Even as' I shouted the dim shadow of 
the great ship grew dimmer still. I 
could no longer hear shouts. The 
shadow disappeared.

Had she gone down? Were all on 
board lost save Mrs. Carson and myself? 
Or were they safe, and we doomed to de­
struction ?

I did not know whether Mrs. Carson 
was dead or alive. But I prepared to 
battle for life with what strength I had 
left.

1 knew there was no use swimming in 
the direction of the ship. There was 
nothing hut open sea there. Rather, 
since we had run upon a rock, or reef, 
I thought the possibilities of finding a 
landing were far better if I kept on in 
the same direction the ship had been 
going when she struck.

With the storm at my back, I struck 
out with my right arm, and, being a good 
swimmer always, I managed, notwith­
standing my burden, to make fair head­
way.

Several times I felt exhausted, and 
was about to give up the struggle when 
the vexing question rose, what should I 
do about the woman? Should I leave 
her to her fate, and use all my energies 
to save myself, or should I struggle on 
in the hope of saving both, with the 
chances of saving neither?

Had my companion been a man, I 
fear I should have looked after my own 
safety, and let him go. But it was so 
like murder to let a woman go down that 
I fought against the inclination with all 
my strength of will.

Gritting my teeth once more I battled 
away, and wave after wave tossed us like 
two corks in any direction they chose.

It seemed as though we had been in 
the water for hours, when my feet sud­

denly touched something firm. I let 
myself down, and stood erect upon a sub­
merged ledge of rock.

It was possible that near at hand, 
could I only see it, there was a rock 
above the water. I had a brief respite, 
drew several deep breaths, and then a 
wave came and washed us off again.

I kept on as nearly as I could judge in 
the direction I had been swimming, and 
after what seemed an age, though proba­
bly it was about fifteen minutes, I felt 
ground under my feet, and with a breath­
less, “ Thank God! ” I scrambled from 
the water to a place of safety and sank 
with my seemingly dead burden, uncon­
scious, on the sand,

I do not know, and I never will know, 
how long I was in the water, or how 
long I lay unconscious on the beach. 
But when I recovered my senses, the sun 
was shining.

I looked at Mrs, Carson. She lay just 
where she had dropped, but she was 
breathing. I knelt over her, and felt 
her pulse. Her face was white, and I 
opened her dress in front to give her 
air.

I rubbed the muscles of her chest and 
was suddenly struck with their i*eculiar 
muscularity. Then!, as she opened her 
eyes, her beautiful brown hair fell off, 
leaving a perfectly bald head.

Mrs. Carson was a man.
I was almost maddened by this dis­

covery. I had almost lost my life to 
save a man in disguise, and who would 
a man in disguise be but the detective 
who was after me?

I cursed myself for a fool, and while 
I did it one half my mustache, loosened 
by the water as his hair had been, 
dropped down on his face. I snatched 
it up with a cry, not knowing whether 
he saw it or not.

I rearranged the wig, and pretended 
to work over him till I got him half 
way round to consciousness. I did not 
want him to know that I had discovered 
his disguise.

“ How do you feel now,” I said, press­
ing on my mustache to make sure it 
would not fall again.

“ Better.” was the reply. “ That was 
terrible. Did the ship go down?”

“ I don’t know,” I said. “ I know we 
went down.”
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“ Yes? And you—you saved my 
life?”

“ Yes,” I admitted, rather grudgingly.
“ I thank you. 1 will pay you back 

some day.”
“ Never mind that,” I rejoined. “ (jet 

yourself in shape. I am going to take a 
look about and see what sort of a place 
we are on.”

I left “ Mrs. Carson ” and strolled a 
short distance to a slight elevation from 
which I could look round and obtain a 
fair idea as to the nature of our refuge.

I found that we were on a small, 
rocky island covering about ten acres. 
With the exception of, perhaps, two of 
these, it was all rock. On one end 
there was a ledge of rock that ran some 
distance into the sea, and on the point 
of this stood a lighthouse. There was a 
small shanty near it, and beyond this, 
no sign of habitation.

I could see in the distance other light­
houses, or what seemed to be lighthouses, 
and some way off I saw a ship proceeding 
under sail.

It was not now very cold. The genial 
rays of the sun were beginning to dry my 
garments, and though they were some­
what stiff and salt, and decidedly uncom­
fortable, I kept them on. I did not know 
who might be in the lighthouse or hut.

I saw “ Mrs. Carson ” adjusting 
“ her ” wig, and with a feeling in my 
heart that I had been made a fool of, 
I started for the lighthouse.

The question was, how much did the 
detective know? Had he penetrated my 
disguise, and had all his little graces 
been assumed for the purpose of destroy­
ing any suspicions I might have?

It was a game well played. And I 
had saved the life of a man who was pur­
suing me to take mine.

I reached the hut and found there no 
human being. The hut was divided into 
two parts. One had evidently been a 
kitchen and dining-room. An old stove 
stood under the chimney, an old deal 
table and two dilapidated chairs were 
near it, and that was all, save a broken 
plate on the floor.

In the other apartment I found a 
spade, rake, and hoe, rather the worse 
for wear, and a' pile of potatoes. This, 
at any rate, was a discovery that meant 
something.

The potatoes were beginning to sprout, 
showing that they had been there some 
time.

1 left the hut and went to the light- 
home. I found an old chair on the first 
floor. From this there was a winding 
stairway that led to another floor, and 
here I found a bed. Another stairway 
led to the great lamp.

There was no one there, and the ap­
pearance of the lamp showed that it 
had not been lighted for some time.

I returned to the ground and found 
my companion at the hut door.

“ I don’t see any one here, do you, Mr. 
Larkin?” asked the false Mrs. Carson.

“ No,” I replied. “ I have been up 
in the lamp. There is no one there, and 
no one has been there for a long time. 
We are undoubtedly on an island in or 
near the English Channel, once a light­
house island, or beacon rock, but now de­
serted for one farther out. We may, 
perhaps, gather some idea of our location 
at night if it is clear.”

“ Our position is not dangerous, is 
it ? ” asked my companion. “ I feel 
queer about it—how long do you think 
we shall be obliged to stay? ”

“ I don’t know,” I said, looking off to 
sea and thinking a great many things. 
“ I don’t suppose anybody comes here in 
the winter.”

“ Not even fishermen?”
“ Oh, I suppose smacks may pass here, 

but they couldn’t come very near with 
safety. We won’t starve. There are po­
tatoes, and we can catch fish, and per­
haps kill a few gulls.”

“ I wasn’t thinking of that,” was the
reply. “ I was thinking------”

“ How awkward it would be to stay 
here long with a strange m an?” I asked 
maliciously, and laughing.

“ Yes.” she answered in a low voice, 
looking at the ground.

I went and sat down on a rocky shelf 
and looked out to sea again. The situ­
ation was becoming interesting indeed.

CHAPTER XXXI.
WHICH ENDS WITH ANOTHER SURPRISE.

I d o u b t  if there was ever a situation 
exactly like the one in which I was now 
placed. Guilty of no crime, yet con:
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victed of a most horrible one, escaped 
by a miraculous accident before even see­
ing prison, racing across the ocean to 
probe into the private affairs of one I 
suspected to be guilty, and now, stuck 
on a hunk of rock in the sea with the de­
tective who was after me, and not know­
ing whether he had spotted me or not.

If he had not recognized me as 
Deckesson, I had the advantage in the 
battle of guile that*«was to follow. If 
he had, it was an even thing.

Certainly he had not realized that I 
had discovered his secret or he would 
not have kept up the farce of being a 
woman.

It was going to be a difficult piece of 
acting, to maintain the air of protecting 
man over a fellow I knew wanted to drag 
me back to Auburn and the death-chair.

We had no idea of time, but when 
the sun went down we decided to have 
supper.

“ Those potatoes are all right,” I 
said. “ I ’ll pick out a few good ones. 
There is plenty of old driftwood. We 
will have baked potatoes for tea. Know 
how to bake potatoes,? ”

My companion looked at me in sur­
prise, and then burst out laughing. The 
laugh was musical, and decidedly femi­
nine. I wondered where the deuce New 
York State had found such a detective.

“ Why. of course I can bake potatoes,” 
he said. “ When my husband was alive 
I did all the cooking. We used to go 
out camping every summer, and make 
fires and roll potatoes in clay and bake 
them in the fire. When you crack the 
baked-clay cover the jacket comes off 
with it. It’s great fun, camping out.”

“ Is it? ” I asked. “ I have been too 
busy to try it. Where did you go? ”

“ Oh, we have tried several places. 
We went twice to the Adirondacks, then 
we went to Oneida Lake, and once to 
Seneca Lake. I love Seneca Lake. Its 
winding shores, its vineyards—no, I am 
thinking of Cayuga Lake. Well, there 
are vineyards on Seneca Lake, too. 
I was very fond of camping out.”

Was the fellow testing me? Why 
should he mention Oneida Lake? Was 
he so sure of me that he could afford 
to tantalize me?

“ I w-ish I had some tackle. I ’d get 
some fish,” I said.

“ My husband used to catcli fish with 
a pin. Not a bent pin like a boy uses, but 
a pin bent like a fish-hook. He knew 
how to do it.”

“ Have you such a p in?” I asked. 
“ Women always have a lot of pins.”

“ Yes, I am half pinned together like 
every other woman,” said my companion, 
and straightway from some part of his 
makeup he produced a long pin.

“ What you lack is a line,” he said. 
“ I think I can furnish you with that 
also. Excuse me for a minute.”

He went inside the hut and I stood 
like a hopeless idiot trying to bend the 
pin. My hand actually trembled.

Who was going to win in this battle 
of wits ? ■ That my enemy never lost a 
trick was proven by the fact that he had 
gone inside the hut to get a line from 
his apparel, modesty, of course, for­
bidding a display of lingerie before me.

He emerged pulling out a strong linen 
thread from a piece of something or 
other he had been wearing. I didn’t 
know anything about the mysteries of 
women’s clothing, and did not know 
what portion of his wardrobe had been 
sacrificed.

I did know that he gave me a linen 
thread about fifty feet long, and strong 
enough to hold an ordinary one-pound 
fish if it didn’t bite the thread. But I 
had to risk that.

“ I have seen my husband use thread 
like that,” explained my companion; 
“ but there is danger that the fish will 
bite the thread. Wait a minute.”

Again into the hut, and this time he 
came out with a fine piece of wire about 
a foot long. Now where did that come 
from? If any woman reads this she 
may know. I don’t.

I took the wire, fastened it to the pin, 
and the other end to the thread. I went 
along the rocks at the water’s edge and 
succeeded in finding a few mussels. 
These I broke and with the hard part of 
one I baked my hook. I had used a 
small, square stone for a sinker.

I threw my bait out as far as possible 
and waited. While I waited, I mused.

My companion knew a good deal about 
makeshifts of camp life for a woman. 
He had a ready wit I had not found 
among the young ladies with whom I 
had become casually acquainted.
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Was I correct? All the cause I had 
to judge my companion a man was the 
fact that her head was shaved and she 
wore a wig. I had no reason to say 
positively that many women did not do 
the same thing.

True, her chest was the chest of a 
man rather than a woman, but in this age 
of golf, physical culture, and aped mas­
culinity almost anything might be ex­
pected of a woman.' *

And she had certainly fainted when we 
struck the water. That was not much 
like the fellows I knew in New York 
who were detectives.

I was in a beautiful stew about it. 
when there was a tug at my line and I 
felt a good pull. Carefully playing it, 
so he could not break the thread, I man­
aged after about five or six minutes to 
land a fish that weighed about a pound.

It was enough for supper, and I found 
a flat piece of driftwood on which I 
wound up my line.

Smoke was coming from the chimney 
of the hut as I turned toward it, and 
Mrs. Carson stood in the door watching 
me. She waved her hand in the air as 
I held up the fish.

“ What glorious luck,” she said.
“ Perfectly glorious! It isn’t half as 
bad as being lost in a desert where you 
can’t get anything to eat or drink. Did 
you see the spring? ”

“ Spring? No; what spring?”
“ Why, a lovely spring of sweet water ■ 

coming from the rocks down near the 
garden. And there is celery there, and 
cauliflower, and onions.”

“ What have we struck?” I asked.
“ A farm? ”

“ Why, it is perfectly plain,” she said.
“ The lighthouse tender, when he left, 
did not take away his garden for the sim­
ple reason that he couldn’t. He proba­
bly comes in a boat once in a While, and 
now perhaps will come to see what dam­
age the storm has done, and will take 
away the stuff.”

“ That’s a good scheme,” I said,
“ provided he takes us along as well.”

“ Yes,” she said pensively, then with 
a laugh she glanced at me and put the 
fish in the fire.

I ’ve eaten suppers. I have attended 
banquets of college classes at the Wal­
dorf-Astoria. I had feasted in grill­

rooms. But no meal I ever had tasted 
so good as that dinner of baked fish and 
baked potato washed down afterward 
with handfuls of water from the spring.

I wished I had something to smoke. 
But all my tobacco was on board the 
ship. We sat and talked of a dozen dif­
ferent things.

“ You have made no arrangements for 
the night,” said my companion, looking 
away from me so I could not see her 
face.

“ Oh,” I said carelessly, “ you can 
have the bed. I’ll sleep on the floor of 
the hut.”

This settled, after a short time we 
retired.

I did not see my companion till morn­
ing. The day began just where the one 
before had left off. The same dis­
sembling, the same effort to hoodwink 
each other.

It is not ray purpose to lead the reader 
into a long detailed account of our 
stay on that island. Suffice to say that 
we were there till the middle of Febru­
ary.

We were comfortable enough, but each 
wanted the farce to end one way or 
another. I know I did. and supposed 
the detective did—if it was a detective.

We came no nearer an intimacy. 
There was always the same shrinking 
modesty about my companion. The same 
fear of being found out in my own 
mind.

Our larder was replenished at times 
by the addition of a sea bird I would 
knock over with a stone as he rested on 
the rock.

One morning, about the fifteenth of 
February, I was doing something around 
the place when “ Mrs. Carson ” let out 
a little scream.

“ Mr. Larkin! ” she called. “ Here 
comes a man in a boat.”

I looked. It was a small fishing boat 
driven by a small lug-sail, and there was 
one man in it. I left my occupation and 
went to meet him.

He knew just where to go. and soon 
stepped on the rock with the painter of 
the boat in his hand.

He stared at me.
“ Who be you?” he asked.
“ Well, I am an American, and so is 

my companion. We were washed over­
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board from a French liner about a month 
ago and have been here ever since.”

This fact did not seem either to im­
press or oppress him. He fastened his 
boat to an iron of the lighthouse, and 
stared at my companion.

“ Was this light ever kept?” I asked.
“ Ov gorse it vas gept. I vor many 

years dender. Now ve live, my vife and 
me—in the new von. Out yonder. But 
I come when I vant onions and cab­
bage.”

“ Well, we have eaten some.”
“ Velcome.”
He was a stumpy, little, old fellow, 

and as he started toward his little farm 
1 motioned to my companion to come 
along.

Site nodded.
“ I suppose you will be willing to take 

us off and put us ashore somewhere,'*’ I 
said. “ I will pay you.”

“ Yes, sure. I vill put you ashore at 
Vallennan. It is near Morlaix.”

He was gathering onions, and I was 
talking, when he straightened up, looked 
toward the lighthouse and let out a ter­
rific yell.

“ Dam !” he shouted. “ The voman 
steal the boat! ”

To my utter astonishment the man of 
whom I was afraid was making off in 
the boat. I darted toward the light­
house, flinging aside my clothes as I 
went, and leaped into the sea.

My companion knew very little about 
sailing, and the boat went this way and 
that. As I drew near, “ Mrs. Carson ” 
stood up, and leveling a revolver at me, 
said:

“ I know you. You won’t get me. I ’ll 
shoot you if you touch this boat.”

I dived. I remember my mind was in 
the utmost chaos, but I would have that 
boat and at least an explanation.

I came up close to the gunwale, seized 
it while “ Mrs. Carson ” was looking the 
other way, and in another instant we 
were struggling, as though to the death, 
in the water.

CHAPTER XXXII.
EXPLANATIONS ARE EXCHANGED.

I d o n 't  know who was the most 
astonished at the sudden turn of events; 
the supposed Mrs. Carson, who found

herself fighting me in the water on the 
side of tlie boat I was not supposed to 
be on; the frantic lighthouse tender, who 
was dancing up and down and cursing 
on the rock, while his boat was veered 
this way and that among dangerous 
rocks, while two people he had promised 
to help were fighting in the water; or 
myself, finding that the man or woman 
going by the name of Mrs. Carson in 
whom 1 ŝ iw only a detective after my 
scalp, was as anxious to get away from 
me as I was to get away from her, or 
him.

I was much the stronger of the two, 
and after a few rough blows I had my 
antagonist at my mercy.

1 dragged my vanquished foe to where 
the boat was wallowing in the trough, 
and, getting into it, sailed back to the 
lighthouse.

“ Vy vor the voman steals the boat? ” 
asked the lighthouse tender.

“ Hanged if I know,” I answered, as 
I dragged the half-conscious mystery out 
on the rock. “ Now, then, my friend, 
Mrs. Carson, or whatever your name is, 
explain this conduct.”

The wig was off again, and I took it in 
my hand.

Tl® glare that I received from the 
eyes could not have come from any one 
but a man at bay.

“ You've won,” he said. “ I don’t 
suppose there is any use asking for mercy 
at your hands.”

His words and manner were more sur­
prising than his attempt to steal the 
boat.

“ 1 was onto you as soon as you spotted 
my hour to eat,” he said. “ I thought 
I was made up to escape, but now you’ve 
got me, I suppose it is a case of Sing 
Sing.”

I stood. in my wet clothes and looked 
out to sea.

My mind was doing some of the quick­
est thinking of which it was capable.

“ So you knew me, eh"? ” I said.
“ I didn’t know you. I knew you were 

a detective in disguise. I have used dis­
guises long enough to spot one when I 
see it.”

“ What is your real name? ”
He stared at me with a peculiar laugh­

ing look in his frightened eyes.
“ W hat?”
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“ What is your real name? ”
“ Oh, drop that. After traveling 

across the sea with me, and living on 
this rock a month with me, and pre­
venting my escape, do you think you can 
make me believe you don’t know my real 
name?”

While this dialogue was going on, the 
lighthouse tender stood in speechless 
amazement trying to understand, and I 
suddenly realized that he might be a 
dangerous listener.

“ Come inside and let’s dry our 
clothes,” I said. 11 We can’t sail for 
Valennan like this.”

We entered the hut.
“ Don’t go,” I told the lighthouse 

tender. “ We want to go ashore. It 
will pay you well to wait.”

“ I’ll vait.”
Inside the hut I turned to my com­

panion sternly.
“ It is perfectly apparent.” I said, 

“ that you and I have been laboring un­
der a misunderstanding all along. We 
may now, that we are about to reach 
France, need each other’s help. You 
speak as though you believed me to be 
a detective.”

“ But—you are a detective! ”
“ No, I am not. I don’t want to meet 

a detective any more than you do. When 
I dragged you on this rock after our 
plunge from the deck of the ship -your 
hair came off, and I saw by the muscu­
lar formation of your chest that you were 
a man. In disguise myself, trying to 
avoid arrest, I naturally took you for a 
detective.”

A ringing boyish laugh followed, and 
he grasped my hand.

“ My story is a short one,” he said. 
“ My name is George Pallser. My 
father is a very wealthy man, but some­
what penurious. At college I got in 
with a fast set of fellows, and spent too 
much money. I got in debt, and forged 
my father’s and my uncle’s name to ob­
tain money. The forgery was found out 
and I had to skip.

“ I had often taken the part of a 
woman in college theatricals, and at once 
chose that as my disguise. I suspected 
you from the start. You came to meals 
the same time I did, and you were con­
stantly studying the faces of all the peo­
ple in the saloon. Your manner was that 
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of one who was seeking some one. Then, 
as I lay on the rock after you had saved 
my life, your mustache fell off. Then I 
was convinced you were after me.”

“ I was not after you,” I said with a 
laugh. “ I was afraid of you. You may 
have read, perhaps, of the murder of 
De Watines in Oneida Lake.”

“ Yes. I was interested because I 
know that country very well.”

“ I am the one convicted of the mur­
der—John Deckesson. I did not commit 
the murder, but propose to learn who did. 
Now, I am not one to assist a criminal 
against justice, but it seems we are pretty 
much in the same boat. The forgery of 
a rich father’s name is not unknown 
among fast young man. and it is usually 
forgiven. Any way, if there were detec­
tives on the steamer who had suspected 
us, they have probably reported us as 
lost at sea. You are perfect in the dis­
guise of a woman. I wish to live a while 
in Paris. I suggest that you remain as 
you are, only making- sufficient changes 
to throw the detectives off the track. I 
will do the same, and we will take apart­
ments in Paris as man and wife.”

“ Good! Just the thing I would like. 
I am sure 1 can get my father to relent. 
I didn’t mean to be a criminal. I had 
taken too much wine, and older ones 
urged me to do it.”

I found my companion to be just a lit­
tle over twenty-one, boyish, of a very 
agreeable disposition, and scared half out 
of his wits at the idea of being a pris­
oner. We built a fire in the old stove, 
dried our clothes, and were ready for the 
trip to Valennan.

There was one habit of mine on which 
I had reason to congratulate myself. 
Not knowing what was before me I had 
made it a practise to keep all my money 
on my person. I had it now.

I felt the loss of the extended ward­
robe I had purchased in New York, but 
considered it wiser to let this go than to 
make any attempt to recover it. It stood 
as proof that I was drowned.

Truly, circumstances had played 
strange pranks with me. I had not suc­
ceeded in making the officials believe I 
was burned in the train wreck, but, per­
haps, now they would agree that I was 
drowned.

The lighthouse tender took us in his
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boat to a small fishing village on the 
main coast. It was a very small place, 
with a few families, several dogs and 
absolutely no curiosity. To them we 
were as though we had never been.

I had no money except American, but 
fortunately I -had a few gold pieces. I 
gave the lighthouse tender a twenty 
dollar piece, telling him to get it 
changed. He knew very well what to 
do with it, but he did not want French 
money. He was employed by the Eng­
lish Government and the island we had 
been on belonged to England as well as 
the one he was on with the new light.

It was not a difficult matter to find 
some one to take u$ to Morlaix.

A month having elapsed since our ac­
cident we felt no fear of entering Paris. 
I exchanged some money, purchased the 
tickets, and late that night we were in 
the French capital.

We went to a hotel, where we 
registered as M. La Tour and wife. My 
father’s father had been French; I was 
familiar with the language, and the 
name could easily be made to fit.

The next morning we visited a cos­
tumer, from whose place we emerged re­
constructed, but still with Pallser in the 
disguise of a woman.

We hired a cab and drove to the Rue 
Saint-Antoine.

I was familiar with this great street, 
and with the exercise of due caution soon 
ascertained where M. Adolf Kaufmann 
lived. It was in a large private hotel, 
where he had the second floor.

We took up our temporary abode at 
the Hotel Meurice, and with Pallser 
had nothing to do but wait, I began 
operations at once to ascertain what I 
could about Kaufmann, and the property 
of Mile, de Watines.

CHAPTER XXXIII.
P L A X . N I N l i  I X  P A R I S .

It was not my purpose to inflict upon 
the reader the details of our daily life 
in Paris. There are a few matters 
worthy of attention, and these will suf­
fice to show the methods by which I 
sought to clear myself of the charge of 
murder and bring the real criminal to 
justice.

1 was, in the first place, curious to 
know what construction had been put 
upon our disappearance from the 
steamer.

To this end I learned the date of her 
arrival in her crippled condition at 
'Havre, and bought up the copies of the 
Paris edition of the Xew York Herald of 
the next lew following dates.

In that I found a full account of the 
accident, and learned what a fortunate 
thing it had been for me.

I have quoted enough newspaper arti­
cles, and the quoting of an article is 
largely to repeat what has already been 
written. I will, therefore content my­
self with a digest of the long columns 
that were printed in the Herald.

The Mr. Borden who had been so 
agreeable, and so eager to have me play 
cards, was really Jim Clarey, one of the 
shrewdest detectives of New York State. 
He had, so his statement said, discovered 
my disguise at once, having seen the tell­
tale mark on my wrist. Another detec­
tive had traced me to the first hotel 1 
had stopped at in New York, and there 
my trail was lost until Clarey saw me on 
the ship.

There was, so far as the account read, 
no detective on board to capture Pallser, 
but his skill in playing the part of a 
woman had been so well known that it 
was concluded at once that he had chosen 
that disguise. He was traced as far 
as the steamer, but too late for any one 
to intercept him, and his father had 
cabled to the Paris authorities, as well as 
to Havre, to have him apprehended, upon 
arrival.

As he did not arrive with the steamer, 
an investigation had been set on foot, 
and the entire story of his appearance as 
a woman, his evident acquaintance with 
me, and our sudden disappearance in the 
storm, was told by Clarey.

“ It was a terrible storm,” Clarey's 
statement continued, “ no person could 
live in it in the sea. Waves dashed clear 
over the decks. We were crippled, the 
shaft being broken, and we struck a rock 
somewhere in the Channel. The water­
tight compartments kept us afloat and 
we made Havre under sail. The most 
rigid scrutiny failed to discover either 
one of the two missing passengers. Of 
course at that time I did not know that
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‘ Mrs. Carson ’ was Pallser. But now 
that it is known, I can understand a good 
many things that puzzled me then. 
There is no doubt these men both died 
at sea. I know Deckesson is said to bear 
a charmed life, but no charm could work 
against the sea that was running that 
day.”

So we were both dead, according to 
the decision of those who ought to know. 
Other articles told of interviews. One 
spoke of the grief of the elder Pallser.

“ George was a good boy,” he was 
quoted as saying. “ He would not com­
mit a crime unless led into.it by older 
heads. I would give him all the money 
needed to pay his debts if I could have 
him back. FI is mother is nearly crazy. 
After all, he is only a boy.” •

Another told of Mr. Poggitt.
“ The crank who was the partner of 

Deckesson on Frenchman’s Island 
seemed sad when told of the drowning at 
sea of his younger mate,” wrote a corre­
spondent. “ Vet he did not evince that 
grief that one might expect. When asked 
direct if he believed Deckesson was dead, 
he turned, blinked at the reporter a mo­
ment and said:

“ ‘ Dead? Of course he is dead. 
Who could doubt it? ’

“ Does he doubt it? Is this old man 
as crazy as he seems to be or is there a 
cunning and shrewdness underneath un­
suspected by all save, perhaps, Deckes- 
son himself.”

Another correspondent called on Mile. 
Josephine. She was too ill to be seen, 
but senGvord that she was inconsolable.

Then still other articles, while the 
sensation lasted, told of the score or two 
of workmen “ Mad Poggitt ” had on 
Frenchman’s Island.

A high fence had been built around 
its shore. Nobody was admitted save on 
order of Mr. Poggitt. Forges were in 
full blast. Machines that were not 
known before were working day and 
night. And the crazy Mr. Poggitt was 
forever poring over books and papers, 
making queer figures which he tore up.

When asked what he was doing he 
replied that he was trying to discover 
the cubic feet of oxygen necessary for 
a man to have at command if he lived on 
the moon a thousand years. Poor Mr. 
Poggitt!

I could picture Laphystium with his 
vacant stare, his rambling speech, com­
pletely mystifying the reporter, yet con­
vincing him, as he had convinced me at 
the Butterfield House in Utica at the be­
ginning of our acquaintance.

Pallser and I read the articles to­
gether.

“ Poor mother,” he said. “ I must go 
back to her at once.”

“ You will do "nothing, of the kind,” I 
told him. “ I saved your life. Now I 
need you. The detectives are not looking 
for us, and a. quiet married man will not 
be molested. I shall not be long, but I 
must be sure. And I mav need your 
help.”

I soon had the pleasure of seeing Adolf 
Kaufmann. He was a man about fifty, 
tall, with a hooked nose, and an eye that 
seemed to indicate that he was an enemy 
of all mankind. I disliked him, yet there 
was nothing so. far as I could see in his 
daily life with which I could find any 
fault.

1 resolved to get acquainted with Mr. 
Kaufmann.

I had placed what money I had left, 
about four thousand dollars, or twenty 
thousand francs, in the banking house of 
M. Martin; and in conversation with him 
let it be known that I had plenty of 
money, and would perhaps purchase a 
house.

I traced my descent from a La Tour 
family almost extinct, but the respectabil­
ity of which satisfied M. Martin. As a 
result we had not been in Paris a month 
before “ M. and Mme. La Tour ” were 
invited to a reception at the mansion of 
M. Martin in Rue du Temple.

I longed for an opportunity to com­
municate with Mr. Poggitt and Josephine 
to let them know I was alive. But I 
feared that if a letter from Paris reached 
the little post-office of Constantia. where 
Mr. Poggitt got his mail, it would re­
open suspicion, and the search for me 
would begin anew.

“ We must attend this reception.” I 
told Pallser. “ In conversation with M. 
Martin I learned that Kaufmann will l>e 
there.”

“ You, not I,” said Pallser. “ I am 
willing enough to play the woman here, 
but I cannot go to a reception. 1 would 
have to go the limit. I would be taken to
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the women’s dressing-room. I would 
hear little secrets of women. Count me 
out. Tell M. Martin I am indisposed.” 

And so it had to he.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
PUTTING OUT' A FEELER.

T h e  reception of Madame Martin 
was to be held bn the 21st of March. I 
laid considerable stress on my prepara­
tions for this event. I had learned a 
few things, but not enough to content 
me.

In fact, I had learned only what any­
body would learn of prominent people 
in a neighborhood if he took the trou­
ble to inquire.

My choice of bankers had not been 
made haphazard. I had gone step by 
step during my month in Paris, being 
in no hurry, preferring certainty to haste. 
I knew I had some sharp wits against 
me. I had the advantage now, for I 
knew what I wanted and with whom I 
dealt, whereas I was supposed to be dead.

I had gone to M. Alexander, an agent 
who handled the property of M. de 
Watines, and gave him the commission 
to look out for a villa for me. This led 
to a friendship, and through him I 
learned that M. Martin was the banker 
for I)e Watines and Kaufmann.

I had thus, with slow and cautious 
steps, ingratiated myself in the circle 
where I could get the most information.

I went to'the reception in style.
“ Monsieur La T our!” was the but­

ler’s announcement.
I was in a crush—and it was a crush. 

It was evident at once that the receptions 
given by Madame Martin were very pop­
ular.

There was very little chilling cere­
mony. I was guided to the dressing- 
room, and then mingled with the crowd. 
M. Martin sought me out.

“ I am very pleased to have you with 
us, M. La Tour,” he said. “ I trust you 
favor our Paris as a place of residence.”

“ I think it is charming,” I replied.
Madame Martin.”

The banker’s wife was a large woman, 
elegant from head to foot, but her charm 
of manner offset any appearance of 
haughtiness.

I met M. Alexander, who introduced 
me to M. and Madame Kaufmann. I 
studied the sister of De Watines well.

She had been a pretty woman. I could 
read her at a glance. She had suc­
cumbed to a stronger will, effaced by her 
husband’s more powerful personality.

She was dressed 'in black, but not in 
deep mourning. She seemed to follow 
her husband’s every action with her eyes, 
and there seemed to be a timidity in them 
I had never before seen in a French ma­
tron.

“ There is something to be afraid of,” 
I said to myself.

Everybody has been at receptions. 
There is no need to tell of the reception 
at M. Martin’s. It was just like all other 
large and successful ones.

About one o’clock found M. Martin, 
M. Kaufmann, M. Alexander, and my­
self in a cozy corner, smoking.

