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TO RENT—FURNISHED.

Instead of being a well-appointed
boudoir, however, the room was found
to contain only a crippled sewing ma-
chine, some discarded furniture, and a
large flowered dressing gown, which
Mrs. Wonderman at once pronounced to
be the property of “ Uncle ” Merridew.

Their landlord’s misleading state-
ment was therefore aseribed to a dry
hwinor for which ncither of the young
pair had given him credit.

The neighbors learned, through the
medinm of one of the two smart serv-
ants whom Mrs. Wonderman had in-
stalled, that Mr. Merridew had decided
at the last moment to rent his house,
and as he was known to be eccentric
and impulsive, this sudden change in
his plans evoked little comment. The
neighhors did not call, but other pco-
ple did, and Mrs. Wonderman was su-
premely happy.

None of her new acquaintances knew
Mr. Merridew, with the exception of
one lady, who was much surprised to
learn that her hostess considered him
one of the kindest and most distin-
guished-looking men she had ever seen.
She did not pursue the subject, and in
the privacy of her family circle ex-
pressed some doubt as to Mrs. Wonder-
man’s sanity.

Encouraged by .their social success,
the Wondermans decided to give a din-
ner party. The furnishings of the
dining-room had been remodeled in ac-
cordance with Mrs. Wonderman’s idea
of the prevailing fashion—* Taking the
stiffness out,” she called it, and she was
anxious that her friends should have an
opportunity of admiring her taste.

Among other improvements, the por-
trait of Mr. Merridew, whose appear-
ance, she said, always gave her the
“creeps,” had been removed from its
place of honor and ignominiously con-
signed to the attic.

That dinner party had a most aus-
picious beginning. Everybody invited
accepled, and nobody arrived late.

Mrs. Wonderman, radiant in a new
dress, felt that she was looking her best,
and Mr. Wonderman surprised himself
by the ecasy flow of his conversation.
The dinner was well cooked, and there
were no embarrassing waits between
courses.
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The smart waiting maid had just re-
moved the birds, and Mr. Wonderman
was sceretly telegraphing his congratu-
lations to his wife, when he was star-
tled to see the answering smile fade
from her lips, her eves dilate, and her
features congeal in a look of horror.
At the same time he became awarce that
the united gaze of his guests was con-
centrated on a point just behind his
chair.

Turning hastily to ascertain the cause
of this phenonienon, he found himself
confronted by an elderly man of mas-
sive build, with a broad face heavily
charged with blood, & fringe of gray
whisker that fairly bristled, and small
cyes, gleaming with a ferocity which
the unhappy host attributed to mental
affliction.

There was no mistaking those fea-
tures or those eyes. Uncle Merridew
had turned up, and, worst of all, he was
evidently a homicidal maniac.

Mr. Wonderman’s senses reeled un-
der the shock of this apparition, but he
instinctively rose to his feet, preferring
to meet an onslanght in a standing
rather than in a sitting position.

His feelings were much akin to those
of a novice in the art of animal train-
ing on first entering the den of a fero-
cious beast, an illusion which was
heightened by a movement of Uncle
Merridew’s lips, suggestive of gnashing
of tecth, and an overture of rasping
gasps, which the intruder was emitting
in a desperate endeavor to control hix
voice.

Warily watching his foe, Mr. Won-
derman heard behind him the rustle of
a skirt and his wifc’s voice at his ecar.

“Humor him as long as you can,”
she whispered, “while I ring up the
police station.”

She darted from the room, and her
husband, with a sigh of relief, heard the
telephone bell ringing excitedly.

“Won’t you—won’t you sit down and
join us?” he asked diffidently.

Mr. Merridew, who had just succeed-
ed in gaining his breath, suffered a re-
lapse, and it was only after a hard
struggle that he found his voice.

“ What the devil are you doing
here?” he roared.

“Doing here?” cchoed Mr. Wonder-
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man, bent upon getting as much time
as possible.

“Yes, sir,” cried the other, who, now
that he had found his voice, scemed de-
termined to make the most of it. “ Do-
ing here in my house. Are you aware
that this is my house? ”

“Your house? Oh—yes—certain-
Iy, assented Mr. Wonderman, mindful
i hig wife's admonition.

“Then, sir,” shouted the enraged
owner, striking the table such a crash-
ing blow that the gucsts pushed back
their chairs in unison, “ I ask you once
more: what are you doing heve?”

In view of his previous admission,
Mr. Wonderman found some difficulty
i offering a satisfactory explanation.

“We—we thought you wouldn’t
mind,” he said weakly.

Thig reply, so far {from having a
scothing influence, produced much the
same effect as throwing a stick of dyna-
mile into a burning house.

Mr. Merridew flung the last rag of
self-restraint to the winds, and, regard-
Jess of the presence of the ladies, ex-
ploded in a burst of invective and pro-
fanity which revealed an amazing fer-
tility of expression.

His attitude also hecame so threat-
ening that Mr. Wonderman discrectly
dropped his napkin over the ecarving
knife and possessed himselfl of the
handle.

The indignant man had just cntered
{or the third time on a minute analysis
of Mr. Wonderman’s character and per-
sonal appearance when his cloquence
received a rude check.

Tis arms, which he was brandishing
wildly, were seized from behind, and,
turning his head from side to side like
an enraged bull, he found himself in
the grasp of two bluc-coated figures,
who firmly admonished lum to keep
quiet.

Incensed bevond all bounds at this
inferference, he made a desperate effort
to release himself, and for the next few
minutes Mr. Wonderman’s guests were
treated to the sight of a wrestling
match in which numbers and profes-
sional skill were pitted against blind,
unreasoning fary.

In spite of his age, Mr. Merridew was
no mean antagonist, and it was not till
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one of the policemen had administered
several sharp raps on his head that a
pair of bhandeuffs were snapped on his
wrists and he was brought heavily to
the floor, where he still kept up the
struggle and continued to roar forth
threats and maledictions.

“ Betler sit on his legs,” suggested
one of the guests, vigorously rubbing
one of his own which he had incau-
tiously ventured within the zone of
conflict.

One of the policemen acting on this
hint, Mr. Merridew was finally reduced
to a state of quiescence.

“I'mi smre I owe you a mest humble
apology,” Mr. Wonderman said, ad-
dressing his astounded guests, ™ but
the fact of the matter iz, this gentle-
man is the uncle of our landlord. He
18 mentally unbaianced and hax hroken
out of the asylum. Ie fancies he owns
this house. Our landlord told us ¢f hig
aftliction, and asked wus not to mention
it.  In justice to myvself, however, I
feel bound to explain. Shall T call up
the asylum ?” he asked, addresszing the
officers.

“They notified ’em from the sta-
tion,” replied one of the constables.
“They’ll be here before long with a
straitjacket.  Keep still, vou”—this
in response to a spasmodic movenient
of Mr. Merridew’s legs.

Physical exhaustion had consider-
ably subdued Mr. Merridew’s frenzy,
and he had listened open-mouthed to
Mr. Wenderman’s explanation.

“There is some extraordinary mis-
ake here,” he said, impreased by the
other’s tone of conviction. “ I've never
been inside an insanc asxlum in my
life, though this sort of thing is enough
to send a man there. I've just got back
from Europe.”

“That’s what his nephew told us,”

catd Mr. Wonderman in an audible
aside.  ““Supposed to be traveling in
Furope,” were his words.”

“1T haven’t got a nephew nearer than
California,” shouted the other.  Send
for one of my neighbors to identify me,
and get off my legs. D’ye want to stop
the circulation®”

“Will you keep ’em still it T do?”
asked the policeman dubiously.

Having received the desired assar-
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ance, the officer went away, and re-
turned in a few minutes with an elderly
gentieman of a nervous temperament,
who was so perturbed at finding his
irascible mneighbor handeaffed on his
own premises that his assurances were
slightly incoherent.

Mr. Merridew’s identity baving heen
finallv established, he was freed from
his wmanaecles and assisted to a chair,
where he at once assumed the functions
of prosceuting attorney, and submitted
Mr. Wonderman to a vigorous cross-cx-
amination.

The two policemen constituted them-
selves a bench of judges, the guests
grouped themselves as a jury, and Mr.
Wonderman inereased the resemblance
to un impremptu ceurt ol jusiice by
filing his receipt and a cavefully pre-
served copy of his advertisement as
exhinits.

Lt was after a minute description of
the gentleman who had leased the
house that Mr. Merridew, with a look of
horrified incredulity, held a hurried
consultation with the beneh, and one
of its members was despatehed to the
telephone. 1le returned shortly, to say
that the genileman would be round in
ten minutes, and the court took a re-
cesy and breathlessly awaited develop-
ments.

“0Oh, thank goodness, evervthing
will be explained now,” eried Mrs. Won-
derman, as a tall, dark gentleman, in
evening dress, and wearing a double
eveglass, was ushered in.

The newcomer, with a surprised look,
turned to Mr. Merridew for enlighten-
ment.

“Worthington,”said that gentleman,
“what did vou do with the key of this
house which T asked voun to take to the
police station?”

“ Key??” echoed Major Worthington
in evident Lewilderment.

“ Yes, sir, key,” insisted his interro-
gator. “Didn't you meet me outside
the morning | started for Europe, and
didn’'t vou help me with my trunk, and
didn't I give vou the door kev and ask
vou to take it to the police station and
tell them to look after this house?”

“No,” replied Major Worthington.
“TI don’t know what vou are talking
abonut.”
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Mr. Merridew passed his hand across
his brow in a helpless fashion, and
looked for assistance to the constables.

“ Be careful what you say, my fine
feller,” said one of the officers in a ju-
dicial tone. “ We know you, and all
about you.” :

Major Worthington’s only reply was
a look of haughty disdain.

“This man’s name ain’t Worthing-

ton,” the policeman continued. “He's
a card sharp and bunco man. We

pinched him for a crooked bit of work
three. months ago, but we couldn’t
prove it.”

“What the devil do you mean by
this insolence?” shouted the incensed
major.

“ Don’t you talk to me like that, or
11 arrest you,” veplied the policeman.
“Jernyngham’s yvour name, or one of
vour names. You was living at the
Trumble House, but a couple of months
ago we lost sight of you. Do you give
him in charge?” he asked, turning to
Mzr. Merridew.

There was a rustle of expectancy in
the jury box.

“Give him in charge?” eried Mr.
Merridew., < Certainly  not.  Major
3 ]

Worthington has lived in the same
house on Mansworth Street for ten
vears. lle’s a married man with chil-
dren”

“Tve known married men with chil-
dren the policeman was begin-
ning when he was interrupted by the
entrance of thie parlor maid.

“ The ’sylum’s just rung up, siv,” she
said, “to say as therc¢’s no one of the
name of Merridew there. There’s a
gentleman of the name of Merriman,
but he hasn’t escaped. What shall |
tell them?”

“Tell them 1o go to Hades,”
turned Mr. Merridew violently.

“ Yes, sir,” answered the parlor maid
obediently, and vanished with great
precipitancy.

Major Worthington now peremptori-
ly demanding an explanation, a brief
outline of the facts go far as known was
laid before him, and the court resolved
itself into a debating society, the po-
licemen abandoning their judicial func-
tion and acting as umpires.

A resolution was finally carried that

Ie-
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gsome one bearing a strong resemblance
to Major Worthington had wilfully and
cruelly imposed on two unsuspecting
young people, and the police were
strongly recommended to take steps to
bring the offender to justice.

A rider submitted by Mr. Merridew
was rejected as being of unnecessary
strength, and another, offered by an
officious guest, that it would be well in
future if BMr. Merridew would wear
gpectacles, was so coldly reccived by
that gentleman, who was scnsitive
about his eyesight, that it was hastily
withdrawn.

In view of the indignities inflicted on
the rightful owner, Mr. Wonderman
offered to vacate the house at once, but
Mr. Merridew, in spite of his irascible
temper, was not destitote of chivalry.

Of a combative disposition, he looked
back on his encounter with the two po-
licemen with a certain sense of enjoy-
ment, and regarded his protracted re-
sistance to superior numbers as a sig-
nal proof that age had only slightly
impaired his pristine vigor. He first
lectured his  quondam antagonists
sharply on the evils of being guided by
first impressions, and then soothed
their resentment by a largess which
converted them at once into competi-
tive eulogists.

To Mr. Wonderman, and especially
to Mrs. Wonderman. whose pretty face
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and evident distress touched him, he
extended an invitation to remain as his
guests until the return of his wife and
daughter, and was so masterful in his
insistence that they could not do other-
wise than accept it.

The intimacy thus established throve
amazingly, and the young couple never
found any cause to regret that they had
once fallen victims to the wiles of the
unscrupulous Mr. Jernyngham,

IV.

SEATED in a low wicker chair, on the
broad piazza of a Ilorida hotel, Mr.
Horace Jernyngham, now temporarily
passing under an assumed name, drew
a letter from his pocket and reread an
extract.

“There is a big row on,” wrote his
correspondent, “over some man rent-
ing some other man’s furnished house
while he was away. "The real man
turned up at a dinner party and was
arrested as an escaped lunatic. It got
into the papers here and the police are
busy. If you know anything about it,
better lie low.”

*“ Thank you, my discreet friend,”
Mr. Jernyngham commented. “1 will
take vour advice. My stout friend’s
remarks must have been well worth
hearing. My ounly regret is that I
couldn’t stayv to see the finish.”

>

A RAINY DAY.

THis is my dream, to have you on a day
Of beating rain and sullen clouds of gloom
Here with me, in the old, familiar room,
Watching the logs beneath the flames” swift play
Burst into strange conceits of bud and bloom.

The things we know about us here and there,
The books we love, half read, on floor and knee,
The stein the Dutchman brought from oversea
Standing invitingly beside your chair,
The while we quote and talk and—disagree ;

Rebuild the castles that we reared in Spain,

Reread the poet that our childhood knew,

With eyes that meet when some quaint thought rings true.
Oh, friend, for some such day of cheer and rain,

Books, and the dear companionship of you !

Theodosia Pickering Garrison.



THE FOOL’S POCKET.

BY W. BERT FOSTER.

The man who was missing, and the extraordinary spot in which he was finally found.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
THE story is told in the main by Benjamin Hubbard, an old man of seventy-five, senior partner in the

law firm of Hubbard, Ayer & Waterhouse.
who, with his sister Lillian, have been left orphans.

They have charge of the affairs of the hero, Lynn Shepard,
Lynr’s father was interested in a mine out West, the
Fool’s Pocket, in which Lynn still has confidence, although it was reported to be worked out.

He borrows

money from the Gregorys, father and son, in whose store he works as a clerk, to go out and make a

personal inspection of the mine.

He finds it will pay to work it, but before he can do this he must obtain

permission of the other partner with his father in the investment, Preston Shaw, who was a rascal

and has mysteriously disappeared.

from the Gregorys, his claim on ¥ will revert to them.
Jethro Hawley had been associated with Shaw and

sister Mary is living in England with the Hawleys.
Shepard in the mine deal.

If Lynn cannot start work within a certain period, covered by his loan

In this crisis, he learns that Preston Shaw's

Lynn sails for England, contrives to render a service to Ilawley (son of Jethro), a blacksmith

possessed of mysterious wealth and who claims that Mary Shaw is weak in intellect.

Lynn, who passes

under his first name, takes more than a keen interest in the daughter, pretty Bertha Hawley. She tells

him strange tales about a diving bell, an unfinished invention of her grandfather,
Bertha in her pony cart, Lynn is amazed to see Chris Gregory appear in an automobile.
frightens the pony, who backs the cart over a precipice.
Bertha with one arm and clings to the branch of a tree with the other.

Driving one day with
The machine
Wagon and horse go down, but Lynn snatches
But the branch has already

started to break away from the trunk, leaving the two swaying above a horrible fate.

CHAPTER VI
THE VILLAIN UNMASKED.

HE splitting tree trunk yawned
slowly as its living appendage
swung to and fro. In that moment
life looked a very small thing to Lynn
Shepard, for death came near, and in its
presence all else was dwarled.

Then he glanced again at the face of
the girl who clung with him to the
branch. Her eyes were closed and her
lips moved.

This seemed to inspire him with
hope. There was still a chance. God
was on high, and in IHis eve a sparrow
cannot fall to the ground without no-
tice!

He turned his own face upward
again, but not in appeal to the Omnip-
otent. It is given to woman to pray
and man to work.

The chauffeur had joined Gregoryand
the stable-boy at the edge of the preci-
pice. Lynn lifted his voice and shouted
to them.

“Quick! Bind something about {hat

tree—stop it from splitting! Iind
something, for God’s sake!”

is words spurred Chris Gregory to
action. He wore a long traveling coat;
but bencath was a golf suit, the knick-
erbockers upheld by a leather belt.

He whipped off the belt, and in an in-
stant had it fastened about the trunk
of the clm just below the split. But
that single strap looked a frail thing
indeed to hold the tree trunk intact.

The chauffeur disappeared, and was
back in a flash with a longer and heav-
ier strap which he had carried in the
boot of the auto. This went twice
around the tree, and just as he got it
buckled Gregory’s belt parted with a
loud snap!

But the heavier strap held. The gash
stopped right there.

Quickly the two men slipped out of
their coats and tied them together by
the arms. This life-line was flung over
the edge of the cliff to the endangered
couple.

Lynn was all but gone now, for the
girl was hanging upon him heavily,

*This story began in the May issue of THE ARGOSY, which will be mailed to any address on receipt
of 10 cents.
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while her own hands slipped fromn the
branch.

“Once more! T'ry again, for God’s
sake!” he breathed hoarsely.

She opened her eyes. The coat dan-
¢led within her reach.

She let go of the branch with one
hand and caught the tail of the coat.

Then she scized it with her other hand.
Lynn’s arm still helped sustain her.

“Cling with all vour might!” he
cried. Then: “ {faul up!”

He felt her drawn out of his arms.
His other hand sought the support of
the branch just in time to kecp its
brother from slipping. And then, but
half conscious, he swung there for an-
other cternity—until the tail of the
coat dangled in reach again.

“@rab hold!” a voice shouted {rom
above, and he had never thought that
Chris Gregory’s tones would sound
sweet to him!

A little later he lay on the side of
the road, with Miss Hawley’s fuce bend-
ing over him. Her eves glowed, her
lips trembled, and there were fears on
her cheeks.

“QGod bless you, Mr. Lynn!” she
murmured.  “ You saved my life!?”

The perfume of her hreath fanned
his own lips. 1le forgot that anybody
clse was near for that second. His own
eves must have told her what lay deep
i his heart.

“Oh!” she eried softly, and drew
back, a blush mounting from her
throat to where the dark hair waved
over her temples.

“What’s the matter—has he faint-
ed?” demanded Gregory’s voice, and
then lynn’s view ol Bertha’s lovely
features was blotted out by the form of
the American.

“By Jove, old man!” Chris ex-
claimed.  “1owre all right. Wasn’t

that a narrow squeak, though?”

Lynn pulled himself together, sat
up, saw the boy who had climbed down
the declivity now coming up again with
the wreek of onc of Miss Hawley’s bas-
kets in hig hand, and grinned fecbhly.

“He’s broke ’is neck, missis; poor
hold Mase ain’t never goin’ ter drag me
“n’ you about town hany more. Hand all
on account o’ that hauto machine!”
and the voungster spoke with feeling.
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“The poor creature!” cried Miss
Ilawley, recovering her voice. “ Are
you eure he is out of his sufferings?”

“ Dead has ¢ can be, missis.  and
the cart ail in flinders.”

The chauifeur, who, with his coat and
blinkers off, looked much more human,
now advanced.

“ I can’t tell you how sorry T am for
this accident,” he said to Bertha.
“ And vou, sir—I hope you are not in-
jured?”

“I'll be all right when I get my wits
together,” Lynn replied. “ Are vou
perfectly safe, Miss 1lawley?”

“ Thanks to you—and to our {riends
here who drew us up—I am all right,”
she replied, including all three voung
men in a glorious smile.

“You will let me drive you both
home?” said the chauffeur. < That is
the least I can do to make amends. My
name is Orrin Levering. You, 1 be-
licve, must be Miss Bertha Hawley,
daughter of the—al—iron-monger at
Pebbleton?” he added, addressing the
il

“TI have heard your name, sir,” she
replied. “ Yes, Mr. Jackson Hawley is
my father.”

“1 was going to Padstow, so shall go
right through Pebbleton. And this
gentleman: »

“1 am staging in Pebbleton,” Lynn
hastened to say.

He wanted 1o get around introducing
tregory and heing introduced himself
il Ire could. e saw trouble ahead of
him, now that Chris had followed him
to this corner of the world.

“My friend here, Mr. Christopher
Gregory, of the TTniled States, is tour-
ing this part of the country,” Levering
went on. ““ You arc an American, too,
I believe?”

“Why,” cexelaimed Chris, bursting
into a langh, “Lynn and T are old
friends. Dorn and brought up in the
same town—~Garford, Connecticut. We
came* over together last month, but
somehow we lost each other——"
Lymm broke in.

“Afr. Gregory speaks quite to the
point,” he said, ‘having risen and taken
the cap which the boy had found for
him. ** But Miss Hawley must be much
shaken. Suppose we go right along?
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ler father can send back for the cart

if it is worth saving.”

“You're right, Mr, ——7?7  Jever-
ing waited.

But Lynn was helping Bertha to-

ward the anto and appeared not to
hear.

“Shepard’s his name.” Chris said,
and it =zecmed to Lynn as though he
shouted the word.

But Beriha did not scem to notice,
and Lynn was glad.

“ I he could only get Chris aside and
try to fix the matter up with him! He
{elt desperate cnough to choke the fool
before they hiad gone a mile, however.

Bertha, Lynn, and the boy occupied
the rear seat of the auto. Chris faced
around half the time, talking to them.
He was evidently greatly taken with
Bertha's face. He could not keep his
eyes ol her.

“1 shall remain overnight at Pads-
tow. Miss Hawtlev,” Orrin Levering said
as they drew swiftly near the village of
Pelibleton.  “ 1 am going there to at-
Ctend to some of my father’s business.

Tell Mr. Jackson lHawley that I will
call on him to-morrow, and stand ready
to do whatever is right about that horse
and cart. And I can only express again
to you my sorrow over the accident.”

The auto stopped before the Itawley
premises and the bov and Lynn icaped
oui, the latler assisting Berthu fo
dismount,

“ Ul drop in on rou myself to-morv-
row, Miss Hawley,” said Gregory with
superb cheek, * and see how you are.
I'll be over to see Mr. Shepard, any
way.”

He waved his hand gaily as the red
machine sped away along the road.
Lynn stood, flushed and angry, looking
at the givl.

“What did he mean?” she asked
him. her brows contracted, her cves,
whose  penetrating qualities he had
mentioned in his sister’s letter, boring
through him. “Is not vour name
Toynn??

1t is. But it is Shepard also.”

“ Ah—shepard Lynn? 7

“No, Miss Bertha. My nawme is
Lynn Shepard.”

“But why—1 do nol understand.
Why did not you give us vour last

)
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name, sir? I do not understand it at
all.”

“T cexpected you would understand
when vou heard my last name. That i»
why I kept it to myself. My father was
James BShepard.”

“James Shepard—dJames Shep
Why, the name does sound familiar to

me.”  She looked away, her brows stili
knit in thought. “ Yet 1 caunot place
it.”

“ My father knew your grandfather
in California, Miss [Mawley,” Lynn ex-
plained.  “He had little to do with
fum; but James Shepard and Preston
Shaw were partners in a mine called
the Fool’s Pocket.”

“Ah!” she cried, flashing a glance
at hini. “ I think I know now. You
have come here to see Miss Shaw, then
—Aunt Mary, as we call her? She
sometimes tells us something about her
brother, and how somebody tried to find
him and attempted to foree her

“There! I remember more clearly
now. The man’s name was Shepard.
And vou are his sont”

“Yox?

“DBut why did yon not come openly?
Why did you deceive us by not telling
your name? What do vou suppose my
father will say: ™

“Your father would have known at
once, I believe, what I came here for
if T had told him my name.”

“What 1s it vou have come for?
asked the girl.

“ My rights. Mine and my sister’s.
And Mary Shaw or your father can help
us to them. But I do not know whether
either of them will be willing to do so0.”

“Why, this is most strange, sir! Do
vou mean to intimate that father is
withholding anything that is rightly
vours?”

“Not exactly. Tet me tell you, Miss
Hawley. Not here, for there is not
time. But do let me fell you before
vou rorm any opinion at all regarding
my action.”

“{an you not {ell me briefly what
vou want? 7 she asked, tapping her foot
impatiently on the ground.

“1t is too long a story to be briefly
explained,” he declared firmly. “ And,
besides, 1 see vour father coming this
way now.”

»
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It was true. Jackson Hawley, in
company with a tall man in Dblue
clothes, was advancing along the road
from the direction of the shops.

At second glance Lynn noticed that
the man with the smith was evidently
a sailor. His face was deeply tanned,
while his long hair, which almost
touched his collar, was sun and weather
bleached.

The blue clothes were wrinkled as
though they were more used to reposing
in a sea-chest than to covering the long
body of their owner.

“Why, it is Captain Knglebock!”
cried Bertha, turning from Lynn with a
smile of welcome. “The Susannah
must have got in.”

The young man remained standing
awkwardly while she went forward to
meet her father and this stranger. He
studied the captain as the three ap-
proached the gate.

Lynn remembered the tales he had
heard regarding the foreign bark and
her captain who visited Padstow, and
likewise the accusations which Black
Morgan had made against Jackson
Hawley’s character.

It was believed, evidently, by some
of Mr. Hawley’s townspeople that this
stranger and his vessel carried on an
illegitimate trade with foreign coun-
tries, and that the smith of Pebbleton
was financially interested in the voy-
ages of the Susannah.

Captain Englebock was a hook-nosed
man, with keen blue eyes. He came
of one of the northern Kuropean na-
tions—Swedish or Danish. e was not
over thirty-five.

“Mr. Lynn, Captain Englebock,”
said Jackson Hawley with great good
nature as the group reached the young
man. “Mr. Lynn was enabled to do
me a great favor the other day. Saved
my life—yes, sir! Actually he did.

“You remember that dog Morgan
who went one trip with you at my rec-
ommendation? Well, he turned on me
like a wolf down there in the shop, and
would have brained me if it hadn’t been
for Mr. Lynn.

“ Morgan is in jail now, waiting trial.
It’s where he should have been long
ago. But P'm coft-hearted, you know,
captain.”
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“Yes, yes, I know,” said the captain
of the BSusannah, looking at lLynuo
sharply.

Then he mumbled something about
being glad to meet the American, and
shook hands.

“Yowll come in to lunchecon, AiMr.
Lynn?” asked Hawley.

“ No, thank you, sir. I must go back
to the inn.”

He dared not look at Bertha. The
master smith and the captain started
up the walk. The girl lingered a mo-
ment.

“1 will sce you at seven just behind
grandfather’s shop,” she said in a low
voice, and then followed her father and
his guest without another glance in
Liynn’s direction.

CHAPTER VIIL

ON THE TRAIL OF TIE MYSTERY.

LET me observe that all these mat-
ters, in such detail, are not drawn by
me from that second letter which Lynn
wrote us from DPebbleton. Lynn was
far too modest to tell us so fully of that
terrible adventure at the ravine.

My source of information, however,
13 quite as authoritative as Liynn’s own
words would have been. Lynn wrote
us the bare facts; hut we have since {is-
tened to those facts detailed inost en-
thusiastically.

The end of that sccond letter is, how-
ever, vital to the story, and showed a
determination which was formed in
Lynn’s mind after he left Miss Hawley,
her father, and their guest at the foot
of the garden.

He went back to the inn and com-
pleted the letter to me, sending it off
before he kept his tryst with the girl
at the riverside.

I see very plainly that, even if T am
able to explain my withholding my real
uame to Miss Iawley, Chris will he
over to-morrow and will queer me at onece
with Jackson ITawley. Hawley will be on
his guard and will doubtless put the old
woman on her guard, What I can do to-
night T do not know; but T realize that
but a few hours possibly remain for me to
do something.

If the old woman was not so quecer I
would go to her and explain my position
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and sce if she would not help me to my
desirc. But I Delieve she is watched
pretty closely by the family. I'have not
forgotten * the golden cgg ” matter.

On the other hand, I would tackle
Jackson Hawley if I really knew where
he stood in the matter. 1f I could once
learn his exact place on the board I could
then move properly. But until then

I shall throw myself upon Miss Ilaw-
ley’s merey. No harm can come of that,
for I believe her to be too good and pure
a woman to be a party to any wrong-
doing, even of her own father.

T shall send this by post to-night. Yon
will get it in a few days. Before you re-
ceive it the matter of whether or no we
obtain our rights in the Fool's Pocket
will be settled for all time, I suppose.

Then followed a message to Miss
Lillian and the letter closed. It sound-
ed rather hopeless towards the end, and
I fecared that it was more than the ex-
pected loss of the Fool’s Pocket that
troubled Lynu’s soul.

e was desperately in love with this
English girl, and he feared he had sac-
rificed all chance of winning her esteem
by his deceit. The letter left both his
sister and myself much perturbed.

And it was the last written word we
received from him for many a long day.

TLynn could no more keep away from
the Hawley premises until the hour
which Miss Bertha had set for their
interview than he could have kept from
thinking of the young lady hersclf.
And all the afternoon his mind passed
like a shuttlecock from hope to despair.

But he wandered about the outskirts
of the Hawley grounds for another rea-
son, too. It had become a settled con-
vietion in his mind that there was a
fourth person who might be able to ex-
plain a part of the mystery which
troubled him.

He put the situation to himself in
this way:

Mary Shaw had been sent to Fngland
and given over to the care of the family
of Jethro Hawley forty odd years be-
fore, when she was little more than a
child. At .nat time Jackson Tlawley
was a baby (his sisters were all older
than he), and his mother doubtless took
the respounsibility of the Shaw girl’s
care.

Preston Shaw’s money sent Mary to
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this home, and Preston Shaw’s money
put the Hawleys on the road to afflu-
ence.  Bertha might think that her
grandlather was the founder of the
family fortunes; but Lynn doubted it.

The older Hawley children had mar-
ried, and in time the wife of Jethro
died. The care of Mary Shaw had de-
scended like a legacy to the son, and
well had he fulfilled the trust. And,
it appeared by the sly remark which the
old lady had made, Jackson Hawley
profited well by this legacy.

Preston Shaw would be an old man
now if he werc alive. Yet if not alive,
Lynn had come to believe that he had
left a trust fund, the interest of which
only was paid into Hawley’s hands at
stated periods, and thosc payments con-
tinued only as long as the Pebbleton
smith continued to give Mary Shaw the
very hest of treatment.

Then he came down to this Captain
Tinglebock’s connection with the casc.
The old men at Padstow had first told
him of the captain and his ship.

As they related the story, the ship
had been coming to Padstow for many
years, but the present captain was the
son of the man who was first skipper
of the Susannal.

The Susannah secemed to arrive ai
stated intervals, and she entered the
harbor for the sole purpose that her
captain might visit Jackson Hawley. 1t
sccmed to Liynn that these Englebocks
must be the means of communication
between Hawley and the source of his
great financial supply.

In other words, they must have orig-
inally brought the money for Mary
Shaw’s care from Preston Shaw, and
now, if Shaw was dead, they must still
disburse the {rust fund which was cx-
pended for the old lady by ITawley.

Tor Lynn could not conceive that
IHawley wounld care for Mary Shaw in
such magnificence if the supply of her
brother’s gold was now shut off. 1le
was not that sort of a man.

Therefore Engleboek must know a
good decal about the affairs of both the
Shaws and the IMawleys which would
benefit Lynn at this {ime.  Once lot him
get the real set of the wind and he
would know how to approach Jackson
Hawley.
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If it was so that Hawley could be
Lenefited in any way by the reopening
of the ¥ool’s Pocket, Lynn desired to
approach him from that side. Then
there would be some hope of his get-
ting what he wanted—an acknowledg-
ment without going to law of the rights
of his sister and himself to their fa-
ther’s half of the mine.

And so he hoped to fall in with En-
¢lebock. He had seen the Susannah’s
captain bat a minute or two. e looked
an ordinary scaman; perhaps a bit sul-
len, but more companionable in all
probability over a friendiy glass. And
Liynn would have loved to pump hin.

He wandered down one side of the
estate—that necarest the village—and
then followed the river path behind the
big house. e saw nobody but the dogs,
who ran down and fawned upon him,
for they had comce to congider him an
old friend.

He felt like a spirit thrust forth from
aradise. He had been doubly welcome
at the smith’s house until a few hours
agone. He heartily cursed Chris Greg-
ory.

“Yet it would have to come some
time. They would have to know—she
would have to know,” he thought.

He walked on till he came to the
shed which sheltered old Jethro IHaw-
ley’s invention. For the lack «of some-
ihing better to do, he went inside again
and reexamined the odd-looking diving
bell.

“1It’s a regular house,” he thought.
“1 wonder il the thing could really be
made to work—or, rather, one ke it?
What did Hawley ever do, now. when
lie went away from ’Frisco with Pres-
ton Shaw?

“Ile was not & man fit for anv ordi-
nary work. Could it be possible that
e made something out of this subma-
rine idea, after all?

“But if so, why was it never heard
from? Who ever heard of the name of
Jethro Tlawley in the world of science?
And why, if he became a successful
inan, did he not come back to his home
and family again ?”

He was turning away from the coffin-
like box when he was rather startled by
a cackling laugh which he recognized
instantly. He glanced out of the shed
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and beheld the Shaw woman, in her
short petticoat and high cap, with a
cane in her hand, gazing in at the open
door.

she looked like a picture of a witch
which Lynn remembered used to be in
a nursery book when he was a child.
She laughed again when she saw him
come out, and she raised her cane and
pointed it at the iron tank.

“What do you think of it? What
do you think of it, young sir?” she
axked.  “Isn’t it a fine thing—isn’t it
fine?”  She broke into a Llutfh again,
adding, with apparent disgubt “ Fools
Pocket—aye, that’s a most excelient
name of it!”

Lynn halted and stared at her. The
old lady still muttered and shook her
canc at Jethro Hawley’s submarine in-
vention.

“1s ihat the name of it, madam ?” he
axked politely.

= That’s the name I give it, voung
man,” she said tartly. “ And a 000([
one it ix, P11 be bound. A fool built it,
and fools have been junketing with 1t
all these years.  Ave, fool:! fools!”

Ifer voice ended in an angry squeak.
Lynn waited in surprise to hear what
further she might say.

She came close to him and put a
clawlike hand on his arm. She wore
old-fashioned black lace mits which ae-
centuated the leanness of her hands,
and Lynn could not keep his eves off
that elaw which elutehed him. :

“ Young man,” she said with solem-

nity, “how would vou like to spend
your life in a thing tike that? Would
vou do it—say, would you? ”

She grew fm'n,atod and her eyes
sparkled.

“Haven’t I named it well? If yon

feared the maunderings of a mad wo-
nan and hid yourself in a thing like
that, you’d be a Tool, and that would be
the Fool’s Pocket, ¢h? 'Then, haven®t 1
named it right?”

“1 think you have, madam,” he re-
piied soothingly.

“Yes. Any man of sense would say
£0.” deciared the old creature. “ And
think of the years—think of the vears!
He used to come and see me; but he
never comes NOW.

“ 8till, I can’t complain. Why should
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1?7 Jackson is very considerate of me
—very considerate!” Again her mouth
took on its humorous curve and her
eves twinkled. “ Oh, la, Jackson knows
the goose that lays the golden egg!™

She walked away from him abruptly,
chuckling as she went.

Lynn stood and stared after her. e
knew that he was alinost within touch
of the solution of the problem which
confronted him, and vet he dared not
address a question to the old woman.

Cunning she had been years before
when Preston Shaw was being searched
{or by Lynn’x father; she was doubly
cunning now. A question from him
would fire her suspicion instantly. She
might be peculiar, but she was not
wealk-minded.

Linn wax =ure she had referred to
her brother. despite her strange com-
ments upon Jethro Hawley’s invention,
Preston Shaw used to visit her here.
Probably aficr the representatives of
Hoadley & Bellingham had given the
woman up as foo hard a nut to erack.

Was he yeb alive?  Might he net
come again to see his sister if he was
still in the land of the living?

And what had she meant by his fear-
ing the “maunderings of a mad wo-
man 7 ?

Lynn’s mind went back o the story
of the Fool’s Pocket mine as 1 had told
it to him in my breaklast-room the
morning he returned from the West.

{
)
)

He rcealled Preston Shaw’s awlul crime’

—he remembered the fate of the Mexi-
can girl who had died at the stake be-
gide Jim Shepard belore rescue arrived.

Shaw had feared her. He had heen
in terror of what he called her “evil
eve.”  As he left Shepard and this poor
creature to their awlul fate, her curse
had rung in his ears—her prophecy was
the last sound he heard as he hurried
the gold-burdened pack-horsex down
the trail from Sander’s Bar.

Jim Shepard had told him: “ There
won't be a dry hand’s breadth of land
in all God’s universe on which you can
hide from me!” and the woman had
repeated this awful prophecy: “ You
shall live in fear of him all your life,
and not a foot of God’s earth shall
offer you safety!”

To a superstitious man these rail-
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ings must indeed have seemed pro-
phetic. The greed of gold urged him to
continue in his crime. But afterward
the fear of what he had done, and the
threats of his vietims, must have had
a withering clfect upon Shaw’s mind.

For nearly half a century he had hid-
den himself in some secret place, only
venturing forth at long intervals to
visit his only remaining relative. And
now, having grown old, he did not come
at all. but kept in touch with her
through the wedium of this Captain
Inglebock and his bark, the Susannah.

Thix Ingleboek held the cue.  He
was the intermediary link between the
hiding man and Mary Shaw and the
Hawlevs. 1 he could get into the con-
fidence of lnglebock

Loamn had paced the river bank, up
and down hefore the old shed, while ho
thought these matters out. Time had
passed unnoticed. e raised his eyes,
and suddenly beheld Bertha Ilawiey
coming towards him along the path.

Lynn could not go to meet her; he
had suddenly lost his pluck. He had
scen condemnation in her eyes when
she Telt him at noon.

And her Tovely countenance was very
stern as she stopped before the young
man. she began to speak without any
formal greeting.

“1 have given you a chance to ex-
plain vourself, sir, although I doubt if
my father would wish me 1o meet any
man in this way,” she told him. I am
gatislied, however, that so brave a man
cannot lack some measure of honor.

“ Now, what have you to tell mer?”

And Livnn Shepard, knowing that he
had nothing to gain by kecping back «
hairbreadth of his story, told it all.
He related every particular of the dix-
covery of the Fool’s Pocket fifty vear:
before, and of his own cxamination of
the ofd claim a few months previous.

“There is sarely a million sterling in
that gold reef which I uncovered deep
below the “ pockets” out of which Pres-
ton “haw took his wealth,” he said.
“ Hall of it would, of course, helong 1o
Shaw. or to his heirs if he is dead.

“ My father is dead. 1 have no rea-
son for pursuing Preston Shaw for the
erime which he undoubtedly commii-
ted. All I want is my rights.
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“I have inadvertently put myself in
the power of those Gregorys. You can
se¢ how closely they watch me, when
the son followed me cven fo this out-
of-the-way place. They mean to keep
me from fulfilling my agreement with
them, so that they, and not my sister
and I, will reap the reward of my la-
bors on the old claim.