“ You must have been interested in 
Kaufmann’s brother - in - law’s death,” 
said M. Martin to me. “ It was a terri­
ble affair.”

“ I have been interested in many 
things while living in New York,” I an­
swered. “ But not having the pleasure 
of knowing the brother-in-law of M. 
Kaufmann, I cannot say.”

“ His name,” said Kaufmann gravely, 
“ was De Watines.”

“ W hat! ” I exclaimed as though 
startled. “ Ferdinand de Watines?"

There was a lively interest at once.
“ Did you know him?” asked M. Al­

exander.
“ Yes, and my wife knows Josephine, 

his daughter.”
“ Wonderful! wonderful! ” exclaimed 

the banker. “ W ait! I must call the 
ladies. You may keep your cigars. But 
Madame Martin will want to hear of De 
Watines at first hand.”

He went for them, and the ladies came.
“ M. La Tour knows Josephine,” said 

M. Martin.
“ Alas! my poor brother,” said Ma­

dame Kaufmann.
Upon their urging I told them what I 

might have been supposed to know about 
the crime. They listened attentively.

“ I understand they convicted a man 
named Deckesson,” said Kaufmann, 
“ but that he escaped in some strange 
way.”
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“ There was an accident to a train,” 
I explained. “ He was set free from 
the deputy sheriff, who was conducting 
him to prison, and he made off.” 

Kaufmann shrugged his shoulders.
“ Queer way they have in America,” he 

said. “ Careless. But he received his just 
dues. He was drowned at sea.”

“ So the papers stated,” I answered.
“ By the way,” said Alexander, 

“ you’ve never found any trace of Bai 
Rak, have you, Kaufmann?”

Kaufmann seemed to start.
“ No. The fellow is without doubt a 

rascal and has deserted me. He took 
with him two thousand francs I had sent 
with him to M. Martin’s to deposit.”

“ You are out two thousand francs,” 
said the banker, “ but I fancy you are 
well rid of the Malay.”

I pricked up my ears.
“ I don’t see what you ever brought 

him to Paris for any way,” said Alex­
ander.

“ Well, he saved my life at Pinggang, 
and I felt grateful. When he wished to 
enter my service I took him. I thought 
he. was honest.”

“ Honest! He was a rogue if there 
ever was one.”

“ How long is it now since he left? ” 
asked Martin.

“ Several months. I think he left me 
about the middle of October.”

This corresponded with the time De 
Watines was killed.

“ M. La Tour,” said Alexander, “ was 
there any truth in the story that De 
Watines found a great treasure in the 
old cellar of his ancestral home?”

“ That,” I replied, “ would be a diffi­
cult matter to say. It was never seen ex­
cept by the four people on the island. 
There was Deckesson, Poggitt, De 
Watines, and Josephine. They said that 
De Watines had found the treasure, and 
since he was killed, there must have been 
some reason for killing him.”

A ll agreed to that.
The ladies chatted a short time and 

went away again.
I visited Alexander two days follow­

ing.
“ You are the very person I wish to 

see,” he said. “ The conversation the 
other night set me to thinking. There is 
a beautiful house for sale—it was owned

by De Watines. His estate is in the 
market.”

“ But there is Josephine, his daugh­
ter.”

“ Yes, but unfortunately this is the 
foreclosure of a mortgage. Ferdinand 
de Watines was a most unfortunate man. 
Madame^Kaufmann, his sister, contract­
ed a marriage that was to say the least 
a mistake. In Kaufmann you behold a 
man who has led several lives. He is a 
gambler, yet he maintains a certain re­
spectability. Through his wife he bor­
rowed large sums from De Watines, to 
that extent, so earnest- were her repre­
sentations, that poor De Watines mort­
gaged his house in Paris and his chateau 
at Watir.es. to pay debts Kaufmann had 
contracted. I suppose Kaufmann must 
now owe at least two hundred thousand 
francs to the estate. But it is mortgaged 
to M. Martin, who wishes to foreclose, 
yet does not care to have a public sale, 
nor to injure Josephine.”

“ What is the price asked for the entire 
estate? ”

“ You mean the house in Paris and the 
chateau and farm at Watines?”

“ Yes.”
“ I should say four hundred thousand 

francs would be fair.”
“ I will buy them.”
Alexander stared.
“ How long will you give me to get 

the money? ”
“ My dear sir, all the time you want! ” 
“ Give me two weeks.”
“ Very well.”
“ I will pay down fifteen thousand 

francs as a deposit.”
“ Ah ! That will seal the bargain.”
A paper was drawn up, signed, and 

we went to the bank.
“ Ah, M. Martin, I have a customer for 

you. I have sold the house on Rue du 
Temple belonging to M. de Watines, and 
the entire estate at Watines to M. La 
Tour for four hundred thousand francs.”

“ Very good,” said M. Martin, rub­
bing his hands. “ But we must not be 
precipitate. There is Mile. Josephine.” 

“ That is settled,” I said. “ My wife 
had a talk with Mile, de Watines before 
we came away, and they arranged that if 
I could see an opportunity of disposing 
of the property and saving her some 
money I should do so.”
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“ Splendid! But you were a long time 
coming about it.”

“ I never do things in a hurry.”
1 made over fifteen thousand francs 

to Alexander, and M. Martin also signed 
the paper.

“ Watines is yours,” said Alexander.
“ We shall at least have a friend of 

Josephine’s as owner,” said §1. Martin.
“ Possibly some day Josephine her­

self,” I added.
M. Martin nodded at Alexander as 

much as to say he was pleased.
I hurried hon^e to Pallser.
“ Here,” I said. “ Your masquerade 

is over. Are you sure now you can go 
home to your father and uncle without 
danger? ”

“ Lord, yes. All was forgiven when 
they thought I was drowned. It will be 
like being born again and starting anew.”

“ Then get out of those fool togs and 
go buy some decent men’s clothing, and 
get to New York as fast as Providence 
and the Compagnic Transatlantique will 
let you. Here—got any money?”

“ No.”
I gave him some, and off he went, de­

lighted to escape the thraldom of sham.
He was a handsome young fellow 

when he was dressed as he should be.
“ Now then,” I said, “ you engage 

passage on the first ship out from Havre. 
Make your peace with your folks, and 
keep your mouth tightly shut about me. 
Tell any story you like about your escape 
from drowning, but do it alone. You 
did not see me after the wave swept you 
overboard.

“ When you have dried your mother’s 
tears go to Oneida Lake. Get off the 
New York, Ontario & Western train 
at Constantia. You will see almost

across the lake some buildings on an 
island. That is where Poggitt is. Tell 
Poggitt I am safe and making some 
progress. Tell him not to write—wait, 
I can write him and Josephine, and 
they can destroy the notes.”

I wrote to Poggitt as follows:
Mv d e a r  L a p h y s t i u m :

I am in Paris working on clues, and 
believe I am right. I do not think 
Kaufmann murdered De Watines, but 
I think he knows who did. He had a 
servant who disappeared about the 
same time De Watines left for America.
I have learned that though De Watines 
had lived in London much of the time 
he was in Paris and at his country es­
tate just before he sailed. Kaufmann 
owed him two hundred thousand 
francs. I cannot find that he has any 
more money than before, and it is pos­
sible that the servant got away with 
the goods himself.

I have bought the Paris house and 
country estate, and will give it to Jo­
sephine when we can make the transfer 
without continent. I want one hundred 
and fifty thousand dollars. If you have 
used up your checks I send five more. 
Please leave me a little money out of 
my fortune, or make the air-ship a 
success. I'll be broke otherwise.

Send the money to M, I,a Tour, in 
care of M. Martin. Banker, Rue Ber- 
gere, Paris. Hurry up. Cable the 
money. I want it in two weeks.

Deckesso.y.
I wrote another letter to Josephine, 

but as she was not an active participant 
in the task of solving the mystery, and 
as my mind had dwelt'upon her a great 
deal, it is not essential to the success of 
this history to give my letter to her.

Pallser took both letters, and in two 
days he was gone. The way seemed to 
have smoothed ■ itself before me,- but it 
was good for my peace of mind that I 
could not look into the future a bit.

(To bo continued.)

DRIFTWOOD.
M en say I float with any wayward tide;

They liken me to driftwood on the sea.
And murmur, passing with averted face,

They see no use in floating planks like me.
But planks will float where stanchest boats go down.

I drifted by a shipwrecked life at sea;
Clinging to me it safely reached the shore.

God sees some use in floating planks like me.
Alice M. Goodwin.



B L U F F E D .
BY l £ e BERTRAND.

A tale of certain summer-time happenings that were by no means as idyllic as the season.

G O away! 1 don’t want to hear you. 
I won’t listen to you. Leave me 

at once.”
“ But, Julie— ”
“ But nothing, sir. Leave this room 

instantly, I say. I won’t listen to a sin­
gle word from you.”

“ But I can explain, my clear, really I 
can. Honestly, 1 am not to blame. It
happened this way, you see------”

“ Pray spare yourself the trouble of 
explaining. It would do you no good. 
You would merely be wasting your 
breath. It is too pleasant a breath to 
waste, too—a ninety-nine per cent alco­
hol breath. Oh, you wretch' ”

“ But, my precious darlings— ”
“ Don’t you dare address me in that 

way, John Billings' Don’t you dare ap­
ply such endearing terms to me 1 Coming 
from your liquor-stained lips, they are 
insults.”

“ But 1 mean them, my pet. I swear 
that I do------”

“ Your oaths don’t prove anything, 
sir. When we were married, you swore 
you would never touch a drop of liquor 
again—now look at you ! ”

“ But this was an exceptional case, my 
love. You see, it was this way. Some of 
the boys------” -

“ I won’t listen to you, 1 tell you. 
There isn’t anything you can say that 
will excuse the fact of your coming home 
and rolling into this room last night in 
a beastly state of intoxication. You know 
"you can’t deny that. I’m through with 
you.”

“ But, you see, my dear, they were 
some fellows I hadn’t seen for years— 
some old cronies of my bachelor days. 
They were surprised to hear that I was 
married so happily. 1 Good for old Bil­
lings,’ said they, when 1 showed them 
your photograph in my watch-case.
‘ Didn’t think he had such good taste,’ 
they said. They really did. They in­
sisted on drinking my health and yours. 
Naturally I couldn’t refuse----- ”

“ Oh, please don't continue. What’s 
the use? It won’t do you a bit of good. 
Y'ou may have a smooth tongue,. John 
Billings. I understand that you pride 
yourself upon its possession. Well, 
here’s one woman it cannot deceive. I ’m 
through with you for good. I’m heartily 
tired of your disgraceful carrying on. 
And to think that we’ve only been mar­
ried two brief years----- ”

“ It seems like two months to me—two 
happy months,” murmured the diplo­
matic husband.

“ That will do, sir. I don’t want to 
hear any foolish talk of that sort. It 
seems like twenty years to me—twenty 
years of worry and disappointment. My 
married life is a failure. There’s no 
doubt of that. What were your words, 
John Billings, when we came to this wa­
tering-place for our little vacation? 
Didn’t you say that we were going to 
live our honeymoon all over again? You 
did—you know you did. Y’ou cannot 
deny it.

“ And has it been a honeymoon? 
Perish the thought! During the week 
we’ve been here, you’ve shown me ab­
solutely no attention whatever. You’ve 
deserted me cruelly to seek your own 
selfish pleasures. I’m ashamed to go 
down-stairs to face the other people in 
this hotel. 1 know they all pity me. 
They all say, ‘ Poor woman, she made a 
sad mistake in marrying that good-for- 
nothing man.’

“ And I did make a sad mistake, John 
Billings. I realize it now. Thank 
heaven, however, it isn’t too late to rectify 
it----- ”

“ Now, see here, little woman,” broke 
in the repentant husband, hastily, “ don’t 
you talk that way. Don’t be a foolish 
girl. Let’s start all over again. We’ve 
still a week of our vacation left. I’m 
sorry for getting in that disgraceful con­
dition last night. Honestly I am. I 
didn’t mean to drink so much. I didn’t 
notice how fast they were coming.
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“ I’ll turn over a new leaf, from this 
morning on. I ’ll promise you never to 
touch another drop. I ’ll not leave your 
side once during the rest of our stay 
here. I ’ll be devotedness itself. Every­
body shall point to us as we walk along 
the beach and say admiringly, 1 There 
goes a happy, devoted couple—bet they 
haven’t been married more than a week.’ 
Give me another chance, little girl.”

“ No, sir. I t’s too late. My mind is 
made up. I intend to leave this hotel 
this very day and return to mamma. I’ll 
be happier there. Mamma cares for me. 
She doesn’t come rolling home intoxi­
cated at two o’clock in the morning------”

“ Oh, say, Julie, you’re not really seri­
ous, are you? ”

“ I was never more serious in my life, 
Mr. Billings. I ’m through with you for 
good.”

“ You won’t give me another chance? ” 
“ No, sir.”
“ Not even if I promise to turn over a 

new leaf?”
“ I don’t trust you. I don’t believe 

in your promises.”
“ But I ’m serious this time. I mean it. 

Honestly I do. You just try me and see.” 
“ No, sir. My mind is made up. I’m 

going to leave you this very day.”
“ I ’ll buy you that new dress you've 

been bothering me about.”
“ No, sir. You cannot bribe me. My 

mind is made up, I tell you.”
“ And that new hat.”
“ No, sir.”
“ I saw a beautiful diamond pendant 

in a store window last week. I’m going 
to buy it for you.”

“ I wouldn’t accept it, Mr. Billings. 
You can buy it for your next wife. I 
suppose you’ll marry again, after I --  
after I get my divorce.”

“ Oh. don’t talk so foolishly, Julie. 
Really this is going a little too far. 
You’re making a mountain out of a mole­
hill. Be reasonable, like a good girl.” 

“ I am. I’m very reasonable. I ’m 
going to a State where they grant di­
vorces for almost anything, and I’m go­
ing to end this horrid union.”

“ You’re not serious? ”
“ Oh, yes. I am.”
John Billings sighed dismally.
“ Be careful, Julie.” he said gravely. 

“ Don’t drive me to it. You’ll be sorry.”

“ Drive you to what? ” asked his wife 
in unaffected surprise.

“ Can’t you guess?” whispered Bil­
lings hoarsely. “ Doesn’t your heart 
whisper it to you ? ”

“ No, my heart whispers nothing to 
me except that I made a bad mistake the 
day I married you. Really, I haven’t the 
slightest idea what you’re hinting at.”

“ Well, you’ll find out soon enough, 
if you leave me, and when you do find 
out, you’ll be very, very sorry. It isn’t 
the first time I’ve been thinking of doing 
it, either. Ever since you first began to 
scold me on the least provocation and I 
saw thereby that you had ceased'to care 
for me, I’ve contemplated it.”

“ Contemplated what? ”
“ Suicide ! ” hissed Billings.
It was Billings’ trump card. He had 

always held it in reserve for the very 
greatest emergency.

He expected his indignant spouse to 
scream with horror and fall into a dead 
faint. Then, he was prepared to take 
her in his arms, bathe her temples' with 
ice-water from the pitcher, and beseech 
her to calm herself, whispering in her 
ear the while that for her sake he was 
willing to forget and forgive and aban­
don his desperate intention.

But the plan miscarried. Mrs. John 
Billings did not scream or faint. She 
laughed scornfully.

“ You commit suicide. John Billings! 
You! ” she cried. “ Why. you haven’t 
got the courage.”

“ Very well.” exclaimed John sav­
agely. “ So that’s the way you take it, 
is it? Very well, I ’ll show you. I’ll 
do it this very day. I ’ll go to Baffin’s 
Point and pretend to go in swimming and 
never come back until-—until the sea 
gives up its dead.

“ The world will think that I was acci­
dentally drowned while out for a swim,” 
lie continued mournfully : “ but you will 
know differently—you cruel, heartless 
woman. You’ll know that it was your 
hard, pitiless words that urged me on 
to my blind fate, when one little murmur 
of appeal from you might have held me 
back and caused me to give up this des­
perate purpose. I forgive you, though. 
After I am gone, it may give you some 
ray of comfort to remember that I for­
give you for everything.”
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With tears in his eyes, John Billings 
stepped mournfully from the room, clos­
ing the door resolutely behind him.

“ And I ’ll do it, too,” he muttered as 
he strode down-stairs and on to the' porch 
of the hotel. “ She shall weep her pretty 
eyes out. I ’ll teach her a lesson. I ’ll 
warrant she will never scold again.”

Now, the great disadvantage in com­
mitting suicide to teach somebody else 
a lesson is that the person who commits 
suicide cannot be present afterward to 
see what effect the lesson has.

John Billings, however, had devised a 
means of overcoming this disadvantage. 
He fully intended to be in at the finish. 
He was determined to be a witness of 
the terrible effect his tragic end would 
have on his obdurate wife.

To accomplish this, he paid a visit 
to the biggest clothing store the little 
summer resort boasted. He purchased a 
complete outfit, not forgetting a shirt, 
collar, and tie.

“ Shall we send them to your hotel, 
sir? ” asked the salesman as. Billings paid 
the bill.

“ Oh, no, thank you. I ’ll take every­
thing with me. Wrap all the things to­
gether and make it into as small a pack­
age as possible, there’s a good fellow.”

With the complete outfit under his 
arm, wrapped in manila paper, Billings 
walked along the beach to Baffin’s Point.

Despite the fact that he was on sui­
cide bent, he smiled and chuckled when 
he left the board-walk and reached a 
deserted stretch of sands.

“ It will scare her terribly,” he mused. 
“ It is almost a shame to do it. But then 
it will teach her a wholesome lesson. It 
will drive all the foolishness out Of her 
head. Julie is a splendid girl and an ex­
cellent wife, and I think the world of 
her; but she’s a little too exacting. Just 
because a fellow takes a few drinks oc­
casionally, or goes out with the boys, she 
raises the very deuce. It isn’t right. A 
man can’t be expected to become a do­
mestic slave just because he steps into 
matrimony. I reckon this lesson will do 
her good and scare her into acting more 
reasonably in the future.”

Baffin’s Point is a very secluded spot. 
Behind a concealing rock, Billings has­
tily doffed the clothing he wore and 
donned the outfit he had purchased.

Then he artistically arranged the dis­
carded clothing in a careless heap, plac­
ing the shirt, collar, and tie on top. This 
done, he scribbled the following signifi­
cant line on a piece of paper:

I said I would do it. You see I did
have the courage after all.

“ I guess that will make her wince,” 
he chuckled as he pinned the note to the 
discarded shirt, “ When she comes here 
and reads that she’ll recall her cruel, 
defiant words and she will repent. Poor 
girl. It’s a terrible punishment; but she’s 
brought it on herself.”

So, being a merciful man. he walked 
off and concealed himself behind another 
rock near-by to await developments.

Billings felt confident that inasmuch 
as he had taken care to mention to his 
wife the exact spot whereat he proposed 
to make his fatal plunge, she would ar­
rive on the scene sooner or later.

Two hours passed, however, without 
his spouse putting in an appearance, and 
the disappointed Billings was just about 
to pronounce the scheme a failure and 
leave the place in disgust when sud­
denly he espied Mrs. Billings sauntering 
along the beach.

To Billings’ eager eyes she did not ap­
pear to be very much perturbed. She 
walked along leisurely, carelesslv drag­
ging her parasol along the sand.

“ Ah ! ” reflected Billings. “ That is 
because she doesn’t think that I was in 
earnest. She believes I was only bluffing. 
Wait until she comes across those clothes 
over there. Poor girl, she’ll faint away, 
I know she will. I can see it coming.”

Suddenly Mrs. Billings espied the 
heap of discarded clothes.

Billings, concealed behind the big 
rock, saw her stop short with a little gasp 
of alarm, and then hurry anxiouslv for­
ward.

As she drew near enough to the clothes 
to recognize iliem as those of her hus­
band, she uttered a little cry of horrified 
alarm.

Then file heart of Billings was glad 
within him even though he pitied her 
greatly.

“ It is for her good.” he reflected. 
“ It will teach her a lesson. She’ll 
never scold again."

The unfortunate woman examined the
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clothing carefully, as though to make 
sure that her. eyes did not deceive her. 
Then she discovered the note and, seiz­
ing it with trembling hands, read it 
eagerly.

“ That will fix her,” chuckled Billings.
And he was right; for with another 

cry of horror she sat down on the sands 
beside the mute evidence of her hus- 
bandis desperate deed and burst into 
tears.

Suddenly she arose and, gazing far out 
to sea as though in search of him, she 
piteously called his name.

But there was no answer, and sobbing 
as. though her heart would break, she 
sank down on the sands again and gave 
herself up to her grief.

Now Billings was by no means a hard­
hearted man. He had made up his mind 
to be firm and to play the game to its 
bitter end; but the sight of his poor lit­
tle wife sobbing her heart out was too 
much for him.

He suddenly realized what a brute he 
was to inflict such cruel torture, and he 
instantly resolved to rush out from be­
hind the rock, confess the whole das­
tardly plot and do his best to comfort 
her.

It would spoil the thoroughness of 
the Jesson. But what of that ? What 
was a wholesome lesson, compared to his 
wife’s tears? He must stop those heart­
rending sobs at once.

With this laudable intention, he was 
just about to dart out from his place of 
concealment when suddenly lie saw 
.something which caused the blood in his 
veins to freeze with horror and amaze­
ment.

His wife had stopped weeping. She 
had seized his discarded trousers as ea­
gerly as a cat pounces upon a mouse, 
and with eager hands was going 
through his pockets.

The disgusted Billings saw her extract 
therefrom a handful of small change, 
which she put in her pocketbook, and 
then, mopping her red eyes with her 
handkerchief, she arose and hastily left 
the scene.

“ Well, I ’ll be hanged ! ” muttered Bil­
lings, gritting his teeth with rage. “ To 
think that at such a time she should al­
low her cupidity to get the better of her 
to such an extent. One minute she was

consumed with grief and the next she 
was pilfering my pockets for small 
change. Can you beat it?

“ Her grief was genuine, too,” he re­
flected. “ There’s no doubt about that. 
If there had been anybody looking on I 
might have thought she was shamming. 
But she was all alone, or rather she 
thought she was. What an extraordinary 
woman 1 ”

Billings was now resolved to continue 
with the lesson. Since she could take 
his supposed death so- indifferently, he 
would not go back to her. He would let 
her continue to think he was dead.

Perhaps, as the days went by, she 
would begin to realize what she had lost 
and then she would experience bitter 
grief—real grief—not the kind that 
could permit of the grieving one stop­
ping the flow of her tears long enough 
to pilfer trousers’ pockets.

At first Billings was inclined to be­
lieve that perhaps his wife had in some 
manner discovered that he was not really 
dead and that that was the reason for 
her comparative indifference.

But later, when the local evening pa­
pers appeared on the beach, he was 
forced to abandon this idea. These sheets 
made much of the supposed tragedy.

They declared that while the beauti­
ful widow protested emphatically that 
her husband’s death was accidental— 
that he must have been seized with 
cramps while taking a swim—neverthe­
less there was reason to suppose that the 
dead man might have committed suicide.

The papers also said that the unfor­
tunate Mrs. Billings was prostrated by 
shock and was confined to her room at 
the Pierview Hotel.

“ Ah I ” muttered Billings with deep- 
founded satisfaction, as he scanned this 
last item, “ she must have taken it to 
heart-, after all. It is well. Perhaps I 
attached too much importance ' to that 
pocket pilfering episode. It may have 
been merely a ruling passion strong even 
amid the most intense grief. Yes, I 
reckon I misjudged her. Poor girl, I 
suppose she really is heartbroken.”

Billings was resolved, however, that 
this time his compassion should not get 
the better of him.

He would carry out his plan to the 
bitter end. He would take a run up to
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town for a day or two, and then when lie 
had reduced his remorseful wife to a 
proper state of humility, born of grief, 
lie would suddenly return and present 
himself before her astonished gaze.

Billings’ vivid imagination could 
picture that reunion.

At first she would refuse to believe 
the evidence of her own eyes. She would 
think that she was dreaming. Then she 
would suddenly get the idea that it was 
her husband’s ghost she saw. She would 
then be convulsed with horror and fear.

At this point he would take her in his 
arms and assure her, in endearing terms, 
that he was no ghost, but the real John 
Billings in the flesh. Then there would 
be bitter reproaches that he could prac­
tise such a cruel trick upon his loving 
wife, but finally she would weep tears 
of joy and gratitude that her beloved hus­
band was not dead.

Of course she would promise him 
never to scold again, and she would beg 
him as a special favor to her to go out 
with the boys whenever he pleased. It 
was a beautiful picture.

Billings smiled with anticipatory joy 
while his imagination painted it.

- It was intensely hot in New York 
City. The thermometer was over a hun­
dred in the shade and the humidity was 
simply awful.

Billings suffered martyrdom in aban­
doning the cold seashore resort for the 
seething metropolis. Fie bore it, how­
ever, with saintlike fortitude. He told 
himself that he could afford to be a mar­
tyr in such a worthy cause.

At the end of two days he made up 
his mind that it was time to go back— 
not because he was worn almost to a 
shadow by the excessive heat, but be­
cause, in his opinion, his wife had suf­
fered the pangs of remorse and grief 
long enough, and it would be cruelty to 
prolong the agony.

He took the five-thirty train and ar­
rived at the hotel a few minutes before 
supper-time.

He had disguised himself most inge­
niously by a false beard and a mustache 
so that his arrival did not attract any 
attention.

“ Of course my poor little wife will 
not come down-stairs to supper,” he told 
himself with satisfaction. “ She’s doubt­

less confined to her room, mourning her 
loss. Poor little girl! What a joyful 
surprise 1 have in store for her.”

But as lie stood in a corner of' the large 
dining-room thus reflecting, a woman, 
dressed in black, appeared, leaning on 
the arm of the handsomest summer 
boarder.

With a gasp of horrified amazement 
Billings recognized his wife.

“ Well, I ’ll be hanged 1” was all he 
could ejaculate.

Save for her black dress there was not 
a sign of mourning about his wife. As 
she looked up into the handsome face of 
her escort her own features were illumi­
nated with smiles. She seemed to be 
chatting gaily.

Even the black dress was not, strictly 
speaking, a mourning garb. Billings 
recognized it as a dinner gown she had 
worn several times during his “ life­
time.”

They sat down and Billings, by strat­
egy, managed to secure the table im­
mediately behind them, where he could 
overhear nearly all they said.

His wife’s appetite was apparently un­
impaired. She ate most heartily, and 
many times during the meal she laughed 
at the witty remarks of her companion.

But poor Billings could not eat. He 
scarcely touched the food the waiter 
placed before him. There was wild rage 
in his heart—rage and bitter despair.

“ Only two days dead,” he groaned, 
“ and she can laugh and chat and eat! 
By Jupiter, it's scandalous. Even if she 
feels no real sorrow for her loss, she 
ought to feign sorrow for decency’s sake. 
Why. hang it all, she hasn’t any regard 
for appearances. And only two years 
married, too! Oh, heartless woman— 
heartless woman! ”

The more lie gazed upon his appar­
ently care-free wife, the more desperate 
he became. He felt as if the whole light 
of his life had gone out. He even 
thought of making another trip to Baf­
fin’s Point and there carrying out in grim 
earnest that which he had before pre­
tended to do.

“ What does life mean to me now?” 
he sighed. “ Nothing but gall and
wormwood. Alas, that I should have 
lived to see this day! ”

Despite the mental agony it caused
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him, he resolved to watch his fickle wife 
still further.

It was only by a supreme effort that 
he managed to keep his seat, as he heard 
her companion invite her to a promenade 
on the beach. And she accepted the in­
vitation without a moment’s indecision.

“ I ’ll follow them,” Billings muttered. 
“ Perhaps, as she stands on the beach 
and gazes at the vast, cruel ocean—the 
ocean which she believes has engulfed 
me—she’ll be seized with remorse. Per­
haps she’ll repent of her wicked indif­
ference as she looks upon the merciless 
waters which are supposed to contain my 
lifeless body. If she has any sentiment 
in her at all that scene ought to bring to 
her a realization of her loss. I'll trail 
their footsteps.”

Plis wife went up-stairs for a wrap 
and then left the hotel, leaning on her 
escort’s arm. The miserable Billings 
followed in their wake, gnashing his 
teeth with rage and despair.

To his surprise they walked directly 
toward Baffin’s Point.

“ I should have thought she would 
have avoided that spot,” he mused. 
“ Even to one as heartless as she it 
ought to bring back unpleasant mem­
ories.”

But to his horror, the couple sat down 
on the sands beside the very rock be­
hind which he had left that significant 
heap of clothes and that reproachful 
ante-mortem note.

Trembling with surprised indignation, 
at this almost sacrilegious act, he con­
cealed himself behind the rock, where 
lie could overhear everything they said.

For a time they were silent, gazing as 
though fascinated at the restless waves.

At last she spoke.
“ It was here, at this very spot, that 

he jumped in,” she murmured.
“ Poor fellow! ” replied her com­

panion.
Billings stifled a wild desire to rush 

out and seize him by the throat.
“ He was very foolish to take such a 

step,” said Mrs. Billings, in a matter-of- 
fact voice.

“ Considering the wife he left behind 
him—yes,” rejoined her companion.

Billings had to fight with himself to 
overcome the inclination to strangle the 
man.

“ He never appreciated me,” went on 
Mrs. Billings sadly. “ Poor John! I ’m 
sorry he came to such an untimely end— 
but he never appreciated me.”

“ Then the fool must have been blind,” 
replied her companion.

“ Confound i t ! ” muttered Billings, 
behind the rock. “ This is more than 
flesh and blood can stand. I shall com­
mit murder in a minute.”

“ It is very nice of you to say that, 
Mr. Smithers,” whispered Mrs. Billings. 
“ You always do say such very nice 
things.”

“ Don’t call me Mr. Smithers,” was 
the response. “ Please call me Plorace.”

This was too much for Billings. With 
a howl of fury, he darted out from be­
hind the rock and seized the fellow by 
the throat.

“ Call you Horace, eh! ” he yelled. 
“ Not much. Not while I ’m alive she 
won’t. I ’ll ‘ Horace ’ you, you white- 
livered addlepate! ”

He shook the surprised than as a ter­
rier shakes a rat.

“ Don’t hurt him, John,” remarked his 
wife calmly. “ Really, he’s not to 
blame.”

“ Oh, you know me, then, do you?” 
gasped Billings, so surprised that he let 
go his hold on his victim.

“ Of course I know you,” replied Mrs. 
Billings. “ You don’t think that funny 
looking beard and that mustache serve 
as a disguise, do you ? ”

“ Then perhaps, madam, you will ex­
plain this disgraceful conduct,” cried 
Billings wrathfully. “ What do you 
mean by displaying such disrespect for 
my memory? ”

“ For your memory? ” she repeated, 
her eyebrows uplifted inquiringly.

“ Yes. For my memory. Haven't I 
been dead for two days? And here you 
are enjoying yourself and spooning. You 
ought to be ashamed of yourself.”

“ Have you been,dead, John?” in­
quired his wife innocently. “ I was not 
aware of it.”

“ I mean you thought I was dead. It’s 
the same thing. You saw my clothes 
beside this very rock. You know you 
did. You can’t deny it,” spluttered the 
enraged Billings.

“ Oh, yes. I saw your clothes here, 
John. It gave me quite a scare, too,
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first of all. I really thought for the mo­
ment that you’d carried out your threat 
and committed suicide. Yes, I saw all 
your clothes here, except your collar but­
tons. It was a great relief to me, John, 
not to find your collar buttons.”

“ What do you mean?” gasped Bil­
lings.

“ I mean, John, that next time you try 
to frighten your poor little wife by a 
miserable ruse like that, take care to pro­
vide yourself with an extra set of collar 
buttons.”