“1 cannot break my word to them.
1 cannot hire money 1o pay their mort-
gage for the sake of saving myself.
You can sec that, Miss Tlawley.

“No. In honor, but one course is
open to me. The Gregorys and I
agreed that if 1 found sufficient gold
in the Fool’s Pocket within one vear to
repay them the five thousand dellars
they lent me, and a thousand dollars
Lonus, their elaim was to cease. Other-
wise my interest in the mine, and my
sister’s, must be signed over fo them.

“The mere fact that if T fail in what
1 Lave come here to Pebbleton to do,the
Gregorys will secure several millions
on their pitiful five t Imu<am! invest-
ment, does not change the matier. I
must be straight with them and keep
nmy promise.

“1f T wait 1o bring suit in the Cali-
fornia courts to establish my father’s
elaim to half the title in the Fools
Pocket, my year of grace will he gone
long- before the legal procecdings are
really begun. 'The law moves slowly.

“ All 1 desire is the acknowledgment
of our right to half the Fool’s Pocket.
If Preston Shaw is dead, his sister is
his heir. If she is adjudged incapable
of attending 1o legal mattfers, your
father is, T suppose, her guardian.

“An affidavit from her, or, in the
latter case, from your father, is all I
desire.  And it 1s an act which will
make the Shaw woman vastly wealthy,
too.

“She loses mnothing; your father
loses nothing. But it is an act which
will go far, I helieve, towards elimi-
nating the wrong which Preston Shaw
did my father.”

The voung woman listened to him
without comment, but he knew by the
softening of her face that she appre-
ciated his position.

“ And this is why you did not tell us
your full name when you came here?”
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“I met you and Mr. Hawley unex-
pectedly. 1 had intended looking over
the ground first before becoming ac-
guainted with the family. And when
this acquaintanceship began so strange-
ly, I did on the impulse what seemed
to me best.”

“I—I cannot think too ill of you, Mr.
Shepard,” she observed thoughtful-
Iy. “I am too greaily in your debt—
and so is my father. What he will say
I do not know. Ileix a man of sudden
temper.”

“ Perhaps if I can place this matter
before him fairly, he will forgive my
innocent deccit. T have really meant
no harm. If he is Mary Shaw’s guard-
ian——-"

“ e is nothing of the kind. T can
assure vou of that, «ir)” Bertha has-
tened to say. “Aunt Mary is quite
capable of attending to her own busi-
ness—if <he has any. What little 1
know of her relations to our family T
feel perfectly {ree to tell you.

“She has Dbeen with us—or with
grandmother before father married—
since she was a young woman. Her
brother, this Preston Shaw, has al-
ways amply supported her. And, as 1
understand it, he and grandfather
were in partnership together in some
forcign place.

“« At least, when moncy used to come
for Aunt ] \Iary s support, there was al-
ways some for father which we all sup-
posed came from grandfather. Why
grandfather did not return home while
grandmother was alive, we children
never understood. It is easier to un-
derstand why he did not care to come
afler she died.

“But grandfather died some years
ago. Whatever the business was that
he and Mr. Shaw were engaged in still
continues, for father has an interest in
it. Captain Englebock »?

“ Ah!” ejaculated Lynn.

She stopped and looked at him seru-
tinizingly. Her face slowly flushed and
hier eyes began to sparkle.

“ %urelv" she said haughtily, “vou
cannot helieve what some of these old
gossips have said about my father? I
was told what Black Morgan accused
him of the other day at Mr. Justice
Maunders’.”
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“What!” gasped Lynn. “That he
is a smuggler? Nonsense, Miss Haw-
ley! Such an idea never cntered my
mind.”

He spoke the more warmly because,
in his secret soul, he would not have
been so greatly surprised did the busi-
ness of the Susannah prove to be some-
thing not exactly honorable. Morgan,
he had heard Jackson Hawley himself
say, had sailed one frip in the bark.
There must have been some foundation
for the fellow’s tirade against the Peb-
bleton magnate.

“No,” he went on. “ But in my own
mind I had decided that this Captain
Fnglebock had something to do with
this mystery. Ilis coming here at
stated periods

“ 1t is true,” the girl hasicned to say.
“0Of course, we do not usually care to
discuss our private matters. That is
why pcople are so foolish. What they
cannot understand they think must be
wrong. Captain IEnglebock, as 1 un-
derstand it, comes from Mr. Preston
Shaw ”?

“ Comes from him?

She hesitated.

“Tf he is still alive,” she finally said.
“Or, if hie 1s not, he comes from who-
ever carries on the business.”

“ But your grandfather ix dead, vou
gay. Who else could there he to man-
age Mr. Preston Shaw’s affairs?”

“Now you get bevond my depth, Mr.
Shepard,” she returned with a litile
smile.  “ T told you 1 could not tell you
much that vou wish to know.”

There was a step on the gravel be-
hind them. They had heen standing
by the corner of the shed, and were so
deeply interested in their conversation
that neither had noticed the approach
of a figure along the path. Now a voice
startled them.

“ Perhaps, Miss Bert’a, I could tell
de gentleman what he would wish to
know, ¢h?”

Liynn swung about as the young wo-
man uttered a little ery. Captain En-
glebock stood beside them.

“De  efening grows damp, Miss
Bert’a,” said the man quietly. “ Shall
T escort vou to de house? If not, T will
remain and explain to Mr—Mr.—I did
not cateh de name? I will explain to

” repeated Iynm.
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him that which he is so curious to
know, eh?”

Misx Hawley drew back, but hesitated
to go. Lynn was speechless, for the
man’s voice and 1nanner were com-
manding. .

“Your father awaits vou, Miss
Bert'a,” Lnglebock said again. “Io
sent me to find you. I can assure you
that your friend will not be lonesome.
He will favor me with his name
again?” and the captain bowed to the
American.

“1t is Mr. Lynn,” declared the girl
faintlv.

“Mr. Lynn Shepard,” completed the
yvoung man firmly. “I shall be happy
to talk with you, Captain Englebock.”

“Ah!”  exclaimed the captain.
“Shepard! I suspected it. I am in-

deed come opportuncly. Will you wallk
wit” me, Mr. Shepard?

He turned abruptly, as though the
girl had already gone. Iiynn hesitated,
looking at Miss Hawley. But he could
not see her face in the dusk.

Almost instantly, too, she turned
back toward the house, and there was
nothing left for Lynn to do but to ac-
eept linglebock’s offer.

CHAPTER VIII.
TRIEND OR ENLMY?

Carraiy Excresock stalked before
him along the riverside, sctting his
face toward Padstow. Lynn, who was
above the middle height himself, found
that he could not see over the other’s
shoulders.

The seaman was a tall, narrow man,
with the symmetry of a two-by-four

scantling. But he looked hard and
bonyv—as though he would be a tough

proposition to tackle without due study
and forethought.

His reeent manner and words, too,
scemed to disprove Lynn’s first judg-
ment of the man. Tle was no ordinary
secaman. And he had used a familiar
air in speaking to Miss Hawley that
had ctung the vounger man to the
quick.

He resented this, and when Bertha
was out of sight Lynn was first tempi-
ed to fay hold upon Captain Englebock
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and demand an  explanation.  Yet,
what right had fe to take up cudwda
for the dalwhter of Jackson Hawley?

He hastened his steps Lo overtake the
skipper of the Susannah, but the latter
did not glance at him until they passed
\hrmwh a gate which divided the llaw-
ley plopertv from the open common
Ue\ond Then he turned and faced

Lyon, but still walking along the path.

« lou are, 1 understand, partly a
cuest of Mr. Hawley,” he said, eving
fiynn sternly.  “ Therefore 1 cannot
make de guarrel wit’ you on his land,
¢h? You understand me?”

“0Oh, quite,” said Lynn, growing
rather chilly as to manner but very
much heated as to temper. “ We are
out of his premiscs now. Do you wish
1o quarrel with me??”

“That depends,” said Englebock.
“1 do mnot understand how you haf
made  yoursell =0 {friendly wit® Mr.
Hawley—or his danghter. But stay!
e said you had safed his lile, is it
not?”

“Mr. Hawley was too kind,” re-
iurned Lynn. “ Don’t let my relations
with him interfere with your desires,
sir.”

“But how he could accept the
{riendship of a Shepard You are
the son, I presume, of James Shepard,
the American, are vou not? ” Ire broke
off 1o ask.

“You are making no mistake,” Tiynn
iold him, thinking it better to sweep

away all doubts in the man’s wind at
once. “1 am just the person whom
v yan Shepard, son of

Jim Shepard, who was the partner of
Preston Shaw in *49.”

“Ah-ha! “Tis so. And I overhear
vou trying to make Miss Hawley tell
vou somet’ing which vou haf no busi-
ness to know, ch?”

“1 took no unfair advantage of Miss
Hawley,” Lynn said stoutly. * She
knew who I was and what T wanted be-
fore she spoke one word herself.”

“No, no! That cannot be possible!”
exclaimed Tinglebock. < Do vou mean
to tell me that Bert’a knew that you
come here to stir up trouble for a poor
nld man who has lived under a curse—
under a curse, I say!—for morec years
than you and I arc old, Mzr. Shepard ? 7
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“Then Preston Shaw is not dead!”
burst from Lynn’s lips.

Englebock frowned and stopped dead
in the path. The two men had made a
slight détour from the river-bank, and
the path now followed the edge of a
sand pit which here cut into the ‘com-
non.

Night was falling, and already the
river was draped in shadows. One
could not descry the opposite bank ex-
cepting for a light twinkling here and
there in a farmer’s cot.

They were alone on the waste land,
and as Lynn beheld the working of the
captain’s weather-beaten face, he held
himself ready for rough work. The
blue eyes sparkled angrily, and he knew
that it was in the man’s heart at that
instant to attack him.

“You know too much!?” growled the
captain at last. “ You will not catch
me again-—no, sir! You will not make
me tell as you did that foolish girl.
What Jackson Hawley can t'ink of, 1
do not sce. To take you into his house
—into his family Bah! he is
crazy.”

“Not so crazy as you might think,
captain,” Lynn said lightly. “Mr. Haw-
ley did not know my name—exactly.
At least, he never suspected T was Jim
mhepard’s con.  But that is not to the
point——"~

“1t is very much to the point, sir,
growled Tnglehock.

“You think so
1 have not come

>

But you are wrong.
here to search out
Preston Shaw or his heirs for any harm
to them. know the old man \\'1‘011(re(1
my father greativ. But 1 only ask for
my rights ”

“You t'ink to fool me, but you will
not!” interrupted the other apain.
“You will not succeced. If Jackson
ITawley is de one fool, 1 am not-—no,

sir!
“No! I will not listen to you, Mr,
Shepard. It is de lucky ting I come

here at dis time. I Dblock vour little
game, sce? You may fool a girl: vou
may fool an old fat-headed folmny
Bull, as you Americans call the ]no“~
lish, eh® But vou cannot fool me.”

“Noj; vowll fool vourself,” exclaimed
Lynn in disgust.  “If you will listen to
ne, Captain Englebock——"
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“No, no!” cried the man angrily.
“You shall not pretent—deceive—lie
to me! No, no! I am nol to he =o
treated.

“You are blocked. You can go no
farder. See! This is vour path—yon-
der. You do not return to Mr. Haw-
lev’s. I shall go back there myself and
see what he has fo say.

“Por, let me tell vou, if ke contem-
plates playving de traitor >

“(Oh, you thick-headed ass!”™
tered Liynn under his breath.

“ Mow is that, sir?™ exclaimed Cap-
tain linglebock, stepping hastily toward
him.

Lynn stood on the extreme edge of
the bank. He moved aside to avoid the
angry captain, and his foot plunged
through the thin sod as though it were
a crust over a pit.

He stumbied to his knees.  He heard
Ingleboek crv out, and then, with a
swiftness which deprived him of breath
—almost of thought—he was plunged
down the declivity.

As he rolled over and over he canght
at some object which was likewise de-
scending the bank. 1t was Englebock
him=elf, and instantly, locked in a close
embrace—for the scaman had seized
him also—the two continued the awful
descent.

A hundred fect intervened betwceen
the brink of the sand-bank and the bot-
tom. It was not an ordinary fall. The
edge of the bank had caved, and tons
upou tons of =and and gravel werc slid-
ing with them down the slope.

Suddenly Lynn stopped. IHe was
torn from the grasp of the other. He
had not reached the foot of the bank,
but something held him.

And then all about him the tumbling
avalanche came. Like a flood the sand
rose to his armpits—then over his
shoulders—then to his nostrils.

The dust was smothering. He could
not open his lips to shout for help. He
stood upright in the slowly-advaneing
sand, unable to stir.

The sand <lid down past him with
deadly persistency.  He felt it creep by
his cheeks—tickling as drops of water
might. Slowly—slowly it was covering
him completely. Only by a trick of fate
was he still enabled to hreathe.

mut-

He could not struggle. His arms
were held to his side as in a vise.

Nor could he cvy out. Help might
be passing at the top of the hill, but
it wax not for him. He had forgotten
Fnelebock:; he had forgotten every-
thing but his own awful plight.

He saw a light twinkling across the
river. Ife beheld a boat sweep slowiy
by. Moments passed like hours.

It became more and more difiicult for
him to breathe. The pressure on his
chest was as though a great boulder
lay there. The dust was sucked into
his lungs at cvery gasping breath he
drew!

Life could not endure long under
these conditions. His brain was clear
cnough to tell him that.

It was flickering out without his hav-
ing accomplished anything. Lillian
would never gain her share of the Fool's
Pocket. The Gregorys would rcap the
harvest. Ile had come clear across tho
ocean to perish miserably.

And Bertha Hawley! Thought of
her passed through his mind like an
actual pain. Never again to sce her—
to speak to her! She was lost to him
before he had won her!

And then, as he sank into that
state which precedes absolute coma, a
sudden roaring filled his ears. A verit-
able burst of thunder shook the carth,
and instantly the black river, the twin-
kling light in the cot on the other side,
the deep indigo sky picked out by mul-
titudes of twinkling stars, were shut
out!

The avalanche started again. Tt
poured over him and buried his head
completely in the torrent of yellow
grains. Ile was lost

Then the awful stinging in his lungs
—the terrible pressure on his chest—
passed. The sweet night air was drawn
into his nostrils. Not alone his head,
but more than half of his body was
{ree!

Instantly he fell over and drew one
leg from the sand. The other followed
it.  The landslide had swept on to the
foot of the declivity, and he was saved!

But as he scrambled upon his hand~
and knees over the still trickling sand
he saw an arm and hand thrust up from
the depths. He had seized it as he
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might a stub or tree branch before he
realized what it was.

“ Englebock!” cried the American.

The man scemed completely huried
——cxcepting {or that appealing hand.

He seized the latter more firmly. and
{ried to draw the arm out. But the
weight of the sand was too much; he
could not start the body.

This discovery shocked his wits to
life. They grew more active.

Kngleboek was buried under the ava-
lanche which had swept on and left
fiim free. How long he had been thus
covered Lynn did not know; but surely
lite could not yet be extinet.

With that he went down on his knees
and began to dig into the sand with
nmight and main. He had nothing but
his bare hands for scoops, and the sand
was treacherous and filled in about him
almost as fast as he scooped it out. But
he perscvered.

Tis nails were torn off, his fingers
cut till they bled. 1le scarcely felt the
pain in his anxiety to save the man be-
Tow him.

1le touched his shoulder. One arm
was Jaid bare. e worked his hands
),onoath the prostrate body, and, get-
ting a grip upon it, bent his back to the
fask of lifting Lnol(‘hock out into the
i,

Had another landslide occurred he
would probably have been hurled, with
his burden, to the foot of the hill and
buried under such a mass of sand that
a second escape would have been utter-
lyv impossible.

Livnn did not think of {his.
it did not retard his exertions.

Slowly and painfully he drew Engle-
hock to the air. His head and shoul-
ders were completely out at last.

Then he rested and glanced up the
«lant to the summit of the hill. He
was choked with dust, and every part
of his body was in pain. Could he drag
that burden up the bluff?

To go down the hill would he danger-
ous. At the foot was a great mass of
solt sand, in which he would surely sink
knee-deep and perhaps become wedged

At least,

altogether. And he could not leave
TFnglebock.

How he reached the plain above fi-
k nally he eould not have told; hui reach
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it he did, and with the man who had
fallen with him in his arms.

At the moment of the caving of the
bank the two had been in a mood to
leap at cach other’s throat; now one
had risked his own life, and expended
every ounce of his strength, in saving
the other from death. '

For Captain Englebock was not dead.
Lying outstretched upon the sod, re-
moved some distunce from the crum-
bling cdge of the bank, the body of the
seaman began to give signs of return-
ing life.

At first, when he got his own breath
after the climb, Lynn had opened the
man’s shirt and felt for his heart. 'The
tremor of that organ was scarcely per-
ceptible.

The Amecrican stretched out the
man’s arms and worked them up and
down ax one would in resuscitating a
drowned  person.  Soon the other
gasped. Then Lynn knew that he was
really saved.

Iie had time
own injurics.
few nor slight.

Ilis Jiands were cut almost to picees,
and the blood dripped from them con-
tinually. Although he had no hroken
bones, his hody was racked with pain
from the sirain he had undergone.

His clothing was in tatters. He had
flung aside his coat when he began dig-
ging Englebock out of the sand. His

vest was a rag; s shirt had no sleeves;
his trousers ]mng from his limbs as
Robingon C‘rusoe’s must have after his
struggle in the surf.

But the peril which had menaced
them caused Lynn to think but little
of his appearance. When the seaman
began to gasp he hurried to him and
aided him in sitting up.

The man had a terrible coughing
spell first of all; Lynn had already had
his. The sand and dust had lacerated
the Tungs and bronchial tubes.

“What was that?” gasped the sea-
man at last. “ Take me to the house
—take me to the house.”

He scemed too confused to be left
alone.

“Well, come on and get on vour
pins.” quoth Lynn, helping him up.
“ We're a pair of lame bucks, but where

then to attend to his
And they were neither
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one fails the other may make up to him.
There you are!”

He almost lifted Englebock to his
feet. The man was dazed. Ile leaned
heavily upon the American’s shoulder.
They stumbled along through the dark-
ness, managing to keep in the path, but
neither at all sure of his footing.

“Lynn had his arm about the seaman’s
waist.  The latter threw his arm over
the younger man’s shoulder. To sce
them in this apparently friendly posi-
tion, one would not have imagined how
bitterly they had quarreled half an
hour before.

Somewhere in the plantation behind
the cottage and the shops the dogs met
them with vociferous barkings, which
quickly changed to whines of recogni-
tion when the dumb brutes rcached
Lynn. Behind the dogs came Jackson
Hawley and one of his sons, evidently
in search of Captain Englebock.

The captain was scarcely able to give
a connccted account of the accident
which had =0 nearly overwhelmed him.
And the account which Lynn gave was
brief enough.

Later a more extended narrative was
wheedled out of him by somebodywhose
coaxing proclivities 1 have found to be
quite irresistible.

But he certainly was made mueh of
that night at the Hawleys’, and both
he and Captain Englebock were put to
bed, the one unable to return to his
ship, and the other quite as unable to
go to the inn. Jackson Hawley insisted
upon calling a physician to dress Lynn’s
hands.

The latter, however, would have been
perfectly contented had he heen placed
entirely under the care of the phy-
sician’s assistant, who happened to be
Miss Bertha. And the light in her eyes
as she busied herself about him showed
how she admired the young man for
this further exhibition of courage.

Mr. Jackson Hawley became oracular
when he spoke to the American. He
had not before had opportunity of
thanking him for his daughter’s life,
which, he declared, he felt that he re-
ceived from Mr. Lynn as a gift with his
own!