“ I don’t see what you are driving at, 
Julie,” said the puzzled Billings.

“ Don’t you? That shows you are 
lacking in perspicacity, John. The col­
lar buttons -spoiled your whole game, or 
rather the lack of them did. When I 
came here the other day, and found your 
clothes and your horrid note, I was con­
sumed with grief. I thought that you 
had taken seriously my idle threat to 
leave you and that you had summoned up 
enough courage to take the fatal plunge.

“ But while I was sitting on the sand 
here, weeping my eyes out, I suddenly 
noticed your shirt. It was a very pretty 
shirt—one I chose for you, if you re­
member. But it wasn’t the pattern of 
the shirt which attracted me—it was the 
fact that the collar button had been re­
moved from it.

“ I immediately asked myself ‘ Why 
should a man who has committed sui­
cide first go to the trouble of removing 
the collar buttons from his shirt?’ The 
answer was plain. When you donned the 
new outfit you needed the collar buttons 
for your new shirt. You had carelessly 
neglected to provide yourself with an 
extra set. That was a fatal oversight oil 
your part. John. You see, it gave the 
whole scheme right away. I knew then 
that you were only bluffing, and that in­
stead of being dead you were prowling 
around somewhere, probably watching 
how I was taking my supposed loss. So 
1 resolved to teach you a lesson by car­
rying on scandalously, and I chose poor 
Mr. Smithers as my innocent assistant. 
You see he is not to blame at all.”

“ By gum, you’re the most observant 
woman in the whole world, Julie, and 
I ’m the silliest ass,” said Billings hum­
bly. “ I suppose I don’t stand a show 
of being forgiven, do I ? ”

“ Yes, you do. If you’ll apologize to 
poor Mr. Smithers here for the rough 
way in which you greeted him, and if 
you’ll swear to behave yourself better 
in future and never to touch a drop of 
liquor again, I ’ll forgive you, John. I 
guess the joke has been on you, anyway. 
Men are always so careless with their 
collar buttons.”

NO PLACE FOR A WOMAN:
BY MYRA C. BRECKINRIDGE.

The problem that confronted the confidential secretary when all the heads of a great concern
vanished between two days.

CHAPTER XVII.
T H E  GAXTLET IS ELCXO.

T HE usual slowly disintegrating 
crowd was at the scene of the ac­

cident when Miss Holland arrived. The 
ambulance had gone, hut the injury to 
the workman seemed to have made more 
than the renal passing impression upon 
the publif miner.

“ That company’s on the fritz, anyway, 
they say,” she overheard one man re­
mark to his neighbor. “ They don’t 
* T h is  g lo r y  beg a n  i n  th e  J u n e  is s u e  o f  The Arc

a d d r e s s  o n  ret

know how to take care of their men. 
that’s sure.”

“ Gee! his leg was smashed to hits. 
It made me sick. They must have let 
the whole weight of that girder down on 
him." said another.

“ The foreman ought to be punished 
for it.”

“ Company ought to be punished for 
having such a foreman.”

“ Guess there won’t be any company 
for long. Shouldn’t be surprised if it 
went up in smoke after this.”

3Y. T h e  th r e e  back  n u m b e r s  w i l l  be m a ile d  to  a n y  
i p t  o f  30 c en ts .
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“ It ought to.”
These and other ugly speeches she 

heard as she pushed her way into the 
throng. Many of the men looked at 
her wondcringly.

Perhaps they thought her a newspaper 
woman assigned to get a new “ sensa­
tion ” for one of the afternoon dailies.

But when she caught sight of Malloy 
she found him the center of a group of 
policemen who were evidently taking 
notes of his statement of how the acci­
dent occurred. It was from Rrayman, 
however, that she received the particu­
lars. He had been on the lookout for 
her appearance.

The injured man had been sent to do 
something that he evidently did not know 
how to do. Malloy himself had sent 
him, and then sworn at him for his awk­
wardness.

“ The fellow had been drinking. I 
noticed that when he came on the job 
this morning, and I called Malloy’s at­
tention to it,” Brayman said.

“ He got mad at the foreman and an­
swered back. He was so interested in 
his quarrel with Malloy that he did not 
look out for himself and came right in 
the way of that girder yonder—just as 
it was let down on „the run !

“ Lord! but it squashed him! ” added 
Brayman, with a shudder. “ Beg par­
don, Miss Holland! I ought not to 
have told you of it----- •”

He had seen her whitening face; but 
his last w'ords were like a pin-prick, and 
angered her.

11 Why not? I ’m here to see about this, 
am I not? Whose fault was i t? ”

“ The fellow’s own. But Malloy 
shouldn’t have let a drunken man go to 
work on a job of this kind.”

“ That will do,” she said shortly, and 
pushed her way into the ring about the 
foreman.

Malloy saw her and his countenance 
changed. The policeman looked upon 
her curiously.

“ I want your side of this affair, Mal­
loy,” she said sharply, ignoring the won­
dering gaze of the officers. “ What hap­
pened? ”

“ I don’t know as it’s your business, 
but the man did it all himself. He was 
swearing at me, and threatened to brain 
me, and stepped right under the girder.”

“ And you ordered the girder 
dropped?” suggested a policeman who 
had his note-book out.

‘‘ By thunder! I didn’t want to kill 
the man. I could have licked the life 
out of him in three minutes. I don’t ask 
any man to help me in a row,” declared 
the bully, shaking his head threateningly.

“ No, I guess that’s so,” remarked an­
other officer. “ You wouldn’t be likely 
to take the risk of killing him.”

“ I ’d given the order to lower the gir­
der before.”

“ But the man was a greenhorn, and 
had been drinking. What right had you 
to put him on the job? ” demanded Miss 
Holland.

The policeman with the note-book 
turned to her.

“ You represent the Burlingham 
Building Company?” he asked, with 
some doubt.

“ I do. If we have been at fault we 
shall do what we can to repair the fault. 
At any rate, we shall see at once that 
the man’s family does not suffer, and 
shall pay his bills. That we will do out 
of charity. But if, as I understand, he 
was drunk, and brought the accident 
upon himself, we cannot be held legally 
accountable.”

“ I guess he was drunk all right,” said 
the officer. “ I’ll report. If the captain 
thinks an arrest ought to be made, I’ll 
let you know.”

“ You won’t arrest me! ’’ cried Mal­
loy threateningly. “ And I reckon you 
won’t find anybody at the offices to ar­
rest,” and he laughed harshly.

“ You will find me there,” said Miss 
Holland sharply. “ The Burlingham 
Company is not running away to-day. 
And now, Malloy, I want to see you,’’ 
and she turned upon the foreman with 
blazing eyes. “ I understand that some 
of these men you are hiring are not 
structural iron workers—that they know 
nothing about the trade, in fact. What 
does it mean?”

“ What does it matter to you what I 
am doing? Lemme tell you, you can’t 
come here bossing me.”

“ While Mr. Guild is away------”
“ Yah! Why don’t Guild come here 

himself? I ’ll do as I dam’ please,” de­
clared Malloy. “ I won’t be dictated to 
by a snip of a girl like you! ”
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“ You will be dictated to by the com­
pany for whom you work, Mr, Malloy,-’ 
she said coldly. “ Don’t you bluster and 
swear. You cannot intimidate me.

“ Now, sir, 1 want to see all these men 
you have hired. 1 want them lined up 
here. And I want them to understand 
that you are only engaging men for work 
temporarily; the company does not give 
you authority to hire whom and what 
you please.

“ We have always had the best work­
men to be obtained. We have some of 
the best now. We’ll not have greenhorns 
hired to come in here and endanger the 
lives of the other workmen.

“ If you don’t know how to select 
journeymen bridge-builders, the com­
pany will find means of engaging them 
through some other channel.”

There was an unmistakable cheer from 
the crowd of men who had gathered 
within earshot behind Malloy. These 
were men whose faces were more or less 
familiar to her. She knew some of them 
by name, and knew that they were oLd 
employees.

But her words sent Malloy into a par­
oxysm of rage. He swung his fists and 
swore like a pirate. What he might have 
followed this outburst with she never dis­
covered, for Fred Brayman suddenly 
took a hand in the matter.

Not even when the young man had 
threatened Geoghan, the contractor, had 
he looked so much the tiger as he did 
now ! With one muscular hand hooked 
into Malloy’s collar, he dragged the 
choking foreman suddenly forward, 
plump on his knees at the feet of Miss 
Holland.

“ Down there, you dog! Down on 
your knees! ” Brayman said huskily. 
“ Beg her pardon for that language, or 
I ’ll leave you without enough breath to 
take you home. Quick, now! ”

His other fist, held threateningly over 
Mr. Malloy’s head had never looked so 
big and coarse to the girl before. She 
could not see in his attitude the manly 
vigor and honest indignation which pos­
sessed him. She only saw the brutal side 
of his character shown suddenly forth.

“ Stop ! stop ! ” she commanded. “ Let 
that man go. If you strike him, Mr. 
Brayman, I’ll never forgive you!”

“ Aw! let him soak him one, miss’ ”

exclaimed somebody in the crowd. “ It’s 
what he needs.”

“ I command you! ” she repealed. 
Her eyes blazed into Brayman’# own, 
and quelled him. “ If you ever lift your 
hand in my defense, sir, I’ll never for­
give you! ”

Malloy, terrified, and misunderstand­
ing the significance of her words, was 
already babbling some kind of a protest 
and excuse. Brayman dropped his hand 
from his collar, and shrank back under 
Miss Holland’s indignant glance.

The foreman got up gingerly. She 
turned upon him with the same calmness 
she had before displayed.

“ Remember, Malloy. You will hire 
no more hands. These you have taken 
on I will look over and weed out such as 
I think are unfitted for the work----- ”

" You.’ What do you know about this 
job. I wanter know? Why don’t the 
Burlingham Company send a man 
here?”

“ When the circumstances become 
such that a man is needed, perhaps they 
will,” jVIiss Holland said. “ Meanwhile 
I  will do very well, I think.

“ Now, let it be understood. This 
crowd of new men will have to be sifted. 
We will pay for one day’s work to a ll; 
but before night I will send over word 
which men are to be kept, and which 
are to he turned off.”

“ You will, eh? We’ll see what the 
union lias to say to such highhanded ac­
tions. I.et me tell you, my girl, that if 
you carry out any such plan, I’ll shut 
down the whole job.

“ I'll have the men called out on 
strike. I ’ll cripple ye! I’ll blacklist the 
company—if there’s enough left of it to 
he blacklisted. I’ll fix you----- ”

She went away with his muttered 
threats still following her. Before she 
got entirely away from the building site 
a bare armed workman came close to her 
side and whispered in her ear :

“ Miss. I say ! You take a tip from 
me. Tust vou see Lafe Porter.”

“ Who is he?”
“ Lafe runs the local branch of the 

union. You see him first—before Mal­
loy gets to him with his lies. Lafe is 
square, and he’ll see you through—if 
you’re willing to do the square thing by 
the union.”



352 THE ARGOSY.

She nodded understanding^. The ad­
vice gave her an idea, and one that she 
believed would give her the whip-hand of 
Malloy.

CHAPTER XVIII.
A PUZ2LIXG CLUE.

F a i t h f u l  to her word, Miss Holland 
went to the hospital before returning to 
the offices. She was determined to fore­
stall any malicious stories in the after­
noon papers about the heartlessness of 
the corporation.

She was allowed to see the man as 
soon as the doctors got through with him. 
It was a clean break, and the report was 
that he would be all right as soon as the 
bone knit.

She found out about his family, 
learned that his wife had not been in­
formed, and promised to send the woman 
assurance of help while he was ill.

“ And how came you on a job like 
that?” she asked pointedly. “ You’ve 
been a roustabout on the docks, you 
say?”

“ Why, work was slack, mem, an’ they 
promised me a skilled hand’s pay.”

“ And you’re not a skilled bridge- 
builder? ”

“ Of course not, mem. No more’s 
half the fellers Malloy’s hiring. I 
dunno his game, but ter tell ye the trut’, 
now’t you’re so kind, mem, it’s a rotten 
lot of bullies he's gittin’ together.”

With this information to back up 
Brayman’s statement and her own per­
sonal observation. Miss Holland re­
turned to the offices and sent a note by 
Morry to the leader of the branch union 
of the Structural Iron & Bridgebuilders’ 
Association. Mr. I.afe Porter.

Meanwhile, during her absence, a tele­
gram had arrived from No. 2 Mill.in 
response to her second wire. It said:

Full reply to yours of yesterday ad­
dressed to your Mr. Guild, who has 
particulars of the matter. We are fol­
lowing his instructions.

The situation was evidently a shaky 
one. If Guild understood all about the 
carload of unstamped framework, what 
should site do about it?

Should she go ahead and allow the un­
marked pieces to he used ? Yet she knew

very well that that was against the rules 
of the corporation. And if the rules had 
been . waived in this case, surely she 
would have heard something about it.

That is, she would have heard about 
it if the officers at large had known 
about it. Guild might not have told her; 
but one of the others would. Guild 
never had told her mere than he could 
help.

Now, what could she do? Would she 
be right in accepting the statement of 
the mill and allow the unmarked pieces 
used?

Yet. what if Guild, on Ids own re­
sponsibility, had allowed the mills to 
send on certain parts of the framing that 
had not passed inspection by the Plim- 
sole Engineering Bureau? Should she 
go back of the known rules of the com­
pany for which she worked ?

What was in that letter from No. 2 
Mill, on Guild’s desk? What was the 
understanding between the steel people 
and the superintendent of construction? 
Was it as a secret understanding, for 
the best interests of the Burlingham 
Building Company?

This thought brought her finally to 
a conclusion. She dictated the follow­
ing telegram to the mill:

Mr. Gould at present away. The 
Burlingham Building Company ac­
cepts no steel for this contract unless 
inspected and stamped by the Plim- 
sole Engineering Company. We hold 
carload mentioned to your order.

Then she went over to Guild’s desk, 
selected the letter bearing the card of 
No. 2 Mill in the corner, and locked it 
securely into a drawer of her own.

“ If there is nothing in it, I have done 
no harm in retaining the letter,” she 
thought. “ If there is treachery—well, 
it is just as well to have such evidence 
as there may he to justify my action.”

It was after lunch that the next dis­
turbing incident occurred. Mr. Stoefel, 
wearing a very lugubrious face, came to 
her with a letter. The bank messenger 
had just left it, and it was addressed to 
Mr. Zeigler.

“ I knew they’d hear these stories— 
or see the papers, or something' ” 
groaned the bookkeeper. “ What will 
we do now, Miss Holland?”

“ I ’ll go and see the president of the
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bank myself. It is a bad plan, I believe, 
to try to deceive the bank with which you 
have any dealings—or any other bank, 
for they have a community of interests 
and a strict blacklist.”

“ But they—they’ll shut down on us 
if they learn the officers have all gone 
away.”

“ How can they? Don’t they always 
pay money to your order? Isn’t our bal­
ance all right ? ”

“ I dcnow—but-----”
“ You leave it to me,” said Miss Hol­

land, taking the note, and with an ap­
pearance of much greater assurance than 
she really felt, she started for the bank 
with which the Burlingham Building 
Company deposited.

This was really the- first occasion on 
which she had been obliged to transact 
important business with a man of affairs 
since the strange disappearance of Vic­
tor C. Crest and his associates; and to 
say that she assumed the task boldly 
would be untrue.

But she knew that a display of timid­
ity would damn her irrevocably in the 
eyes of the hard-headed financier whom 
she was about to approach. She must 
be open as to the admission of facts, but 
very cunning as to any exhibition of per­
sonal fear of the conditions which had 
overtaken her.

In other words, she knew she must 
impress the bank president with the idea 
that she felt herself quite able to conduct 
the business of the building corporation 
until the officers returned, or until the 
legal administrators of their affairs 
should see fit to depose her from the 
position of acting manager.

The president of the bank was a 
suave, cautious man who punctuated his 
mild speeches with, deprecatory waves of 
the eyeglasses which he affected but sel­
dom looked through—a man indeed in 
whose mouth “ butter wouldn’t melt.”

He wras so courteous, and listened so 
politely to his visitors, and spoke so 
softly, that one knew' intuitively that he 
w'as as hard and shrew'd as they grew', 
and quite unable to be moved by either 
pity or personal feeling. Quite the right 
sort of man, in fact, to be at the head 
of a banking institution, than which 
nothing can be more pitiless or less hu­
man.

He greeted Miss Holland most cour­
teously. She handed him his own note 
to Mr. Zeigler.

“ I have come in response to that, sir,” 
she said, “ although I do not know its 
contents. Our Mr. Zeigler is not. in 
town.”

“ Indeed? And Mr. Crest? ”
“ Is likewdse away. In fact, I  am at 

present managing the business. I am 
Miss Holland.”

“ I have heard of you, Miss Holland,” 
and the president bow'ed again. “ You 
will be seated? Thank you.”

“ Now', Mr. Allingham, what is it you 
wish to know7? ” she asked frankly.

“ Ah—er—why, I had a small ques­
tion to ask Mr. Zeigler regarding a loan 
that he spoke of making,” began the 
president, with his usual circumlocution.

" I am afraid you will have to talk 
with me if you wish any information 
whatsoever—or with our legal adviser, 
Mr. Jennessy.”

Mr. Allingham sat up suddenly and 
cleared his throat.

“ Ah ! ” he exclaimed. “ Mr. Lemuel 
Jennessy is your counsel?”

“ He is, sir. I can tell you the facts 
regarding the absence of our officers— 
as far as wTe know them. He can give 
you his opinion of the w'ay things stand 
and the company’s ability to pay its just 
debts and carry out its contracts;

“ Merely because the officers are away, 
does not stop our business, despite lying 
reports. Our contracts with the pro­
prietors of the Arcade Building are be­
ing fulfilled. You know the condition of 
our balance.”

“ I have the statement of that before 
me, Miss Holland,” said Mr. Allingham 
softly. “ And my purpose in sending for 
Mr. Zeigler—er—was to inquire about 
the check drawn yesterday.”

“ Wasn’t it signed as usual by Mr. 
Stoefel? We always draw' on the same 
day for our mechanics’ wages. /  coun­
tersigned the check. I often do so.

“ I have here With me now another 
check signed by the bookkeeper, to pay 
off a certain number of men which we 
have discovered w’ere hired by a treach­
erous foreman, and which men we do not 
propose to keep after to-night, I wish 
yot^to honor this check, too, Mr. Alling­
ham.”

11 A
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“ That, Miss Holland, I suppose is— 
er—all right. Of course, you are not 
going outside your powers if Mr. Jen- 
nessy approves.”

“ The families of the officials and 
principal stockholders of the company 
approve of my actions, sir. I am merely 
doing my duty as I see it.”

“ Ah—very brave indeed ! ” declared 
Mr. Allingham, with mild enthusiasm. 
“ And for a young lady, too, of such un­
questioned family and character. I had 
the happiness to know vour father. Miss 
Holland.”

The girl winced, but made no reply, 
only continuing to gaze questioningly 
into his face, expecting something else 
from his shifting manner.

“ You see, certain stories have reached 
our ears regarding the condition of af­
fairs with the Burlingham Building 
Company------”

“ And those stories have come to you 
direct, I presume, from a certain rival 
concern, Mr. Allingham?” she inter­
posed sharply.

The president of the bank really 
looked slightly confused.

“ Oh, no, my dear young lady—oh, 
no ! ” he said. “ The stories came to us 
in—in quite the usual way.”

“ Which is an underhand way, I’ll be 
bound,” thought Miss Holland, but she 
knew better than to say it.

“ Of course, we are obliged to look out 
for ourselves and our stockholders, you 
know,” added Allingham, with a pleas­
ant laugh.

“ We shall not ask you to let us over­
draw our account for a single dollar, 
Mr. Allingham,” she said firmly, rising 
now. “ If we find it advisable to raise 
funds to carry on the business before Mr. 
Zeigler or Mr. Crest returns, I will 
advise Mr. Jennessy to make arrange­
ments in some other quarter.”

“ Ah, my dear young lady! ” ex­
claimed the president, with some mild 
excitement. “ You quite misunderstand 
me.”

“ I believe it is not customary for a 
banking institution, with whom a con­
cern has dealt for some years, and which 
holds something likes, twenty thousand 
dollars of the said concern’s money on 
deposit, to raise objections to its checks 
or question its credit at the first breath

of suspicion that scandal may blow upon 
its name.

“ If it is so,” added Miss Holland, in 
righteous indignation, “ I wonder that 
banking institutions do business at all. 
Good afternoon, sir.”

She went away with her head in the 
air, but knowing secretly in her heart 
that she had made another failure. Busi­
ness is business. There can be no senti­
ment in it. And she had allowed senti­
ment to creep into her final remarks to 
the bank president.

Oh, why was she always to be ham­
pered by the womanly instincts which 
ensnared her in the midst of the coldest 
business proposition? It was the little­
ness and meanness of Allingham' that 
had raised her ire.

She found the detective waiting by her 
desk when she returned. She was eager 
to hear what he had to tell her; but the 
way he began was not encouraging:

“ 1 tell you, Miss Holland, the 
unanimity with which those five men 
seem to have covered their tracks is un­
canny. It begins to look more and more 
to my mind as though they had volun­
tarily and intentionally disappeared.

“ I can’t find a living soul who heard 
them drop any remark pointing to a sin­
gle reason for their absence. I have 
searched their usual haunts. I have ex­
amined dozens of people. And I’ve 
raked the gashouse district with a fine- 
tooth comb!

“ But riding over here in the car just 
now I came across something that seems 
to suggest—well, it may be unwise to 
say what it suggests; I ’ll show it to you 
first and see what you think.”

He placed a folded afternoon paper 
—a copy of the World—before her and 
pointed to an advertisement in small type 
printed under the heading: “ Lost,
Found, and Rewards.”

BROKE ADRIFT OR STOLEN,
my canal barge Lillie Lee, from Dox- 
ie’s Pier. North Side. Ten dollars will 
be paid for information leading to re­
covery, and no questions asked, if 
goods are untouched.

Simox Skiulixcs.

“ ‘ Lillie Lee ! ’ ” gasped Miss Hol­
land, looking at Burlingame with amaze­
ment. “ It can’t be possible that 
that— "
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“ Everything is possible. Some things 
aren’t probable,” was the detective’s re­
sponse. “ If this woman in the case 
turns out to be a canal boat ? Gee! I 
had thought of its being a five-cent cigar, 
or a race-horse; but this! ”

“ It can’t be possible, Mr. Bur­
lingame,” declared the confidential clerk.

“ Everything’s possible in this world, 
I tell you,” he said, still laughing.

“ But what could these gentlemen 
have to do with a canal boat? And have 
they run off with it? And why? ”

“ Well, why should the live of them 
have run off with one lady? ” he de­
manded. “ Oh, the canal-boat for mine! 
I’m going to hunt up this Simon Skil­
lings.”

“ It—it’s preposterous! ”
“ So it is. Or would be if there wasn’t 

a single connecting link,” said Burlin­
game, becoming serious again. “ I might 
say two links.”

“ What are they, sir?”
“ Well, I have found out that four 

of these young men who make up the 
roster of your company landed at Bur- 
lingham originally on a canal-boat. Two 
of them worked on the boat, in fact.”

“ Oh, I know all about that. Mr. 
Kessler told me. It is only a coinci­
dence.”

" Yes. A coincidence. One of those 
things we scoff at because they are so 
common. We will pass that up, then. 
But there is another link—and it’s well 
forged in my mind, and was the instant 
that advertisement caught my eye. Do 
you know where the old Doxie Pier is, 
Miss Holland?”

“ Of course not.”
“ It is disused now. The Doxie Soap 

Company has gone out of existence and 
nothing has been done with the plant for 
two or three years.

“ The wharf is on the north side of 
the town, just west of the opening of the 
Centralia & Ohio Canal. Boats often 
used to dock there before the canal traffic 
was knocked out by the railroad combine.

“ They used to discharge the boats 
into the river through the head lock, and 
warp ’em along to Doxie’s plant. 
Humph! Well, that’s ancient history 
that you’re not interested in. What I am 
getting at is, that Doxie’s is in the gas- 
house district. A man walking down

Dolliver Street toward the river would 
come out within half a block of Doxie’s. 
See?” s

“ Mr. Zeigler was last seen there! ”
“ So we understand.”
“ But I can’t imagine why five respec­

table, well-to-do young men, with the 
cares of a business like this on their 
shoulders, should make way with a ca­
nal-boat ! ” she gasped. “ And they were 
all in dress-suits, too! ”

“ I’m not up in social etiquette,” said 
Burlingame grimly, preparing to depart. 
“ Perhaps that is the proper dress to 
wear nowadays when one elopes with a 
canal-boat.”

CHAPTER XIX.
THE TRUMP CARD.

I r was too utterly ridiculous, Mary 
Holland refused to believe it. After the 
detective had gone she laughed, though 
her amusement was not urunixed with 
chagrin.

She had depended so much upon the 
activities of the Hammerton Agency 
man, and he had unearthed this single* 
clue! The name of the woqjgnj, found 
in the scraps of letters to VictorC. Crest 
and Mainwarring Bates was the same 
as that of a certain canal-boat which 
seemed to be missing. Therefore------

“ Well, I always thought that the busi­
ness of detecting crime was left to the 
lowest order of human intellects. Now 
I know it to be true,” she declared, and 
dismissed the detective and his wonderful 
deductions from her mind in favor of 
more important business matters.

She had drawn a sufficient sum from 
the bank to pay one day’s wages to the 
new men Malloy had so recklessly hired; 
but now Stoefel came to her with a 
difficulty.

All day small creditors had been run­
ning into the offices in evident alarm, to 
present their bills, and the bookkeeper 
had met each demand with ready cash.

In some cases the creditors had plainly 
shown how foolish they felt because of 
the “ scare ” which somebody, or some­
thing, had inspired in their minds. They 
acted like the depositors of a bank on 
which there is an unwarranted run; hav­
ing received their money they looked as 
though they wished they hadn’t asked
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for it, especially as Stoefel was particu­
lar to tell them to close up any further 
account they might have against the Bur- 
lingham Company and • bring it in im­
mediately for settlement.

But these drains upon the cash drawer 
had been so great that the bookkeeper, 
confronted with a bill of some size, 
found that he could not pay it out-of- 
hand.

“ What shall I do? Make a check 
for this? The bank is closed now,” said 
he. “ It is Jacobson again. He hasn’t 
been in before to-day, and he has a law­
yer with him, I believe. I think he’s 
been put up to this game.”

“ What is the amount?”
“ Four hundred, and seventy dollars.”
“ And he comes for such an amount 

after banking hours? Send him in here 
to talk to me. I don’t care to have you 
write any checks against our account 
at the bank, excepting those to be paid 
personally to you or myself. That Al- 
lingham is a snake in the grass, I believe; 
I don’t trust him.”

“ Why, Miss Holland! He is one of 
»the foremost business men of our city! ” 
gaspedgStoefel.

“ Thar*? why I don’t trust him,” she re­
turned grimly. “ Send Jacobson to me.”

The plumber came in with a smirk. 
At his elbow was a dapper little fellow 
who looked like a lawyer’s clerk.

“ I don’t want to disoblige a lady, 
miss, but I am a poor man—-a poor 
man,” began the plumber. “ I need the 
money, an’ I ask Mr. Stoefel for it, and 
he say------”

“ You needed the money when you 
■were in yesterday, didn’t you?” she 
asked him sharply.

“ Oh, yes, ma’am.”
“ Why didn’t you come in for it to­

day, then, previous to the closing of the 
bank? We do not keep four hundred 
and seventy dollars lying loose in our 
safe overnight.”

“ Hem! ” said the man at the plumb­
er’s elbow. “ I advise my client to ask 
for a check, then.”

Miss Holland scrutinized this pom­
pous little man before she replied.

“ Who is your friend, Jacobson?” she 
asked finally.

“ He isn’t my friend,” declared the 
plumber, with more haste—-and possibly

more truth—than politeness. “ He’s my 
lawyer, Mr. Abram Krause.”

“ Well, I’d like to know whether I am 
going to conduct this business with you 
or with your lawyer? For if the latter, 
then I will wash my hands of the entire 
affair and Mr. Abram Krause can see 
the Burlingham Company’s counsel, Mr. 
Lemuel Jennessy, and make the best ar­
rangement he can—at your expense—for 
the payment of this account.”

“ Oh, no, ma’am !” cried Jacobson 
eagerly. “ He iss not acting in this case. 
Not at all. It iss merely a friendly feel­
ing on Mr. Krause’s part; he comes mit 
me to see that I justice gets—— ”

Jacobson was forgetting his English 
idioms in his nervousness.

“ See here, Jacobson,” said the confi­
dential clerk, tapping the desk with her 
pencil and staring the writhing plumber 
out of countenance, “ you know very well 
that your account is not due until the 
first of the month. You have no busi­
ness to present it before that time.

“ But you claim to need the money, 
and you can have it—to-morrow morn­
ing. We never pay small accounts by 
check, excepting on the first of the 
month, when we clear up all such claims. 
You have worked for the Burlingham 
Building Company long enough to know 
that.

“ So. if you desire your four hundred 
and seventy dollars—less five per cent, 
because the bill is not yet due—come in 
half an hour after the banks open to­
morrow and Mr. Stoefel will pay you. 
And I think that will be about the last 
account you will ever hold against this 
company. We don’t wish to do busi­
ness with people like you.”

“ Ach! ' This is an outrage! ” cried 
Jacobson, almost weeping. “ Five per 
cent! ”

“ It’s worth it, if you need the money. 
In any case, you get no more work from 
us. Now, go away—and tell those-who 
put you up to this to make up the five 
per cent you have lost by being so pre­
cipitate.”

Jacobson now turned to Krause, whom 
he evidently considered at fault for ad­
vising him in the matter. They went 
out wrangling in bastard German, to the 
vast amusement of the clerks within ear­
shot.
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Miss Holland put this affair down to 
the count against the Sampson Con- 

■ struction Company. One hand moved 
all these puppets working against the in­
terests of the Burlingham Company— 
Malloy and his treachery, the article in 
the Clarion, the bank president’s unfair 
suspicions, the early demands made upon 
the cash drawer for bills not yet due 
according to business usage.

Could she not look to the same source 
as the starting-point of the entire trou­
ble ? She put aside Burlingame and his 
canal-boat clue as childish and puerile, 
and clung more tenaciously to the sus­
picions of J. H. Morehouse which Fred 
Brayman had first audibly expressed.

The afternoon was slipping by rap­
idly, and she had time to be considerably 
worried regarding a certain matter be­
fore Mr. Lafe Porter, the Burlingham 
member of the executive committee of 
the Structural Iron & Bridgeworkers’ 
Association, and the head and front of 
the local union, presented himself before 
her desk.

Were I drawing the ordinarily ac­
cepted picture of the labor agitator, I 
would say that Mr. I.afe Porter wore 
a red vest, his hat cocked at an angle, 
and smoked a black cigar while he talked 
to Miss Holland.

But as this happens to be a character 
taken from life, I will merely explain 
in passing that the representative of the 
Structural Iron & Bridgeworkers’ As­
sociation was a very quietly dressed, 
scholarly looking man, who wore eye­
glasses, spoke quietly, and chose his 
English well, and was really, aside from 
Mr. Lemuel Jennessy, the most polished 
gentleman who had sat beside Miss Hol­
land’s desk during these three days of 
her particular trial.

“ We are not in the habit of treating 
with employees of any concern, Miss 

'Holland,” he observed kindly. “ This 
must explain my delay, as I wished to 
make some necessary inquiries before an­
swering your note, either in person or 
otherwise.