Nobody took the pains that night to
tell him his mistake in Lynn’s name.
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TPerhaps, Lynn thought as he lay abed
in the room assigned him, unable to
sleep because of the pain in his hands,
it might have been best to tell Hawley
who be really was then and there, while
the Englishman’s heart was warm
towards him,

He wondered how Englebock would
look upon him the nest day. Would
their adventure make him a friend, or
would he still continue to be an avowed
enemy of Jim Shepard’s son?

There was much depending on En-
glebock’s attitude, and perhaps this
thought as much as the pain kept Lynn
awake far into the night.

CHAPTER 1X.

DRIVEN OUT OF EDEN.

NarurarLLY both of the guests of
Jackson Hawley were belated in reach-
ing the breakfast-table in the morning.

Mr. Hawley himsclf had bustled away
to his shops, for he firmly believed with
John Ploughman that the only success-
ful man is he who “either holds or
drives.” Mr. TTawley kept close watch
of his business, and of his sons and
journeymen.

Lynn rcached the table some mo-
ments before Englebock put in an ap-
pearance, o he had a word alone with
Bertha, who was arranging a tray for
Mary Shaw with her own hands.

“ Some of the boys have been over to
the sand pit,” she told him, her eyes
shining, “and have brought back your
coat. They say they do not see how
vou could have dug Captain Englebock
out. It was very courageous of you,
and it would have been a dreadful thing
if the captain had been killed.”

“ Our escape was quite providential,”
he replied. “1 only hope that some
other things will happen as providen-
tially for me.”

A shadow came over her face, and
she glanced from the window.,

“1 wee that Mr. Orrin Levering’s
motor wagon has just stopped at the
shops, and his friend, that American,
is with him. I—I wish now, Mr. Shep-
ard, that I had told father myself the
the mistake about your name.”

“T shall have to stand the brunt of




506

my own crror,” Lynn returned, flush-
ing, and then Englebock entered and
there was no further opportunity for
conversation of a private nature.

The captain simply bowed to Lynn
when he saw him, and replied to Ber-
tha's queries about his health with
much gravity.  The American sought
to read his face, but it was a mask which
told nothing.

Iad the two men been leff alone
Lynn would have sounded Englebock
regarding his present fecling towards
him. = But he feared the worst from
the man’s silence.

Lyan had saved his life. e must
know that. Yet he gave no mark of
gratitude, nor did he display any more
friendliness toward the younger man
than he had when they first met.

Mrs. Hawley entered the room be-
fore Bertha removed the tray to Mary
Shaw’s apartment, and the breakfast
began in a most funereal style. They
were half throngh the meal before any
interruption occurred.

Then Jackson ITawley fairly burst
into the place, and, rather to Lynn’s
astonishment, he brought Chris Greg-
ory with him. ;

The smith's face was very red, and
his little eyes sparkled angrily as he
stood just within the door and gazed
upon Lynn. The latter knew at once
that the storm was about to break, and,
considering the state of mind in which
Mr. Hawley appeared to be, the Amer-
ican was glad that Miss Bertha was not
present.

“ What is the matter, Mr. Hawley?”
cried his wife, startled out of her usual
complacency.

“1 have brought a gentleman to
breakfast—a friend of Mr. Orrin Lever-
ing,” stammered the smith, evidently

trying hard to contain himself. “ Mr.
Christopher (Gregorv, Mrs. Hawley.

Captain Englebock, Mr. Gregory.”

Then he turned his eyes again on
Livnn.

“MThis  gentleman vyou say you
know?” he questioned the smiling
Chris.,

“ Surest thing vou know!” returned
the other unabashed. “ Mornin’, Lynn!
Heard you wouldn’t keep still yester-
day after that runaway, but had to
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save somebody clse fromi difficulty.
You'll be getting a medal for life-sav-
ing yet, old man,” and he laughed fatly.

Jackson Hawley broke in with tense
tone: “ You call this gentleman Lynn
now. Mr. Gregory. You called him by
another name just a while baek.”

“ Why,"sald Uregorywith apparently

" the utmost innocence, I told you Lynn

Shepard and I were old  friends.
Brought up in the same town. Always
known each other,” and he cackled
again.

But he did not look at Tiynn while he
gpoke.  There was something hard in
that voung man’s face that was not
pleasant to sce.

“So he is Mr. Lynn Shepard, hey?”
exclaimed the smith. “ Will you ex-
plain this masquerade, Mr. Shepard?”

“1 shall be pleased to,” said Lynn,
rising. “1I endeavored to explain 1t to
Captain Englebock last evening—was
doing so, in fact, when that landslide
carried us over the sand cliff. 1 am
sorry that knowledge of my innocent
subterfuge should come to your cars in
this manner——"

“Innocent subterfuge repeated
Hawley in disgust. “ You have a very
mild name, sir, for worming your way
into my confidence.”

“ Pardon me,” Liynn obscrved, stand-
ing very straight and leveling an angry
gaze upon his host. “I have not
wormed my way into your confidence—
your present words show that. If I
had your confidence, Mr. Hawley, you
would not so quickly believe ill of my
intentions.”

“ Do you mean to deny,” cried Haw-
ley, who was rapidly working himself
into a.passion, “ that you came to Peb-
bleton under an assumed name, struck
up an acquaintance with my family—
even tode about the country with my
daughter, by Heavenl—and all by
keeping your right name secret?”

“You know well how I came to be
known to your daughter and to your-
self, »ir,” interposed Lynn.

“ T know that chance played into your
hands, sir!” declared llawley. “ And
only for chance this morning I would
not have learned what a villain you
are.”

“Ilave a care how you speak to me,

1
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Mr. Hawley!”’
ously.

He strode forward.
the breakfast-room door
Bertha came in.

Her eyes flashied from one to another
of the group—her mother erving be-
hind the coffee urn, 14 wlebocl\ s face,
hard and Okpl(,‘bblOllICSb, at the table
(C'hris Gregory grinning at one side, and
the inflamed countenances of her father
and Lynn Shepard.

exclaimed Lynn furi-

At that instant
opened and

She understood the situvation in-
stantly. )
¢ Father she eried n a

low voice. 1 beg of vou!
ard is our guest.”

“What!” roarved Jackson Hawley,
turning on her. “You knew this fel-
low™s right name?”

“Mr. Shepard explained the entire
matter to me vesterday,” she said calm-
ly. “ e would have done the same to
vou had there been opportunity.”

* Explained! What explanation can
there be for a fellow’s coming to a gen-
tleman's  house under an assumed
name? Preposterous!”

* Don’t, father, he is our guest.”

“And vou take up for him, do vouw,
vou lussy?” cried the smith roughly.
=~ You'd give encouragement to a man
who has come here to ruin your own
father ?

He stopped, and his face went =ud-
denly white. Ile had said too much,
and even Engleboek, from behind the
table. was forced to utter a grunt of
warning.

I have meant nor wished you no
harm,” Lynn =aid, keeping in check his
passion. I have come, indeed, to ask
a favor mereiv.  But 1 was not sure of
whom to ask the favor at first——"

“Youll get no favors from me!”
exclaimed the smith. © Pve scen quite
enough of vou, Mr. Toamn Shepard. [
know vour breed.  Your father and his
lawyers made us trouble enough vears
ago.  Persecuting a poor woman, as
mn did, and 11\1110 to squeeze out 0’
ler her own brother’s blood! 1 know
vel”

* Father—for mercy’s sake!” eried
Dertha, seizing his arm. “Do vou
know what vou are saving? How can
vou speak so to Mr, hcpmd" e is

Mr, Shep-
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vour guest.  And remember what he
has done. He saved your life—think of
that!

“And had it not been for him I
would not be here now—I would have
been dashed to pieces at the bottom of
Adam’s Hill”

ITer father shook her off.

“Do vou dare plead for him?” he
cried again.

“Yes, sir, T dare,” she said proudly.

“ And I plead for your own hetter na-
ture against your worser self. You will
be sorry for yvour words.”

“Ave, 'm sorry that I ever brought
a child into the world that would turn
on me like this!” said her father
“You don’t know what vou are doing.
You are beside vourself. This feilow
has turned your head.”

“No. He has not. But T know him
to be a noble man. I do not belicve
him cqual to smirching himself with
the villainy of which you accuse him.”

« What’s this? What’s this?” cried
Hawley. “Dare vou flout me to my
face? " What is this man to you?”

The shock of the question silenced
everybody in the room for a moment.
Lynn clenched his wounded hands.  ie
could have struck the man in the face
and felt no pain at that instant.

Bertha’s countenance grew as white
as the cloth which covered the Jong
table.  ter cyes dropped before her
father’s.

“ e ix my friend—he is vour guest,”
<he said thrillingly. < We bot} owe
him our lives. Iven Caplain Xnele-
bock vonder has to thank him
morning that he is still alive.”

She turned upon the seaman sudden-
ly with a gesturce of pleading.

“Captain Xnglebock,” she eried,
“speak for me. Do not let my father in-
jure a man fo whom we all owe so much.
Remember that vou are Mr. Shepard’s
debtor yourself.”

Inglebock rose slowly from the table.
Iis face was like wood.

“I know all T have to thank Mr.
\hepﬂ'd for,” he said harshlyv. “T know
that I would not have been in danger
at all had it not been for him. He
would have cast me down that bank had
not the bank itself given way and car-

s

ried us both with it!?>
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Lynn gasped and turned his gaze
upon the man. He could not for an in-
stant believe his ears.

“ There, d’ye hear that? ” cried Haw-
ley, his voice cracking. “'T'hat’s vour
brave man—that’s your couragcous
gentleman.  What do you think of
him?”

But Bertha did not even change
color, for the {lush had now come hack
into her face. The look of contempt
she cast on Englebock should have
withered that man where he stood.

“And would you believe that cal-
umny?” the girl demanded. * Cap-
tain Englebock’s reason for such false-
hood I cannot understand. DBut it can
bear no weight with any logical mind.

“If Mr. Shepard desired to throw
him over the bluff, why did he injure
himself—look at his bands!—and risk
his own life further in saving Captain
Englebock and carrying himn to the top
of the bank again?”

“Ah”  growled
knows what he did? Ile has no wit-
nesses.  There is nobody to assure us
what he did, nor how much he saved
the captain. Anybody can say he has
done a thing when there is nobody to
see him.”

“Be still, father!” the girl com-
manded. “ Retain at least the sem-
blance of justice.”

She crossed the room to Lann’s side
and laid her hands upon his arm.

“ Remember, sir, that he is an old
man, and that his temper has ridden
away with him. 1Ie will be sorry »

“Never!” roared Jackson Hawleyv,

At the same moment Captain Iin-
glebock swiftly rcached Bertha's cide
and drew her roughlv away from the
American. At that the latter’s rage
escaped all bounds.

“How darc vou lay vour hand on
that young woman?” he roarcd, wheel-
ing on the seaman with all the devil in
him looking out of his eves. “ What
right have vou to interpose vourself he-
tween us?”

“The best right in de worlt, sir!?”
exclaimed Englebock.

“What do yvou mean?”

“T1 mean to sayv, sir, dat this voung

Hawley, “who
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woman is my affianced wife—her fader
haf give her to me long before. Now
you know me what I mean!” returned
the captain.

Bertha uttered a little cry, and, fall-
ing back from the group, covered her
face with her hands. Lynn’s own fea-
tures were like a ghost’s. 1le did not
look at her.

“Now, Mr. Lynn Shepard, will you
get out of my house?” demanded the
smith. “We have had quite enough of
you—and we have had enough of these
hifalutin” scencs. Begone, sir!?”

Lynn stood an instant longer, as
though he had not heard. Then he
walked quictly toward the door.

The maid who had stood by and heard
all this handed him his torn coat. Ic
took it without sceing her.

Then snddenly, as he reached the
door, his gaze fixed itself upon Chris
Gregory. Instantly a flame leaped into
his face, and his eves glowed with a
rage which made that fat young man
tremble.

He said no word, but that look
warned Chris not to cross his path
again. It was a look that Chris would
remember for many a day.

Hawley was too small a man, and too
enraged, to let the voung man go in
peace, however. Tle followed Lynn out
into the hall, breathing threats of ven-
geance.

1le followed him out of the bread
door and down the steps.  He still pur-
sued him through the garden and into
the dusty road, where Lynn went, bare-
headed and with the coat over his arm,
but without a word.

The young man was stunned. THe
had been driven out of Eden. But more
fearful to him than the flaming sword
which guarded the gate was the revela-
tion of Englcbock’s words.

Tlis soul was withered. He had
learned something to which the anger
of Jackson Hawley was as a drop to
the roaring sea.

Bertha Hawley was Englebock’s af-
flanced bride.  Hawley admitted it.
Bertha did not deny it. And not until
he heard these words had Liynn Shep-
ard known how much he loved the girl.

(To be continued.)



A PROBLEM IN ETIQUETTE.

BY EM DE BELL,

Showing how mere incidents by the way in life may loom up large in making momentous
decisions.

Bostox, JUNE THE TENTH.
My parnivc Bess:

Natalie will be in New York on the
twelfth—Natalie Blair. She is one of my
best friends. Of course you have heard
me speak of her often. I have already
told her what a treasure you are, and she
is a perfect dear, so 1 want you to know
cach other; you both are so bright, sweet,
angelie, ete.

Can’t you manage to call on her? She
will arrive Wednesday night. You know
that old train that pulls in from Wash-
ington—10:25. Will be in New York
Thursday, at the Waldor{f, and perhaps
until Monday.

Now that is a dear, do try to sce cach
other. My only regret is that 1 will not
be present at the sctting of two such
jewels—or is it sitting?

Fondly yours,
MAUDE.

P. S. They arc sailing from here for
England and will not be back before the
December holidays. This 1s what I am
writing about particularly—I ncarly for-
got—Natalie 1s going to have a house
party and wants to invite you. Think of
it, a house party in Washington at
Christmas, all the ambassadors, forcign-
ers, evergreens, and things! 1 can
scarcely wait. M.

1f T had one friend that I would
go greater lengths to please than an-
other, it was Maude Knowlton, and if
there was one young woman of whom
I had heard more lovely things than
any other, that girl was Natalie Blair.
So with engagement book and pencil 1
sat down to cancel any affair which
might prevent my calling on Maude’s
{riend.

Thursday, Friday, Saturday—all full.
Aflter careful study and consideration
I drew a dark line through an elegant
automobile party, remembering the am-
bassadors, and inscrted—2Miss Blair,
Waldorf, four o’clock. 'This was for
Thursday, the only day I felt sure she
would be there.

1 fancied I looked rather stunning
that afternoon as 1 gave a parting
glanee in the mirror. How fortunate!
My new gown could never have come
at a more opportune time,and my hat—
a most enchanting - dream. Candice
gave my veils—I forget how many—
just the proper touch.

This last performance must have
taken fonger than I realized, and | de-
cided the quickest way to get to the
Waldort was to take a Broadway car
to Thirty-third Street, which 1 did,
hailing the first ome that came along.

The conductor was shoving pcople
out of the hack, and crowds were sur-
ging ready to be jerked on. I thought
I saw my opportunity and hurried to
the front platform.

No sooner had I edged on than the
conductor yelled out—“Tget ’em off
there,” and I saw a pretty, blonde
young woman in a lovely blue wvotle
making frantic efforts to get out.

*“ Madam,” she said, “ you are on my
gown.”

I did not realize at first that T was
the offender, but soon there was no
doubt.

“Madam,” she repeated in my ear,
and I danced aimlessly to give her re-
lease, bhut to no effect—I heard a ter-
rible r-rip. As I stopped to see where
I could stand, her beautiful parasol to
match, which she was still waving at
the conductor, caught in my straw cre-
ation, and we were hopelessly mixed.

For an instant a panic seemed immi-
nent, but disintercsted parties soon
came to our assistance.

It was an awfully warm day. The
blonde was very mad, and I am sure 1
was far from smiling.

“ Step lively there,” the horrible con-
ductor was screcching.

The blonde gave me a parting glare.
I realized that my hat was at an absurd
angle and there was no time to lose.
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Under the stress of the moment I so far
forgot myself as to resent her radeness
in these words:

“ 1 hope you will know me when we
mecet again,” and she retorted, greatly
to the amusement of the entire car:

“Well, I certainly hope I won’t.”

But I had the satisfaction of sccing
her, {rom the car window, gather up a
handful of blue petticoat frill before
she could proceed.

“ The dizagreeable thing,” I said to
myself,

At the Waldorf, after 1 had adjusted
my s=everal veils, smoothed my pompa-
dour and straightened wmy collar, 1 felt
in & more amiable frame of mind. 1
sent up my card, and sat pluming my-
sell to cope with the perfections of
Mis« Natalie Dlair.

Miss Blair was out.

How provoking! In the Turkish
rooin I wrote her a note saying just how
perfcetly awfully disappointed 1 was,
how I had looked forward to the great
pleasure, and all Maude had said. llow
long would she be here? Perhaps even
yet, cte., cte.

This 1 handed to the maid to be de-
livered, thinking, as I caught a glimpse
of my perfect-fitting gown, it really
was a great pity Miss Blair was out.

When I reached home, Candice
brought me this card:

Miss Naraue DeLyoRrE Braimg,
Wasuixaron, D. C.

“Why, how strange!” T turned it

over:
Unexpectedly we are leaving this

afternoon. I wanted so much to meet
you that I rushed down. Maude has told

THE ARGOSY.

me so many lovely things—I know we
shall be the best of friends, We want you
to join us In a little Xmas frolic—will
write. So sorry to miss you.

N. D. B.

Well, that is too bad, but at any rate
the ambassadors and evergreens, as
Maude put it, seemed safe.

The maid was waiting for my hat and
Ves.

put down the card.
“VWhy, Candice, was this work-box
here when Miss Blair called ?

“ Oh, no, miss, I brought it in to
tack 3iss Blair’s skirt while she wa:
writing—the frill was ripped.”

1 had seated myself at the piano and
began to strum idly, fceling very satiz-
fied with things, after all.

1 stopped suddenly. “ Irill ripped.”

1t was as if the echo had just reached
me. A cold chill ran down my back.

“ Candice,” I called loudly—she waz
just going out, “ was that frill blue? ™

“Yes, miss, the loveliest blue silk.
She said a perfectly horrid woman
stepped on 1t just as she was getting
off the car—it was really too bad—such
a preity dress with parasol to match,
and so becoming to her, being a blonde
young lady.”

“ Blonde young lady—blue silk {rill
—rparasol to match.”

ireat heavens!

“(andice,” I said coldly, “1 hope
vou mended it well.”

“Oh, ves, mad’m, but it really was
too >

“ Candice,” savagely, “ that will do.”

Now the question is—would yvou or
would you not go to the Christmas
house-party ?

1
o
8L
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b4

WARM WEATHER REMARKS,

THE blacksmith is shoeing the fiies,
His ardent son beams on a maid,

While the dry goods dispenser is muslin his dog
And the lamp chimney sits in the shade.

Society’s damsel departs
To catch the fresh heir by the sea;

The heir with alacrity raises the wind,
The damsel’s companion to be.

The baseball is frequently hot,
Quite ’orrid the dudish young f—1;

The poem of passion is dreadfully warm,
The editor only is cool.



A DESPERATE DEAL.

BY SEWARD W. HOPKINS.

The astonishing device employed by a father in order to compass a certain marriage for his son.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIQUSLY PUBLISHED.

SIR PETER ARNOLD and Mr. Loftus Bond, bankers of London, are trustees for the estate of the late
M. Henri Rougiére, a Belgian, long resident in England. By his will he provides that his fortune, a vast sum,
shall go to his only daughter, Marie, on her marriage, provided she does not marry her cousin, M. Alfred
Rougiére. His brother, Alfred’s father, comes over from Belgium, determined to get hold of this money
for his son. By representing to Marie that the bankers are interested in certain London hospitals, to
which the fortune is to go provided she does not comply with the terms of the will, he gains her consent
to wed a certain Mr. Bunker Hill.

By scanning the newspapers closely M. Rougiére has learned of this Hill as a young man without
friends, who has been knocked down in the streets by Lord Shumway's carriage and taken to a hospital
to die. By telling the authorities that he is the young man’s uncle, the Belgian has him removed to his
hotel and made as comfortable as possible, and in due course acquaints him with his scheme for him to
marry the niece in order that she may become a rich widow. 'The will, of course, says nothing about
whether she shall marry Alfred Rougiére or not, once she has married somebody else. So Marie is brought
from her school to the hotel and married to the young man Hill, whom the doctors have declared cannot
recover. Then she is taken back to Belgium by the Rougiéres, who have need of her money to recoup
their fallen fortunes. .

Alfred contrives to worm himself into the good graces of his cousin, the young widow, and late in
June he is giving a farewell bachelor dinner at the chiteau. Meantime Iill, taken away on Lord Shum-
way’s yacht, has not died, and, returning to London, finds out through Messrs. Arnold and Bond the trick
that has heen played on Marie Rougiére. He betakes himself at once to Belgium, arrives in the
midst of Alfred’s pre-nuptial festivities, and demands to see his wife. Alfred, very much frightened,
requests him to call the next day and see his father, bows him out into what he makes the American
believe is the porte-cochére, but which proves to be a strong room with an iron door, which is at once
bolted from without.

He swore under his breath, and as
he turned to try another part he stum-
bled over a seat, and afier recovering
himself sat down to study the situation.

“Well, Mr. Bunker Hill,” he said to
himself, half aloud, “you are, so to
speak, the most unspeakable ass that
ever lived.  You walk into the castle of
a man you know to be an enemy, and
not only offer threats, but permit him
to lead you blindly into a trap. You
owe it to yourself either to kill him or
yourself.”

CHAPTER X.

CAN DO WITH
BALL.

WHAT ONE A CANNON
11 emotions of Bunker Hill, when
he found himself a prisoner,
might almost, It scarcely, be imagined.
For a moment he stood still in the
darkness and uttered a few words not
usually spoken in polite society. Then
he mentioned in his emphatic way what
te would do to Alfred Rougicére when
he got hold of him.

But getting hold of Alfred Rougitre
was contingent upon getting free from
the room in which he was himself
locked up. He could see absolutely
nothing save a glimmer of the night-
light as it came through a little win-
dow some distance above his head.

He stumbled to the door that Rou-
giere had locked, and tried it with his
full strength, but without avail.

*This story began in the April issue of THE ARGOSY.

But Bunker Hill had little thought
of killing himself, and when it came
down to the real point it was doubtlul
if he wanted to kill anybody. Te never
had, and his fresh American mind had
no desire to feel the scensation of hav-
ing slain some one.

But he considered.

Rougitre had certainly Tocked him in
there for a purpose. The thing to do,

The two back numbers will be mailed to any

address on receipt of 20 cents.



512

before he made an outery, was to
fathom that purpose.

Admitting that what Rougiére had
sald was true, and that the older M.
Rougiére and Marie were absent, what
then could be the object ol Alfred?

At first glance it scemed that the
only purpose could be to detain him.
But what good would that do Alfred?

Hill did not know the castle, and did
not know that certain portions ol it
werce seldom entered.

Tipon reconsideration, it appeared to
him that perhaps it was Alfred’s pur-
pose to dctain him in that place until
M. Rougicére should return, and a con-
sultation between the two could be had.

In his rage he stumbled again to the
door and banged it with his fist. The
dull thud of solid oak was all the re-
sponse he received.

[le had matches in his pocket, and a
revolver. He regretted now that he
had not made good use of the latter.
But he did not suspect such treachery
as this.

And yet, as he reviewed the matter,
why had he not suspected 1t? Being
an open fighter himself, acts of this
sort were foreign alike to his nature
and his imagination.

“ 1’11 know how to take the Rougitres
in future,” he said to himself. < PILkill
them before I get through.”

He lighted a match, and with the aid
of its faint glimmer tried to examine
the room he was in.

That part to which he had been di-
rected by Alfred as giving on the porte-
cochére was simply a paneled wall.
But he did find a door leading into a
larger apartment, in which, notwith-
standing the use of matches, he became
lost.

Tle fell over stools and iron rings
and various rclies of ancient days, un-
til, weary and discouraged, he made his
ray back to the first room and found a
long seat or bench, and on this he lay
down to slcep.

“T1f,” he said to himself, < that fel-
low wishes only to keep me {till his
father comes, [ will have food. When
the servant comes to feed me I will
know what to do.”

[Te slept on the beneh soundly, for
no fear of real danger had cntered his
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mind. A trick had been played upon
him, but that was all he realized.

When he awoke the sun was stream-
ing in through the little window, and he
found himself to be in a room about
fifteen leet square, having iwo doors.
1le had entered Dby one, which was
locked, and through the other he had
gone and returned by aid of the mateh
lights.

Rousing himself, he tried first {he
door Rougicre had locked, and then,
finding that still sound, watked through
the other doorway.

He found himself now in a much
larger room whichhe had known before,
but the furnishings of it sent a chill to
his heart.

Iron rings lay on the floor, and others
were fastened to the walls.  Peculiar
machines were hung to the ceiling, and
these he knew were ancient instru-
ments of torture and death.

He listened for some sound to indi-
cate the approach of a servant with
food, but none came. 'Then, desperate
because he realized that worse than he
had thought was intended, he began a
careful exploration.

There were three doors leading from
this large room. One of these stood
open, and he looked in.

It was a dark and gloomy dungeon,
with every sign of having once been
used for the torture of captives.

Ile shuddered and turned away {rom
this, and entered another.

This led to a square room which
seemed {o be a sort of musewm of weap-
ons of ancient days. Halberds and
crossbows hung upon the wall or were
piled in confusion on the floor, with
old guns, rusted and useless.

Spears of all kinds, bows of the most
primeval type, chaing and rings, and
a collection of junk that might have
been w=eful in war and torturc years
before, hut now would bring a few cents
a pound to a dealer in old 1ron.

The revolver he carried in his pocket
was worth all the stuff he saw, and he
grunted as he left the room.

The third door he then tried, but it
was locked.

“Now,” he said aloud, “I have
struck the real thing. Iow shall I

wpen this door? ”
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e shoved with all his might, but the
massive portal did not yield. He stood
and looked at it a moment and then
went back to the collection of old
weapons and curios.

After clawing over a pile of rubbish
in a corner, he found three old-fash-
ioned cannon balls of iron. They were
each about all he could lift, but he [an-
cied that in some way he could use
them to burst open that door.

It was now evident to his mind that

he had been locked in there to remain
without food, and that was something
Mr. Bunker HHill of New York was not
inclined to do.

He stood and looked some time at a
long, thin plank, without knowing just
how he could use it. But in desperate
need one thinks of things, and he
dragged the plank out into the larger
room.

He then examined all the rings and
chaing, and, having donce some measur-
ing, fastened a chain from one ring to
another, making it pass the door. Ile
stood the plank up on end, set it down
inside the chain, and slid it backward,
leaving the upper end resting on the
door.

He next took up a cannon ball, grit-
ting his teeth and grunting with the
weight, and, exerting his great strength
to the utmost, he drew back the upper
end of the plank until it formed a semi-
cirele, with the chain for the fulerum.
Then, holding the cannon hall careful-
Iv in front of the upper end, he let
it go.

There was a tremendous crash ax the
hall struck the door and the plank fol-
lowed it.  The chain rattled, and the
ball, after banging against the door,
fell with a great clatter to the floor.

The door had not opened. bhut it
seemed to have given a little, and Hill
{elt encouraged.

“That door can’t stand any sueh
bombardment as that,” he said. “ Tl
do it again.”

He readjusted the plank, picked up
the cannon ball, and was using his
strength to pull back the plank when
to hiis amazement there came to his ears
the sound of a key in the lock of the
door.

e paused a moment.

9 a

Whoever was

at the other side =eemed to be hav-
ing difficulty, but after a time the door
opened and a very old man appeared.

“THal” he said in French. “ What
does all this mean? You have ruined
the lock.”

“Have 1?7 That is certainly a pity,
said MHill, throwing down the cannon
ball and removing the plank. “ I’d Like
to ruin the whole confounded place.”

“Buat how is this? That you should
be in the dungeons strikes me as
strange,” went on the old man.

“It certainly struck me as being
strange,” said 1ill.

“ But how came vou here? T do not
understand.”

“What are you?” asked the Amer-
ican.

Caution had come to him, and he did
not wish to say too much.

“I am the keeper of the dungeons.
But it is many years since they had a
prisoner. I do not understand. It was
not known that anv one was here.”

“Certainly not,” raid Hill.  “M.
Alfred Rougiere gave a supper last
night to his friends.  Did you know
that?”

“1 heard that M. Alfred had a few
guests.”
© “So he did, and we drank much
wine. 1 was one of them. After the
supper M. Alfred took us into the dun-
geons to sce the ancient implements of
war, and I fell asleep on a bench. [
was locked in, and was now trving to
tet myself out.” '

The old man grinned in appreciation.

“My mname 1s Pierre,” he said.
“ Strange, though, for I am-—well, you
don’t want to know what 1 am. You
must be hungry.”

“I am not exactly famished, but [
could eat. The first thing is to see
Alfred.” .

“But that is impossible. M. Rou-
gicre, Mme. Hill, and Alfred all left
carly this morning.”

“What? M. Rougicre—Allred’s fa-
ther? And Mme. Marie?”

“Why, yes. That was why he gave
the supper. They start for a long vov-
age, and after they return the young
master and madame will be married.”

“Did M. Rougit¢re, the elder, and
Mme. Marie sleep here Jast night?”

2>

-
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“ They have slept here every night
for six months.”

Hill stared.

“How often do you open these
doors?”” he asked. “ How olten do you
enter the dungeons? ™

“1live in one. This is another part.
But in this part where you were left I
never go. It is now a year since 1 was
there.”

Hill nodded.

“Then if I had not made you hear
me with that cannon ball 1 would have
starved to death.”

» Certainly, monsicur. It iz most
fortunate that you had a quick wit. I
an slightly deaf, and would not hear
vou call or knock. But that cannon
ball! Heavens, what a racket! It star-
tled me.”

“1 am glad it did, and hope your
nerves will not suffer,” said Hill, “Ifere
are a few francs. Permit me to offer
them as something in the way of a re-
ward for letting me out. I have some
musie and other things in the chiteau.
Can you direet me to that portion which
i~ inhabited?”

“Oh, 1'will guide you. 1 am very
old, and M. Rougicre is so kind. I lost
my wife and had no home, and M. Rou-
gitre offered me the place as keeper of
the dungeons.  Those old dungeons do
not need a keeper, but M. Rougicre is
kind and wanted an excuse to keep me.”

< Is M. Rougicre so kind?”

“ Ah, monsicur, he is a very good
man. But Alfred! Ah,TI fear for him.”

“You may well,” said Hill, when he
thought of what he would do when he
2ot his hands on Alfred. “ Now, please,
direct me to the living rooms.”

01d Pierre led the way through other
cellar dungeons and store-rooms, and
finally ascended a staircase and opened
the door, In the room to which he
aseended there was a woman.

“0Oh, what is this?” she cricd, as
the head of Picrre came up. “ Youl!
What has happened?”

“Why, one of the guests of M. Al-
{ved last night, while being shown
through the dungeons, went to sleep,
and was locked in. But for a tremen-
dous row he made I would never have
known it, and he would have starved.”

“@{ood heavens! Such a fate! And
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M. Alfred cannot be told now, for they
have gone.”

“ Monsieur understands that. DBut
there are certain things belonging to
him in the chiteau which he wishes to
obtain.”

“ Monsicur certainly, after his terri-
ble night, may have the freedom of the
chiteauw.”

“ Where is Paul?”

“QOh, Paul! That aristocrat! Ile
accompanied messieurs and madame.”

Hill breathed freely. Paul was the
only servant who had scen him.

“Then, monsieur, you arc at liberty
to go feteh your things. Do you know
the chitean well?”

“Yes, I have been here several
times,” said Hill. “1I can find what T
want.”

As a matter of fact, hie did not know
what he wanted. He did want informa-
tion, but that seemed to be difficult to
obtain.

“ Where have M. Rougiére and ma-
dame and M. Alfred gone?” he asked.
“I knew they were about to start on
a journcy, but we were so jolly last
night I forgot to ask where.”

“Oh, that was o merry crowd,” said
the woman. “ But no one here knows,
It secms that madame is now done with
her mourning, and wished to take a
trip, somewhere, I think, on the Medi-
terrancan. I do not know for certain.”

“ I heard she had purchased a yacht,”
remarked Pierre.

“ Well, it does not matter,” said 1Till.
“T will go get my things.”

They permitted him to roam through
the chiteau, the woman signaling in
the way servants have to her mates
that he was all right.

Ile saw the dining-room, now clean
and splendid, with no signs of the sup-
per of the night before. He wandered
through the salons, the galleries, and
finally found himself in a room that
compelled him to stand still.

1t was without doubt a woman’s
apartment, and a woman of refined and
elegant tastes. That elegance that
comes of refinement and wealth com-
bined was everywhere evident.

A faint odor of perfumec was in the
air, and daintiness sat rvoyally upon
evervthing.
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“1 am in my wife’s room,” said Hill
grimrly to himself. “ And she is being
carricd away to escape me.”

tn elegant inlaid desk stood near a
wind~v, Upon it lay several books and
papers, as though they had been gath-
ercd together for the purpose of being
taken away, and then forgotten.

One was a Russia-leathered book
which the American husband picked up
and opened.

“Oh!” he said.

On the fly-leaf he found ertten the
words:

Diary of Marie Hill,

His heart thrilled. She had used his
name, then, this beautiful girl whom he
had tried to serve in his last moments,
as he supposed. She had called her-
self his wife—she was his wife.

He opened the book, and through a
fecling of delicacy rcad nothing until
he found a date that struck hnn as
one that might lead to some discovery.

“T am in dlStI’ebS, so ran the entry.
“T live with the handsome face of Mon-
sieur Hill ever before me. 1 wonder
always if he had proper care when the
last moments came. Though I saw him
but once, I feel that I could love him
if he lived. I wish I could have been
with him at the last. It would relieve
this terrible feeling of doubt. Some-
times 1 wonder if, after all, he died.”

Then farther on he found this:

“ My uncle seems kind and good, but
there is something in his manner I do
not understand. 1le never chides me,
he never objects to anything 1 want.
All my whims are gratified. But—
those cold eyes seem to hold something
in them I do not understand.

“ After all, I am more afraid of Al-
fred than of my uncle. He is almost
always under the influence of wine.
Last night he tried to kiss me, and T
struck him and ran to my room. I can-
not love him now. If only the image of
that white face on the pillow would fade
away! But will it ever? T fear not.
I begin now to wish my hushand had
lived. My life at the chiteau is not so
pleasant. Tt is very lonelv.”

He skipped to the last.

Tt is now June thirtieth.
a night-—I shall never forget il!

What
My
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heart is filled with misery, and yet 1
smile because I must. My uncle says
my period of mourning is over. Mourn-
ing—for what? A dream! A chimera!
A face 1 saw but once! But oh, what
a manly face! 1 know that with my
husband I could be happy. But that
is not to be. I am to marry Alfred,
and I shudder at the very thought.

“A drunken husband! A husband
who has tasted all the evils of life.
One who Dbrings me not the first love
of his life, nor the second, but perhaps
the dregs left after a hundred amours.
Oh, I wish now 1 had remained in Lon-
don and permitted my fortune to go
to the hospitals. Surely 1 could go as
nurse. Anvthing would be better than
this.

“1 feel the irons of my uncle’s eyes
binding me more and more. He is
kind, but there is a subtlety about him
that terrifies me. I wish my husband
was alive. He was an American, and
would at least protect me, if he did not
love me. And to-morrow we start for
our {rip in the Elfie 1t was my only
hope. I should have gone mad if 1
remained here. .

“Perhaps some escape will appear—
I pray God it may. I do not love mv
cousin—I despise him. God! If he
ever saw this book he certainly would
kill me. But I have no one to talk to,
and my thoughts must in some wayv
permit themeselves to escape.”

“ Poor girl ! ” said Hill. “ Poor little
prisoner! I’ll take good care he never
sees this book, and T’ll take better care
he never marries vou, my dear little
girl. I begin to love you now, though
I have seen you but once. Hanged il
I don’t begin to helieve in thought
telegraphy. We are heginning to love
each other.”

He took the diary and walked calmly
out of the chiteau.

CHAPTER

A MEETING IN

XI.
ALGIERS.

LiruTENANT FOURNIER was saunter-
ing along one of the principal streets
of Algiers, with that swing and con-
scious air so characteristic of officers
in that capital, looking now- and then
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into a shop, or at a woman who might
or might not be pretty, according to
the licutenant’s cultivated taste.

He suddenly stopped and a bland
smile warmed up his features. For
approaching him was a young man.
This young man walked somewhat
heavily, and paid little attention to any
one.

“ Rougiére!” exclaimed the licuten-
ant, when the young man had come
near him. “You in Algiers!”

“T might exclaim the same thing in
regard to you!” cried Alfred, as he
wrung the hand of the licutenant. “1
thought you were permanently station-
ed in Paris.”

“ It appears that permanency and I
are strangers,” said Fournicer, with a
laugh.

“ But—has anything happened?”

“ Why—as you see—I have hap-
pened. Oh, it was a trifle. You re-
member Nocl?”

“Yes, perfectly.

“That’s just it.
I had words.”

“But you always did have. You
never agreed, you two. Was it about a
girl this time? ”

“ What else could Noel and I quar-
rel about? But this time it was seri-
ous. We fought.”

“Aduel?”

“Indeed, ves. I, as you know, am an
expert duelist, but the laws—oh, you
know the laws as well as I do. Well,
then, we had words in a café, and I
struck him. He challenged me,for Noel
never could be called a coward, what-
ever else he is, and we met. I wounded
him. As punishment—I am here, as
you see me.”

“Not degraded in rank!”

“No, rather with something of a
chance for promotion. It was really
not that my superiors objected. But
there was the law, and Noecl is a civil-
ian. Those civilians—they ruin Paris
now. But come! We have not met for
a long time. Saray’s café is not far off.
Let us go there and have a talk.”

The two young men turned their
steps in the same direction, and soon
entered one of the most pretentious
cafés in Algiers.

_They sat down, on opposite sides of

The snob!”
You see, Noel and
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a table, and the lieutenant called for
wine.

“ Now,” he said, as he leaned his cl-
bows on the table and rested his chin
in his palms, “tell me all about it.
What the devil are you doing herc?”

“ Seeing things,” replied Rougicre.

“ Seeing things! You come to Al-
giers to sce things! Is not thea )\inthe
of Paris strong enough for you?

“Yes, it is strong enough,” said Al-
fred. “ButIam not 1n Paris. Things
have changed for me.”

“Changed? Have you had bad
luck?”

“XNo, I have had particularly good

-
luck.

Fournier studied Alfred for a mo-
ment before he spoke.

“ Listen,” he said. “ For a man who
boasts of having had good luck befall
him, you are a strange creature. You
are paler than I ever knew you to be
before. You are nervous, and there is
a queer look about your cyes.’ .

“Oh, that is nothing. I have not
been partlculally well.”

“Ah! That must be your good luck.
You are singularly reficent about this
good luck.”

Fournier was not exactly the kind of
man Alfred cared to speak to about a
pure girl like Marie.

“ Well—it is not yet public property.
But I am engaged to be married.”

Ifournier laughed heartily.

“You! Mo be married! Come, that
is excellent. Do I know the fortunate
—the extremely fortunate—Ilady?”