“ Our arrangements with the Bur­
lingham Building Company have always 
been satisfactory—satisfactory, I mean, 
considering the general attitude of the 
employer’s associations toward our un­
ion in this part of the State.

“ I understand that one of your fore­
men, James Malloy, long in your em­
ploy, has a grievance against you, or 
against your methods, and this had to be 
looked into first. There is a peculiar 
situation here, I understand, at present. 
Your officers seem to have disap­
peared.”

“ The officers of the company have 
gone away.”

“ But you know where they are?”
“ That is aside from the matter we 

are to discuss, Mr. Porter,” she told him 
firmly. “ You will find our accounts all 
right at the bank; we owe nobody whom 
we cannot pay; the capital has not been 
withdrawn from the company ; members 
of the families of the officers are cog­
nizant of our affairs, and are willing to 
see me manage the business for the pres­
ent under the advice of Mr. Jennessy, 
our counsel.”

“ Well, well! It looks straight 
enough. Besides, I see that the Clarion 
has withdrawn its statements in this af­
ternoon’s issue. Have you seen the 
apology? ”

“ No. But it was made under threat 
of suit for libel by Mr. Jennessy,” she 
said.

“ That looks better and better ! ” he 
admitted.

“ As for this Malloy—he is a traitor, 
Mr. Porter! He is doing his best to 
ruin the work at the Arcade Building.”

“ That is a bold statement for you 
to make, Miss Holland,” declared the 
union leader.

She explained her reasons for the 
charge, and Mr. Porter listened dis­
creetly.

“ But you cannot discharge the man.”
“ I can and must discharge these men 

he has hired who are not iron work­
ers. It is for the benefit of the union, 
as much as for our own benefit, that I do 
this.”

“ Well—perhaps.”
‘‘ You know it is, sir! ” she cried ear­

nestly.
“ But how do you propose to do it? 

If you discharge them over Malloy’s 
head, Malloy will walk out and call out 
the union men.”

“ You don’t mean to say that lie is a 
bigger man than you in the union?”

Mr. Porter smiled quietly.
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“ He may be a louder talker—and 
talk counts for a lot in moments of ex­
citement. Every man in the union 
knows that if our journeymen are to be 
discharged over the heads of foremen, 
and by people who are really not able 
to judge the merits of the matter ” 
(he let her down as easily as possible 
there), “ that the union idea is endan­
gered.

“ We have fought so hard for recog­
nition by the employers in this section 
that we cannot afford to give up an inch 
we have gained.”

Miss Holland leaned forward and 
transfixed the gentleman with her ear­
nest gaze.

“ Suppose I offer you an advantage 
which the union has never yet obtained 
from any employer in Burlingham ? ” 
she demanded.

He looked at her keenly. “ You 
mean2-----”

She whispered several phrases into his 
ear that the neighboring clerks might not 
overhear. Mr, Porter’s face remained 
unchanged, but his eyes sparkled sud­
denly.

“ You will—er—sign an agreement 
now to that effect, Miss Holland?”

I  will sign it—yes. But, remember, 
my name is worth nothing after our of­
ficers come back and Mr. Guild, or some 
other properly qualified superintendent 
of construction, takes charge.-

“ I can only agree to fulfil the con­
tract while I manage the business, and 
promise to do my best to have it con­
tinued by my—my successor.”

Mr. Sprter actually laughed.
“ Your name will- be worth nothing, 

eh?” he cried. “ I’ll show you, Miss 
Holland, how much I think it is worth 
—what weight I consider it will have 
■with your corporation when Mr. Crest 
and the others return.

“ I’ll take your word for this—your 
verbal promise. I don’t need your signa­
ture. And let me shake hands with you, 
Miss Holland,” he added, rising.

“. I admire your qualities as a business 
woman. You are as shrewd as I often 
meet them—fair, too. Go ahead and 
spring your mine upon Jim Malloy—and 
I ’ll be there to see that you get fair 
play! ”

He bowed over her hand courteously

and took his departure, leaving Mary 
Holland flushed with pride and satis­
faction.

CHAPTER XX.
NIPPED IN THE BUD,

Young Morry had been hanging 
about her desk and “ making eyes ” at 
her for an hour, and busy as she was 
this so got on her nerves that finally she 
had to demand of him pointblank what 
he wanted.

“ You watch me like a cat, and you’re 
always stuttering and stammering when 
you address me. What do you want, 
child?” she demanded.

“ I guess you won’t listen to anything 
1 say,” he returned gloomily. “ You and 
that detective don’t want me no more, 
I can see that. But I know a thing or 
two, I do 1 ”

“ If you know anything, I ’m glad,” 
she returned tartly. “ What is i t? ”

“ It’s about that feller that lost the 
canal-boat.”

“ Humph! So you were listening, 
were you? ” she said sharply.

“ Umph! ” with a nod of his curly 
head. “ I got a paper and looked. I 
thought I knew the name.”

“ What name? The canal-boat’s 
name? ”

“ No’m. Mr. Skillings, ma’am. Si­
mon Skillings, the paper says. I knowed 
I’d heard the name. Miss Holland,” 
whispered Morry.

“ Well, for pity’s sake, who is the 
man? Mr. Burlingame’s gone to find 
him now, I believe—though it’s all fool­
ishness 1 ’’

“ I don’t know him, ma’am.”
“ I thought you just told me you 

did? ” she cried.
“ No’m. I said I knowed the name.

I meant I ’d heard it before. And— 
don’t you remember when that drunken, 
man was in this morning—that Cap’n 
Horrocks that made us all laugh so, Miss 
Holland ? ”

“ For mercy’s sake! I never thought 
of it. He did say something about a man 
named Skillings.”

“ Yes’m. I heard him.”
“ Can it be possible that the lost canal- 

boat really has something to do with 
this mystery after all? Did I have an
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explanation of it right at hand this 
morning, and did not know enough to 
grasp it ? ”

This she said to herself, while Morry 
watched her with his beadlike ey.es.

“ Dear me, Morry! How can we 
find that Captain Horrocks? I don’t 
know how to reach Mr. Burlingame. I 
never mentioned that funny old man to 
him.”

“ No’m. I know you didn’t. Lemme 
find that sea captain, will you? ”

“ What can you do toward finding the 
man? ”

“ I kin try, Miss Holland,” cried the 
boy eagerly. “ Just you lemme try! I 
know where those sort of men hang out 
along the wharves. I ’ll find somebody 
who knows him, and will tell me where 
he lives. Then I’ll run back and tell 
you.”

“ You know a good deal that a boy 
shouldn’t, I believe, Morry,” she said 
gravely. “ I don’t know about letting 
you go to such places.”

“ Huh! Nothin’ will hurt me. Men 
don’t pay no more attention to boys like 
me than they do to flies—’nless we git in 
their way. Then they swear at us. You 
lemme go, Miss Holland!”

But something besides his pleading 
urged her to say yes. Her curiosity and 
wonder were aroused. Was there really 
another link in the chain which Bur­
lingame seemed to think was being 
forged between the lost canal-boat and 
the missing men?

She wanted to know the truth or fal­
sity of the suspicions so suddenly aroused 
in her mind, and Morry’s proposal was 
too tempting to resist. The instant he 
saw her decision dawning in the expres­
sion of her face, he seized his cap and 
ran out.

“ If I don’t find out before the office 
closes, I ’ll come to your house, Miss 
Holland,” he whispered shrilly, before 
disappearing.

“ There! the little rascal only wanted 
to get away for the rest of the afternoon. 
I’ll bet there is a ball-game somewhere! ” 
exclaimed this very proper young lady. 
“ I wish—I wish I  could run away as 
easily and go to a ball-game—or some­
thing ! ”

But it was nothing like a ball-game 
that turned up to take her hastily from

the office a few minutes'later. It was a 
message from Brayman over the ’phone.

“ For heaven’s sake, Miss Holland, 
tell me what to do? The men are all 
going to strike. Malloy has been talking 
to them all day, and he’s undermined the 
whole lot of them, I believe.

“ Everything’s at a standstill. I 
haven’t done anything to the scoundrel, 
because you forbade me. But I wish 
I ’d sent him to the hospital this morn­
ing along with that fellow who had his 
leg smashed.”

“ Your judgment has not improved, I 
see, Mr. Brayman,” she replied sarcastic­
ally. “ I’ll be over immediately,” and 
she hung up the receiver without further 
delay.

She took with her the money she had 
drawn from the bank that afternoon for 
the especial purpose of paying off the 
men she had determined must be dis­
charged. Matters had finally come to 
that pass where the trump card which 
she had shown Mr. Porter in secret must 
be played openly to beat Malloy—if it 
could!

Aye. there was the rub! It might not 
turn the trick after all. What influ­
ence Malloy might have over the old em­
ployees of the company she could not 
know until it came to the pinch.

He was an old figure in the Burling- 
ham trade. He had worked for the 
Sampson Company before Guild and his 
associates came into the town at all. He 
had left the Sampson Company with 
Guild, and had probably hired most of 
the old and regular employees of the 
new building corporation.

If, having turned traitor to his em­
ployers with the expectation of going 
back to his former job with the Samp­
son Company, he had promised the Bur- 
lingham Company’s regular men work 
there likewise, Malloy’s influence, she 
krfew. could not be easily combated.

Work really was at a standstill when 
she reached the Arcade site. Brayman 
met her with flushed face and plain evi­
dences of wrath.

“ You don’t realize what you have put 
upon me here, Miss Holland! ” he burst 
out at once. “ I have no standing with 
the men—I am merely a spotter; and 
then you question my judgment and good 
sense.
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“ I want you to understand that I have 
handled bigger gangs of men than this 
before I ever heard of Buriingham. or any 
of its two-for-a-cent building companies; 
but a man with his hands tied by a— 
by a------”

“ By a woman?” she suggested, in a 
honeyed tone that her looks belied.

“ It doesn’t matter whether it be a 
woman or a man, as long as the person 
doing the tying knows practically noth­
ing about the business.” he returned 
grimly, and this time refusing to drop his 
gaze before her.

“ So you have revolted, too, have 
you?” she observed with scorn, and 
pushed on to where she saw Malloy, red 
faced and with swinging arms, addres­
sing the crowd of workmen.

But Brayman was after her at once.
“ You mustn’t go over there alone, 

Miss Holland! ” he cried in sudden fear.
“ I’m in less danger without a hothead 

like you in my train,” she declared.
“ No, you’re not. I'm going with you,” 

and he picked up a long-handled wrench 
and set out doggedly in her footsteps.

As she passed one of the engines she 
beckoned to the engineer.

“ Mr. Fitzpatrick, blow your whistle 
until you see me raise my hand for si­
lence. I ’ve got to talk to those men.”

“ Glory be, miss! ” muttered the engi­
neer. “ But it’s you thot has the pluck ■! ”

She pushed her way with apparent un­
concern into the crowd. The shrill voice 
of the whistle instantly drowned Mal­
loy’s words, and caused every man to 
turn to find out what it meant.

They saw Miss Holland approaching 
and made a lane for her to the spot 
where the foreman stood.

“ W hat! ” cried Malloy, and although 
his voice was drowned, she read the 
words on his lips. “ Has this damned 
petticoat come here again? ”

Some of the rougher men laughed. AH 
seemed to talk at once. But the whistle 
made most of the comment inaudible.

When she knew she had gained their 
attention she turned and signaled Fitz­
patrick. The whistle stopped so sud­
denly that she began to speak before 
Malloy had recovered from his surprise.

“ As I told you this morning, men, I 
have come to weed out the recently hired 
employees of the Buriingham Building

Company. I find that Malloy has been 
hiring hands haphazard, without regard 
to their fitness for the work, or ■ their 
knowledge of the trade. One accident 
has resulted from this already. I am 
ready to pay every new man his day’s 
wage. Those who are not iron workers 
by trade cannot remain here another day. 
I mean exactly what I say! ”

“ Listen to the girl, boss! ” yelled 
Malloy. “ Don’t ye mind her! ”

He might have said more, but Bray­
man was right beside him. The young 
man hissed something into the ear of the 
foreman and the latter subsided in­
stantly.

Miss Holland, without paying the 
least attention to this byplay, went on:

“ The Buriingham Building Company 
want journeymen structural ironworkers 
and bridge builders. We want men who 
understand their business and who have 
a standing among their mates that cannot 
be disputed.

“ Those of you who answer the^e 
qualifications know that an attempt to 
make you work with greenhorns endan­
gers your lives—and endangers the life 
of your union! ”

She had hit the keynote there. A mur­
mur went up from the listening throng. 
Somebody cried: “ Go on! ” and then 
there fell silence again.

“ I will tell you now that I have 
agreed to a new rule of the union and 
it is a rule which I shall adhere to as 
long as I am acting manager of this 
business.”

There was a laugh here, but it was 
quickly quelled. The men were inter­
ested.

“ And I shall endeavor to have the 
rule continued in force after Mr. Guild 
returns. That rule is that no new man 
can hereafter be engaged to work for 
us on this, or any other building, as a 
structural ironworker, who does not carry 
a card from the Structural Iron & 
Bridge workers’ Association.

“ That does not mean that we shall 
take any and all men whom the union 
may send us; we shall select our em­
ployees as before. But only such men as 
carry the card of your union shall be en­
gaged, unless the supply of union men 
should fail.”

She was interrupted by a roar of
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voices. It was plain that she had flung 
a bomb in their midst. The union men 
were cheering, while those who were out­
side the trade, and knew they had no 
business here, showed their discontent.

Malloy, his face ablaze, leaped to the 
front.

“ She can’t do i t ! she hasn’t the 
power! She’s foolin’ youse! ” he 
shouted.

It was another hand than Brayman’s 
that put the foreman suddenly aside. A 
quiet gentleman, wearing eyeglasses and 
a flower in his buttonhole, stepped 
squarely hefoM the mouthing foreman.

“ Porter ! Eafe Porter ! ” went up the 
cry.

The labor leader smiled. When the 
noise subsided he said quietly:

“ Friends, I am here to say that ‘ she 
can do i t ! ’ Miss Holland has satisfied 
me that she means what she says, and 
that her word is to be taken by us as 
final. And no man,” he swung suddenly 
and pointed a long finger at Malloy, 
“ can remain a good union man and try 
to balk her effort to establish this rule.”

He said something else to Malloy, but 
nobody heard it except the foreman him­
self. That wilted conspirator sullenly 
obeyed the command by coming forward 
once more and saying:

“ The old men on the job, and the 
other union men, can go back to work. 
These others will be paid off,” and then 
he turned his back on the men he had 
hired to accomplish the secret purpose.

“ Mr. Brayman will attend to the pay­
ing off,” added Miss Holland calmly, 
handing the money to the young man.

“ And you can find somebody else for 
my job, miss,” said Malloy, with lower­
ing gaze. “ I’m through.”

“ Very well. I will take your resig­
nation under consideration, Mr. Malloy,” 
she replied, and walked quickly away.

When she reached the street she heard 
many of the men cheering again, and 
she knew that this time they were cheer­
ing her.

CHAPTER XXI.
WHERE IT ALL STARTED.

M r. P orter appeared besjde her be­
fore she was a block away. He was 
smiling cheerfully, but he had a serious

word to say to her; and although that 
word was the drop that embittered her 
cup of satisfaction, she was wise enough 
to accept it in the friendly spirit in 
which it was spoken.

So she entered the offices and sat down 
at her desk in a very grave frame of 
mind. For some time she remained with 
her hands in her lap, doing nothing but 
thinking of the words of the labor leader, 
knowing that they voiced her own best 
judgment.

Should she yield to what she knew 
was wise, and for the betterment of the 
corporation? Or should she allow her 
own petty spite to darken her clear sight 
and good sense?

Perhaps a harder struggle had not 
gone on in her mind since she first ac­
cepted this burden of responsibility. 
Finally she shook herself, muttering:

“ It seems to me as though I have 
done nothing, from the beginning, but 
give in to that man! And I dislike him 
—I hate him .' ”

But when she called a stenographer 
to her and dictated the following order 
for immediate transcription, her face and 
manner was calm:

Until further published notice, Mr. 
Brayman will have complete and en­
tire charge and oversight of the work 
on and about this building. Foremen 
and others will look to him for orders. 
T he B u r l i n g h a m  B u i l d i n g  C o m p a n y .

This was typewritten and she had it 
taken at once to the Arcade site and 
posted where it would be read by all the 
workmen.

* He’ll think I’ve done it because I’m 
afraid he’ll resign in the middle of the 
mess,” she told herself. “ But I don’t 
care. It is the right thing to do—the 
best thing for the company’s interests. 
I’m not running this to please myself, 
goodness knows ! I—I just don’t know 
what I am running it for. I guess,” site 
added.

The hour of closing came and neither 
the detective nor Morry had returned, 
so she went home in much perturbation 
of mind over the mysterious canal-boat, 
Lillie Lee. and the old man who called 
himself 11 Cap’n Joe.”

Heretofore she had been glad to get 
home at night. Home meant a refuge



362 THE ARGOSY.

from the trials and objectionable work 
of the office.

But now her responsibilities followed 
her, and she was “ hard ridden by de 
black dawg,” according to Florida. “ Dat 
chile done got sumpin’ on her mind,” de­
clared the black woman to Mrs. Hol­
land.

Kate looked wise and nodded across 
the table, as though to say: “ And /
know what it is ! ” and Mary, remember­
ing her younger sister’s accusation of the 
morning, actually blushed.

That blush made her angry, and she 
was snappy to everybody all through 
dinner, and called Florida a foolish old 
woman for suggesting “ a cup ob sas’fras 
tea ”—the old servant cure-all for every 
childish physical and mental ill.

Mary Holland’s nerves were really in 
sad need of a tonic of some kind, for she 
started at every sound, and a dozen times 
between dinner and eight o’clock went 
to the window or door.

She was really hoping against hope 
that either the detective or Morry would 
come; but Kate had her own ideas, and 
she finally slipped out by the side door 
and was out when the doorbell was fi­
nally rung.

It was Morry, flushed, dirty, and eager.
“ And hungry, too, I’ll be bound! ” 

exclaimed Miss Holland, looking at the 
boy commiseratingly.

“ Well, ma’am, I ain’t had the time 
to go home for supper. It was special 
business you sent me on, ma’am. I knew 
you’d want to hear.”

“ Did you find the man?”
“ I found out where Cap’ll Josephus 

Horrocks lives—yes, ma’am.”
“ Come out to the kitchen and have 

your supper, and you can tell me about 
it there,” she said, and so they invaded 
Florida’s quarters, greatly to that per­
son’s disgust.

“ Tell me first of all, Morry,” Miss 
Holland began, “ did you see anybody 
hanging about the front of the house 
here? ”

The boy looked up with that birdlike 
tilt of his head, his beadlike eyes snap­
ping.

“ I ain’t seen a livin’ soul, ma’am,” he 
affirmed.

“ Sure? Nobody in a long coat and 
slouch hat?”

He jerked his head from side to side 
emphatically, with his mouth full. Fi­
nally he sputtered out: “ There ain’t
nobody there—sure ! ”

“ Well, what did you learn about Hor­
rocks ? ”

“ Why, I didn’t find him. I guess 
lie’s gone on a toot. They say he does 
once in a while.”

“ So I should judge.”
“ He’s an old canal man. He used 

to be cap’n of a boat. He lives with his 
daughter ’way over on the North Com­
mons. I know the house. Sundays, we 
boys go up that way fishin’. an’ sky­
larkin’.” '

“ Can we get there to-night? His 
daughter will be at home, I suppose?” 

“ Oh, yes. She’s his housekeeper. 
She’ll be there.”

“ Are you sure you can find it in the 
evening? ”

“ Why, sure! You take the Fifth 
Street line and change at Margaret 
Street, an’----- ”

“ Hurry and finish your supper,” she 
interposed, “ and we’ll go. I’ll make 
this all right with you, Morry.”

The boy grinned as she turned away 
and one of his grimy hands sought his 
trousers’ pockets where now tivo half 
dollars reposed. Miss Holland went up­
stairs to put on her hat and wrap. As 
she came down Kate was just returning 
from her ramble.

The younger sister almost ran down 
the older on the stairs.

“ Oh, May! ” she gasped,
“ Where have you been, Kitty? ” de­

manded Miss Holland, with gravity.
“ I’ve seen him. I know who he is 

now. You—you’ve been fooling me,
Miss Smartie! ”

“ What do you mean?” cried Miss 
Holland.

“ You know whom I mean. And-you 
are going out to meet him now, I do be­
lieve. Oh, aren’t you sly! ”

“ Kitty! If you repeat such a thing 
to me again. I shall surely tell mother. 
I don’t know hut I shall tell her, any­
way, as soon as I get back.”

“ So you are going out? ”
“ I am,” her sister returned coldly, and 

passed on.
But her heart was beating with some­

thing like fear. What did Kate’s excite­
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ment mean? Had she seen the shadow 
again? Yet Morry had declared he saw 
nobody as he came in.

She went quietly to the side door, 
slipped out, and crept through the gar­
den to a point where she could see up 
and down the street. No suspicious per­
son lingered within her view.

So, shaking off this disturbed feeling, 
she went back, found Morry finishing his 
supper with a monstrous wedge of pie, 
and together they left the house, hurry­
ing toward the Fifth Street corner.

Again and again Miss Holland turned 
her head to see if they were being fol­
lowed.

“ Are you sure you see nothing of that 
m an?” she questioned her escort again.

“ Sure!” declared Morry, grinning in 
the dark.

The traitor knew very well that the 
shadow had gone on before.

It was a pleasant summer evening, 
but almost starless. When they left the 
Margaret Street car at its terminal, there 
was nearly a mile to walk—up the river 
road and then, when they reached the 
cut where the gravel pits lay, a climb 
up a steep bank and so, by a footpath, 
over the high common toward the scat­
tered lights of a few small cottages far 
back from the highway.

Miss Holland had recovered her nerve 
and chatted cheerfully with her escort. 
She had seen no suspicious-looking per­
son in the cars, nor on the street; and 
the Margaret Street line cars ran so sel­
dom that she did not believe any ill-dis­
posed person would try to follow her on 
the car behind the one she had secured.

From the high ridge of the common 
she glanced back once to the highway, 
shadowy and uncertain, winding town- 
ward. A carriage was coming swiftly 
along the road, the hoofs of the horses 
ringing smartly on the macadam.

It stopped at the gravel pits below the 
hill and she did not hear it again as she 
passed on with Morry to the house which 
he pointed out as being the domicile of 
the wooden-legged old canal man, Cap­
tain Horrocks.

Morry knocked and almost instantly 
a young woman came to the door, shad­
ing an oil lamp in'her hand.

“ Is this Miss Horrocks?” Mary 
asked quickly.

“ For the land’s sake! I thought it 
might be the captain. Yes, I’m Etta 
Horrocks. Won’t you come in? ”

“ You can wait out her, Morry,” said 
Miss Holland decidedly, and followed 
the captain’s daughter into the house.

It was a tiny place, but the room into 
which Miss Etta ushered her visitor was 
neatly kept and, indeed, rather tastefully 
furnished. But the hostess gave Miss 
Holland little time to scrutinize her sur­
roundings.

“ You’ve the advantage of me, miss,” 
she said, eying the visitor sharply after 
placing her in a chair. “ I never saw you 
before.”

“ My name is Holland, Miss Hor­
rocks.”

“ And I never heard of you before.”
“ I am the confidential clerk io r the 

Burlingham Building Company. Your
father was in there to-day----- ”

“ Ah! I suspected it. He’s a horrid 
old m an! ” declared Miss Etta, nodding 
her head emphatically. “ I can’t keep 
him straight now that we’re on land. 
Afloat, it was different.”

“ Afloat? ”
“ Before we left the canal, Miss Hol­

land. He was captain of a canal-boat. 
1 always went with him. Mother used,” 
she said simply.

“ I came to see you----- ”
“ About keeping him away from your 

offices, I s’pose? I knew how ’twould be 
if he got down into town. And Mr. 
Crest an’ the rest of them have been so 
kind, too.”

“ It isn’t that at all, Miss Horrocks. 
If I had known that your father was 
talking about when he came in to-day, 
I should have been glad to see him. But 
I didn’t.”

“ What he was talking about? ”
“ The Lillie Lee. The canal-boat 

that------”
“ Oh, Skillings’ boat that Mr. Crest 

and the others hired the other night ? 
You don’t mean to say t h e y  know what 
has become of i t? ”

Evidently the situation was getting 
tangled, and Miss Holland at once en­
tered into a detailed explanation. What 
she learned in return explained a part 
of the mystery which had been puzzling 
her so for three days past.

Miss Etta, who was a most practical

»
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young woman, put it plainly and briefly 
thus:

“ Why, we’ve known those boys since 
they first came • to Burlingham, Mr, 
Zeigler and Guild longer than that. 
They were hands on our boat, before 
father gave up canal-boating and settled 
down here.

“ Of course, we didn’t know Mr. 
Bates till afterward. The first year af­
ter the four came to town, father still 
had his boat. It was moored down to 
Doxie’s, and they came down and took 
dinner with us, and brought Mr. Bates 
with them—or Mr. Crest brought him.

“ Then they made up a sort of society, 
agreeing to meet once a year, on the an­
niversary of their arrival here (they land­
ed from father’s boat, you know) and 
have a plain dinner such as I could cook.

“ These dinners were to be held on 
some canal-boat. If they got rich they 
■were to have champagne after it. If 
they didn’t get rich, as Mr. Zeigler said, 
the dinner would be a godsend to them, 
for if I do say it, my cookin’ is satis­
fying !

“ When father sold his boat they ar­
ranged with him each year to find an­
other that was tied up for that night. 
I guess Mr. Crest rather tired of the 
anniversary; but Mr. Zeigler and Mr. 
Kessler didn’t.

“ I cooked the dinner this year, and 
fixed it in Simon Skillings’ boat down 
at Doxie’s, and father looked after it till 
the young men came. I know he saw 
them go aboard—he said so------”

"But the letters?” interrupted Miss 
Holland.

“ Oh, yes. I wrote ’em. They called 
me their ‘ scribe.’ I typewrite for a gro- 
cerman up yonder on the hill afternoons, 
and some of the letters I wrote up there, 
and some down here. I notified them all 
according as Mr. Zeigler told me. Yes, 
I marked ’em so they’d know what they 
was, and not give ’em to clerks to open.”

“ But,” cried the confidential clerk, in 
amazement, “ what became of the five 
men after they went aboard the Lillie 
Lee? And what has become of the boat 
itself? ”

“ For the land’s sake! Don’t ask 
m e!” cried Miss Etta. "Those poor 
young men—as nice fellows as ever I 
see. It’s dreadful! ”

Nothing really bad could have hap­
pened,” Miss Holland said doubtfully. 
“ The boat couldn’t have been sunk there 
at the wharf?”

“ Ain’t water enough scarcely to float 
her at Doxie’s, let alone sink her.”

“ Then the boat’s been taken off some­
where, and they are prisoners aboard 
her.”

“ My goodness gracious! do you think 
so? Why, if the Lillie Lee had gone 
up the canal again we, or Simon Skil­
lings, would have heard about it.”

“ Then somo enemy with a river tug 
has captured the canal-boat and towed 
it away, with the five aboard. It is a 
plot to ruin the Burlingham Building 
Company—I know it is. I—I have be­
lieved it from the first.” This was hard 
for Mary Holland to say, even if Fred 
Brayman was not within earshot.

But she felt that she had made a great 
and important discovery. If she could 
only see Mr. Burlingame and start him 
upon the right track.

She was sure that the five officers of 
the building company, while holding 
their little banquet in the canal-boat, had 
been captured by the enemy and, canal- 
boat and all, spirited away. Who that 
enemy was, she did not stop to state to 
Miss Horrocks.

“ If we can help you in any way, Miss 
Holland, just let me know,” declared the 
captain’s daughter, from the door of the 
cottage. “ The captain will be sober 
to-morrow all right.”

“ Thank you.” and Mary Holland 
turned to find Morry in the dusk of the 
summer night. But although she called 
his name several times, the boy did not 
appear.

" The little rascal! ” she reflected. 
“ He has grown tired and gone home. 
Well, I know the way,” and she tripped 
swiftly over the common toward the pub­
lic highway leading into town.

Her mind v'as so busy with the dis­
coveries of the past few minutes that she 
did not think to be frightened until, run­
ning down the steep path to the road by 
the gravel pits, she plunked squarely into 
the arms of a burly figure that seemed to 
have been waiting for her.

She screamed, and sought to tear her­
self away from him, but the man hung 
on.
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“ I’ve got her! ” he growled, evidently 
to a companion at no great distance. 
“ Bring up the carriage. Ha! stop that, 
ye little wildcat! ”

With one hand he seized both her 
wrists and she was helpless. She knew 
who it was. It was Jim Malloy.

Her mind was active enough then. She 
knew what this seizure meant. The old 
foreman was acting in concert with the 
parties who had captured the officers of 
the Burlingham Building Company.

She would be made a captive now, and 
the young corporation certainly would be 
at the mercy of its rivals!

She screamed—once, twice ! Then 
Malloy’s other hand was slapped over 
her mouth with cruel force. She almost 
fainted with pain and fright.

A closed carriage suddenly loomed be­
fore her and another man leaped down 
from the driver’s seat to come to Mal­
loy’s assistance. But ere the second vil­
lain reached the struggling girl an evi­
dently unexpected person took a hand in 
the proceedings.

There was the thunder of feet on the 
steep path behind them, and Miss Hol­
land heard the impact of the blow which 
reached Malloy’s neck. She was released 
as the man fell to the road with a fright­
ened cry.

She herself was caught in another’s 
arms before she quite slipped to the road­
way, and Brayman’s trembling voice 
said:

“ Oh, by Jove! I hit him after a ll!”
But the blow had not been a proper 

one. Malloy scrambled to his feet and 
ran like a scared rabbit. The horses, too, 
frightened by the disturbance, broke into 
a gallop and tore down the road, town- 
ward, leaving the second conspirator 
standing in the middle of the street.

“ Morehouse, by thunder! ” exclaimed 
Fred Brayman, still bracing the girl with 
one arm. “ 1 thought you’d be up to 
another dirty trick. I guess we’ve balked 
you this time.”

“ But he knows where Mr. Crest and 
the others are—I know he does! ” cried 
Mary Holland hysterically.

“ And he’ll be made to tell after this 
night’s work,” declared Brayman. “ Oh, 
we’ve got you dead to rights, More­
house.”

The vice-president of the H. B. Samp­

son Construction Company had rapidly 
recovered his nerve. He struck a match 
and coolly lighted a cigar.

“ Well,” he said, with a nasty laugh, 
“ you’ll have a nice time proving any­
thing against me. I happened along the 
road in my carriage, heard the girl 
scream, jumped out, and find her in your 
arms. A—er—lovely spot for two sweet­
hearts to hold a tryst, I must say.”

“ Oh ! ” Miss Holland broke away 
from Brayman’s restraining arm. “ Do 
you hear him?” she cried, stamping her 
foot. “ You—you—oh, Mr. Brayman ! 
strike him for that."

“ No,” said. Fred Brayman quietly. “ I 
won’t strike him. If I hit the cur I 
might kill him. We’ll just go along to 
the car, Miss Holland. I ’ll see you 
home. We’ll attend to Mr. Morehouse 
in the morning.”

And so, having disobeyed her in pun­
ishing Malloy, he disobeyed her again 
in not punishing this other. Brayman 
offered her his arm, which, after a mo­
ment’s hesitanjv, she meekly took, and 
they walked away toward the city.

CHAPTER XXII.
WHO WINS?

Mrs. H olland was waiting up for 
Mary upon her return. The younger 
girls had evidently been sent to bed that 
she might have a quiet chat with her 
eldest daughter.