Alfred winced at the sarcasm.

“No. It is my cousin, and she was
brought up in London.”

“ Qh, that rich uncle who refused to
lend you money to pay your debts?”

“Yes. His daughter.”

“Does he know?”

“He may know, but he will
nothing.”

“ How is that?”

“ Because he’s dead.”

Fournier looked at Alfred gravely.

“ My {friend,” he said, “I drink to
vour good luck. But there is some-
thing on your mind. You do not love
this cousin, but some one else.”

“TI love her well enough.
very pretty and rich.”

say

She is
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“ (Come, then! For Heaven’s sake,
why do you look so lugubrious? It is
not like vou at all. 1s it that she does
not love you?”

“ She consents to marry me. That
is enough, is it not?”
“Ye-es,” said  TFournier slowly.

“Where is she? In Belgium?”

*“No. In Algiers harbor.”

“Drowned ?”

“No: on a vacht.”

“0Oh! You are, then, traveling on a
vacht, and Algiers iz simply onc of
vour ports, Now I begin to understand.
By the way, what will you do with
Lizsette?”

* Let her forget me—or, well, T can
tell better later on.”

“ Certainly you must Dhe attentive
to vour cousin until you marry her. Is
she voung? ”

* Yex, and a widow.”

Fournier whistled impolitely.

= My father is with us,” said Alfred.

“0Oh! How long will you remain
in Algiers?”
*Oh, that depends. It was my

couxin’s idea. She had spent six months
at the chiiteau, enough to make any
girl feel gloomy. She wished to sce
something of the world, and as she had
plenty of money, we came.”

*“Then you are her guests?”

“Yes, vou can put it that way. She
insisted.  She even purchased the
vacht.”

“You are indeed to be congratulated.
I wish a young widow with plenty of
money would fall in love with me.
Now, then, since vou are here, I must
do something to make your visit pleas-
ant, and 1 want also to see your flan-
¢ée.  There is the ball night after
next.”

* What ball??

*“ The governor-general’s. Tiver see
a ball in Africa? Well, if you came to
see things, that’s the place to do it.
Things of all kinds and deseriptions.
1 must see about tickets. Are there
any more in vour partv?”

*No. My father, Marie, and my-
self.”

“Good! It will not be difficult to
obtain three. Now what do vou intend
to do with vourselves? Where were
vou going when I met you?”
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“ Nowhere in particular. I wanted
to stretch my legs a little.”

“You have not, I suppose, becausc
of thiz new love of vours, lost all in-
terest in play?”

“I have not lost interest, but on
board the vacht I do not have many
oppeortunities.”

“I know where, at this moment, a
lively game iz in session. What do you
sav??”

“T have but a hundred franes with
me.”

“Pooh! Am I not here to vouch
for you? Come along. I have some
time to spare myself.”

So the two cronies, linking arms,
sauntered ont. And a man who had
apparently been asleep at another table
woke up, smiled, and shook himself.
After which he walked to the telegraph
office and sent a meszage. It ran:

BunkEer HiLL, London :
Parties are here—will be here at least two days
-—governor’s ball night after next.
LARKINS.

CHAPTER XII. -
THE GOVERNOR-GENERAL’S BALL.

Tue crash of the infantry band offi-
cially proclaimed the opening of the
governor-general’s ball. It promised to
be a gorgeous affair from the very first.

One must, however, behold such a
gathering to realize what it is. In
America a throng is brilliant because
it is composed of people of high posi-
tion, wealth, or noted intellect. In
London it is much the same, with a
uniform now and then to relieve the
monotony of the dull evening dress of
the Anglo-Saxons.

At a palace ball there is brilliance
indeed, but it is largely of the same va-
riety, with an Indian prince or mogul
to add a bit of Oriental splendor.

But this ball of the governor-gener-
al’s in Algiers was a scenc to be remen:-
hered.

Governors had had balls hefore this
one came from DParis to introduce the
régime of extravagance that had al-
ready made him famous on the Medi-
terrancan.  The infantry band was
composed of a hundred pieces, and was
located on a balcony out of sight from
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the great ball-room, but where its
splendid music could be heard alike in
the palace and in the streets.

The scene outside was as picturesque
as inside, but not so splendid.

Moors and Arabs, clad in their flow-
ing burnouses, stood in groups to listen
and to see. Sheiks and beys riding
toward the palace on magnificent horses
or richly-caparisoned camels, followed
by attendants who would camp in the
city until their masters were ready to
depart, gave a caravan appearance to
the streets.

Jews, Kabyles, all the heterogeneous
elements of the population listened to
the infaniry band and commented ae-
cording to their point of view.

“ Some day it will not be s0,” said
a Moor to his companion. “These

I'ranks! Unspeakable! They do not
respect their women! And such exhibi-
tions! It is »

“ But let them spend their money yet
a while,” rejoined the other. “ When
they no longer bring money to Algiers
we will kill them and govern our own
country.”

A carriage rolled by in which an offi-
cer in full uniform sat by the side of a
richly dressed lady. Somebow she
dropped her fan. It was a dainty bit of
ivory and feathers, and she did not miss
it.

Theé Moor who had spoken first
thrust a spcar through it and then spat
upon it.

“ He ordered my son shot,” was the
only comment.

Women peered from windows or loll-
ed on housetops to hear the music.
Many hearts in Algiers burned because
of this—that they, too, were not in that
world of dancing and music.

The governor-general and his wife
were themselves as splendid as any one.
The uniform the governor wore, the
orders that glistencd oun his breast, the
silver-hilted sword, made him a noted
fignre. His wife, many years younger,
scintillated with diamonds.

The Bey of Tunis arrived, having
landed from his little yacht clad in his
eorgeous royal uniform and well at-
tended. 'The brother of the Sultan of
Morocco, Mohammed Bey, addressed
in the Furopean style as prince, was

‘prise Alfred.
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barbaric but magnificent in his display
of jewels.

His black eyes lighted up when he
saw the beautiful women. He excused
the non-appearance of his brother, the
sultan, on the very efficient grounds
that his capital was at that time under
siege and he could not leave.

Spanish officers from Ceuta, English
officers from Gibraltar, Greeks, Italians,
and Turks came in from all parts of
their several worlds. It was bewilder-
ing. Yachts in the harbor scnt in their
English or American quota.

M. Rougictre, entering this great as-
semblage that represented all the
world, reveled in it. DBlack princes
stalked proudly around with jewels in
their sword-hilts that would pay the
ransom of a king.

Alfred was in his clement. To him
this was not such a surprise, for noth-
ing there was in the world could sur-
He had seen it all.
her breath came short
To her this was an entirely

But Marie
and fast.
new world.

During her school life in Tondon she
had Dbeen but little in society, never
to a great ball. During her six months’
residence in the chiteau she had been
almost entirely without companionship,
and her widowhood prevented invita-
tions {inding their way to her.

And now her first introduction, as
one might say, to the world of pleasure
was this grand ball of races.

Her beauty attracted everybody as
she entered, leaning upon the arm of
M. Rougicre. Licutenant Fournier met
them.

“ Rougiere, introduce me,” he said.

“ Certainly. Marie, I present my old
friend, Lieutenant Fournier, whom I
found in Algiers, and who kindly ob-
tained for us the tickets to this ball.
Ticutenant, my cousin, Mme. Hiil.”

“1 am pleased to meet madame,”
said Fournier. I ask now for the priv-
ilege of at least two waltzes during the
evening.”

“Thank you,” responded Marie, not
knowing that it was she, and not Four-
nicr, who was bestowing the favor.

“T1 must present you at once to the
governor,” went on Fournier.

The latter had not lived in Paris for
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nothing. M. Rougiére, much to his
surprisc, and somewhat to his chagrin,
found himself quietly, but not the less
surely, shoved one side. It was on
Fournier’s arm that Marie went to mect
the governor.

“ Bless my soul!” said the rugged old
general to his wife as he saw them com-
ing. “ What a beautiful girl! Who is
she?”

“T really do not know, but we shall
certainly learn, for that irrepressible
Fournier is bringing her.”

TFournier, in graceful style, presented
the party.

“ It was for my friends, your excel-
lency, that T asked for three tickets.”

“And I assure you 1 did myself a
greater favor by giving them than I did
vou,” said the governor graciously.

The Bey of Tunis almost went down
on his knees when he met Marie, and
the brother of the Sultan of Morocco
smiled as he pictured that lovely face
in his own harem in Fez. But the thing
was to get her there.

“ These barbarians!” he said to him-
self as the party procceded on their
trinmphant way. “If it were not for
the Franks! Well, there are women
in Morocco as lovely. She is not for
me.”

The ladies of the garrison made a
pet of Marie from the beginning. She
spoke their language, vet she was not
I'rench.  Therefore they need mot be
jealous.

The Sheik Ibrahim stalked by, giving
Ler a sly glance out of the corner of his
eye. Sheik Ibrahim was a connoisseur
in beauty. 1Ile knew that in all the re-
gion he ruled there was not such a girl
as this young Belgian. He began to
think.

When Sheik Ibrahim began to think,
and especially when the subject of his
thoughts was a pretty girl, there was
usually, as is a common expression,
“something doing.”

But others claimed her attention.

The master of ceremonies now as-
sumed command.

The first dance was the lancers. The
procession past the governor was al-
most ended. At a signal the band
changed from its brass to string, and
the sets began to form.
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“Really, Rougitre,” said the lieu-
tenant, “ I hate to do it, but under the
circumstances I must permit you to
dance first with Mme. Hill.”

“That is extremely gracious of you,”
rejoined Alfred, with a rather exagger-
ated bow. “From your monopoly of
her so far, I had begun to think that 1
was not to have the pleasure of speak-
ing to her all evening.”

“Well, I can be generous at times,
vou see,” said Fournier, howing fo
Marie, “ even as in this case, when it
hurts.”

Marie smiled and blushed. Alfred
led her into a set, and the picturesque
dance began.

There were few dancers, the Moorish
princes and Arabs and black rulers of
men standing to look on.

This was not their way of dancing.
Had it been around a pile of massacred
foes, then they would show the barba-
rians how to dance.

“1 cannot understand why the Cal-
iph did not come,” said the governor.
“He wusually attends all the recep-
tions.”

“The Caliph? Well, he went to
Oran, as you know. DPerhaps he has not
returned,” replied an attaché.

“1 mistrust the fellow so much. He
has evil in his eye. But his other spirit
is here.”

“1Ilis other spirit? I don’t under-
stand, excellency.”

““That rascal Sheik Ibrahim.”

“Ob, that plotter! Well, he is in
good company now. Ile can’t eat us.”

The governor smiled, and received
another who had come to pay his re-
spects.

A waltz followed. A black dey from
the interior had been following Maric
with his eyes. HHe came forward and
spoke in French:

“Will the beautiful one from the
north deign to dance this with the dey
of a black country?”

Marie was startled. He wore a dia-
mond collarette, and there were ruhies
in his sleeves. His coat was plentiful-
ly covered with gold lace.

“Do you waltz?” she asked in sur-
prise.

He smiled.

“Did you think because I was hlack
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that I was a clown? I was educated in
Paris.”

“ Ilow strange Lieutenant IMournier
did not introduce you! Ile presented
almost everybody.”

The black dey, who was handsome
cnough but for his color, twirled his
mustache.

*“The licutenant and I—well, T will
not speak, but will introduce myself.
.1 am Dag El Rag, Prince of Fezzan. [
am pasha, king, or what you like. But
my title is supposed to be sultan.”

“Then I am to dance with a rcal sul-
tan!” said Marie, recovering from
her embarrassment and smiling. “1
thought sultans, when they wished to
dance with a lady, ran up and knocked
her down, dragged her by the hair, and
then hired some one else to do the
dancing.”

Those in the immediate vicinity
turned as the Sultan of Fezzan let out
a ringing laugh.

“ Iixcellent!” he eried with enthusi-
asm. <1 like you. T might perhaps
some day avail mysell of your preserip-
tion, but I promise vou that I shall
never knock you down or pull your hair.
As T already have three wives, I assame
ithat you are not anxious to share their
lot?”

“Mhree—wives!”

“Yes; we do that in our country.
Arce you familiar with Africa?”

“This is my first visit.”

“Js the clderly gentleman your
father?”

“No, my uncle.
cousin.”

IFournier, who really had Marie in
charge for the evening, having usurped
that place of responsibility, bowed
haughtily to the sultan as he passed.

“ Beg pardon,” said the sultan. “I
have to request from youw, licutenant,
the permisgion to waltz with madame.”

“1f madame wishes,” answered Ifour-
nicr.

“1 have consented,” said Marie.

“But——" The Ilicuienant came
close and whispered: “ It is not con-
sidered proper for a young girl to dance
with strangers without the permission
of her escort.”

Marie became the woman at once.

< Sir,” she =aid, “1 am not a young

The other is my
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girl. T am married, and mistress of
my own acts.”

“ Beg pardon, madame.
know,” said Fournier.

Then as he went away chagrined, he
twisted his mustache.

“ By Heaven,” he said, “I do not
envy Rougicere so much! She can take
care of herself, that beauty!”

But he had his own dance with Marie,
and then the governor himself, hearing
her name spoken all over the place,
honored her by taking her the first {ime
he went on the floor.

e was not an ungraceful dancer,
this rugged warrior, but he could not
go through the entire dance. But—to
go on the dancing floor with the gov-
ernor-general! It settled Maric’s status
at once, and she was the qucen of the
ball.

During a Iull, when the band was
playing with . brass instruments and
there was no dancing, IFournier went to
feteh Marie some refreshments.  As he
approached, he found Alfred and the
Sultan of I'ezzan speaking to her. M.
Rongi¢re was walking toward them.

“1 have been counting noses,” he
said.  “That is, the noses of nations.
1 find almost every one represented ex-
cept America.”

“Oh, there are scveral Americans
here,” said Ifournier.

“ Not officials.”

“No, the consul will undoubtedly ap-
pear. Ah, here he comes now.”

A tall, thin man, dressed in the con-
ventional black of the TUnited States
representatives, cntered and was well
received.

“1leavens!”
“Who is that?”

After the consul there entered a
giant in the uniform of colonel of cav-
alry.  Plain though his American uni-
form was as compared to some of those
in the palace, yet there was a majesty
about it and the way he wore 1t that
made him stand out hefore all the
others as a man ol micht and im-
portance.

He was voung and handsome. The
chevrons on his breast, and a medal,
spoke of bravery. The consul intro-
duced him.

The governor-general took his hand

I did not

exclaimed Tournicr.
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warmly. The princes and sultans and
bevs and deys flocked to meet him.

“ T wonder who the deuce he iz, said
Fournier. “ e doesn’t belong to the
consulate.”

Alfred looked sharply. Fournier
glanced at him. He was deadlv pale,
clutching at his throat, and his lips
seemed parched and burning.

“ What’s the matter with yvou, Rou-
gicre?” asked the lientenant. “ Are
yvou ill?”

“ No—mno—I am all right!”

“Licutenant Fournier,” said Marie,
rising, “ will you kindly introduce me
to that splendid American?”
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“With pleasure, madame. Come
with me.”
“No! No! I forbid!” interposed

Alfred hoarsely.

“8ir,” said Marie, “in public do
vou attempt to command me? ”

“What the mischief is the matter
with you, Alfred?” asked his father.
“ Let the girl alone.”

“My God!” muttered Alfred to him-
self. “ What will happen now?”

And he reeled to another room, where
an attendant brought him some brandy
to steady his shattered nerves. He had
recognized the American colonel as
Bunker 1Till.

(10 be continued.)

The Hawkins Hydro-Vapor Litt.

BY EDGAR FRANKLIN.

Something new in elevators, with a practical demonstration of what might be expected—and
more—in their adaptability to business needs.

MAY have mentioned that it was

customary for Ilawkins and myself
to travel down-town together on the
elevated six days in the week.

So far as that goes, we still do so; for
it has come over me recently that any
attempt to dodge the demoniac inven-
tions of Hawkins is about as thankless
and hopeless a task as seeking to avoid
the setting of the sun.

For two or three mornings, however,
I had been leaving the house some ten
or fiftcen minutes carlier than usual.

There had lately appeared the old
uncanny light in Hawkins’ cye; and if
trouble were impending, it was my
fond, foolish hope to be out of its way
—until such time, at least, as the police
or the coroner should call me up on the
teleplione to identify all that was mor-
tal of Hawkins.

Three days, then, my strategy had
been crowned with success. I had eclu-
ded Hawkins and ridden down alone, the
gerene enjoyment of my paper unpunc-
tuated by dissertations upon the practi-
cability of condensing the clouds for
commercial purposes, or the utilization
of atmospheric nitrogen in the manu-
facture of predigested breakfast food.

But upon the fourth morning a fuse
blew out under the car before we left
the station; and as I sat there fussing
about the delay, in walked Hawkins.

He was bcanming and cheerful, but
the glitter in his eye had grown more
intense.

“ Ah, Griggs,” he exclaimed, “I've
missed you lately!”

“ 1 hope you haven’t lost weight over
it?”

“Well, no.
busy.”

“ Rush of business?”

“ Um—ah—yes. Griggs!?”

It was coming!

“ Hawkins,” I said hurriedly, < have
vou followed this matter of the Panama
Canal?”

Hawkins stared hard at me for a mo-
ment; then I gave him another push,
and he toppled into the canal and wal-
lowed about in its waters until the ride
was over. ~

Unhappily, my own place of business
is located farther down upon the same
street with the Blank Building, where
Hawkins has—or had—offices. There
wag no way of avoiding it—I was forced
to walk with him.

Pve been busy—very
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But the suppressed enthusiasm in
Hawkins didn’t come out, and I felt
rather more easy. Whatever it was, 1
fancied that he had left the material
part of it at home, and home lay many
blocks up-town. 1 was cafe.

“ Good-by,” I smiled when we reach-
ed his entrance.

“Not much,” Hawkins responded.
“ Come in.”

“ But, my dear fellow:

“You come,” commanded the in-
ventor.  “ There’s something in here I
want you to see.”

He led me in and past the line of
elevators.

So we were not going up to his offi-
ces! We seemed to be heading for the
cigar booth, and for a moment I fancied
that Hawkins had discovered a new
brand and was going to treat me; but
he piloted me farther, to a door, and
opened it and we passed through.

Then I perccived where we were.
The Blank Building people had been
constructing an addition to their im-
mense stack of offices; we stood in the
freshly completed and wholly nnoccu-
pied annex.

“There, sir! ” said Hawkins, extend-
ing his forefinger. “ What do you see,
Griggs?”

“Six empty barrels, about three
wagon-loads of kindling wood, a new
tiled floor, and six brand-new eleva-
tors,” 1 replied.

“Oh, hang those things!
where I’'m pointing!”

“ Ah! Somebody’s left a packing-box
in one of the elevator-shafts, eh?”

ertainly, more than anything else,
that was what it resembled.

At the first glance it appeared to be
nothing more than a crude wooden
case about the size of an elevator car,
standing in one of the shafts and con-
trasting unpleasantly with the other
new, shining, polished cars.

“ Packing—ugh!” snapped the in-
ventor. “ Do you know what that is?”

“You turned down my first guess,” 1
suggested humbly.

“ Griggs, what appears to you as a
packing-hox is nothing morc nor less
than the first and only Hawkins Hydro-
Vapor Lift!”

“The which?”
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“The — Hawkins — Hydro-Vapor—
Lift!”

“Hydro-Vapor?™ 1  murmured.
“ Whatever is that? Steam?”

“ Certainly.”

“ And lift, 1 presume, is English for
elevator?”

“The words are synonymous,” said
Hawkins coldly.

“Then why the dickens didn’t you
call it a steam elcvator and be done
with it? Wasn’t that sufficiently com-
plicated ? ”

“Oh, Griggs, you never seem able
to understand! Now, a steam elevator
—so0 called—is an old proposition. A
Hydro-Vapor Lift is entirely new and
sounds distinetive!”