“ I have always encouraged you chil­
dren to confide in me, dear,” the mother 
said, when Mary sat down beside her in 
the little parlor. “ Everything about 
yourselves, I mean.

“ Of course, business is different. I 
don’t expect to understand the world, 
and the work you have to do, dear. But 
more particular things—your friends, 
and—and anybody whom you have an in­
terest in----- ”

Mary’s head dropped to her mother’s
shoulder. She was glad there was no 
light, for she felt that her cheeks were 
on fire.

“ There isn’t anybody, Mumsie!” she 
cried.

“ Are you sure, daughter?"
“ Well, I don’t want there should 

b e !” she declared, almost angrily.
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“ Who is this Mr. Brayman? Kitty 
says she has met him at a friend’s. They 
say he built a railroad bridge in Mexico 
and another in Manitoba—that he is a 
very smart young man. Are—are you
ashamed of him?”

“ Why, mumsie, I-—I couldn’t be 
ashamed of him,” she cried. “ I—I 
really don’t know him well enough.” 

And, as “ mumsie ” was a very wise 
woman in her way, nothing more was 
said regarding the Burlingham Building 
Company’s general utility man.

Mary Holland did her -best not to 
think of him, either. She was more than 
half sure that Morry had betrayed her to 
Brayman; but she was glad he had been 
on hand at the gravel pits, just the same.

" I’ll have to pay the boy for it,” she 
tolcf herself; “ but I ’ll never trust him 
again, the little rascal! ”

In the morning, however, so many 
things happened, and began to happen so 
soon after her arrival at the office, that 
she could pay no particular attention 
to Master Finkelstein.

First of all, Etta Horrocks came in 
to see her- in great excitement before she 
had had a chance to go through the 
morning’s mail.

“ I got word from Cap’n Joe,” she be­
gan. “ It seems he isn’t drinking so 
much, after all. He’s off with some de­
tective hunting for that canal-boat.”

This delighted Miss Holland, for it 
showed that Burlingame was at last on 
the right trail. A little later Brayman 
telephoned in from his place near the 
Arcade Building that he had learned on 
good authority that J. H. Morehouse had 
started for the East, and was expected 
to spend several months in Europe.

“ Shall we stop him ?” Brayman 
asked.

“ No! let him go. I ’m only too glad 
to know that he is out of the way,” the 
acting manager of the Burlingham Com­
pany answered.

Business went on smoothly after that 
until about noon a wire came from Bur­
lingame, sent from a little town up the 
river:

On track of Lillie Lee. Will have 
her before night.

Although this w>as the only word re­
ceived from the detective that day, Maryi

Holland went home with a lightened 
heart. Part of the way Brayman walked 
with her. It seemed that he boarded only 
a block or two from the cottage on 
Grant Avenue.

The fact made it quite reasonable for 
him to drop over later in -the evening, 
waving a telegram in his hand.

“ They’ve got home! ” he cried. 
“ This is from Vic Crest. See here:

“ All safe and sound. See you in
morning. Tell Miss Holland.”

He read this gaily and then quickly 
crumpled the paper and threw it away. 
He only stopped a minute—just long 
enough to be introduced to “ mumsie ” 
and the girls. But after he had gone 
Kate rescued the despatch from the 
wastepaper-basket and gravely unfolded 
it.

“ Just as I thought!” she exclaimed 
wdth disgust. “ I never saw such sly 
people. That last sentence wasn’t there 
at all. Mr. Crest didn’t say anything 
about his telling Miss Holland!”

Mary ran up to her room then, and 
heard no more of her younger sister’s 
comments that evening.

She did not hurry to arrive early at 
the office the following day. Oh, it was 
good, after all, to know that some of the 
responsibility of the business would rest 
on other shoulders. She didn’t feel like 
a business woman at all this morning.

Crest, Bates, Kessler, and Zeigler were 
there when she came in. They welcomed 
her so warmly that she felt like crying 
instead of laughing at the predicament 
in which they had been placed for three 
days.

The door of the canal-boat cabin had 
been nailed up while they were enjoy­
ing themselves, it seemed, and their first 
warning of treachery came when they 
felt the boat in motion. They could not 
get out, and there was nobody on the 
boat with them.

The Lillie Lee had been unmoored, a 
hawser passed from her bows to a tug, 
and the old canal-boat was towed miles 
up the river and left in a lonely creek 
where they might not have been found 
for a fortnight had it not been for Bur­
lingame and Captain Joe.

Fortunately, Miss Etta’s “ satisfying ” 
viands had supplied the cravings of their
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hunger, and perhaps their generous sup­
ply of wine had kept up their spirits. 
Though, naturally, they had suspected 
the reason for the trick and feared that 
the Arcade contracts would be broken, 
or something else quite as destructive to 
the business might happen during their 
absence.

But their delight at the way in which 
the confidential clerk had conducted mat­
ters was expressed in no measured terms. 
That is, all expressed this delight but 
Guild.

When Cronin F. Guild came in from a 
visit to the Arcade site, where he found 
Brayman in 'charge, his face was like a 
thundercloud. His four associates and 
Miss Holland were in the president’s 
office.

“ This is a pretty mess! ” exclaimed 
the superintendent of construction, glar­
ing at the girl. “ By heavens! if we had 
been gone another day, she would have 
ruined us.

“ Do you know what she’s done? 
Held up the work; thrown out a whole 
carload of steel; and discharged Malloy, 
our best and oldest foreman. On top 
of that, by thunder! she’s sold us out 
to the union so that we’re completely in 
Lafe Porter’s power.”

“ Oh, not quite so bad as all that, I 
guess, Guild,” said Crest quietly.

“ I tell you, yes. What have I always 
said about having a girl in her position, 
anyway? P ah !”

“ Come! ” exclaimed Bates, with some 
heat, “ try to behave like a gentleman. 
I don’t like you, Cronin Guild, and 
you’re getting on my nerves.”

“ Sh! ” advised Crest, still softly. 
“ We’ll take up these charges one by one.

“ Malloy. I understand, discharged 
himself. He resigned. I have Mr. Por­
ter’s word for it. And he has left the 
city, anyway, for he is a blackleg and 
might find himself in jail if he re­
mained.

“ The men he hired and who were 
discharged were not journeymen iron­
workers. The agreement Miss Holland 
has made with Mr. Porter I shall vote to 
continue. I think it both wise and just.”

“ But that load of steel she threw 
out—-—”

Miss Holland here spoke in her own 
defense.

“ I understand that every piece of steel 
going into that Arcade Building is to 
bear the stamp of the inspectors.”

“ Oh, I knew all about this stuff. It’s 
all right.”

“ The mill would make no explanation 
to me.”

“ Well, they wrote to me about it, I 
suppose. 1 knew all about it,” Guild 
said, rather lamely.

‘‘ Have you this letter of explana­
tion? ” asked Crest.

“ No. I don’t find any letter in my 
mail,” grumbled Guild.

Miss Holland stepped out for a mo­
ment and brought back the still un­
opened letter addressed to him, bearing 
the card of No. 2 Mill on the envelope.

“ Is this i t? ” she asked.
Guild seized it.
“ What are you doing with my private 

correspondence?” he demanded with an 
oath.

“ By Jove! I’ll have to hit that cad! ” 
exclaimed Mainwarring Bates.

Crest held up his hand.
“ No officer or employee of this com­

pany can have private correspondence 
with any concern with whom the Bur- 
lingham Building Company does busi­
ness. Will you let us see that letter, Mr. 
Guild?”

Guild hesitated. Crest turned to Miss 
Holland.

“ We will excuse you, Miss Holland,” 
he said pointedly, and the confidential 
clerk, being a woman, rather pitied the 
superintendent of construction as she 
went back to her own desk.

There was a little impromptu dinner 
that night in the offices of the Burling- 
ham Building Company. Crest insisted 
upon Miss Holland remaining, and she 
had to send a note home to her mother 
explaining her delay.

“ Why, it would be like the play of 
“ Hamlet ” with Hamlet left out, if you 
were not here, Miss Holland,” Zeigler 
assured her. “ This is in your honor.”

But it was Victor Crest who toasted 
her.

“ To Miss Holland, because she’s a 
woman, and therefore w'e must respect 
her; but here’s to her again, because she’s 
proved that a woman’s every whit as 
good as a man in an emergency, so we 
admire her! ”
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“ My sentiments! ” exclaimed Main- 
warring Bates.

“ She’s a brick! ” declared Kessler.
“ If there wasn’t already a Mrs. Zeig- 

ler—and the finest woman God ever 
made,” began the fat treasurer; but they 
howled him down.

Guild was not present. Stoefel drank 
the toast as he did everything else— 
apologetically. They looked to Bray- 
man.

He shook his head.
“ The toast belittles woman, Mr. 

Crest,” he said soberly. “ She is always 
not only man’s equal, but his superior. 
Let us be mighty glad she does not often 
usurp man’s offices; if she did, I am 
afraid man would have to migrate to 
another planet.”

The others laughed, but Miss Holland 
did not know whether to be angry with 
him or not. She was really still unde­
cided when he started, without as much 
as “ by your leave,” to walk home with 
her from the offices later in the evening.

They did not talk much, but strolled 
on side by side, up the better-lighted 
streets, finally turning into Grant Avenue 
and approaching the Holland cottage.

“ Poor Guild has resigned from the 
company. It takes effect on the first of 
the month,” Brayman said, apropos of 
nothing.

“ And you? ”
“ Well, Mr. Crest and the others seem 

to think so much of your opinion that 
they have asked me to become their su­
perintendent of construction, with a 
chance to purchase Guild’s shares.”

“ You have had some experience, I 
learn? ” she said, with apparent calm­
ness.

“ Oh, a good bit. I took this job here 
because there seemed nothing doing for 
the railroads just now. Guess I’ll stay.”

“ I shall be glad of that,” she declared, 
and now her voice shook.

“ Oh, will you?” and his tone might 
have meant a dozen things.

She did not know whether he was 
laughing or not. It was dark when they 
came to the gate and halted.

“ I—I want to thank you for the other 
night, Mr. Brayman,” she whispered, 
with her face aside. “ You—you are a 
brave man.”

“ Thanks I ” he said dryly.
She turned upon him impulsively and 

put out both her hands.
“ Don’t you want to be friends with 

m e?” she cried.
Brayman backed slowly away and put 

both his hands decidedly into his pockets.
“ No,” he said, shaking his head. 

“ I ’ve been playing for a higher stake 
than that, Mary.. Do I win?”

THE END.

Bagley’s Coagulated Cyclone.
BY HOWARD DWIGHT SMILEY.

A great scheme to cool off a sweltering population and what caused it to miscarry.

“ AIT" 1 1.LIAM,” says Bagley to me 
V V one day, “ I’ve got a notion.” 
“ Have you?” says I. “ Well, throw 

it clown and sit on it till I get away.”
“ It’s a right smart notion,” says he, 

“ and there’s money in it.”
“ Money?” says I. “ What do we 

care for money? Ain’t we got every­
thing our hearts desire? And ain’t 
that little mine of ours, up in Idaho, 
turning out gold faster than all three 
of us can dig holes to bury it again? 
Why can’t you be contented with your 
happy lo t?”

“ It’s not for mercenary gain that I 
am carrying this notion,” says he, “ but 
with the idea of bestowing benevolent 
alleviation upon the afflicted and suffer­
ing populace of the stricken city of Saint 
Louis ct ill.”

“ What’s the matter with the popu­
lace of Saint Louis? ” I asked.

“ They’re suffering from the heat,” 
he answered.

“ Well, why don’t you fan ’em ?” 
says I.

“ That is exactly what I want to do,” 
says he. “ With the aid and abetment
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of you and Smith, I propose to estab­
lish a new and prodigious industry that 
will bring the fair names of Kansas 
and us ' promoters into international 
prominence.”

“ Land’s sakes!” says I. "W hat is 
your notion? ”

“ To manufacture and retail summer 
breezes,” says he.

“ Well,” says I, “ that’s startling 
enough; but, coming from you, I ’m 
not the least surprised. Explain your 
notion.”

“ As you have probably observed,” 
says he, “ our little ranch lies right on 
the verge of the cyclone belt. The pe­
culiar construction of those two ranges 
of hills yonder causes ’em to corral any 
cyclones that may happen along at the 

. farther end, directs their courses along 
between the two ranges, which grad­
ually converge, until the cyclone finally 
shoots out between those two buttes 
yonder and across the plain, over a well- 
defined path from which they do not 
diverge until they are some miles past 
the ranch.

“ Every week or two one of those 
twisters bounces out from the hills and 
goes rollicking across the broad and 
verdant pastures of this little State of 
Kansas. I watch them until they fade 
into the distant landscape, with an ach­
ing heart, at thought of the wasted 
energy that is stored up in them, and 
which might be used to turn the wheels 
of commercial industry, et cetera, if they 
could only be subdued and brought 
under the restraining hand of civiliza­
tion.”

“ What do I care? ” says I. “ What’s 
all that got to do with manufacturing 
summer breezes?”

“ Why, don’t you see?” broke in 
Smith. “ He’s going to catch them when 
they’re young, and bring them up by 
hand! ”

“ Oh, you go to blazes! ” snorted Bag, 
and walked off in a huff.

He didn’t mention his “ notion ” 
again, but for the next two weeks he was 
the busiest man in the county. He 
would be out of bed and off to town 
before sunup, and if he wasn’t in town 
he’d be over at those buttes, measuring 
off distances with a tape line and draw­
ing diagrams on paper.

12 A

“ What do you suppose he is trying 
to do? ” I asked Smith.

“ I can’t imagine,” answered Smith. 
“ Unless he is trying to figure out some 
way to build a corral so that he can cut 
out the young cyclones from their mas, 
when they come through that pass.

“ I stole a cub bear once,” he went on 
reminiscently, “ and its ma came right 
along and expostulated. She couldn’t 
talk English, but the way she laid hands 
on me was scand’lous. She got her cub 
back all right, and I learned consider­
able about the ways and methods of 
beings that move in the West. If an old 
lady cvclone ever takes after Bag—oh, 
my! ”

One morning Bag was up and off 
earlier than usual. About three hours 
after he had left, while I was washing 
the dishes, I heard Smith yell, and ran 
outside to see what was doing.

“ What on earth is tha t?” asked 
Smith, pointing across the fields.

It was a wagon train, that appeared 
to be about ten miles long—at least, we 
couldn’t see the tail end of it. They 
were headed toward the buttes, with Bag 
on his pony, leading like a general.

“ He must have every wagon in the 
county, by the looks of that train,” said I. 
“ What do you suppose he’s up to now? ”

“ I can’t imagine,” answered Smith. 
“ Let’s go over and find out.”

We jumped on our ponies and can­
tered over. The first of the wagons had 
arrived at the buttes, and Bag was 
bustling around, bossing and directing 
the men, who w7ere busy unloading bar­
rels from the wagons and placing them 
on the ground in the path followed by 
the cyclones.

Every barrel -was full to the brim with 
flour paste, as I discovered on investiga­
tion.

“ What on earth----- ” I began, as
Bag went past.

“ You shut up; I’m running this 
show,” he snapped, and that was all we 
could get out of him. *

We finally had to go home more mys­
tified than ever.

We watched the proceedings from our 
front piazza. When they were done un­
loading, there wras a string of barrels 
two rods wide and all of half a mile in 
length set along the cyclone path.



370 THE ARGOSY.

We were nearly bursting with curi­
osity by the time Bag got home, and 
both of us went after him; but all he 
would say was:

“ You just sit still and wait until a 
cyclone comes along, and then you’ll 
see.”

“ But there may not be one along for 
a month,” complained Smith. “ Why 
don’t you tell us now?”

“ Nope,” he answered: “ you’ll have 
to wait.”

But we didn’t have long to wait, for 
about noon a regular old Sam Twister 
came rip-snorting through the pass. She 
went to those barrels like a cat goes to 
a saucer of milk, and they didn’t last 
half as long.

“ Just about one mouthful, wasn’t 
i t? ” snickered Smith.

“ Don’t get too premature with your 
observations,” growled Bag. “ Just you 
watch.”

“ Oh, I see! ” says Smith. “ you’re 
trying to poison her.”

“ No, I ain’t, I—look! She’s stopping 
now! Come on! ” he yelled, starting 
for his pony, and it wasn’t two minutes 
before all three of us were just a-split- 
ting it over the prairies.

I wish you could have observed the 
antics of that cyclone. By the time we 
had got started she had stopped dead 
still and was spinning around to beat all, 
making dirt fly in all directions. Then 
she started to wobble, like a top does 
when it begins to slow down, and then, 
all of a sudden, over she went, with a 
crash you could have heard twenty miles.

When we got there I saw how it was.
You see, when the cyclone licked up 

that paste she became saturated with it 
from top to bottom. Then, tearing 
along through the atmosphere at the rate 
she did, and with the hot sun beating 
down on her, she began to dry out in 
double quick order, and when we 
reached her, there she lay, stiff as a 
starched shirt and as helpless as a kit­
ten. c v

“ Bag,” said I, “ you’re a wonder. 
How did you ever think of i t? ”

“ It runs in the family,” he replied. 
“ My parents were both thinkers. Now 
you see what I meant by manufacturing 
summer breezes, don’t you ? ”

“ Well, no,” I answered. “ I can see

that you have the cyclone corraled all 
right, but how does that make a summer 
breeze ? ”

“ Why. don’t you see?” he explained. 
“ We’ll cut this cyclone up into blocks 
about a foot square. By pouring water 
on one of the blocks you can loosen 
the paste and gradually liberate the 
cyclone; you can control the strength 
of the breeze by the amount of water 
you use, and you can produce anything 
from a zephyr to a hurricane.”

“ I t’s the most remarkable thing I 
ever heard of,” I said. “ And do you 
intend to retail these chunks to the peo­
ple in the city? ”

“ Yes,” he replied. “ The uses to 
which it can be put are unlimited; any­
thing from a stationary fan for a saloon 
or barber-shop to an auxiliary wind­
storm for a sailing-vessel. It will run 
locomotives, street-cars, automobiles, in 
fact anything that is moved by steam 
and electricity.”

Others, who had witnessed the re­
markable performance of the cyclone 
from the distance, now began to arrive, 
and Bag hired them on the spot. Some 
he sent after axes, saws, and teams, 
while others he set to work picking up 
fragments that had broken off when the 
cyclone fell.

We soon had a large force of men 
busy cutting it up and hauling it to the 
ranch, and by night we had the entire 
cyclone transferred. All told, we must 
have had five hundred cords piled up in 
various parts of the yard, and consider­
able was carried away by our neighbors, 
to keep as curiosities.

We sat up that night and speculated 
on the possibilities of our captive. It 
was remarkable, the multitude of uses 
we discovered for that cyclone—a thing 
which had hitherto been considered an 
engine of destruction and worse than 
useless. It was late when we finally re­
tired.

I don’t know how long I had been 
sleeping. I was wakened by Smith call­
ing me.

“ What’s the matter? ” I asked.
“ Did you hear that thunder just 

then? ” he asked.
V  No," said I. “ Did i t? ”

“ Yes, I guess we’re going to have a 
storm,” and he hadn’t any more than
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got the words out of his mouth than it 
began to rain pitchforks. '

I am not going to tell you what hap­
pened next, because I don’t know my­
self. I had a hunch that something 
was coming, and before I could get out 
of bed it came.

First, the house began to rock and 
rattle; and then—crash, bang, r-i-p, 
slam ! And away we went!

It was pitch dark, and I couldn’t tell 
a thing about what was doing.

It seems to me that we went straight 
up for about a mile and then the house 
bursted, like a sky-rocket, and flew in all 
directions, leaving me up there all alone 
—and blame lonesome, I can tell you.

The next thing I knew I hit an alfalfa

stack with such force that I went half­
way through it before I stopped—and I 
stayed there, too.

There was one large cyclone, divided 
into several thousand sections, cavort­
ing around little old Kansas that night, 
and nobody knew it better than I did. 
I stayed right where I was.

Next day I found that I had come 
fifteen miles, Bag went twenty, and 
Smith twelve. And we each came down 
in a separate county.

We have built a new house on our 
ranch, better than the first, where we 
are now living. But nowadays, when 
Bagley gets a “ notion ” he never men­
tions it to us, for if he should there 
would be another cyclone on the spot.

SAMSON THE SECOND.*
BY LAWRENCE G. BYRD.

A story in two parts.
In which is set forth how a certain modest young man became suddenly distinguished in a

way whose trend was doubtful.

PART 11.

1 NOW YOU
VIII.

SEE IT,
don’t .

AND— NOW YOU

A DOZEN different ideas swept 
through Remsen’s troubled brain 

during those few minutes. He was fer­
tile enough of imagination; but many of 
the schemes of which he thought were 
so rash that he dared not attempt them.

He believed that if he could get a grip 
upon that safe he could carry it back to 
the factory alone; but the robbers would 
not be likely to flee at the approach of 
one man. With this enormous strength 
which had come to him so marvelously 
should also have come a ferocious pres­
ence.

Remsen did not stop to philosophize 
at the time; but the fact remains that 
humanity only fears that which seems 
terrible. The bully, who is always at 
heart a coward, usually wins out, rather 
than the man with high-born courage. 

And Remsen had little courage. He

had a fear of personal injury, and a 
greater fear of doing some awful dam­
age with the marvelous power obtained 
from the energy accumulator.

He thought of raising his voice and 
shouting for help, but that would only 
(in all probability) bring the safe- 
robbers down upon him. He didn’t 
care to run the risk of a personal en­
counter.

He could not stampede the horses, 
for one of the robbers held to the lines 
while his three mates worked like fiends 
to tumble the safe out of the broken 
cart \into the police patrol-wagon.

Remsen even thought of dodging 
across the street, seizing a wheel of the 
latter and “ yanking ” it from the axle. 
That would surely put the vehicle out 
of commission; but he did not fancy 
getting so close to the robbers. They 
were most certainly a desperate gang.

The moments were flying, and the 
thieves, after breaking the sideboard of 
their wagon, were about to tumble the

* T h is  s to r y  began  i n  the A u g u s t  is su e  o f  The Argosy, w h ic h  w i l l  be m ailed , to a n y  a d d r e s s  on  r e c e ip t
o f  10 cen ts.
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safe into the body of the police vehicle. 
All this without a move being made 
upon the part of the officers who had run 
on to the factory.

The driver, knocked from his seat 
when the patrol-wagon was captured, 
had not recovered sufficiently to take an 
interest in anything.

The horses were headed away from 
the factory; the thieves would not. of 
course, drive oif in the direction taken 
by the police. And now that the quar­
tet were so near the accomplishment of 
their ends, Remsen dared not leave the 
spot to run to the factory for help. The 
police-wagon, with the safe aboard, 
would soon be on its way.

Remsen peered along the street in the 
hope of seeing some help arriving, or 
of discerning some means to balk the 
thieves. It \«as maddening to think 
that he possessed the strength of an im­
mortal, yet was hampered from using it 
by the impotency of a weak human 
being.

It takes either a very reckless or a 
very unselfish nature to risk life and 
limb for the salvation of another man’s 
possessions. That safe had no personal 
interest for MacLean Remsen, and he 
did not propose to stop lead for it.

The excited robbers were straining 
every nerve and muscle to shift the 
strong-box to the captured wagon. 
Their muttered oaths and short com­
mands to each other were all the sounds 
Remsen heard, except the beating of his 
own heart.

Not another person seemed stirring 
in the neighborhood. The police were 
not returning. If anything was done at 
all, he must do it alone.

Suddenly his eye caught an object 
half a block away, which he had not no­
ticed before, or at least it had not struck 
him as being of any help in the present 
situation. It was a tall pole, lately 
erected, one of two placed on either side 
of the street to hold between them a 
political banner in the forthcoming cam­
paign.

No cable had been stretched to con­
nect the two poles as yet. They stood 
there like bare masts, their tops above 
the roofs of most of the houses on the 
block.

Remsen heard a crash as the safe

372

toppled over into the police-wagon. And 
at the, moment a shout sounded up the 
street in the direction of the factory. 
The police were returning, and had per­
haps already missed their vehicle.

The falling safe must have broken 
the floor of the patrol-wagon: but it 
did not go through it. The horses 
reared and snorted. One of the rob­
bers spoke aloud;

“ All right! Git aboard, you fellers! 
Quick!”

Remsen heard this as he darted along 
in the shadow of the fence which bor­
dered his side of the road. For with 
the crash of the falling safe he had been 
animated to action.

He reached the tall pole before the 
eager horses started. The base of the 
staff was in shadow, and the chemist was 
unnoticed by the robbers.

Remsen cast himself against the pole 
and pushed with all his strength. He 
had remembered the lamp-post which 
had bent under his weight earlier in the 
evening. Could this pole withstand his 
wonderful power?

“ Let ’er go! ” cried the leader of the 
gang of safe-looters, and the horses 
sprang forward.

A pistol-shot sounded up the street, 
and a man staggered into view—Rea- 
ghan, the driver of the police-wagon.

“ Stop ! stop ! Look at that pole ! ” 
yelled somebody in the wagon, and the 
horses were dragged back upon their 
haunches amid oaths and^cries from the 
robbers.

The tall flag-pole came down swiftly, 
its butt splintering off short at the 
ground, snapping as quickly as a rotten 
twig.

Remsen jumped aside just in time to 
save himself.

The top of the pole scraped down the 
face of the warehouse across the road, 
while the splintered butt “ skidded ” 
across the walk and smashed into the 
fe n ce .
■ The street—sidewalk and all—was 
completely blocked in half a minute. No 
wagon could pass that barrier!

Reaghan’s pistol barked again, and 
the robbers saw that they were trapped. 
The patrol-wagon could not be driven 
past the pole, and to turn it would be 
to run into the arms of the enemy.
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Remsen, fearful of his own safety, 
and knowing the usual fate of “ the in­
nocent bystander ” when a shower of 
pistol-bullets falls, darted behind the 
high stoops of an empty house, and 
there crouched during the happenings 
of the next few moments.

The police patrol wagon vomited the 
robbers instantly. They left the horses 
to their own sweet will's and tore away 
from the scene in four several direc­
tions. One passed Remsen so closely 
that he could have touched him.

The police pounded down upon the 
deserted wagon in a solid phalanx; but 
seeing the scattering ruffians, they took 
up their pursuit with valiant cries and 
another fusillade of shots. Even Rea- 
ghan, after speaking to the well-trained 
horses, stumbled on after his mates, his 
smoking pistol still in his hand.

The excitement seemed to spur Rem- 
sen’s thought. The safe was all right 
now; at least, the police would recover 
it for young Waite. But when the boy’s 
father returned and learned how, be­
cause of Charlie’s neglect, thieves had 
got into the factory and taken the safe 
away bodily, his estimation of his son’s 
worth as a business assistant would 
surely drop far below the zero mark.

“ The boy is bound to get it good and 
hard,” thought Remsen. “ And he’s - 
had lesson enough as it is. I—wonder 
—if—I—could----- ”

He ceased speaking, came out of hid­
ing, and crossed the road to the police- 
wagon. The horses started nervously, 
but he spoke soothingly to them.- He 
went to the rear of the vehicle and 
looked in at the safe, lying on its side.

The noise of the pursuit had died 
away. So thinly inhabited was the 
neighborhood that even the pistol-shots 
had drawn no spectators.

Remsen, with a swift glance over his 
shoulder to see if he was observed by 
any one, reached into the wagon and 
seized the safe. It was only thirty inches 
high or so, but it was as heavy as so much 
lead.

The chemist, however, lifted it very 
easily in his arms. It seemed to him 
to weigh about as much as a wooden 
box ofjthe same size—empty.

“ I t’s a cinch ! ” he muttered. “ I ’ll 
fool ’em all. If young Waite hasn’t

told the police too much, this trick will 
work.”

He raised the safe with ease to his 
shoulder and started back toward the 
factory. As he neared the corner he heard 
swift footsteps approaching, and became 
panic-stricken again. Suppose anybody 
should see him carrying the iron box?

He dropped the safe in a dark corner 
of the fence, and when he let go of it 
its corner dug into the soft earth for 
half a foot.

Remsen sank down behind it, panting 
with excitement, and saw Charlie Waite, 
hatless and with a club in his hand, turn 
the corner and sprint along the street 
toward the broken down express wagon. 
He was evidently anxious about the safe.

But Remsen did not call him. He 
had no more desire to display his won­
derful power to Waite than to any other 
person. He grabbed up the safe, ad­
justed it on his shoulder again, and 
darted around the corner.

His way to the factory was clear then, 
and the door was wide open. He did 
feel his exertions some when he reached 
the place. The weight of the safe was 
gradually telling upon his strange pow­
ers of endurance.

Nevertheless, he staggered up the 
flight with his burden, and finally placed 
it in the duskiest corner of that landing 
outside the offices. The single gas-jet 
flickering here scarcely illuminated this 
part of the loft.

Almost immediately he heard a sharp 
step upon the outer stair, and recognized 
Waite’s voice.

‘‘ Is that you up there — hey?” the 
youngster demanded. “ Where you 
been? And where did the cops go? And 
what’s happened the safe? Oh, this 
business will be the death of me! ”

He came up as far as the top stair 
and dropped down, panting.

“ If they’ve got away with that safe, 
the governor will give me the frosty mit 
—sure thing! And how the dickens did 
that pole fall down? And the police 
wagon is down there, too, and I ’d like 
to know how------”

“ Oh, pshaw! ” exclaimed Remsen, 
“ you want to know too much. Don’t 
bother your head------”

Waite jumped up at that, mad as a 
hatter.
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“ Say!” he bawled. “ Don’t you get 
me riled now! I know I’m strictly a 
D. F . ; but I’m not a rascal. I ’ve both­
ered my father enough, off and on, and 
now I’ve gone beyond the limit. But 
don’t you intimate that I don’t care, for 
I do! ”

“ Sure?” demanded Reraser, quietly.
“ Yes, I ’m sure—confound you! This 

safe business will finish me. To think 
of leaving the factory without a watch­
man and letting a lot of scab burglars 
run off with i t ! And I thought you 
were going to watch them all so fast?”

“ I did,” said Remsen briefly. “ But 
it wasn’t my safe, you know.”

“ Oh, you’re a dandy! ” exclaimed 
Waite. “ I never saw you before to­
night, but you are about the smallest 
potatoes I ever came across. You don’t 
seem to care at all. Don’t you see what 
it means to me? ”

“ W ell?”
“ Jumping Jerusalem!” yelled Waite, 

stamping his foot. “ I ’d have tried to 
help a yaller dog out of such a 
mess----- ”

“ I have.” interposed Remsen.
He turned around coolly and pointed 

into the dark corner.
“ There’s your safe. I hear the cops 

coming back. Brace up, you fool! 
Give them a song and dance about the 
robbers not getting the safe out of the 
building, after all. Do you under­
stand? ”

Transfixed by Remsen’s words, staring 
wide-eyed and amazed at the safe, Waite 
was dumb for several seconds. The rat­
tle of the patrol-wagon grew rapidly 
nearer. The police, as Remsen warned 
him, were coming back.

“ Wake u p ! ” exclaimed the chemist, 
seizing his arm.

“ Ouch!” shouted Waite at that. 
“ Jumping Jerusalem! I ’ll be black 
and blue to-morrow. You’ll break my 
arm next. My heavens, man! I never 
saw such a deceiving looking person in 
my life. You’re as strong as a bull.”

Then he walked quickly to the safe 
and laid an investigating hand upon it.

“ Do you mean to tell me that’s been 
standing here all this time?” he de­
manded.

“ It looks like it, doesn’t it? ”
“ Gee! ” repeated the young fellow.