“Yes, it sounds queer enough,” 1
admitted.

“ Just examine it,” said the inventor
joyously, leading me to the box.

There was not much to be examined.
Four wallg, a ceiling and a floor—all of
undressed wood—that was about the
extent of the affair; but in the center
of the floor lay a great circular iren
plate, some two feet across and fes-
tooned necar the edge with a circle of
highly unornamental iron bolt heads.

Beside the plate, a lever rising per-
pendicularly from the floor constituted
the sole furnishing of the car.

“Now, you've scen a hydraulic cle-
vator? ” Hawkins began. “ You know
how they work—a hig steel shaft
pushes up the car from underneath, <o
that when it is in operation the car is
simply a box standing on the end of a
pole, which rises or sinks, as the oper-
ator wills.”

“T believe s0,” T assented. “I think
it’s time now for me to be go >

“That principle is fallacious!” the
inventor exclaimed. “ Consider what it
would mean here—a steel shaft sixteen
stories high, weighing tons and tons!”

“Well??”

“Well, sir, 1 have reversed that
idiotic idea!” Hawkins announced tri-
umphantly. “I have had a hole dug
sixteen stories deep, and put the steel
shaft down into it!”

It was about what one might have ex-
pected from Hawkins; but despite my
long acquaintance with his bizarre men-
tal machinery, I gasped in amazement.
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“ Now, then,” pursued the inventor,
¢ 1 have had a steel tube made, a little
longer than the shaft, you understand.”

* What! Lven longer than sixteen
stories?”

“Of course. The tube fits the shaft
exactly, just as an engine cylinder fits
the plunger. The elevator stands upon
the upper end of the tube. We let
steam into the tube by operating this
lever, which eontrols my patent re-
versible stecam-release. What happens?
Why, the tube is foreed upward and
the elevator rises. I let out some of the
steam—and the tube sinks down into
the ground! That iron plate which you
see is the manhole cover of the tube,
as it were—it corresponds, of course,
to the cylinder-head on an engine.”

As the novelists put it, I stood aghast.

It overwhelmed me utterly—the idea
that in a great, sane city like New
York an irresponsible maniac could be
permitted to dig a hole sixteen stories
deep under a new office building and
then fill up that hole with a shaft and
a tube such as Hawkins had just de-
seribed. '

“ And the people who own this place
—did they allow vou to do it, or have
vou been chloroforming the watchman
and working at night?” I inquired.

“Don’t be absurd, Griggs,” said
Hawkins. “ 1 pay a big rent here. The
owners were very nice about it.”

They must have been—exceedingly
g0, T thought; nice to the point of 1m-
becility., Had they known Hawkins as
I know him, they would joyfully have
handed back his lease, given him a sub-
stantial cash bonus to boot, and cven
have thrown in a non-transferable
Cook’s Tour ticket to Timbuctoo be-
fore they allowed him te embark on the
project.

Tt would have been a low sort of trick
upon Timbuctoo, but it would have
saved them money and trouble.

“ Well,” Hawkins said sharply, break-
ing in upon my reverie. “ Don’t stand
there mooning. Did you ever see any-
thing like it before? ”

“Once, when I was a child,” T con-
fessed, “1I fell while climbing a flagpole,
and that night I dreamed »

* Bah! Come along and watch her
work.”
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“No!” I protested. “ Oh, ne!”

“ (ood Lord, why not?” cried Haw-
kins.

“ My wife,” I murmured. “ She can-
not spare me, Hawkins—not yet.”

“ Why, there isn’t the slightest cle-
ment of danger,” the inventor argued.
“ Surely, Griggs, even you must be able
te grasp that. Can’t you see that that is
the chief beauty of the Hydro-Vapor
Lift? There are no cables to breaki
That’s the great feature. This car may
be loaded with ton after ton; but if
she’s overloaded, she simply stops.
There are no risky wirc-ropes to snap
and let down the whole affair.”

“1 know, but there arc no wire ropes
to hold her up, cither, and——"

Hawkins snorted angrily. Then he
grabbed me bodily and forced me along
toward the door of his Hydro-Vapor
Lift.

“ Actually, you do make me tired,”
he said. “ You seem to think that
everybody is conspiring te take your
wretched little lifel”

“ But what have you against me?” I
asked mournfully. “ Why not let me
out and do.your experimenting alone? ”

“ Because~—Lord knows why I'm do-
ing it, you're not important enough to
warrant it—Im bound to convince you
that this contrivance is all that T
claim!”

Oh, had I but spent the days of my
youth in a strenuous gymnasium! Had
I but been endowed with musele beyond
the dreams of Kugene Sandow, and
been expert in boxing and wrestling
and in the breaking of bones, as are the
Japanese!

Then I could have fallen upon Haw-
kins from the rear and tied him into
knots, and even dismembered him if
necessary—and escaped.

But things are what they are, and
Hawkins is more than a match for me;
so he banged the door angrily and
grasped the lever.

“ Now, observe with great care the
superbly gentle motion with which she
rises,” he instructed me.

I prepared for that familiar head-
going-up-and-the-rest-of -you - staying-
below sensation and gritted my teeth.

Hawkins pulled at the lever. The
Hydro-Vapor Lift quivered for an in-
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stant. Then it ascended the shaft—and
very gently and pleasantly.

“There! I suppose you've trembled
until your collar-buttons have worked
loose?” IHawkins said contemptuously,
turning on me.

“ Not quite that,” T murmured.

“Well, you may as well stop. In a
moment or two we shall have reached
the top floor; and there, if you like, you
can get out and climb down sixtcen
flights of stairs.”

“Thank you,” I said sincerely.

“This, of course, is only the slow
speed,” Hawkins continued. “ We can
increase it with the merest touch.
Watch.”

“Wait! Ilike it better slow!” 1 pro-
tested.

“0Oh, Tl slacken down again in a
moment.”

Hawkins gave a mighty push to the
controlling apparatus. A charge of
dynamite seemed to have been exploded
beneath the Hydro-Vapor Lift!

Tp we shot! I watched the freshly
painted numbers between floors as they
whizzed by us with shuddering appre-
hension: 9—10—11—12

“ Were going too fast!” I cried.

Hawkins, T think, was about to laugh
derisively. His head had turned to me,
and his lips had curled slightly—when
the Hydro-Vapor Lift stopped with
such tremendous suddenness that we
almost flew up against the roof of the
car.

That was the law of inertia at work.
Then we descended to the floor with a
crash that seemed calculated to loosen
it. That was the law of gravitation.

I presume that Hawkins figured
without them.

I was the first to sit up. For a time
my head revolved too rapidly for any-
thing like coherent perception. Then,
as the stars began to fade away, I saw
that we were stuck fast between floors;
and before my eves—large and promi-
nent in the newness of its paint—
loomed up the number 13.

It looked ominous.

“ We—we scem to have stopped,” I
said.

“Yes,” snapped Hawkins.

“ What was 1t? Do you suppose any-
thing was sticking out into the shaft?
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Has—can it be possible that there is
anything like a mechanical error in
your Hydro-Vapor Lift?”

“No! 1t’s that fool of an engineer!”

“What!” I exclaimed. “Do you
blame him? ”

“ Certainly.”

“ But how was it his fault?”

“ Oh—ryou sce—bah!” said the in-
ventor, turning rather red. “ You
wouldn’t understand if T were to ex-
plain the whole thing, Griggs.”

“But I should like to know, Havw-
kins.”

“Why?”

“1 want to write a little account of
the why and the wherefore, so that they
can find it in case—anytlhing happens
to us.”

Hawkins turned away loftily.

“We'll have to get out of this,” he
said.

He pulled at his lever with a confi-
dent smile. The Hydro-Vapor Lift did
not budge the fraction of an inch.

Then he pushed it back—and for-
ward again. And still the inexorable 13
stood before us. :

“Confound  that—er—engineer!”
growled the inventor.

Just then the Hydro-Vapor Lift in-
dulged in a scries of convulsive shud-
ders. It was too much for my nerves.
I felt certain that in another second we
were to drop, and I shouted lustily:

“Help! Help! Help!”

“Shut up!” cried Hawkins. “ Do
vou want to get the workmen here and
have them see that somecthing’s
wrong?”

I affirmed that intention with un-
printable force.

“Well, I don’t!” said the inventor.
“Why, Griggs, I'm figuring on cquip-
ping this building with my lift in a
couple of months!”

“ Are-—are they going to
that?” T gasped.

“Why, nothing’s settled as yet; but
it is understood that if this experimen-
tal model proves a suceesg-——7"

But my ecry had sumwmoned aid.
Above us, and hidden by the roof of
the car, some one shouted:

“Tallo! Phwat is it?”

“THallo!” I returned.

“Air ve in the box? ™ said the voice.

allow
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“Yes! Get an ax!”

“ Phwat?”

“An ax!” 1 repeated. “ Get an ax
and chop out the roof of this beastly
thing so that we can climb out,
and——-"

Hawkins clapped a hand over my
mouth, and his scowl was sinister.

“ Haven’t you a grain of sense left?”
he hissed.

“Yes, of course I have. That’s why I
want an ax to ”

“Tell that crazy engineer I want
more steam!” bawled Hawkins, drown-
ing my voice.

“More steam?” said the person
above. “ More steam an’ an ax, is it?”

“No-—mno ax. Tell him T want more
steam, and I want it quick! He’s got
so0 little pressure that we're stuck!?”

We heard the echo of departing foot-
steps.

“ Now, you’d have made a nice mud-
dle, wouldn’t you?” snarled the inven-
tor. “We'd have made a mnice sight
clambering out through a hole in the
top of this car!”

“MThere are times,” 1 said, “when
appearance don’t count for much.”

“Well, this isn’t one of them,” re-
joined the inventor sourly.

I did not reply. There was nothing
that occurred to me that wouldn’t have
offended Hawkins, so I kept silence.

We stood there for a period of min-
utes, but the Hydro-Vapor Lift scemed
disinelined to move either up or down.

Once or twice Hawkins gave a push
at his lever; but that part of the appa-
ratus seemed permanently to have re-
tired from active business.

“ Shall we move soon?” I inquired,
when the stillness became oppressive.

“ Presently,” growled Hawkins.

Another pause, and T hazarded again:

“JTsn’t it growing warm? ”

“I don’t feel it.”

“Well, it is! Ah! The heat is com-
ing from that plate!” I exclaimed, as
it dawned upon me that the big iron
thing was radiating warm waves
through the stuffy little car.. “ Your
Hydro-Vapor Lift will be pleasant to
ride in when the thermometer runs up
in August, won’t it?”

Hawkins did not deign to reply, and
I fell to examining the plate.
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“ Look,” 1 said, “isn’t that steam?”

“ Isn’t what steam? ”

“Down there,” I replied, pointing to
the plate.

A fine jet of vapor was curling from
one point at its edge—a thin spout of
hot steam!

“That’s nothing,” said Hawkins.
“ Little leak—nothing more.”

“But there’s another now!”

“ Positively, Griggs, I think you
have the most active imagination I
ever knew in an otherwise ?

“TUse your eyes,” I said uneasily.
“ There’s another—and still another!”

Hawkins bent over the plate—as
much to hide the concern which ap-
peared upon his face as for any other
reason, I think.

He arose rather suddenly, for a cloud
of steam saluted him from a new spot.

“Well,” he said, “she’s leaking a
trifle.”

“But why?”

“The plate isn’t steam-tight, of
course; and the engineer’s sending us
more pressure.”

His composure had returned, and he
regarded me with such contemptuous
eyes that I could find no answer.

But Hawkins’ contempt couldn’t shut
off ithe steam. It blew out harder and
harder from the leaky spots. The little
car began to fill, and the temperature
rose steadily.

From a comfortable warmth it in-
creased to an uncomfortable warmth;
then to a positively intolerable, reeking,
wet heat.

I removed my coat, and a little later
my vest. Hawkins did likewise. We
both found some difficulty in breathing.

The steam grew thicker, the car
hotter and hotter. Perspiration was
oozing from every pore in my body.
Sparkling little rivulets coursed down
Hawkins’ countenance.

“ Hawkinsg,” T said, “if you’d called
this thing the Hydro-Vapor Bath in-
stead of Lift——"

“Don’t be witty,” Hawkins said
coldly.

“Never mind. It may be a bit un-
reliable as an elevator, but you can let
it out for steam-baths—fifty cents a
ticket, you know, until you’ve made up
whatever the thing cost.”
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Bzzzzz72772! said the steam.

“Tm going to shout for that ax
again,” T said determinedly. “Ten
minutes more of this and we’ll be
cooked alivel”

“ Now——"" began the inventor.

“ Hawkins, 1 decline to be converted
into stew simply to save your vanity.
He—"

“Hey!” shouted Hawkins, dancing
away from his lever into a corner of
the car and regarding the iron plate
with round eyes.

“ What is it now?” I asked breath-
lessly.

A queer, roaring noise was coming
from somewhere. The Hydro-Vapor af-
fair executed a series of blood-curdling
shakes. I'rom the edges of the plate
the steam hissed spitefully and with
new vigor.

“ That—that jackass of .an en-
gineer!” Hawkins sputtered. “He’s
gsending too much steam!”

For a moment I didn’t quite catch
the significance; then I faltered with
sudden weakness:

“ Hawkins, you said that this plate
corresponded to the cylinder-head of
an engine? Then the tube beneath us
is full of steam?”

“Yes, yes!”

“ And if we get too much steam—as
we seem to be getting it—will the plate
blow oft?”

“Yes—no—yes—no, of course not,”
answered Hawkins faintly. ¢ It’s bolted
down with <

“But if it should,” I said, dashing
the streaming perspiration from my
eves for another look at the accursed
plate.

“1f 1t should,” the inventor admit-
ted, “we’d either go up to Heaven on
it, or we’d stay here and drop!”

“Help!” I screamed.

“TLook out! Look out! Hug the
wall!” Hawkins shrieked.

A mighty spasm shook the Hydro-
Vapor Lift. 1 fell flat and rolled in-
stinctively to one side. Then, ere my
bewildered senses could grasp what was
occurring, my ears were split by a ter-
rific roar.

The roof of the car disappeared as
if by magie, and through the opening
shot that huge, round plate of iron,
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seemingly wafted upon a cloud of dense
white vapor. Then the steam obscured
all else, and I felt that we were falling.

Yes, for an instant the car seemed
to shudder wuncertainly—then she
dropped!

I can hardly say more of our descent
from the fatal thirteenth story. In one
second—mnot more, I am certain—
twelve spots of light, representing
twelve floors, whizzed past us.

I recall a very definite impression
that the Blank Building was making an
outrageous trip straight upward from
New York; and I wondered how the oc-
cupants were going to return and
whether they would sue the building
people for detention from business.

But just as I was debating this in-
teresting  point, earthly concerns
seemed to cease.

In the cellar of the Blank Building
annex a pile of excelsior and bagging
and other refuse packing materials pro-
truded into the shaft where once had
been the Hawkins Hydro-Vapor Lift.
That fact, I suppose, saved us from
eternal smash.

At any rate, I realized after a time
that my life had been spared, and at
once sat up on the cement flooring of the
cellar.

Hawkins was standing by a steel pil-
lar, smiling blankly. Steam, by the

- cubic mile I think, was pouring from

the flooring of the Hydro-Vapor Lift
and whirling up the shaft.

T struggled to my feet and tried to
walk—and succeeded, very much to my
own astonishment. Shaken and bruised
and half dead from the shock 1 cer-
tainly was, but I could still travel.

I picked up my coat and turned to’
Hawkins.

“I—T1 think I'll go home,” he said
weakly. “I’m not well, Griggs.”

We ascended a winding stair and
passed through a door at the top, and
instead of reaching the annex we
stepped into the lower hall of the Blank
Building itself.

The place was full of steam. People
were tearing around and yelling
“Tire!” at the top of their lungs.
Women were sereaming. Clerks were
racing back and forth with big books.

Older men appeared here and there,
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hurriedly making their exit with cash
boxes and bundles of documents. There
was an exodus teo jig-time going on in
the Blank Building.

Above it all, a certain man, his face
convulsed with anger, shouted at the
crowd that there was no danger—mno
fire. Hawkins shrank as his eyes fell
upon this personage.

“ Lord! That’s one of the owners!”
he zaid. “I’'m going!”

We, too, made for the door, and had
almost attained it when a heavy hand
fell upon the shoulder of Hawkins.

“ You're the man I'm looking for!”
said the hard, angry tones of the pro-
prietor. “ You come back with me!
D’ve know what you've done? Hey?
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D’ye know that you’ve ruined that ele-
vator shaft? D’ye know that a thou-
sand-pound casting dropped on our
roof and smashed it and wrecked two
offices? Oh, you won’t slip out like
that.” He tightened his grip on Haw-
king’ shoulder. “ You've got a little
settling to do with me, Mr. Hawkins.
And T want that man who was with
you, too, for ?

That meant me! A swirl of steam en-
veloping my person, I disappeared.

For my only course had seemed to
fold my tents like the Arabs and as
silently steal away; only I am certain
that no Arab ever did it with greater
expedition and less ostentation than I
used on that particular occasion.

THE SONG OF THE TRAIN.

A MONSTER taught
To come to hand

Amain,

As swift as thought
Across the land,

The train.

The song it sings
Has an iron sound ;

Its iron wings

Like wheels go round ;
Crash under bridges,
Flash over ridges,

And vault the downs ;
The road is straight—
Nor stile, nor gate ;
For milestones—towns !
O’er bosky dens,

By marsh and mend,
Forest and fens,
Embodied speed

Is clanked and hurled ;
Q’er rivers and runnels
And into the earth,

And out again

In death and birth

That know no pain,

For the whole world round

Is a warren of railway tunnels.
Hark ! Hark ! Hark!

It screams and cleaves the dark ;
And the subterranean night

Is gilt with smoky light,

Then out again apace

It runs its thundering race,
The monster taught

To come to hand

Amain,

That swift as thought
Speeds through the land,

The train,

John Davidson.



IN THE DRAGON’S CLAW.

BY FRANCIS Z. STONE.

The remarkable experiences of a Western editor, whose worst plight was by no means the
charge of murder hanging over his head.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

HOLDEN, editor of the Santa Anita Sun, is on the verge of financial ruin, when Romeo Powers, a
tramp printer, tells him that John Tolt is in town. He immediately seeks Tolt at the latter’s hotel,
where he finds him in consultation with J. H. Freeze, the man whose enmity has brought about the crisis
in Holden’s affairs. Morally, Tolt is under obligations to the editor, who was his partner in a
disastrous mining venture. He reluctantly agrees to meet Holden at midnight at the depot, when the
last train brings him back from a neighboring town. As soon as Holden leaves the hotel, Freeze cautions
Tolt against the editor, and succeeds in tying up Tolt’s funds. Holden gets a day’s time by telling his
creditors that he expects assistance from Tolt.

Markell, a friend of Holden, comes in from the desert and brings news of a strange movement among
the Chinese. Holden goes to Louis, a Chinaman employed in a drug store, for information, and is warned
not to print anything about the Celestials. To his surprise, Markell is alarmed at the warning, and asks
him not to mention his name in the newspaper story of the Chinese movement. That night the editor is
cautiously told by Louis that his life is not safe, but he arms himself and keeps his appointment with Tolt.

On the arrival of the train, Tolt tries to avoid Holden, who overtakes and upbraids him angrily. Just
as peace is made between them, Holden is hooded by a blanket, and after firing wildly is rendered
unconscious. When bystanders come upon the scene, Tolt is found murdered. Holden has disappeared.

So strong is the evidence of the latter’s guilt that he is indicted after the inquest, and bloodhounds
are put on his trail. Markell, who alone believes in his innocence, recovers the trail when the dogs have
lost it, and is convinced by footprints that the editor has been carried off by the Chinese. Louis is
summoned before the grand jury, but cannot be found.