“ Then I am surely drunk. I haven’t 
got over it yet. If that safe was 
here------”

“ Sh! they’re coming,” Remsen whis­
pered. “ 1 don’t want to see ’em. 
Don’t let ’em go through the factory. 
Tell ’em it’s all right. Do you hear?”

Waite nodded, but looked as though 
he was in a trance as he turned toward 
the head of the stairs.

Remsen dodged around the corner of 
the partition into the big room where 
there were no lights.

He certainly did not care to get mixed 
up in any police investigation. Had 
there been a possible chance to escape 
before the reappearance of the officers, 
he would have done so; but the time 
was too limited.

And after he had concealed himself, 
he was sorry, too. If the police became 
suspicious and insisted on searching the 
place, his plain attempt to hide from 
them would arouse any amount of sus­
picion.

MacLean Remsen was in a most un­
happy state of mind when the lieutenant 
of police and a couple of his men, all 
three red-faced and panting from their 
fruitless chase after the robbers, ap- 

' peared at the top of the flight of stairs. 
But it was then too late for the chemist 
to step forward and take a voluntary 
part in the proceedings.

IX.
FOR GOOD AS WELL AS EVIL.

Young Waite was a cooler hand than 
Remsen, If you asked him, he would 
probably have called it “ brass ” that 
enabled him to recover from his amaze­
ment at the safe’s presence in the fac­
tory, and meet the police with some ease 
of manner.

“ Well, did you get 'em? ” he demand­
ed of the puffing lieutenant.

“ Get ’em—no! ” growled the officer. 
“ We didn’t get ’em ; nor we didn’t find 
that safe you was talking about.”

“ Oh, they didn’t get the safe out of 
the factory,” cried Waite, in haste. “ I 
thought they d id ; but here it is,” and 
he pointed to the iron box in the cor­
ner.

“ What’s tha t?” was the official cho­
rus.
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“ Sure ! -They got ready to lower i t ; 
and then my coming must have scared 
them off.”

“ But you said their wagon broke 
’down with it,” declared the lieutenant.

“ And the wagon’s lying there bu’sted 
now, with that skinny horse,” added one 
of his subordinates.

“ If they didn’t have the safe out 
there, what did they try to get away 
with our wagon fo r?” demanded the 
third policeman.

Waite backed away from them, and 
his face displayed nothing but surprise 
and wonder.

“ I declare! I must have been crazy 
when you were up here if I said the safe 
was gone,” he observed, shaking his 
head.

“ Well, you most certainly said it,” 
and the lieutenant’s tone was very sus­
picious.

“ I saw something in that broken- 
down wagon when we drove up here 
first,” said the second policeman. “ It 
might have been a safe.”

“ And Reaghan said the patrol-wagon 
is bu’sted, as though something heavy 
had been dropped into it,” growled the 
third.

“ Look here!” exclaimed Waite, his 
face paling, but carrying off the bluff 
very well otherwise, “ do you suppose 
I’ve been out there and carried back 
the safe in my arms? Just try to lift 
th a t! ” and he pointed at the iron box.

One of the officers placed his hand 
against it and tried to move the thing; 
it would not budge. The lieutenant 
peered closer.

“ It’s been banged about some,” he 
said, with conviction. “ Look how it’s 
scratched.”

“ They did that wheeling it out of the 
office, I suppose,” Waite said quickly.

“ Well, I declare! It beats my time,” 
remarked the lieutenant, in disgust.

“ I tell ye what, lieutenant,” growled 
one of his subordinates, “ it looks as 
though we was beat all round. Nice re­
port we’ll have, to go back and say them 
guns come nigh getting away with the 
wagon. If that pole hadn’t happened 
to come down------”

“ Somebody’ll have to look into that 
in the morning, too,” said the third blue- 
coat. “ The pole must have been per­

fectly rotten — a menace to life and 
limb. Lucky it fell at night.”

“ Well, young man, I ’ll come over 
here and see your father about this busi­
ness when he returns. It looks fishy to 
me,” declared the lieutenant.

“ I know a fellow on the city news' as­
sociation,” young Waite said mildly. 
“ I ’ll call him up and tell him about 
this. It will make good reading.”

“ You will, heh? ” exclaimed the lieu­
tenant.

“ Yes. About the robbers doing up 
one of you fellows, and getting away 
with the patrol-wagon, too. They 
always say you yap coppers over here 
are no better than country constables.”

“ Say! you’ll wish you hadn’t,” cried 
the other. “ You just let us give this 
story out as we see fit, or------”

“ You keep away from here and say 
nothing to my governor, or------”

The lieutenant suddenly smoothed out 
the frown on his brow. He began to 
smile grimly and put out his hand.

“ Shake ! ” he said. “ It’s a bargain. 
You never mind about your reportorial 
friend, and I ’ll smooth this matter over 
so that your old man will likely never 
hear of it.”

“ Good!” was Waite’s response, and 
then the police filed slowly down the 
stairs, and he followed to lock the fac­
tory door.

When the wagon had driven away he 
came up the flight again on the keen 
jump.

“ See here!” he exclaimed earnestly, 
as Remsen walked slowly out into the 
circle of light cast by the single gas-jet 
on the landing. “ I am not intoxicated 
now—nor am 1 quite a fool. What man­
ner of man are you? You must be the 
very devil himself to move that safe 
back here by your lonesome. And if you 
had a gang to help you, who were they, 
and where have they gone? Come, an­
swer me, sir,” and he frankly barred the 
way to the stair-flight.

“ What nonsense ! ” drawled Remsen. 
“ Your safe’s been here all the time, of 
course.”

“ So’s your grandmother!” burst out 
Waite. “ That safe was never in that 
corner when we first came into the build­
ing to-night. I t’s been badly knocked 
about, and there is earth sticking to it.
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If those cops hadn’t been as blind as bats 
they would have seen it.

“ No, sir! That safe was in that 
broken-down wagon when we came 
along to v the factory an hour ago, and 
the robbers tried to get it away in the 
patrol-wagon after the officers came up 
here.

“ Oh, don’t you stand there and smile 
that way! Jumping Jerusalem! I ’d be 
afraid of you if you weren’t such a skin­
ny little dub. But you’ll tell me how it 
was done before you go from here------”

“ And have me tell your father how 
neglectful you were of his interests?” 
interposed Reinsert, still smiling. “ Be 
satisfied with the fact that the safe was 
not stolen, after all.”

“ But, by heavens, it was stolen! Look 
here! Here are the marks of the castors 
where those fellows rolled it out of the 
office to the doorway yonder. But 
there are no marks over into this corner 
where it stands now.

“ That thing was lifted bodily and 
dropped here—you can’t fool me! Now, 
how was it done? Those fellows never 
brought it back here. And four men, 
anyway, could not carry that safe up 
those stairs. I tell you, the devil’s in 
i t ! ”

“ He’s done you a good turn, then,” 
remarked Remsen lightly. “ Let it go 
at that.”

“ No, I won’t. There’s something 
mighty queer about you. You’ve some= 
power that no man I ever heard of pos­
sessed before. Why, look how you held 
that cab—an .electric cab with the full- 
speed lever turned on.”

Remsen began to get a little angry 
at the young fellow’s insistence.

“ See here,” he said, “ where I came 
from up-country we used to have an old 
saying that you’d be the better for re­
membering: ‘ Never look a gift horse
in the mouth.’ ”

“ Oh, I’m grateful enough.” rejoined 
the other sullenly. “ You’ve done me a 
mighty good turn. If you got that safe 
back here, it is a thing I can never for­
get. But how was it done? What does 
it mean? Why, I’m twice your size. I 
could break you in two----- ”

“ I wouldn’t try i t ! ” snapped Remsen 
sharply.

Waite’s plain speaking began to gall,

and nothing made the chemist so angry 
as references to his small size and evi­
dent lack of muscle.

“ Why, you know I could! ” cried 
Waite, and. suddenly stepping forward 
he reached out to seize the slighter man.

Remsen was exasperated beyond en­
durance. He doubled his fist quickly 
and struck out; but fortunately be­
thought him before the blow landed, 
and leaped back himself to lighten the 
stroke.

Waite got it in the chest—luckily not 
too low. The blow sounded like a baton 
on a hollow drum, and the factory own­
er’s son was driven across the room‘and 
slammed against the partition with a 
force that must have jarred his teeth. 
He fell in a heap on the floor, but al­
though he was panting laboriously for 
breath, Remsen saw that he was not se­
riously hurt.

“ Now, my son,” he said, standing 
over him with a smile, “ don’t you be de­
ceived by appearances hereafter. You 
never can tell how far a toad will hop. 
You've got a lot of things to learn yet, 
even if you are at college. And a good 
one to begin learning is to keep your 
mouth shut. I wouldn’t relate this 
night’s experiences to anybody, if I were 
you.”

“ Oh, gee! ” panted Waite from the 
floor. “ I—I won’t—’nless I—I want
to go—to the foolish house. You’re a 
wonder.”

“ Why, you’re waking u p ! ” sneered 
Remsen, and started for the stairs. 
“ Now, good night to you! ”

“ But won’t I ever see you—you 
again?” cried Waite, trying to struggle 
up.

“ Not if I see you first,” returned 
Remsen, and he hastily descended the 
stairs, went out at the door, which he 
slammed behind him, and hurried away 
from the factory.

Yet he did not quite mean that last 
speech.

Charlie Waite had interested him, and 
back in his mind Remsen had a scheme 
connected with this new acquaintance.

Waite would always be grateful to 
him; if the energy accumulator proved 
to be of practical use, Waite and his 
father might be interested in it. Capital 
would be needed'to begin the business of
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furnishing stored energy for mechanical 
purposes, and Charlie had let drop the 
fact that he knew a deal about machin­
ery himself.

“ This may have been a lucky adven­
ture for me,” Remsen told himself, as 
he caught a car back to the ferry. “ Un­
less the working of that machine of poor 
Meyer’s is much more simple than it 
seemed on first examination. I ’ll have to 
take somebody into my. confidence. The 
only thing is, I must use care and 
allow nobody to suspect the great force 
which has entered into me. I ’ve been 
using my strength foolishly. I've been 
intoxicated with the idea that I was 
stronger than any other person in this 
wide world.

“ Why, with that idea as a basis I 
could and would do untold damage. 
Surely, this great power may be used 
for good as well as evil. I ’m not at all 
sure that balking those burglars and 
taking back the safe were good acts.

“ Carrying that safe has tired me 
some, too. I could feel that before I 
got it up the stairs. Can it be that the 
force with which I was charged is being 
gradually dissipated? It is being used 
up1 by my exertions, perhaps. Nothing 
more natural.”

He reached the New York side of 
the river just after midnight. The last 
twelve hours had certainly been the 
liveliest he had ever experienced. It 
seemed as though enough had happened 
since he started from the laboratory to 
find poor old Meyer to fill an ordinary 
year.

He must go home and to bed now, 
for in spite of this wonderful power 
which had come to him his living must 
be made, and as yet he saw no way of 
making it other than at the laboratory 
of Jenness & Smythe.

When the accumulator was made to 
perform its work as its inventor doubt­
less had intended, then, and not till 
then, would fortune be within his grasp. 
Remsen was too cautious a fellow to 
throw over his job without having a safe 
hand-hold elsewhere.

He left the ferry-house and hurried 
to the Second Avenue corner, taking a 
car down-town and transferring to one 
that passed the door of Mrs. Case’s 
boarding-house.

He felt a little shaky about his re­
ception there. If the landlady had seen 
the mess he had made of the lock of his 
door she would be up and waiting for 
him with her hammer ready, late as it 
was!

“ And that iron balustrade, too,” he 
thought. “ I weakened that. Great 
Scott! I pretty near yanked that han­
dle off, too! ”

This as he swung himself aboard the 
Fourteenth Street car. The brass 
clutch had shaken under his grasp.

Yet Remsen was confident the 
amount of energy with which he had 
been charged was now greatly re­
duced. Every exertion he had put forth 
had doubtless dissipated some of the 
force gathered by Meyer’s machine; and 
since he had stopped the buzzing ac­
cumulator he surely had performed some 
wonderful feats of strength.

“ Heaven only knows how many horse­
power I secured through that shock,” he 
murmured. “ Sufficient to start that 
truck with the engine on it, to lift that 
sewer-pipe, to hold the electric cab. to 
push over the flag-pole, and to carry 
that safe back into the factory.

“ Talk about the labors of Hercules! 
Why, that old fakir wasn’t in it
with me. I could------ Hullo, what’s
this? ”

Just after crossing Third Avenue the 
car had stopped suddenly. Remsen 
stood up and looked ahead through the 
front door. A great brewery auto, load­
ed with tier upon tier of kegs, was block­
ing the tracks.

It was a huge machine, and its driver 
was plainly finding some difficulty in 
turning it about. A crowd had stopped 
to watch the performance, for although 
the theaters were now out, quite a few 
people loitered on the sidewalks.

The big auto puffed and “ chugged,” 
bumping back and forth over the tracks 
and behaving as badly as a balky horse. 
The motormen of the waiting cars, and 
the boys on the walk, guyed the driver 
of the beer wagon unmercifully, and 
doubtless his temper was rasped. He 
suddenly switched on more current and 
ran his machine back rather recklessly.

Right behind his huge wagon was 
the iron awning before one of the the­
aters, extending the full width of the
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sidewalk, and upheld by ornamental pil­
lars.

Doubtless the auto driver did not 
remember the presence of the awning 
until the corner of his wagon smashed 
into one of the supporting posts. The 
post snapped across like a pipe-stem, 
and the heavy awning came down with 
a crash.

Instantly the air was rent with 
screams. The other supporting pillar 
had given way, and several of the spec­
tators were buried under the ruins. The 
crowd rushed in from every side. Des­
perately a few tugged at the broken awn­
ing to raise it. Remsen saw one brave 
fellow creep in under the mess of iron­
work and drag forth a victim who was 
too badly hurt to help himself.

The shrieks of the injured, pinned t.o 
the sidewalk by the wreck, spurred the 
chemist to action. He leaped the car- 
gate and ran across the * street. The 
men frantically trying to lift the heavy 
awning were making no progress.

Fifty men could not have raised it, 
for they could not utilize their strength 
properly—the leverage on the broken 
awning would not be sufficient to budge 
it. But one man could do the trick, and, 
forgetting the attention he would surely 
attract to himself by a public display 
of his wonderful power, Remsen laid 
hold of the corner of the wreck.

At last there was something to do of 
real worth. The chance had come to 
exercise his mighty force for good, and 
he would not shirk his duty.

“ Be ready, you fellows, to drag ’em 
out! ” he yelled, and, setting his feet 
wide apart, he lifted slowly.

There were other men lifting, too. 
Perhaps they thought, in that moment 
of excitement, that their puny strength 
availed as well. But the slight, delicate- 
looking young man at the corner of the 
awning was the one who raised that mass 
of twisted and broken iron so that the 
victims of the accident might be drawn 
forth.

Remsen felt that the strain was awful. 
At first, when he lifted the wreck, he 
knew that the force which had inspired 
him since the stopping of Meyer’s ac­
cumulator was nowhere near as strong 
within him as formerly.

And as he continued to bear up the

weight of the awning, the “ pull ” of the 
load became momentarily heavier. He 
panted for breath; there was a tight­
ness in his chest, the ligaments of his 
arms began to strain, and his back to 
bend.

“ Quick! ” he gasped.
“ All ou t!” shouted a policeman. .
“ Crash !”
The awning fell again. Everybody 

had let go together. Remsen staggered 
back from the wreck, and fell weakly 
against another man.

He was caught and kept from slipping 
to the ground.

“ You’re done up, mister! ” exclaimed 
the man.

Remsen nodded. He felt a sharp pain 
in his chest, and then something warm 
filled his mouth. He kept his lips tight 
closed and staggered to the other side 
of the street, away from the crowd.

There the blood ran from his lips in 
an ugly stream. The hemorrhage was 
over in a moment, but he was left as 
weak and shaky as a rag. All the won­
derful energy which had filled him for 
the past few hours was gone. He had 
expended the last ounce of the force in 
raising that awning.

“ It—-it was some good, after a l l ! ” 
Remsen muttered.

Then the street, and the people, 
whirled about him in a Dervish dance, 
and he fell.

X.
SAMSON SHORN.

R e m s e n  found himself in an iron bed, 
one of a long row of similar beds, in a 
great, high-studded, sunshiny room. He 
was picking at the hem of a sheet and 
muttering something about the weight 
of the factory safe which he had been 
carrying up-stairs the moment before in 
his dreams.

He stared about him wildly for a 
moment, then recognized his where­
abouts, and groaned.

“ Do you want anything?” asked a 
w'hite-capped nurse, bending over him.

“ Yes; I want to get up,” 'grunted the 
chemist. “ It must be afternoon.”

“ It is,” and the nurse smiled.
She wasn’t a bad-looking girl at all.
“ What’s the matter with m e?” he 

asked.
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“ You were brought here after an ac­
cident on Fourteenth Street last night,” 
she said.

“ I remember. The iron awning fell, 
and I lifted it until they could get the 
injured folks out. Guess I strained 
myself a bit.”

The look in her eyes showed that she 
believed his mind wandering.

“ Lifted i t? ” she repeated. “ You 
were under it, I guess. Your chest was 
injured. You ruptured a small artery. 
But the doctor says you can get up and 
go home whenever you like. Only you 
must be careful in future about any over­
exertion or extra strain.”

“ Oh, Lord! that’s what I’ve always 
been told,” groaned Remsen.

He stretched forth his arms. They 
felt wearied. His hands seemed stiff 
and unfamiliar. A general lassitude 
appeared to hold him.

But it was not an unfamiliar feeling. 
It was quite natural for him to feel this 
way. Only during the exciting hours 
of the last evening had he lost complete­
ly this feeling of weakness.

“ And it’s all over! The dream is 
gone; the combination’s bu’sted,” he 
thought sadly. “ For once—for a few 
short hours—I have been a Samson. And 
now Samson is shorn of his strength!”

He lay there some moments in this 
lethargic state, and then, in a flash, the 
thought of Meyer’s accmnulator came to 
him. He was weak again ; he had frit­
tered away the wonderful energy with 
which the machine had endowed him in 
a few short hours.

But the machine itself still remained!
What the energy accumulator had 

done once, it could surely do again. He 
would start it going, wait until it had 
collected from the atmosphere a suffi­
cient amount of the wasted energy, and 
then become charged with the revivifying 
force once more.

He would not take so great a quan­
tity into his system this time; he would 
become just an ordinarily strong man.

Lying in hospital was not what he 
wanted; he must get to the machine, 
start it going, and get relief through its 
means. Besides, there, was wealth in the 
mechanism for him—a fortune so vast 
that thoughts of it made Remsen’s head 
swim.

He called for the nurse, begged her 
to send for his clothes, and after the 
screen was arranged he crawled out of 
bed and slowly dressed. HR was as 
weak as though he had barely recovered 
from a long illness.

They let him go, after he had re­
ported to the doctor. But once out in 
the afternoon sunshine he was almost 
sorry that he had ventured forth. His 
legs felt wabbly still.

He walked the block to Fourteenth 
Street with difficulty. There he was 
glad to board a car and ride home. He 
was not equal to going over to the East 
Side to Meyer’s old cellar just then.

When he came into the boarding­
house Mrs. Case pounced on him.

Remsen was not feeling equal to a 
defense, and listened to her tirade in 
silence—luckily.

“ Oh. Mr. Remsen, where have you 
been? I ’ve been worried to death about 
you. And you look bad. I want you 
to go right up to your room and see if 
you have lost anything.

“ Such a thing never happened to me 
before in my life. Never since I have 
kept this house have I had a particle of 
trouble in that way, To think of it! 
A door smashed in, and things strewn 
about------”

“ Er—Mrs. Case,” began Remsen 
faintly, but she deluged him in words 
until finally he realized that the good 
lady thought a burglar had been in the 
house, and that she did not lay the 
broken lock to him at all.

When he told her that he had been to 
the hospital, she was very sympathetic, 
and insisted upon his going up-stairs and 
having Mary bring up his luncheon.

“ I read all about it in the paper this 
morning. Here it is,” the landlady said, 
thrusting the journal into his hand.

When he was alone, Remsen read the 
account of the accident. No mention 
was made of his own part in lifting the 
wrecked awning. The fact that he had 
made a display of such wonderful mus­
cular power was not remarked.

He glanced through the columns of 
the paper while he waited for his 
luncheon. He had taken part in sev­
eral strenuous incidents the night before 
which should have found their way into 
the grist of the news association.
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A h! here was the cab elopement at the 
Waldorf. No names given. The bois­
terous friends of Charlie Waite were put 
out of tlffe hotel by another door before 
it was known by the management that 
there was any difficulty over the cab 
fare.

The paper said that the abandoned 
cab was finally found on Thirty-Fourth 
Street, between Park and Lexington 
Avenues, with its mechanism out of 
gear. It had to be towed back to the 
station.

And here was a little item that Rem- 
sen almost overlooked — down in the 
police-news column:

Michael Casey, watchman for the 
Norumbega Construction Company, 
which is building the Massaquepa 
Flats, was found in the cellar of a 
neighboring building shortly before 
midnight, where he had fallen through 
the grating. Michael says he was 
“pushed” and did not “fall” ; but two 
broken ribs will probably be all that 
saves him from a ten-dollar fine in the 
Jefferson Market Court. His remarks 
after he fell into the hole scandalized 
the neighborhood.
“ Poor devil! ” murmured Remsen. 

“ That’s one of the bad things I did. 
Lord! but I certainly did cut up for a 
few brief hours 1 ”

Lastly he found the account of the 
“ attempted robbery ” of Waite’s fac­
tory in Long Island City. It was a 
beautifully cooked up account.

The police had seen to it that no men­
tion was made of the fact that the rob­
bers had knocked out one of their men 
and had stolen the patrol-wagon. And 
the article said- that Mr. Charles Waite, 
the son of the owner of the factory, had 
given the alarm before the burglars got 
the safe out of the building.

“ Which may be true, by Jove! ” mut­
tered Remsen. “ I swear I don’t know 
whether I dreamed half of these things 
or not. Waite might have broken the 
electric cab, and that was the reason it 
stopped so suddenly when I told him to 
get down. Nobody seemed to notice 
that I lifted that iron awning in front 
of the theater. Perhaps I didn’t. May­
be it was all of us lifting together. And 
the safe — well, I must have dreamed 
about that safe; and about knocking 
down the flag-pole. Can it be possible 
that I have imagined all this? ”

This recurrence of the first thought 
which had assailed him following his 
discovery of his wonderful accumulation 
of strength frightened him now. Why, 
if he was insane he would not know 
which part of his experience w'as real 
and which imaginative!

This idea worried him so that after 
he had eaten he determined to make the 
journey to the cellar in which Meyer 
had lived, whether or no. He felt 
stronger, anyway, and his excitement 
and anxiety would surely keep him up.

Remsen had locked the cellar when 
he left, after the undertaker had taken 
away the inventor’s remains. When he 
came to thrust the key into the lock of 
the door at the bottom of the steep flight 
of stairs, he was startled and angry to 
find that the fastenings had been tam­
pered with.

The door swung open. The lock had 
been picked, or had been opened with 
another key. But as he had sent away 
all the valuable retorts and glasses, 
there surely was not much for a thief to 
get.

Except the machine! This thought 
smote suddenly, and, grabbing up the 
candle he had used the day before, he 
lit it and hastened to the farther end of 
the apartment.

Flis mind was relieved at first. The 
block of granite was still there, and so 
were the battery jars and insulated wires. 
At first glance the outlines of the ma­
chine seemed the same.

And then, with a cry of despair, 
Remsen darted forward, bringing his 
light closer to the mechanism.

The brass disk was gone, as were all 
the other bright parts of the machine.

The accumulator had been literally 
dismembered for the sake of the brass 
work used in its construction.

Remsen brought a police officer into 
the cellar, and, almost in tears, showed 
him the havoc wrought on his dead
f r i e n d ’s in v e n t io n .

“ Sure, that’s the work of a brass­
coupling gang—no doubt of it,” he said. 
“ They’d stale the copper cents off of a 
dead man’s eyes! I ’ll report it for ye; 
but some domned junk dealer has the 
brass parts of the machine now. Ye’ll 
have to git new wans, sor.”

Get new ones! That was the rub.
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Remsen was no mechanic. He had a 
very vague idea of how the parts looked, 
anyway. And as for the theory or plan 
on which the1" accumulator was construct­
ed—well, it was worse than Greek to 
him.

The revolving drums, the steel links, 
and the wire connections remained. But 
the battery had no effect upon the ma­
chine now ; it was a complete wreck.

Meyer’s sudden death had made it im­
possible for him to instruct Remsen in 
the scheme of the energy collector. He 
had left no paper—not a scrap of writ­
ing which might reveal to the world the 
secret of his wonderful invention.

Remsen had the remains of the mu­
tilated machine removed to his boarding­

house, where he kept it under lock and 
key.

Every night he studies the problem, 
and instead of becoming a strong and en­
ergetic man, as he dreamed, the boys at 
the laboratory tell him he is growing as 
cadaverous as old Meyer used to be.

He is sorely tempted to look up Char­
lie Waite, and take him into his confi­
dence. But there is still the doubt in 
Remsen’s mind whether or not the inci­
dents of that marvelous night really 
happened just as he remembers them.

And would young Waite, upon cooler 
thought, believe that MacLean Remsen 
ever possessed the strength of a Samson?

Remsen is inclined sorely to disbe­
lieve it himself.

THE END.

C A U G H T  W I T H  T H E  G O O D S .
BY EDWARD P. CAMPBELL.

Pouncing on a suspicious character, how he proved his cas%, and—what happened later.

O UT of a dark passageway in the 
shadow of one of the new up­

town hotels came sneaking a furtive 
figure, with coat-collar turned up and 
hat slouched down over his eyes. He 
was carrying in one hand a small leather 
satchel.

Detective William Price, of the Cen­
tral Office, strolling by at the moment, 
caught one glimpse of the skulking form 
out of the corner of his keen,' gray eye; 
but he made no sign.

No second glance did he cast in that 
direction; his face was set impassively 
ahead; the easy saunter of his step re­
mained unchanged.

That is, he made no alteration in his 
regular progress until he had passed ten 
feet or so beyond the mouth of the nar­
row alley; then, turning sharply at right 
angles, he slipped into the concealment 
of a convenient doorway.

One minute Price waited; two, for a 
party of young people came chattering 
along the street just then—and it was 
evident no developments might be ex­
pected until they were well out of sight 
and hearing.

At last, though, the street resumed its 
ordinary nocturnal quiet. Out of the 
narrow passageway Price saw thrust a

cautious head. Its owner hesitated a 
moment; then, straightening up, and 
turning down his coat-collar, he stepped 
out into the full glare of the electric 
street-lamp on the corner. As he came 
nonchalantly forward, he slipped his 
hand over his mouth with a quick mo­
tion. and removed a false mustache 
which had adorned his upper lip.

The detective crouched tensely in his 
retreat until the man came abreast of 
him, then, leaping out with a sudden 
spring, seized his quarry in a grip of 
steel. One hand shut down vise-like on 
the fellow’s shoulder, while the other 
rapidly explored for the existence of a 
possible weapon.

Seemingly thunderstruck at first, the 
prisoner had hitherto stood motionless; 
but now he began to squirm and strug­
gle with desperate energy. In fact, it 
was all Price could do to hold him while 
he was completing his investigation.

Reassured finally, however, that the 
man was unarmed, the officer soon 
brought him to submission with a man­
datory twist of the arm.

“ Here, cut out that resisting,” he en­
joined, panting. “ You’re under arrest, 
and you’d much better come along quiet­
ly.”



382 THE ARGOSY.

The other gasped at the information, 
and wilted like a rag.
• “ Under-arrest? ” he repeated wildly. 

“ Oh, . good heavens, officer, don’t do 
that. I would never have fought if I 
had known you were a policeman. I 
supposed, of course, you were a footpad, 
or something of the sort.”

“ I t’s funny you’d be afraid of your 
own kind of people,” drawled Price 
cynically. “ I guess that explanation 
won’t go, my son. You knew what I 
was, all right, and you also know where 
you’ve got to go now. So, hand over 
that bag, and trot along lively.”

But the prisoner still hung back.
“ Surely, you are not going to take me 

to the station-house,” he protested. “ I 
admit things look a little peculiar; but 
it is all a mistake. There*is nothing in 
the satchel which is not my own prop­
erty. Oh, please let me go, officer. I 
tell you, you are making a terrible mis­
take.”

“ Yes, an awful mistake, indeed,” 
jeered Price. 11 People are so in the 
habit of snooping around disguised, 
when they’ve nothing aboard except 
their own property. You can tell that
to the sarg------ Ah! would you?”
jerking him back; for the fellow, feel­
ing the stern grip relax on his shoulder 
for a moment, had attempted to get 
away. “ Quit your talk now, and come 
along without any more funny business, 
or I’ll give you what you might not 
like.”

There was apparently nothing else to 
do, and accordingly the captive, having 
been haled across Broadway and over to 
the West Forty-Seventh Street station, 
was soon ranged up before the desk of 
the sergeant.

‘‘ Hello, Price! What have you got 
now?” languidly inquired that func­
tionary, picking up his pen.

“ Can’t say for sure, sarg,” replied the 
detective; “ but,” complacently, “ unless 
I ’m away off in my guess, I would say 
it’s the guy who’s been cleaning up all 
the apartment houses here in the pre­
cinct, and causing us so much trouble. 
Anyhow', I picked him up sneaking out 
the side way at the Helvetia, with a false 
mustache on his face, and this in his 
mitt.”

He held triumphantly up to the

other’s view the satchel which he had 
taken away from the prisoner.

“ H’m ! ” commented the sergeant. 
“ Couldn’t want much better evidence 
than that. Caught him with the goods, 
eh? Well, lie’s got a tough mug on him, 
all right,” leaning forward to scruti­
nize the face of the accused. “ Know 
who he is? ”

“ No-o,” grudgingly admitted the de­
tective; “ but I ’ll take my affidavit that 
lie’s an old-timer. He started to play 
that 1 slip out of your coat and get 
away ’ trick on me as slick as anything 
you ever saw in your life; and you 
never did hear a finer line of talk than 
he can put up. Why, he almost had me 
‘ conned ’ myself with his guff about how 
it was all a mistake to arrest him.”

“ And I still insist that it is a mis­
take,” protested the man at the rail in­
dignantly. “ If you fellows will only 
give me a chance I can prove it to you 
in about two minutes. This bag that
he talks so much about------”

“ Shut u p ! ” peremptorily ordered the 
sergeant. “ We’ll hear that little fairy 
story of yours later, if you want to tell 
it. Just now I propose to register you 
up. Come, what’s your name?”

The prisoner hesitated a minute. 
Then, with an odd little twinkle in his 
eye, he replied calmly:

“ Jack Donner.”
The sergeant glanced up sharply, and 

let his homely face relax into a broad 
grin.

“ Well, you certainly are a cool one,” 
he commented admiringly. “ Did you 
catch that, Price?” turning to the de­
tective. “ This chap gives the name of 
the thief in that play ‘ Stolen Dia­
monds,’ which has been making such a 
hit over at the Vanity Square. And,” 
speaking again to the prisoner, “ where 
do you hang out when you are at 
home? ”

“ Well,” in the same quizzical tone, 
“ I can be found almost any night at No. 
211 West Forty-Second Street.”

“ But that is------” the officer started
to exclaim, only to break off with sudden 
comprehension. “ Oh, I see,” he grinned 
again. “ That’s the number of the 
Vanity Square Theater itself,” he in­
terpreted over his shoulder to his less 
sophisticated companion.
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“ But,” he drew himself up, “ let’s be 
getting down to business. Hand over 
that bag, Price, and we’ll see what kind 
of a haul Mr. Donner has been making 
this evening. Stolen diamonds, is it 
again?” he questioned jocosely of the 
suspect, “ or have you been picking up 
some other little trifles? ”

Before “ Donner ” could answer, how­
ever, the clasp of the satchel opened, and 
with a startled exclamation the sergeant 
let the thing slip from his fingers and 
fall to the floor. Simultaneously there 
came a sharp little yelp of discomfiture, 
and out from the receptacle jumped a 
small, white, curly dog.

Immediately the prisoner snatched up 
the little animal, and began soothing its 
ruffled feelings.

“ Well, I ’ll be blowed! ” growled 
Price, with disgusted chagrin. “ The 
fellow’s nothing but a dirty dog- 
snatcher, after all.”

“ Now, look here,” snapped out the 
captive irately, “ I’ve been called about 
all the hard names to-night that I 
choose to stand. I suppose,” with a 
reluctant smile, “ under the circum­
stances I can’t blame any one very much 
for taking me in as a suspicious char­
acter, although had I been given a 
chance to explain there would have been 
no necessity to parade me over here to 
the station as was so officiously done. 
However, that is all over and done with, 
and I bear no hard feelings; but I do 
distinctly decline to have insult added 
to injury by being called a dog-snatcher. 
As anybody ought to be able to see with 
half an eye, the dog is mine.”

’ “ Yours?” demanded the sergeant. 
“ Why, then, were you carrying him 
around in that peculiar fashion?”

“ Yes,” put in Price, clinging to his 
suspicions, “ and why did you get your­
self up in disguise to do it—false mus­
tache, and all that sort of thing?”

“ Well,” answered the prisoner, “ it 
does look strange, I ’ll admit ; yet really 
it’s quite simple when you come to know 
the facts. This dog, you must under­
stand, I won in a raffle some days ago. 
I merely bought the chances out of good­
nature, and would have given my prize 
away, but my wife got stuck on the little 
fellow and refused to part with him. 
Hence all the trouble.

“ We are stopping at the Helvetia, 
you see, and the management there re­
fuses to stand for dogs of any kind; so 
we have had to resort to all manner of 
subterfuges to keep the presence of ours 
from being known. Every evening for 
a week past, in order that the dog might 
have a walk, I have donned a disguise 
after my return from the theater—for as 
you no doubt have surmised, I gave you 
the name of the character I am playing 
when I said that I was Donner—and, 
with this hand-bag for a cover, have 
smuggled Fido in and out of the hotel 
by way of the servants’ elevator.

“ Oh, you fellows may smile,” rue­
fully. “ It sounds very funny, in all 
probability; but I can assure you it was 
far from amusing when a chap was 
doing it with his heart up in his mouth 
all the time for fear that he would be 
spotted and fired out of the house.”

Both Price and the sergeant were in 
fits of laughter by this time over the 
woes of the unfortunate dog-owner; but 
the man at the desk finally controlled 
his mirth sufficiently to inform the pris­
oner that he was discharged.

“ I ’ll tell the boys,” he added gra­
ciously. “ that in the future if they pipe 
a sneak-thief coming out of the Helve­
tia they needn’t bother to bring him in.” 

“ Thanks.” rejoined the other dryly; 
“ but I don’t think I care to indulge in 
any further chances. Fido shall be given 
away to-morrow. And. sergeant,” he 
concluded solemnly, “ if you ever hear 
of me taking chances on another dog 
raffle I wish you’d see to it that I get 
ten years at hard labor.”

He proffered cigars all round, depos­
ited his pet once more in the satchel, and 
with a final good night took his depar­
ture.

About ten minutes later a cab clat­
tered hurriedly up to the station-house, 
and a man and woman, visibly excited, 
burst in at the door.

“ Officer,” bewailed the woman, “ I 
have been robbed. When I came home 
from the theater to-night I found that 
our rooms had been rifled, and my beau-, 
tiful pearl necklace, worth three thou­
sand dollars, stolen! ”

“ Where was the place? ” inquired the 
sergeant, spreading open his blotter.
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“ At the Helvetia. Our rooms are on 
the seventh floor, and the fellow evident­
ly made use of the servants’ elevator to 
get away. The elevator boy remembers 
taking down a man with a black mus­
tache, who carried a hand-bag, not more 
than half an hour ago. Oh,” anxiously, 
“ do you think there is any possibility of 
overtaking him?,”

The sergeant had a smile he was un­
able to repress, behind his hand.

11 That was not the thief, madam,” he 
announced confidently. “ We know all 
about that chap who came down on the 
elevator, and I can assure you very cer­
tainly that he was not the person who 
took your pearls. - And now, will you 
please give me your name, so that I can 
at once start the investigation in proper 
form.”

“ My name,” said the lady, “ is Mrs. 
Hamilton Baxter. My husband, as you 
may know, is playing Jack Donner in 
1 Stolen Diamonds,’ at the Vanity 
Square.”

"Oh, yes,” assented the sergeant; ‘‘ I 
know him all right. In fact, he was in 
here not fifteen minutes ago.”

‘‘ What’s that?” demanded the man

with Mrs. Baxter. “ You evidently 
don’t know what you are talking about. 
I am Hamilton Baxter, I would have 
you understand, and this is the first 
time I have ever been here in my life.”

“ You, Hamilton Baxter?” gasped 
the sergeant, his eyes nearly popping out 
of his head. “ Er—why----- ”

He was starting to flounder hopeless­
ly, but the astute Price cut in and saved 
the day.

“ Oh, he’s thinking of another actor 
who paid us a visit to-night,” he hastily 
interposed, “ and a jim dandy he was, 
too. But,” breaking off and rising to 
his feet, “ that’s got nothing to do with 
recovering your pearls. Let’s be moving 
over to the hotel, and you can tell me 
the story as we go along; for do you 
know,” he added, “ I am beginning to 
think there may be more in this story of 
the strange man on the elevator than we 
at first supposed.”

Left to himself, the doughty sergeant 
bowed his head in deep self-abasement.

“ And to think,” he muttered, “ that I 
didn’t have the gumption to see if there 
was anything else in that valise besides 
the dog! ”

THAT TIRED CLOCK.

D ear little Kittie, just turned three,
If any mischief there could be,

Was certain to be in it,
If left alone a minute.

The parlor clock, folks found one day,
Face down! A very curious way,

For clocks that should be going 
Straight up-to-date a-slowing!

“ Why, Kittie, did you put it so?”
Asked mama. “ See, it does not go,

Nor stand the way it ought-er, 
Mischievous little daughter ! ”

“ I thought ’twas tired! ” said the sprite.
“ ’Cause it goes always—day and night! 

Just laid it down upon the shelf,
So it could stop and rest itself! ”
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fhere

Beauty
every
Jar

1 ''Just a  g lea m  o f  ivo ry  
in  h e r  s m ile "

(Hiss Hdele Ritchie
one of America’s most 
beautiful artistes,says:

“ Z odenta  w il l  im part 
a  radiance o f  dazzling  
white to th t  teeth that 
no other dentifrice can 
g iv e ' '

ZODENTA
FOR THE TEETH
is different from all other dentifrices. Zodenta has 
the peculiar and special 
property of dissolving  
a ll  in jurious deposits. 
These deposits discolor 
and destroy the delicate enamel and cau?e what 
we know as- “ decayed teeth.’’ It also prevents  
the fo r m a tio n  o f  ta r ta r , 
and its antiseptic and 
germicidal properties de­stroy a ll  poisons a n d  
g erm s  which cause soft­
ened a n d  diseased g u m s.

Price 25c at all druggists

F R E E
to every user of Zodenta 
a 7-inch oxidized silver 
Hat Pin. Send us the 
screw cap from the tube of 
Zodenta you buy at your drug store. If your drug­
gist is out of Zodenta mail 
us 25c and mention the Hat Pin offer and we will 
send you the Zodenta and 
the Hat Pin, post-paid.

F. F. INGRAM 
& CO.,
4-1 T enth  
S tre e t ,
D etro it ,
M ich .

Make us PROVE w hat M ilkweed Cream w ill do
J u s t  s e n d  u s  y o u r  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s s  a n d  we w il l  m a il free a sam ple  
o f this delicious, benefic ia l S k in  Food, a n d  a l s o  a  b o o k le t  c o n t a i n i n g  
a u t o g r a p h  l e t t e r s  a n d  p h o t o  e n g r a v i n g s  o f  f i f t e e n  o f  A m e r i c a ' s  S t a g e  
Q u e e n s .  M e n t i o n  t h e  n a m e  o f  y o u r  d r u g g i s t  a n d  w e  w i l l  a l s o  s e n d  
an in d iv id u a l Too th -B rush  H o ld er Free.

Milkweed Cream
ensures brilliant complexions. It nourishes, tlie skin and tissues, 
makes plump, rounded cheeks and firm, healthy fl.esh.

R ubbing  Is unnecessary ;  you simply apply Milkweed Cream with 
the finger tips and it does its own work. R u b b i n g  a n d  k n e a d i n g  th e  s k i n  

m a k e s  i t  lo o s e  a n d  f l a b b y ,  c a u s i n g  i v r i n k l e s  a n d  l a r g e  u n s i g h t l y  p o r e s .
Milkweed Cream is most economical ; it is only necessary to use 

sufficient to cover the tip of your finger.
Milkweed Cream is not greasy ; it is rapidly absorbed by the skin 

and its medicinal action is such that it prevents sh in y  an d  o ily  skins, 
rem oves tan , freckles, b lackheads, and  a i l  blem ishes, defects 
and  disfigurem ents o f the sk in  and  com plexion.

I m p r o v e s  bad c o m p l e x i o n s  
P r e s e r v e s  good c o m p le x io n s  

Sold by a ll d r u g g is ts  a t  SO ce n ts  a jar , or s e n t  p ost-p a id  on rece ip t of price.

T . F . IN G R A M  & C O ..
4 4  T e n t h  St., D E T R O I T ,  M I C H .

SET.'
YOU
CAN

MANG

I n  a n s w e r in g  th is  a d v e r t is e m e n t  i t  is  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n tio n  T h e  A rg o sy .
C (



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

are m ost e a s ily —  most 
safely washed with

ftarline
The more D A IN T Y —  
the more D E LIC A TE”  
the greater the need of 
P E A R L I N E ’S help.  
S A V E S  your labor— 
S A V E S  your fabrics— 
ELSE millions would not 
have been convinced 

of a

SERVICE
QUALITY

3 6 5  S H A V E S  STROPPING
A Daily Shave for a Year for Less Than 2c. a Week
A n  actua l fac t p roved  b y  n e a r ly  O N E  M IL L IO N  sa tis fied  
users o f th e  G ille t te  S a fe ty  R a zo r, w h o  f in d  i t  a g re a t  
S A V E R  and th e  G R E A T E S T  S H A V E R .

Denver, Colo., cTVlay 15, 1906.
G IL L E T T E  S A LE S  CO.,

Gentlemen— la m  glad to be an enthusiastic user o f y o u r razor.
The twenty blades have given me over 540 shaves, and I  have 
had the pleasure of creating about seven pleased new users of 
your razor. (N am e furnished on application.)

TH O U S A N D S  OF SIMILAR L E T T E R S  ON FILE.
With each razor are 12 double-edged blades, each blade good for an average 

of more than 20 shaves. N o S tro p p in g , N o  H o n in g ; A lw a y s  S h arp . 
When dulled, insert a new blade. New blades 5 cents each.

Sold in Drug, Hardware and Cutlery stores everywhere. If your dealer 
won’t supply you order direct.

P R I C E S : — T r i p l e  s i l v e r - p l a t e d  s e t  w i t h  12 b l a d e s ,  $ 5 ;  S t a n d a r d  c o m b i n a t i o n  se t  w i t h  S h a v i n g  
B r u s h  a n d  So ap  i n  t r i p l e  s i l v e r - p l a t e d  h o l d e r s ,  $ 7 .5 0 .  10 d o u b l e - e d g e d  b l a d e s ,  5 0 c .

I llu s tr a te d  b o o k le t  an d  d e ta ils  o f  o u r  S p ec ia l T ria l O ffer m a ile d  free .
G illette  Sales Company, 254 Tim es B ldg., N ew  York.

G i l l e t t e
I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t is e m e n t  o n  th is  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A r g o sy .
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The Making of a Man
A H in t to  th e  Poorly Paid.

Successful, valuable work, whether physical or mental, de­
pends upon your thinker—your power to concentrate, and to act.

A man succeeds in measure as he is fitted for his work.
Keen, active brain, and steady, reliable nerves to carry out its 

orders, depend upon the kind of food you eat.
Literally millions of successful workers in all parts of the 

world have found by trial that

G r a p e = N u t s
is the perfect food that makes and keeps them sturdy, and able to 
command money, fame and power.

“ There’s a Reason”

Postuni Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A.

C 3
I n  a n s w e r in g  th is  a d v e r t is e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A h go sy .
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there’ll always be plenty of other Regals in evidence.
When correctness of footwear is an essential, your 

Regals fit the occasion and they fit your feet, too. That 
means perfection, for Regal quarter-sizes secure the 

same results as the most careful tape-measuring of 
the custom boot-maker.
Latest style, true fit, honest materials, careful 
workmanship, faultless finish—you can’t men­
tion one single quality of the best six-dollar 
shoes that is not built into the R egal!

POULTNEY, $4.00
S t y le  4 D B 2 . A n  attract­

iv e  blu cher-cu t shoe o f  p ro ­
noun ced  shape . N e w est s ty le  
toe— pointed  an d  s lo p in g , ye t 
a llo w in g  am ple room . In 
e v e r y  w a y  an  id e a l shoe for 
d a ily  w ear w ith office an d  
street su its. V a m p  an d  top 
m ade o f  R e g a l B lack  K in g  
C alf, the  finest shoe-leather in 
the w orld . L in e d  w ith  m ercerized  
duck, stitch ed  w ith s ilk , and hand 
finished throu gh ou t.

S t y le  4 D B 8 . S am e, e x c ep t O xford  a n a  
m ade of B lack  W a x  C alf,

Q u a r t e r  S ize s  !

114 Regal stores to do your buying in— but
we can fit you by mail just as well. 

Style Book tells all about it !
The

Send a p ostal fo r th e F ree  S ty le  B ook. A d d ress 
“ R egal Shoe Co., Inc., 509  S um m er S treet, B oston .”

Regal shoes are delivered, carriage prepaid, anywhere in the 
United States and all points covered by the Parcels Post system, 

for 2 5c. extra to cover delivery charges. Special rates to for­
eign countries.

REGAL SHOE CO., Inc.
M ail Order D ep artm en t:

509  SU M M E R  ST R E E T , BOSTON, M ASS. 
M ail Order S u b -S ta tion s:

F acto ry , E a s t  W h itm an . M ass. B ox 9 0 5 .
San F ran cisco , 8 2 0  M a rket S t .— N e w  S co re .
L o n d o n , E n g ., K . C ., 9 7  C h eap sid e , cor. L a w ren ce  L a n e .

T he L argest R eta il Shoe B u sin ess  in  th e  W orld

$3 ^  and 5400 FOR MEN AND WOMEN $3§9  and $4 ^

I n  a n s w e r in g  th is  a d v e r t is e m e n t  i t  is  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A rg o sy .
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With This Razor You 
Cannot Cut Yourself

HAVE without the possibility of cutting yourself.
Sounds like a pretty large promise, doesn t it ? 

y  Nevertheless, there’s a razor that will give such 
a shave—T h e  T w o M in u te  S a fe ty .

You simply cannot cut anything but your beard 
no matter how carelessly or how rapidly you may shave. 
That’s one of the unique points of the T w o M in u te  
Safe ty  R azo r—one of the things that make it different 
from all others.

That’s why i t ’s a boon to suffering shavers every­
where, and why we like to talk about it. The idea is 
so  s im ple . We can explain it so it is clear at a glance. 
But when you understand, we think y o u  will w a n t  to  
convince  y o u rse l f  by a trial of the razor.

EARLY all the  troub le  w ith  safety razors 
th a t a re  not safe comes from  th e  u n ­
protected blade corners.

No m atte r  how well guarded  th e  blade 
is a t  o ther points, if th e  corners are  ex­
posed, th ey  a re  m ore than  likely to take a 
slice in tu rn in g  th e  razor ano ther w ay 
or m aking a  has ty  stroke.

T hat troub le  has been effectually 
guarded  against in the  Two M inute 
Safety Razor by a  sim ple protection 
a t  th e  blade corners.* * m

You open the  top of the  
razor holder ju s t as you 
would a  book. Lay in a blade, 
close the  lid, and there  you 
are, ready fo r business.

The blade corners are 
covered  b y little  guards.

No m a tte r  w hich w ay you ru n  the  razor, how 
quickly you tu rn  it, o r w hat k ind  of stroke you 
m ake, the  knife w ill n o t cu t th e  sk in .

* * * •
This blade protection, however, does not pre­

vent you from  getting  a  good sh a v e , a  clean 
sh a v e , a  shave as close as you  desire.

The old-fashioned razor, you know, has a 
th ic k  back to support the  th in  cu ttin g  edge—to 
keep the blade from  trem bling  as it  goes through  

the  beard.
In  the Two M inute Safety Razor 

th e  whole blade is clam ped dow n on 
a  flat surface firm ly under th e  cover. 
I t  has no ch an ce to  trem b le. The
blade thus held moves th rough  the 
stubby  g row th  so sm oothly you can 
scarcely feel it. A nd yet i t  takes
everyth ing above th e  skin in its  path. * * *

T here are  lots of o ther good points 
about the  T W O  fllN U T E  S A F E T Y . 
F o r instance, i t  has no sep a ra te  p arts  

to  screw  and  unscrew  and get lost.
The blade lying on a  perfectly  

flat surface n eve r c ra c k s. The 
double bevel cu ttin g  edge makes 
the T W O  M INUTE blades sta y  

sharp  tw ice aa long as o th er blades.
The Two M inute razor is as easily and as 

quickly w ashed as a  table knife.
The peculiar form  of the  holder preven ts the 

dropping of la ther on the  clothes.

Two M inute Safety blades are  m ade of S h e f­
field ra zo r steel, cut, form ed, tem pered and 
g ro u n d  b y  h an d  b y  e x p e r t  w o rk m en .

These blades have th e  double beveled  c u ttin g  
edge used only in  the  best razors.* * *

The Two M inute Safety gives you not only a 
sa fe  shave, b u t the  e a s ie s t  shave you ever had. 
This is due in large p a rt to its peculiar construc­
tion, by which the  steadiness of the  old-fashioned 
razor is obtained.

B ut first of all, i t ’s the safest ra z o r ; and, second, 
i t ’s the  easiest razor.

T w e n ty -fo u r  b la d es  co m e  w ith  th e  razor , a ll 
packed in a  handsom e, velvet-lined leather box. 
The price is $5.00. W e w ill exchange tw elve new 
blades for the  tw enty-four old ones w hen th ey  get 
dull, o r we w ill sell you blades a t 25 cents a  dozen.

W rite  to-day for free booklet—“ From  L ather 
to Pow der in Two M inutes.’' I t  will give you 
some valuable points on safety  razor shaving.

The United States Safety Razor Company, Adrian, Michigan.
V J

I n  a n s w e r in g  th is  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  is  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A b g o s y .
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Hammer the Hammer
or Drive a Nail 

with an

H am m er, $5  
Ham m erless, $6

Johnson
S A F E T Y  A U T O M A T I C

Revolver
but don’t try it with any other. The Iver Johnson is equipped 
with our automatic safety lever that must be in place before the 
hammer can touch the fir in g  pin  and the lever cannot be in place 
unless you purposely pull the trigger all the way back.

Pull the trigger and an Iver Johnson is just as sure to fire 
as it’s sure not to go off any other way.

For absolute reliability, accuracy, finished protection in every 
detail of material and workmanship, the Iver Johnson has few 
rivals and no superiors. It is made and guaranteed by the 
largest manufacturer of revolvers in the world. W e make and 
sell almost as many revolvers as all other American makers 
combined. The quality of our goods is the reason.

Send for Our Booklet “ Shots”
It’s full of firearm lore; gives important facts that every owner of firearms should know, and 

goes into the details and illustrates by sectional views the peculiar construction of the Iver Johnson.

Ive r J o h n s o n  S a f e t y  
H a m m e r  R e v o lv e r
3-inch b a rre l, n ic k e l-p la te d  
fin ish , 22 rim  fire c a rtr id g e , 
32-38 ce n ter fire 
ca rtr id g e  - • $ 5 .0 0

These revolvers can be fitted, at extra prices, 
as follows: blued finish, 5 0 c.; 2 -inch barrels, no 
additional charge: 4 -inch barrel, 5 0c.; 5 -inch 
barrel, $1 .0 0 ; 6 -inch barrel. $1 .5 0 ; Pearl stocks, 
2 2 - 3 2  caliber. £1 .2 5 ; 3 8  caliber, $1 .5 0 ; Ivory 
stocks, 2 2 - 3 2  caliber, $2 .5 0 ; 3 8  caliber, $ 3  0 0 .

I v e r  J o h n s o n  S a f e t y  
H a m m e r l e s s  R e v o lv e r
3-inch b a rre l, n ic k e l-p la te d
fin ish , 32-38 ce n te r  a q  a a  
fire c a rtr id g e  - - ^ D iU U

F or sale by Hardware and Sporting Goods dealers everywhere, or w ill be sent 
prepaid on receipt of price if your dealer will not sapply. Look for th e  owl’s 
head on the grip and our name on th e barrel.

I V E R  J O H N S O N ’ S A R M S  A N D  C Y C L E W O R K S
1 4 0  R iver  S t re e t ,  F i t c h b u r g ,  M a s s .

N ew  Y ork  Of f ic e  : 99 Chambers Street 
P a c i f i c  Co ast Branch  : P. B. Bekeart Co.. 2330 Alameda Ave.. Alameda. Cal. 

.European  Of f ic e  : Pickhuben 4, Hamburg, Germany

M a k e r s  o f  Iv e r  J o h n s o n  B ic y c le s  a n d  S in g le  B arre l  S h o tg u n s

H am m er
the

H am m er

/Accidental
Discharge

llm possible

I n  a n s w e r in g  th is  a d v e r t is e m e n t  i t  is  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A rgosy . < 6
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Special Offer for One Month Only
T o stimulate sales, before the fall rush begins, we offer an assortment of full size 

Ostermoor Mattresses, 4 ft. 6 in. wide, 6 ft. 3 in. long, one part weighing SO pounds each, (5 lbs. more 
than regular) hand laid filling, built, not stuffed, with bound edges, square corners, beau­
tifully made, and covered w ith any ticking you desire ( we illustrate three patterns above) 
A. C. A. wide or narrow stripe; Gray and White Dust-proof Satin Finish Ticking striped 
in linen effect; Blue and White Herring-bone; or Mercerised Art Twills in fancy stripe 
with floral effects of Blue, Pink, Yellow, Green or Lavender, all at the special price of

$1522 Delivered
(o r  $ 1 5 . 5 0  i f  m a d e  in  t w o  p a r t s )

E X P R E S S  C H A R G E S  P A I D  BY US A N Y  W H E R E  IN  T H E  U N I T E D  S T A T E S .

Terms o! Sale Cash with Order. None sent C. 0. D.
These are great bargains, way under regular price. You must speak quickly if you want 
any, as our offer is open for immediate acceptance onl>— it will expire Sept. 30th.
Order of Us Direct or Through Your Ostermoor Dealer.

When ordering, please state first, second, and even third choice of covering and color 
desired, in case all you like are already sold, as there will be no time for correspondence.

Even if you do not wish a mattress now you should know all about the “ Ostermoor” and its 
superiority to hair in health, comfort and economy. Send your name on a postal for our free descriptive 
book, “ The Test of Time,” a veritable work of art, 1 4 4  pages in two colors, profusely illustrated.

OSTERMOOR 4 COMPANY, 110 Elizabeth Street, New York
Canadian Agency: Ideal Bedding Co.. Ltd., Montreal.

In  a n s w e r in g  th is  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T u e  A u u o .sy .
I
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S M IT H  © J W E S S O N
“ H A M M E R L E S S ” S A F E T Y  

Is t h e  O n l y  R e a l  S a f e t y
A L L  S M I T H  Sc 
WESSON Revolvers 
Lave this Monogram  
trade-mark stamped  
on the frame. None 
others are genuine.

Our new  b o o k le t, “ T h e  R evo lver ,” illu stra tes  an d  d escribes each  
m od el in  d eta il and g iv es  an  e x p er t’s in stru ctio n  for target  
sh o o tin g . T h e  m ost in ter es tin g  and  in stru ctive  revo lver  ca ta logue  
p u b lish ed . S en t free upon request. A dd ress D ep t. A.

H ere  Is The Proof. O ver 250,000 S M IT H  &  W E S S O N  
H am tuerless S a fety  R evo lvers have been sold—and not 
one sin gle  accident has ever been reported.

A ccid en ts are im possible because there is no ham m er 
to be le ft cock ed — to slip  from  th e thum b w h ile  co c k ­

in g— or catch  on som e foreign  object.
B ecause even th e  tr ig g e r  canno t be p u lled  

acciden ta lly . A cartridge  is exp lo d ed  
on ly  w hen  you pu ll th e  trig g e r 

and  a t the sam e tim e  p ress  in  a 
n a tu ra l w ay th is  sa fe ty  lev e r  in  
th e  back  of th e  h an d le . E ach  
S M IT H  & W E S S O N  rev o lv er 
is te s te d  fo r th e  m ax im um  of 
efficiency, range an d  s tren g th . 
E ach  is m odeled  on lin es of 
grace an d  b eau ty  w ith o u t an 
ounce  of su p e rfluous w eigh t.

S M IT H  & W E S SO N  R e­
vo lvers are th e  th o ro u g h b red s 
of th e  rev o lv er w orld  — d is ­
tin c tly  the  g en tle m a n ’s arm .

S M IT H  W E S S O N , 8  S to c k b r id g e  S tree t. S p r in g fie ld , M a ss.
P a c i f i c  C o a s t  B r a n c h ,  2 3 3 0  A l a m e d a  A v e n u e ,  A l a m e d a ,  C a l .

W h a t  is  the R A Z 0 R 0 N E = S T R 0 P  ?
A. It is the only SAFE, satisfactory, g u a ra n ­

teed  appliance for sharpening razors.
Q. Is s k ill necessary fo r  its  use ?
A. None whatever. A man who never even 

saw a razor honed can get better results than any 
barber using any other method. The razor adjusts 
itself throughout to the sharpening process. You 
cannot go wrong. It cannot wear to an uneven 
surface.

Q. W ill it  in ju re  m y  ra zo r?
A. It is guaranteed not to harm the most deli­

cate blade, and on the other hand will not fail to 
put a keen edge on the worst old “  hook ” in your 
collection.

Q. M ow  is i t  m ade ?
A. Briefly it is a strip of scientifically ground 

glass, to the wetted surface of which is applied a 
light coating of mineral composition by means of a 
pencil or spatula. On the reverse side is a fine 
cushioned leather strop for daily use.

Q. To w hat e x ten t is i t  g uaran teed  ?
A. With every R A Z O R O N E -ST R O P, patented, 

goes a written agreement stating that unless it is 
satisfactory in every particular it may be returned 
after 10 days’ trial.

Q. A nd the price is ?
A. One d o lla r, postpaid, with a money-back 

guarantee from T H E  R A Z O R O N E  C O .,  Sole 
M frs . , G A T E LY  BLDG., C H IC A G O , to whom 
all orders should be sent. Our book, “ S h av ing  
S en se ,”  sent free upon request.

on C W E D IT
Terms: 20% Down, 10% a Month.

W e  never sell a diamond without giving 
the buyer a written certificate in which we 
guarantee the gem and agree to take it 
back any time at full price, in exchange 
for a larger stone.

Furthermore, if  you can duplicate at your 
dealer’s, for the same price, the diamond 
we sell you, return it, and we w ill refund 
your money.

W e  want our patrons to put the same 
confidence in us that they do in their bank, 
and we are doing all in our power to merit 
such a confidence.

Goods forwarded prepaid for examination.
Our illustrated catalogue is rich in dia­

mond information. W rite  for the latest 
edition 10

J .  M . L Y O N  &  C O .
71-73 Nassau St. ,  New York.

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t is e m e n t  o n  th is  p a g e  i t  is  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A rgosy



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

Take off Your 6l\oe
a n dCompare the Stetson 

Shoe with any other 
— say the one you 
take off in the shoe 
store—com pare the 
quality of the leather 
—look at the stitches 
in each—count them 
— slip your foot into 
the Stetson and you 
will know you’ve 
found the better shoe.

(pmpare
Stetson Shoes give you 
back every penny of 
their cost in actual 
wear and satisfaction. 
Neat and refined in 
appearance—a 1 w a y s 
in perfect taste.

See the Stetson be­
fore you buy your 
next Shoes. If not

STETSON SHOE CO.
South Weymouth, Mass.

I n  a n s iv e r in g  th is  a d v e r t is e m e n t  i t  is  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A rg o sy .
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Once you own a Kenreign Coat, you will give it the hardest 
service ever required of any garment. Kenreign Coats are 
built for that kind of work, dressy for fair days, yet rain-proof, 
and to hold their shape as long as worn.

O n l y  in our factories, the largest in the w o r ld  that  
m a k e  clothing, is it possible to p ro d uce th ese coats.

Every modern device and expert supervision insure the finest workman­
ship and finish—no sweat shop work. W e control cloth mills securing 
exclusive novelties and absolute first cost.

Kenyon Overcoats and Kenyon Raincoats for W om en  s h a r e  th is  s u p e r io r i t y .  

S e n d  d e a le r ’ s  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s s  w i t h  y o u r s  fo r  o u r  la te s t  Style Book  a n d  "  How  
to J u d g e  an  O v e r c o a t th e  in fo r m a t io n  in  w h ic h  w i l l  s a v e
y o u  m o n e y  e v e r y  t im e  y o u  b u y  a n y  k in d  o f  c l o t h in g .  R  f l

R e m e m b e r  w e  w i l l  s e e  t h a t  y o u  c a n  b u y  I  I
a  K e n r e i g n  C o a t  w h e r e v e r  y o u  l ive .  S  HkgM *2ll |E£3  H

G.W c d v >o t v C o . |VLk1yk%SY-; ■ I s M p l l
Co.

Waterproofed Linen

The most economical and durable 
Collars and Cuffs known.

Look exactly like ordinary linen. 
Absolutely impervious to moisture. 
Cannot wilt—cannot fray.
No matter how soiled, you can 

clean them in a moment with a 
damp cloth.

In all the up-to-date styles.
At collar shops or of us. 
Collars 25 c. Cuffs 50c.

T H E  F I B E R L O I D  C  . P A N Y  
6 W a v e r l y  P l a c e  - Plow Y o r k

Men Swear BY Them — Not AT Them
T H E  F A S T E N E R  W ITH A  B U L L -D O G  GR IP

Washburne Im p. Fasteners
___: T h e r e  i s  c o m f o r t  a n d  u t i l i t y  i n  t h e i r  u s e .

L o o k  f o r  n a m e  o n  f a s t e n e r .  s .

-  K e y  C h a in  a n d  R i n g  2 5 c .  S c a r f  H o ld e r s  • • 1 0 c . }■ ** {
"  C u f f  H o ld e r s  •  • ■  2 0 c .  B a c h e l o r  B u t t o n s  • 10 c .

L i t t l e ,  b u t  N e v e r  L e t  G o

S e n t  p o s t p a i d .  C a t a l o g u e  F r e e .

S o l d  e v e r y w h e r e .

A M E R I C A N  R I N G  C O . ,  D e p t .  8 9 , W A T E R B U R Y ,  C O N N .

I n  a n s iv e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t is e m e n t  o n  th is  p a g e  i t  is  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T hk  A bgohy .



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

Well—
What Are You 
Going to DO 

About It

Brought 
Higher Wages 
to More Than 

75,000 
Poorly Paid 

Men.

Why Not 
to You ?

Here it is again, this big opportunity. Now, what ARE you 
going to do about it?  If you had filled out the coupon the 
first time you saw it, it’s likely you would be holding a high- 
class position to-day. Within this past year, a host of peo­
ple no better educated, no better off than yourself, have 
started on the road to success by way of 
that coupon, and many of them are already 
earning twice what they did a year ago.

Are you going to keep pu tting  this off till 
it’s everlastingly too la te?  Or will you fill 
out the coupon THIS time and begin getting  
ahead in the world ? If you ju s t make up 
your mind now th a t you are going to be bet­
te r  off a t this time next year the INTERNA­
TIONAL Correspondence Schools will make 
the way easy for you, will bring to you by 
mail the training required to fit you quickly 
for a responsible position in one of the occu­
pations listed on the coupon. The I. C. S. 
will bring th is train ing  to you, mind, a t 
your home, in your spare time, w ithout in­
terfering  with your present duties.

Just read  th a t coupon again— 
and  D O  som eth ing  about it.

In ternational Correspondence Schools,
B ox  § 0 0 ,  8 (  K A \ T O \ ,  PA .

Please explain, without further obligation on my part, | 
how I can qualify for a larger salary in the posi­

tion before which I  nave marked X
B o o k k e e p e r Mechanical D raftsm an
St e n o g ra p h c r T elephone E ngineer
Advertisem ent W riter F le e .  L i g h t in g  Supt.
Show Card  W r i t e r M eehan . E n g in e e r
W in d o w  T r im in e r S u rvey o r
C om m ercial Law fo r  Con- Statio n ary  E ngineer

tracto r*  and B uilder* Civ i l  E n g in e e r
I l lu s t r a t o r  
C iv i l  S erv ic e

Building: C ontractor 
A r c h ite c t  D raftsm an

Che mist A rc h i t e c t
T e x t i l e  .’Will Supt. S tru ctu ra l E ngineer
F le e t  r ic ian B r id ge  E n g in e e r
K lee .  E n g in e e r M in in g  E n g in e e r

Street and No._

City_

, In  answ ering  th is  a d vertisem en t i t  is  desirable th a t you  m en tion  T h e  A r g o s y .

C < l
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W I N C H E S T E R

METALLIC CARTRIDGES
FOR RIFLES, REVOLVERS AND PISTOLS

In forty years of gun making w e  have learned  
m any things about am m unition that no one 
could learn in any other w ay . T h ese d iscov­
eries and years of experience in m anufacturing 
am m unition enable us to em body m any fine 
points in W inchester make o f cartridges not 
to be found in any other brand. W inchester  
make of cartridges in all calibers are accurate, 
sure fire and exact in size. A lw ays ask for 
W inchester make and insist upon getting it.

Winchester Ammunition and Guns are sold everywhere

W IN C H E S T E R  REPEATING A R M S CO.
N E W  H A V E N ,  C O N N .

f PATNOW  
ANDTHEN

s  X  c a r a t  co m -
r c i a l  w h i t efeet diamond.in 14 kt. solid
1 mounting,
$30.00

i s h , | 3 p e r m o .

G e n ts *  1 2 o r l C s i z e
o r  L a d i e s ’ 6  s i z e  
p l a in  o r  e n g r a v e d  
o p e n  f a c e  2 0 - y e a r  
g o ld - f i l le d  c a s e ,  
w i t h  E l g i n  o r  
W a l t h a m  m o v e ­
m e n t ,

$12.50
T E R M S  83.00c a s h  
a n d  81.50 p e r  m o .

I F you know y o u ’ re  
honest—your c re d it 
is as good as g o ld  
with us. We rely 

upon what you are — not 
what you have.
Our goods are guaranteed 
to be exactly as represent­
ed, and our prices speak 
for themselves.
Let us send you watch or ringi 
shown, upon terms indicated. R e­
mit first payment with order or 
have goods sent for inspection 
C . O . D .  first payment. Balance 
weekly or monthly. In any event 
you want our beautiful Catalog 
No.Z 279. It’s yours for the asking.

Herbert L.JosephtCo.
Diam ond Im p orter*— W atch Job bers 

l is t .  188 2 —  2 1 5  (Z * 7 9 )  State  S t . ,  t  hlcag®

when you

Roller Bearing, Don-Binding Doors
Do Unsightly Iron Bands. 

Complete Catalog Sent Free.
Gunn Sectional Book Cases Arc IDadc Only

Gunn Furniture <2o.,

z_.I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t is e m e n t  o n  th is  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A b g o s y . C 1



Til HCTIOX.

H & R
Price (Nickel)

$6 . 0 0

Famous Safety
REVOLVERS
ARE BUILT FOR BUSINESS.

. i c h a r d s o n
The H arrington

&
a m m e r l e s s e v o l v e r

Does YOUR line 
begin with

S
Salesm en

PA OKS

13-26
S h ip p in g  C lerks 9 -2 6
S tation  A gen ts 1 1
Steam ship s 13
Sten o grap h ers 8 -2 5
Stu d en ts 19
Sup ervisors 13

Above me the occupations beginning with 
s  for which special Lead Pencils arc found 
on the given pages in D ixon ’s  P en c il O uide, 
a book of 3 2  pages, i n d e x e d  b y  z v ia t iu n e .  
Whether you need a haid or a soft pencil, 
there is a* Lead Pencil made for vnur occu­
pation—just the same as if d e s i g n e d /<■> \ o u  
a to n e . The Guide can be had for the asking.

I f your tit*.tier doesn’t keep I hyon's Peru i’.s.settd 
t i l  cents tor samples, worth double the money.

Dept. C. Joseph Dixon Crucible Co., Jersey City, N. J.

is not a toy intended lor children.
But a safe, durable raid accurate
w eapon  for the m an or wom an w ho __
n eeds it revo lver for purp oses of
offense o r defense, o r for the huntsm an, arm y
officer o r policem an.

In the H. &  R. H am tn erless R evo lver there 
is no ham m er to catch in the c loth in g  and cause 
accidental d isch arge in draw ing it from  the 
p ocket. T h e  only w ay possible to discharge 
it. is to pull the trigger.

A ll II. tv R. R evo lve rs  are m ade of the very  
best obtainable  m aterials in a factory equipped 
with the m ost im proved m achinery op erated  by 
sk illed  m echanics. It is a m arvel. Sm all and 
ligh t in proportion to its effectiveness. Perfect 
in balance and finish, and extrem ely  durable. 
T h e  autom atic d evice  for e jectin g  the em pty 
shells, m akes re lo ad in g  easy. T h e  handle is so 
shaped as to insure a sure grip.

E very  revolver b earin g  our nam e passes the 
m ost rigid inspection am i is th orou gh ly  tested 
before leavin g the factory. W e  could  not afford 
to risk our reputation by p erm itting an H . &  R. 
R e v o lv e r  to be sold  unless it is w ithout a single 
flaw. Our guaran tee go es with eve ry  one.

H. & R. Revolvers are made in many styles and sizes. 
Blue and nickel finish. Pi ices from S2.50 to >$8.00. 
The Hammerless illustrated in this ad..finest nickel finish, 
is >$0.00. Our catalogue gives full particulars.

A postal card will bring it. H. &  R. Revolvers are sold 
by all dealers in reliable sporting goods. If not sold in 
your town, we will ship direct prepaid on receipt of 
price.

Harrington & Richardson Arms Co.
319  P a r k  A v c . ,  W o r c e s t e r ,  M a s s *

Makers of H . \* R. Single Gun.

In  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t is e m e n t  o n  th is  j  x iy e  i t  is d e s ira b le  th a t  yo u  m e n tio n  I h e  A rooky.
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T )  EVER-READY W T>W 0 RTH$ 5  iff)
K axor  &  i J3LADES*!-

'"THE safest Safety Razor in existence—the 
*■ simplest. W ith  th e  Ever-Ready one 

pic*ce fram e—seven critically  perfect blades 
—hand stropper and  handy case, you buy 
th e  best razor m oney can  produce a t  any 
price, and all complete for $1.00. Blades can 
be stropped if you wish o r  we exchange 
seven new blades for seven d u ll ones and 
25 ce n ts . 12 special blades to  fit “ S ta r ,” 
“ Yankee,” and “ Q-em ” fram es for 75 cents. 
A t stores everyw here or direct, prepaid. 
F ree Booklets. Canadian price, $1.25.

“ Ol d E n g l i s h ”  
Seven Long Blades

Most original idea ever conceived for users 
of the  old fashioned, long bladed razor. 
Seven interchangeable blades w ith  safety  
protection. Ju s t like owning seven long 
bladed razors. Book of detaiLs free. A t all 
stores a f te r  A ugust 15th, in the  m eantim e 
the  complete “ Old E nglish” Set by mail 
upon receipt of $1.50- Canadian price, $2.00.
A M E R I C A N  S A F E T Y  R A Z O R  C O .
5500 to SO S B R O A D W A Y  X K W  Y O R K

O L D - E N G L I S H

A Snap -Shot  for  You
To reduce  our large stock  an d  stim u la te  in te r­
e s t in  o u r N A T IO N A L  CA M ERA S, we offer

T H E  I L L I N O I S  P O C K E T  No. 1
A t  a R e d u c t i o n  o f  3 0 %

T he N ational, lis ted  in our ca ta logue a t $1 1 .50 , 
w ill cost you w h ile  th is  offer lasts $ 8 .0 5 —th is  
p rice  in c lu d es cam era  and  1 d o ub le  ad ju s ta b le  
p la te  h o ld er. Size 4 x 5 .

T h is  I llin o is  is  co n s tru c ted  from  th e  finest 
m ate ria l by th e  m ost e x p e r t cam era-bu ilders . 
F itte d  w ith  th e  R apid  R e c tilin ea r L ens, it  g ives 
th e  m ost ex c e lle n t resu lts  to  th e  am ateu r.

Send for our catalogue of National Cameras and 
supplies, and learn how we can save you big money 
on your purchases.
J .  L. L E W I S .  3 7 9  S i x t h  A v e . ,  N E W  Y O R K

I n  a n t to e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t is e m e n t  o n  th is  p a g e  i t  is  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A b o o sy .
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Model 16, Light-Weight 16-Gauge Shotgun. The lightest gun and 
the lightest load that will do the work, mark the greatest pleasure for 
the sportsman; the reduced weight of gun and shells to be carried is 
truly a blessing, readily appreciated by the experienced hunter.

The f f la r /in  Model 16 is the only light­
weight repeating shotgun made, and so well is it 
built of selected material, with the special 772a r /in  
method of boring and choking, that it is actually 
more effective than most of the i z-gauge guns of a 
few years ago.

All the features of the famous f f la r t/n  I z-gauge 
are present in the Model 16. The solid top and 
side ejector— the automatic hang-fire safety recoil 
block— the “ Special Smokeless Steel”  barrel— the

solid matted rib on the frame— the beautiful han 
and finish— but each part is made a little smaller, 
little lighter and a little neater.

A l l  t h e  p a r t s  o f  t h e  b r e e c h  a n d  t h e  c l o s e d - i n  a c t i o n  a r e  

m a d e  o f  t h e  t i m e - t r i e d  ffla r /in  s t e e l  d r o p  f o r g i n g s  a n d  a r e  

v e r y  s t r o n g .

T h e  b a r r e l  i s  g u a r a n t e e d  t o  p a t t e r n  o v e r  2 4 0  p e l l e t s  N o .  7 ^  

s h o t  i n  a  3 0 - i n .  c i r c l e  a t  3 5  y a r d s .  N o  q u a i l  o r  w o o d c o c k  

c a n  g e t  t h r o u g h  a  p a t t e r n  l i k e  t h i s ,  a n d  f o r  g r o u s e ,  p r a i r i e  

c h i c k e n s ,  t e a l ,  w o o d  d u c k s ,  s q u i r r e l s ,  r a b b i t s ,  e t c . ,  t h i s  gun 
is  u n s u r p a s s e d .

W r i t e  T O - D A Y  f o r  o u r  C a t a l o g ,  w h i c h  d e s c r i b e s  i n  d e t a i l  t h e  M o d e l  1 6 ,  a s  

w e l l  a s  t h e  f u l l  f/la r /in  l i n e  o f  g u n s  j  m a i l e d  f r e e  f o r  s i x  c e n t s  i n  s t a m p s .

7 A e ffla r /i/t fir e a rm s  Co., 7 Willow Street, New Haven, Conn.

Have You W orn  T h e m  ?
Not “celluloid”—not “ paper collars” —but made of fine cloth ; exactly resemble fashionable linen goods. 
Price at stores, 2oc. for box of ten ( 2 %  cents each).

No W a.sh irvg  or Ir o n in g
When soiled discard. B.v m ail. IO eollarft o r 5 pair** o f  cufft. ROc. Sample collar or pair of cuffs 
for 6 c. in U. S. stamps. Give size and style.

R E V E R S I B L E  C O L L A R  C0 . t D e p t ,  6 .  B O S T O N , M A S S .

I f  yo u  can n ot w ear a  b e lt w ithout su sp en d er su p ­
port yo u  w ill e n jo y  the lig h t, cool an d  com fortable  
fe e lin g  o f  B u ll Dog Su sp end ers. N o  hot w eath er 
s a g g in g — no s lip p in g  o f  b u ck le s  or ta n g lin g  o f h a r­
ness. N o  fr a y in g  o f  cord s or b r e a k in g  o f  e n d s 
an n o y s  the m an w h o w ears the s im p le , sen sib le  
an d  serv ic e a b le  B u ll D og Suspender*.

T h e y  stan d  the hot w eath er test— the sev e re st test 
o f  su spen der q u a lity — T h a t’ s w h y th e y  O U TW EAR 
T H R E E  PAIR O F T H E  O TH ER KINDS.

Put a  pa ir  on yo u r b a c k , an d , our w ord  for it, 
y o u 'l l  a lw a y s  w ear them  herea fter.

I n  r e g u la r  s iz e ,  e x t r a  le n g th s ,  a ls o  y o u t h ’ s 
s iz e  a n d  l ig h t  a n d  h e a v y  w e ig h t s .

Tour dealer w ill cheerfully sell them  i f  he is net 
out of them . I f  he is , ice w ill send a p a ir  

postpaid fo r  50 cents.

•y H E W E S  &  P O T T E R  a
|  D ept. 12 , 87 L incoln S t. BOSTON, M ASS. H

in  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t is e m e n t  o n  th is  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s ir a b le  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A rg o sy .

C |£ )
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O. A. MILLER TREEING MACHINE CO.
BROCKTON, MASS.

They bring Shoes back to their 
Original Shape without 

Stretching or Distort­
ing them.

Those who use them find 
that their shoes never have 
that baggy worn out appearance and 
the wear and comfort is greatly increased.
Leading shoe dealers everywhere sell them. If your 
dealer does not sell them write for our handsomely illustrated 
booklet on the care of shoes showing the variety of 
Trees we manufacture and telling How to Order by Mail.

Ask for booklet I, sent free on Request.

Our Shoe Trees Preserve the 
Appearance, Wear and 

Comfort of Shoes

Advance  
Subscription 

Offer
New  and Enlarged Edition

Cyclopedia 
of Drawing

4 Volumes bound in l/ z red morocco. 1600 
pages (7x10 inches), over 1200 illustra­tions, plates, tables, formulae, etc.

Ready for delivery Se pt. 15th, 1906.

RESERVATIO NS M UST  
BE M ADE N O W !

Regular price $16.00. Special advance subscription price until Sept. 15th only, $10.00, payable $1.00 now and $1.00 per month after books are delivered. Shipped Sept. 15th, ex­press prepaid, for five days* free  e x a m i n a t i o n .  Your 
advance payment will not obligate you to keep books. If unsatisfactory notify us and your money will be promptly refunded.

B R I E F  T A B L E  O F  C O N T E N T S
Mechanical Drawing ; Architectural Drawing ; Freehand 

Drawing; The Roman Orders ; Perspective Drawing; Shades and Shadows ; Rendering in Pen and Ink and Water Color ; Architectural Lettering ; Working Drawings;
M a c h in e  D e s ig n  ; S h e e t  M eta l P a t t e r n  D r a f t in g  ; P r a c t ic a l
Problems for Sheet Metal Workers.
AMERICAN SCHOOL of CORRESPONDENCE

C h i c a g o ,  V. S .  A.
Sept . Argosy m m — —

MENNEN’S
Borated

TOILET 
P

The Mennen Caddie
offers in stan t re lief from chaps 
and sk in  roughness w hich  keen 
fail w inds b rin g  toout of door folks.

M E N N E N ’S B O R A T E D  
T A L C U M  P O W D E R  

soothes and  h ea ls  a ll chafing  and 
ch ap p in g , and is p u t up  in non- 
refiliable box— M en n en ’s face on 
th e  cover g u a ran tees  i t 's  genu ine .

For sale everyw here, or by 
m ail for 25 cts.

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  th is  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A r g o sy .
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A Classified Advertising Department
F O R

M UNSEY’S MAGAZINE
We have decided to give the small advertiser an opportunity to use the 

enormous circulation of MUNSEY’S Magazine for the very small sum of 
£ 1 0 .0 0 , and to do business in every State and Territory of the United States 
at a lower rate in proportion to circulation than he can secure in any other 
advertising medium of national circulation.

Up to the present time the minimum space acceptable for MUNSEY’S 
MAGAZINE has been one inch, or 1 4  agate lines, the cost of which is £4 2 .0 0 . 
In order to fully appreciate the importance of our new £ 1 0 . 0 0  offer, it must 
be understood that the circulation of MUNSEY’S Magazine is much the 
biggest of any general magazine, having averaged 7 0 0 , 0 0 0  copies monthly 
for the first six months of 1 9 0 6 .

Rates for Classified Advertising in MUNSEY’S MAGAZINE
Card of four agate lines (minimum size accepted, and containing

about 32 words, including address), one time - $10.00
Each additional agate line up to 12 lines (maximum size accepted),

one time 2.50
All advertisements set in uniform style and classified under suitable head­

ings. No discounts for time, space, or cash will be allowed from these rates.
Payment for all classified advertising to be strictly in advance, cash with 

order. Remit by check, express or postal orders.
All copy must be subject to our approval, and no undesirable advertise­

ments will be accepted. Advertising forms close on the 2 5 th of the second 
preceding month—that is, October forms close August 2 5 th.

To the Small Advertiser
If you have a good proposition, and if you are equipped to fill orders, 

why don’t you do a national business, instead of only a local business ? 
MUNSEY’S MAGAZINE will take your offer into every State and Territory of 
the United States for only S 1 0 .0 0 . A trial of the magazine field—the whole 
country as covered by MUNSEY’S Magazine—is no longer a great expense.

F IL L  OUT AND  SE N D  US THE COUPON B E L O W .

C L A S S I F IE D  A U V . D E P T ., 
J I u .n s e v ' s  M a g a z i n e ,

175 F ifth  A ve ,, N ew  Y o rk .

E n closed  find f.------------------------,

for w h ich  insert the fo llo w in g

------------------lin e  advertisem ent in

the O ctober issu e  of M u n s e y ' s 

M a g a z in e .
( A rg .. S«-pt. *06.)

0 | T

( A!Io:c about r ig h t :i ords to a line . ) 
1 ____________  -  ______________________________

3~________________________
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THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

TH E  N E W  BOUND VOLUM E OF

MUNSEY’S MAGAZINE
N O W  R E A D Y

V olume XXXIV, in clu d in g  th e num bers of M u n s e y ’s M a g a z i n e  from  O ctober, 1905, 
to  M arch, 1906, in clu sive— a handsom e volum e o f  n early  e igh t hundred pages, bound in 
green  cloth , w ith  g ilt  le tterin g, aud  con tainin g, besides other m a tte r :

Fif ty  S h o r t  S to r ie s  b y  O. H en ry, E d w a rd  B oltw ood, G eorge H ibbard, B ailey  M illard, E d w ard  
H. Peple, A n n a  M cC lu re S h o ll, A n n e  O ’H agau , G race M acG ow au C ooke, and others.

F if ty -E ig h t  Special A rtic les  b y  B rander M atthew s, E d ga r Saltus, D r. L ym an  Abbott, 
C yrus T ow nsend Brady, H en ry  W attersou, D avid  Starr Jordan, H arry  T hurston  Peck, 
R ear-A dm iral C h ad w ick , G arrett Serviss, and others.

Volum e X X X IV  o f  A lu n se y 's  M agazine can be ordered  fro m  a n y  new sdeale r o r  boo kse lle r, o r  w i l l  
be sent on rece ip t o f  the  p ric e  ( One d o lla r, w ith  35  cents a d d itio n a l fo r  postage ) b y  the p ub lishe rs .

T H E  F R A N K  A .  M U N S E Y  C O M P A N Y
1 7 5  F I F T H  A V E N U E ,  N E W  Y O R K

F a u c e t  W a t e r  M o t o r  O u t f i t  $ 3
T h is  m onth w e  are  s e llin g  o u r U nion H u stler F au cet 

W a te r  M otor o u tfit, com plete, for $3 , c o n sis tin g  of 
su b stan tia l iron m o tor, e m ery  w h eel, po lish in g  w h eel, 
p o lish in g  m ateria l, w re n ch , leath er b e ltin g , w ash ers and 
prin ted  in stru c tio n s— packed in a neat w ooden box. 
T h is  w a ter m o tor attaches to a n y  faucet in sta n tly . It 
m ay be attached o r detached by a ch ild  in  a  fe w  seconds. 
It w ill  run a fan , s e w in g  m ach ine, e tc. It sharpen s 
c u tle ry , clean s s ilv e r w a r e  and polishes all m etal su r­

faces. G ives l/ a H. P. and m akes 4,000 revo lu tion s a 
m in u te  on good w a te r  pressure.

W O R T H  $ 5 . 0 0
W e are  d ealers in all k inds o f w a te r  m otors and ac­
cessories. O ur good s are  fu lly  described  in o u r  large 
w a te r  m o tor book , w h ich  w ill  be s en t ab solu tely  
free to an y  one upon req u est. T his  book is fu lly  illu s- 

_  _  tratcd , and the o n ly  one in  the w o rld  that fu lly  e x ­
p la ins the h yd ra u lic  pressure  o f the o rd in a ry  household w a te r  supply.

The unusual price of ?.'i which we are now charging for this complete water motor outfit is a 
very special offer and is good for only a short time. Send your remittance at once— before the 
offer it withdrawn If remittance is received too late to take advantage of this offer it will 
be returned promptly VIA \  I F A  C T I K I \ C  C O M P A N Y ,
I»«“i»f. no ,  . . .  104  H a n o v e r  St.. Boston,  M ass.

Dealers are requested to w rite  fo r  trade prices.

C H E W . . .

Beeman’s
T h e  O r i g i n a l

Pepsin *
Gum * *
R elieves Indigestion 

and Sea-sickness.

A l l  O t h e r s  a r e  I m i t a t i o n s .

F o r Sa le  a t  E r e r y  D ru g  S tore

K+4
DEAFNESS

“ T h e  Morley P h o n e ”

/ A miniature Telephone 
f o r  t h e  E a r  — invisible, easily adjusted, and en­
tirely comfortable. Makes low sounds and whispers 
_ plainly heard. Over fifty

thousand sold, giving instant relief from deafness and head noises.
T h ere are b u t few  cases of deafness
t h a t  c a n n o t  b e  b e n e f i t e d .

W rite  for booklet and testim o n ia ls.

T H E  M O R L E Y  C O M P A N Y .  D e p t .  
31 S o u tK  1 6 th  S t r e e t .  P h i l a - d e l p h i a .

70

WRITING PAYS BIGC O U P■ ■  Your poems worth thou-
I I  |  B  sands of dollars. We write music

i f  I V  V P l to your words. Simple littlepoems often make great “ hits.” 
A few successes of our composer, “ My Gal from Dixie,” “ A Little Boy in Blue,” “ Down on the Farm,” “ I’d Like to 
Hear That Song Again,” etc. We pay royalty, publish and 
popularize and place songs of merit on the market. Send 
in your poems or write for more information.
B row n  M u sic C o ., 352 Tem p le C o u rt, New Y o rk  C ity .

IT  PA YS B IG  
To A m u s e  T h e  
P u b l i c  W i t h Motion Pictures

NO E X P E R IE N C E  N E C E S S A R Y  as our in - 
a tru ctio n  B oo k  an d  •1 Bu sin ess Guide ’ te lls  a ll. 
W e fu r n is h  C om plete  O u tfits  w i t h  B ig  A d v e r ­
t is in g  P O B ters,etc. H um orous d ram as brim ful 
o f  fun, tra v e l, h istory, r e lig io n , tem perance 
w o rk  an d  so n g s  illu stra ted . O ne m an can  d o it  
A s to n is h in g  O p p o r tu n ity  in an y  lo c a lity  fo« 
a man with a litt le  m o n ey to  show  in  chu rches, 
sch o ol hou ses, lo d g e  h a lls , th e a tre s , e tc. 
P ro fits  $ 10  to  o v e r  $ 10 0  p er n ig h t . O ther* 
d o  it. w h y  n o t y o u ?  I t ’s  easy  ; w rite  to  us 
an d  w e ’ll te ll  you  h o w . C ata lo g u e  free.

4MUSEMENT SUPPLY C 0 „ 462 Chemical Bank Bldg., CHICAGO,

M A K E  $ 1 0 . 0 0  A DAY
One m au and one m ach ine can  do th is  w ith  a

P E T T Y J O H N
Concrete Block M a c h in e

A n o p p o rtu n ity  t o  t h e  k ir s t  t o  w r it e  u s  from 
each lo c a lity  to  s ta rt a B IG P A Y IN G  BU SI­
N ESS w ith  em ail capital. I f  you are  g o in g  to 
build  a hom e yo u  should h ave it. W hole outfit 
c osts  o n ly  $125.00. Sand, W ater and Cem ent 
only m a teria ls  required. One m an can m ake 
200 b locks d a ily . M achine sen t on tria l.

W r it e  f o r  p a r t ic u l a r s .
T H E  PETTYJO H N  C 0 .f 070 N. Cth S tre e t , T e r r e  H aute, Ind.

I £
In  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  th is  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A rg o sy .



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

The Security of Prudential 
Policyholders is Guaranteed

by the unquestioned character of investments and the progressive policy which 
has been the first consideration of

The Prudential
This company has always been managed in a spirit of liberal conservatism 

and solely for the true and enduring interests of policyholders.

An Economical and Efficient Administration.
Constantly Decreasing Rates of Expense and Mortality. 

Satisfactory Dividend Returns and
Prompt Settlement of All Obligations
Have Made The Prudential

J

One of the Greatest Life Insurance Companies 
~ "T in the World

Life Insurance is to-day a necessity, a safe and certain method of investing surplus earnings, and 
the only satisfactory means of providing in the most effectual manner for the future needs of others. 
W rite now for facts about the policy you would like. W rite Dept. 98.

The Prudential Insurance Company
OF AMERICA

Incorp orated  as a S to ck  C om p an y  by th e  S ta te  o f N ew  J e r s e y

Home Office: NEWARK, N. J. JOHN F. DRYDEN, President

fejft /  i#kv. \  /
1 A. ' f i  *  f

( H t m f m k /  M s
\ 1 1 mI

0  1*
I n  a n s w e r in g  th is  a d v e r t is e m e n t  i t  is  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A rg o sy .



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

The Delights of Happy Childhood
W ouldn’t you be happy i f  you could have all you 

wanted o f  the daintiest and most delicious “ goodie” you  
ever tasted, w ithout having someone tell you, you  
mustn’t eat any more o f  it? T hat’s exactly what you  
can have when you eat

Q u a k e r d v ic e
CPuffed)

There is something about Quaker Rice that makes it decidedly differ­
ent from the ordinary cereal—the more you eat of it, the more you want. 
Its dainty lightness, delicate flavor and delicious crispness make you marvel 
at the ingenuity that has transformed common rice into such a wholesome 
and appetizing food.

Quaker Rice retains all of the goodness of the rice kernel, and by a 
special patented puffing process, cooks it thoroughly and adds to its pala- 
tabieness, making it truly the delight of happy childhood.

Quaker Rice should be heated for a  minute in a hot oven, 
and then served with milk, cream or sugar. Or, you will 
find recipes on the package for making dainty Quaker Rice 
confections. Quaker Rice is so easily digested and so pure 
and wholesome, th a t the children can eat all of it they want.

Quaker Rice is sold by grocers everywhere at 10 cents the package.

Made by the Manufacturers of Quaker Oats. Address. Chicago, U. S. A.

/d

J n  a n s w e r in g  th is  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  is  d e s ira b le  th a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he  A uuohy .



D o lla r *  W a tch
STEM WIND a n d  STEM SET

An important improvement has been 
made in the New 1906 Dollar Watch—  
it is now stem-wind and push-in stem- 
set.

Beingapplied to the low­
est priced watch of worthy 
quality, this improvement 
must be recognized as a 
mechanical feat of the .
first magnitude and the
greatest e v e n t  i n  
watchmaking since the 
first Ingersoll 
w; nade and 
sold for one 
dollar.

The 
Inger­

soll does
keep accurate 
time a n d  is 
g u a ra n teed
to doit for one 
year. A f t e r  

that for nine years 
it will be repaired at 25c.

Short-lived, unreliable im ita­
tions are sometimes palmed 
off. Demand a W atch  with  
IN G E R S O LL  on the D ial.

There is nothing 
startling about the ' 
stem - wind feature 
itself; fifteen cent toy watches 
are stem-winding and for a 
decade both in this country 
anxi hvlwitope the very worst 

_>vatr' timekeeping have been,
aiiu are to-day,"stem-wind. But with 
I n g e r s o l l  q u a l i t y  established by fourteen years of experience during which nearly 
T w e l v e  M i l l i o n  Ingersolls have been made arid sold—with this quality—and the price con­
sidered, the addition of this expensive feature is a great development, important to the buyer.

At the expense of watch-quality “features” are easy, but only the invaluable patents,’the 
tremendous output (over 8,000 daily), the organization and the experience of years make a 
watch like the Ingersoll possible at One Dollar. Imitations can resemble it outwardly but 
it is the works inside that make the watch.

Ingersoll W atches are sold in your own neighborhood by som e good 
m erchant You w ill m ost likely see the Ingersoll sign in his w indow or 
on his counter. But if not locally obtainable, postpaid by us for $1 .00 . 
There are other Ingersolls a t $ 1 .5 0  and $1 .75 . Ladies’ Ingersoll, $ 2 .00 .

Sold  by
5 0 ,0 0 0  D ea lers .

Every Genuine Ingersoll Watch has the Name INGERSOLL on the Dial.
The Ingersoll Dollar Cham has more gold than any $2.00 chain. .Made in 12 patterns. Circular 
Free. Sold everywhere or postpaid for S1.00. Look for the Ingersoll guarantee tag on each

R obt. H. Ingersoll & Bro. 46 JEW E LE R S C O U R T. 
N E W  Y O R K .
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H A 55E N G AU

BEVERAGE
£>e?7(f/2 t / uJ2zr s>

Sold at all Founts w/th &£&£££%/■
Carbonated in Bottles 7 A3JL'

T H E  M U N S E T  P R E S S , N E W  Y O R K