Meantime Holden is carried to a great distance by his unknown captors, and finally finds himself at
the bottom of a well so deep that the patch of sky at the top shows no bigger than a coin. And the
bucket by which he was let down is not to be seen.

The editor contrives a kite, the sight of which attracts a bee-rancher, Zendavesta Smith, to the well.
Smith has been searching for Holden with an eye out for the reward, and in his eagerness to capture
him has himself let down in the bucket. But the rope breaks, and makes Zendavesta a prisoner in the
hole along with Holden. Then comes an earthquake and opens a rift in the side of the well, which leads
the castaways into a subterranean passage, where they find treasure and things more horrible. Finally
emerging, they are just in time to rescue the Chinaman Louis from a grave in which he has been buried
alive by his fellow countrymen, who are still on the watch. So bidding Smith and Louis remain in hiding,
Holden makes a dash for it to obtain help, and succeeds in reaching the railroad and stowing himself
away in a freight car. This turns out to be occdpied by three tramps, one of whom is after the reward
offered for his—Holden’s—capture.

The editor bluffs them in the darkness by making a sound with his knife as if it were a revolver, and
holds them at bay while one of the tramps is working to break the seal that has made them all prisoners
in the car. When an opening is finally obtained, he bids them all clear out, then swings from the car
himself, only to be felled by a blow from behind with a coupling pin.

CHAPTER XIIL. The leader was pale, too, but from a

FOR BLOOD MONEY.

IT was the leader of the tramps who
had felled Holden.

No sooner had his vietim collapsed
than the man uttered a low whistle.
His companions issued from the gloom
and stole up to him; if it had been light
enough, the pallor of their faces and the
trembling of their limbs might have
been remarked.

mixture of greed and ferocity rather
than from the fear which shook the
others. Striking in the dark, he had
taken no risk.

“Did you get him?” asked the Kid
in a shaking voice.

“Dead easy. I knowed I could. Say,
I've frisked him an’ he ain’t got no
gun. He’s got mnothing but some
chunks of lead. He was bluffin’.”

What the tramp mistook, naturally

*This story began in the Mareh issue of TRE ARGOSY. The three back numbers will be mailed to any
address on receipt of 30 cents.
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enough in the darkness, for lead was
gold from the leathern sack. He had
not even taken the trouble to throw
the bars away.

“*Help me drag him under the car,
an” we’ll take a look at him to make
sure he’s the man I spotted him for,”
the leader went on.

With some hesitation and no assist-
ance, the two laid hold and halfl-
dragged, half-carried the unconscious
form to a place between two cars, where
the light would not be seen easﬂy from
the depot or the village.

Holden’s assailant struck a match and
lighted one of those short pieces of
candle which the fraternity carry to
illuminate the interior of closed box
cars upon their travels. He sheltered
the flame with the flap of his coat, and
bent over the recumbent man.

The editor lay upon the broad of his
back, arms and legs outstretched, eyes
half closed, and lips slightly apart. His
face was dead-white and smeared with
blood.

Two of the tramps gazed at him with
scared faces. But the other regarded
him with hard, unflinching eyes.

“8ay,” said the Kid hoarscly, “you
done it dis time, Punk! He’s dead—
dat’s what he is.”

“ Sure t’ing,” whispered the second.
“Bay, Kid, vou an’ me didn’t have
nuttin” to do wit’ dis. You didn’t
oughter soaked him wit’ no couplin’ pin,
Punk!?”

“Youse mugs is bug-house!” pro-
tested the leader. S’pose he was
croaked, what can dey do wit’ us?
Didn’t he pull a gun on us? All we got
to do is to swear we soaked him in sclf-
defense—mind dat, Baldy, an’ you, too,
Kid! If you two go back on me, it won’t
make any difference ’bout my gettin’
clear, but T'll fix youse! But I don’t
t’ink dere’d be no trouble on account o’
dis—he’s de mug I seen advertised for
on de tank, all right, all right.”

“What we got to do is dis,” said
Baldy rapidly: ©“ We leaves him here an’
drills for San Mart’—dat’s eighteen
miles. Dere we makes a train for Los.
DNey won’t find him till mornin® an’ dey
won’t be wise to who did it!”

“Dat’s right!” assented the IKid
cagerly. 1”
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“ Come on, Punk!
10 A

529

The man addressed as Punk (which
in the tramp’s vocabulary means bread)
stroked his bristly chin with a dirty
hand and sucked his thin lips while his
small, cruel eyes peered sidewise at one
and the other alternately. Presently he
straightened up and vented a great oath,

“Youse is tryin’ to crawl, an’ it don’t
go—see! I stays wit’ dis mug if I has
to, an’ puts de trouble onto youse—
youse run away an’ I stayed—see?
De\ "I get youse all right, all rlﬂht‘ But
dis mug ain’t croaked for sure, an’ if he
lives to stretch hemp, dere’s fifteen
hundred reward. 1 got nerve enough to
run a chance for dat.”

“We ain’t goin’ to throw youse
down,” declared Baldy in a whining
voice. “We wouldn’t do dat nohow,
Punk.”

“Not on your life!” protested the
Kid.

“Cut it out—cut it out! Hot air
don’t go wit’ me! I'm dead wise to you
cheap ’boes, sce? Youse’ll do what I
say, becos youse is a-scared of me, see?
Nuttin’ else. Make a break for a get-
away, an’ I pipes for help an’ puts up a
song-an’-dance dat’ll land youse in de
pen.”

“We'll stick,” said Baldy.

“Course you will,” returned the
other contemptuously. “ Dere’s nuttin’
else doin’. Now you two stiffs pick him
up an’ come along quiet.”

The ascendancy of the older tramp
over the others was complete. Either
would have given anything he ever ex-
pected to possess rather than have
taken up the body, but at the other’s
bidding they obeyed, whimpering.

Punk blew out the candle, and,
crouching low, stole up the track be-
tween the cars.

They left the village and the station
behind. Once a dog barked and they
stopped, but the alarm came to nothing
and they resumed their flight.

Perhaps a furlong had been trav-
ersed when the Kid stumbled and sank
down, letting his end of the burden
fall.

“TI'm all in,” he whimpered. “ S’help
me, 1 can’t go no further—me back’s
bruk a’ready!”

Punk uttered a fierce imprecation
and drew the razor he had recovered.
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“ Grab hold an’ move on, or I’ll open
you up!”

He thrust the weapon, held with the
back of the blade between the index
and second finger, under the Kid’s nose.
The threat was no idle one; the march
was resumed.

Staggering, stumbling, bathed in
sweat from the unaccustomed toil, they
proceeded another hundred yards, when
nature gave out. The tramp is, as a
rule, soft muscled and under fed; the
pair were no exception.

It was apparent to Punk that they
were really spent, for the Kid was hic-
cuping between gasps.

Being a leader of hoboes, it had never
occurred to him that he could help, and
save his men.

Punk’s eye fell upon a hand-car
vaguely outlined at the side of the
track. It was a solution of the problem.

He gave his orders in a few words,
and presently the car was on the track
with Holden huddled against the up-
right support of the double lever.

“ Now youse get behind an” push till
we're far enough so’s dey can’t hear de
pumpin’. Den we’ll get on an’ send her
along for all she’s wort’!”

There was a grade which made the
running easy. Kven if they had not
recognized the sleeping village, any one
of the tramps could have told by the
descent that they were west of the San
(orgonio Pasz.

After a guarter of an hour of push-
ing they manned the car and ran her
with increasing speed through the dark-
ness.

The leader had formed a plan before
compelling the others to take up the
body. The finding of the hand-car had
changed his scheme somewhat, and a
later circumstance had still further
modified if.

But, as became a leader, he kept all
this to himself. For the qualities which
make for leadership are the same in
trampdom as in the world of industry or
finance. As he would have put it, he
“kept them guessing.”

Hardly a word was spoken, and that
only to regulate the speed of the car,
until they pounced down the long grade
and across the bridge on the outskirts of
San Martinez.
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A mile or two away a few scattered
lights marked the situation of the town;
there was a smell in the air which came
from the skirts of dawn. The night had
turned.

“Hold hard!” ordered the leader.

The car came to a stop across the
bridge. The men dropped their stiff-
ened fingers from the levers and almost
fell from the platform.

“Now lay him across de track.”

“Say, youse is kiddin’!” exclaimed
Baldy, in a frightened voice.

“Am I? Youse will find out pretty
soon if T am. Plank him down now, in
front of de car!”

The Kid began to cry.

“Don’t do it, Punk,” he begged.
“ Maybe he ain’t dead yet, an’ any ways,
it’ll wreck de train dat hits it! I ain’t
never done nuttin’ like dat, Punk, an’
I can’t!”

“ Say, it makes me dead weary to
meet up wit’ cheap stiffs like you two!
If T didn’t t’ink for youse, youse would
be doin’ time up in San Quentin inside
a week. But I'm sick of furnishin’ all
de nerve an’ all de brains! When youse
has carried out my orders, vouse can
hit de pike, becos ’'m t'rough wit’ youse!
But I'll put you wise for onct.”

These words were uttered in a hoarse
whisper. Punk sucked his lips for a mo-
ment and then explained himself.

“ De trouble wit’ you guys is dat you
got no brains. Let youse do it, an’ youse
couldn’t get away {from nowhere, not it
youse had money! If youse had ’a” had
your way, you’d becen pinched before
daylight. For all youse know, we was
spotted before dot side-door Pullman
was sealed.

“Well, $’posen’ dey found dis guy
back dere, croaked, what happens? I
gets away, but youse ain’t wise, an’ dey
gets youse, an’ I have to stay under
cover. But we sticks him across de
rails, a freight hits him an’ den mixes
up wit’ de hand-car. Dey knows where
de hand-car comes from, becos de sec-
tion boss tells, so nachally dey t'inks
dat dis guy swiped it an’ maybe fell
asleep runnin’ down grade, or dat it got
away from him an’ he didn’t have de
nerve to jump. ’Course he’s so mixed up
after de freight bunts into him dat dev
can’t know he was croaked before dey
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come together, see? Dat lets us out,
besides savin’ de county de expense of
his trile. Say, I knowed he was crooked
de minute I put my lamps on him, but
I wouldn’t put youse on becos you got
no nerve an’ yow'd left him dere.”

“It wasn’t us dat soaked him!”
whined the Kid.

- “Don’t you go for to make no cracks
like dat!” snarled Punk, in an ugly
voice. “ Youse know me! I'm de boss
of de road from Oakland Mole to de
Jersey yards! Youse heard what hap-
pened to Flatear Slim an’ K. C. Red at
Union Tanks! An’ dey wa'n’t de first.
Are youse goin’ to do what I say, or will
dere be t’ree of you for de coroner stid
O, Olle? »

The pair were so exhausted by their
exertions, and so unncrved by the ter-
ror in which they held the leader, that
flight was out of the question. As for
fight, they were unarmed; neither did
they belong to the class of tramps which
fights.

That Punk had killed more than one
man in the horrible duels that tramps
fight with razors wds a fact well known
to them. Besides, the crime he had so
recently committed and carried off so
hardily increased the awe in which they
held him.

So when he drew his weapon they did
his bidding. White and whimpering,
they laid the editor across the rails in
front of the hand-car.

“ Now that’s done,” he said at length,
“1 don’t say anything to youse about
keeping vour faces closed, because if
vouse was to peep, de only safe place for
yvouse would be de inside of de pen.
Youse done de trick, an’ I can prove it,
if T has to. Now drill, an’ if one of
youse ever lets on to have seen me, he’d
better crawl into a safe jail an’ stay
dere!”

The tramps set off up the track, stag-
gering as they ran. Punk knew that his
secret was safe so far as they were con-
cerned.

He had so far involved them that
they could not betray him without im-
plicating themselves in the full measure
of his guilt. And they would reason
that with his superior cunning he would
fasten the erime upon them while es-
caping himself.
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As he stood gazing after the shadowy
forms of the fleeing men, the far off
rumble of an approaching train was
heard, and the distant gleam of a head-
light beecame visible. At his feet lay the
editor, his white face discernible in spite
of the gloom, and the back of his neck
resting upon the steel rail.

CHAPTER XIV.
A CHANGE OF LUCK.

Romro Powrrs’ twenty-fourth semi-
annual tour from Victoria to San Diego
was crowded with incidents of a dis-
agreeable nature.

There was a time when the tramp
printer was the aristocrat of the road,
recognizing no equal save the type of
telegraph operator that became extinct
after the great strike. The general in-
troduction of the type-setting machine
put an end to the typographical tourist
as an institution.

It was gradunally manifest to Romeo
that the old order had indeed changed.

Here and there, like an oasis in the
inhospitable desert that the world had
grown, he found a welcome savoring of
old times, but for the most part his re-
ception was cold, if not hostile. He had
been ordered out of composing-rooms in
which, upon his entrance, work had
been wont to cease; twice he had been
arrested on the charge of vagrancy; col-
lections were meager and grudgingly be-
stowed.

Worse yet, old comrades of the road
were found working at the case, and
these profanely held up to him the error
of his ways while refusing to meet the
assessment he levied.

He was classed with common hoboes,
and to crown all, his garbled quotations
and lame parodies met with sneers more
frequently than applause.

In view of all this Romeo, after deep
thought, came to a momentous decision.
He abandoned the route he had devel-
oped as a provision for his old age, and
headed for Arizona, where the last ves-
tiges of the old West survive, following
the trail of the gun-fighter, the « square
gambler ” and the camp-boomer.

Thmmh it cost him a bitter pang to
abandon the old road, there was com-
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pensation in the spirit of exploration
and adventure which his project awa-
kened.

Tickling his vanity with pictures of
the sensation that his departure would
create, he turned Eastward, and at two
o’clock in the morning boarded a
freight train that was pulling out from
San Martinez.

But Fate seemed wholly against him.

The train ran barely a mile to a sid-
ing and came to a stop with a clattering
jar. :
Romeo had squatted in a corner, his
hands clasped around his knees and his
head drawn into the collar of his coat.
The shock when the train came to a
standstill pitched him forward upon his
nose, and as he was recovering himself
the door slid noisily open, while the light
of a railroad lantern illumined the
shadowy interior. »

Behind the lantern a hard, unshaven
face glowered upon him like an em-
bodiment of his destiny.

“ Come out!” commanded a voice.

Romeo shuffled forward slowly, mean-
while groping in his fob-pocket with his
thumb and forefinger.

“T got money,” he said in a concilia-
tory tone.

In the old days such a statement had
never failed to disarm the wrath of the
most obdurate brakeman.

“ Come out!” repeated the voice.

Romeo’s world was tumbling about
his ears.

“Say, I’ll make it a half-a-dollar for
the next division,” pleaded the tourist.

“Not for ten, nor for twenty!” re-
turned the man with the lantern.
“There was thirty men fired off this
road last month for takin’ fares from
bums, an’ if T was back in the yard I’d
have you pinched. Now git!”

Romeo was too slow to dodge the kick
which accelerated his departure and
sent him sprawling down the embank-
ment. Picking himself up, he staggered
away in the darkness, and presently the
long freight train thundered past. He
-shook his fist at it and followed.

Just where he was going he did not
know; his expulsion from the car had
upset his plans to such an extent that he
was for the present incapable of rear-
ranging them. He had only one imme-
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diate desire, and that was for company
—an attentive, if not a sympathetic ear
into which he might pour the story of
wrongs culminating in this final indig-
nity.

Romeo knew that the tract of country
lying between the tracks and an aban-
doned marble quarry a mile away was a
favorite rendezvous for tramps. On
winter nights when the annual move-
ment was in progress it twinkled with
their camp-fires like the bivouac of a
brigade.

But the season was late, and not a
solitary fire was visible. Still, he be-
thought him of a certain shanty form-
erly inhabited by the zanjiro, or ditch-
tender, of a now dried irrigation canal,
where he had once slept with two of his
own craft.

There he would perhaps find society
—in any event, a shelter against the
chill which precedes the dawn.

The shanty was nearly hidden on
three sides by a tangle of dried brush
and vines that had grown rank with the
waters of the canal and withered with
their recession. It was half a mile from
the tracks, in a cut between two hills.

Romeo approached it by walking up
the dry ditch, but when he was within
fifty feet he saw the flare of a match
through the unglazed window.

It was mnot the discovery that the
premises were already occupied that
brought him to a halt—he had hoped
for company. But not company of the
type that had forestalled him.

His experience had made him famil-
iar with every variety of the outcast,
and he had more than once consorted
with ex-convicts and trusted them in
full fellowship.

But the man in the shanty, who was
no other than Punk, had been marked
“ Dangerous ” by nature. The shifty,
evasive eye, the twisted mouth, the
misfit features, the stealth and inhar-
mony of movement which mark the con-
genital crook, were all present.

Punk struck another match when the
first went out, and, appearing at the
doorway—the door itself had long since
gone to furnish fue! for transient ten-
ants—bent over a form which rested
with its back against the front of the
shanty.
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The white face was subjected to a
scrutiny which lasted until the light
went out. Then Punk seized the body
by the collar and dragged it inside.

Romeo stood petrified with horror.
He had recognized Holden.

Had the tramp then relented from
the purpose which had driven his com-
panions terrified up the track?

From the first Punk believed Holden
to be alive, and during the trip on the
hand-car he had convinced himself of
the fact.

He frightened the others into helping
" him get the editor to a safe place, then
forced them to lay him across the track
that they might not only feel them-
selves accomplices in the murder but
guilty of train wrecking as well.

This would insure their silence and
flight, to the end that they could claim
no share of the reward, which had been
Punk’s motive throughout.

It may be asked why Punk, whose
aversion to labor has been noted, car-
ried his prisoner half a mile up the dry
diteh to the shanty, since, his compan-
ions having fled, it would have been an
casy matter for him to have left him
securely bound near the track while he
went to San Martinez, notified the au-
thorities, and claimed the reward.

The tramp acted as he did because,
being a born thief, it was impossible for
him to act in any other way.

The straightforward, obvious course
he could not see, owing to the mental
strabismus which afflicts his kind. His
reasoning was founded on suspicion: he
believed that all men were either actual
or potential crooks.

If he went to the police with his cap-
ture, he had not the slightest doubt that
they would throw him into jail and
claim the reward themselves. He would
have pursued that course in their place:
his warped and distorted intelligence
could conceive no spring of action ex-
cept in the most sordid selfishness.

What he proposed to do in order to
circumvent his natural enemies, the offi-
cers of the law, was to conceal his cap-
tive and then make terms with them
through a lawyer. Greedy as he was, he
never dreamed of securing the reward
in full—it was merely a question of how
good a bargain he could drive.
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The deserted shanty was the safest
place available for the disposition of
Holden. He would do what he could to
recover him, bind him hand and foot,
gag him, and bury him under the floor.

Assured that the hut had no other oc-
cupants, he found a tin can, got water
from the new ditch a hundred yards
away, and, first binding Holden, went
to work by the light of his candle.

Meanwhile Romeo Powers had rallied
from the shock imparted by his dis-
covery. At first he did not doubt that
murder had been done, and that the
tramp was hiding the corpse of his vie-
tim.

A horrible fascination held him; he
could not have fled if his life had de-
pended upon it.

When Punk left the shanty to bring
water, Romeo stole up and hid himself
in the brush which grew thickly about
the place.

It was dark inside, but he lay down,
pulling the dead vines and creepers over
him.

Presently the tramp returned and
lighted his candle. But before he went
to work he fastened a piece of gunny-
sack over the open window, which
looked down the valley toward the
track. The open doorway was masked
by a hill, and there was little danger
that a lmht would be observed from
that direction.

There were many cracks and knot-
holes in the board shanty, and through
one of the latter Romeo commanded a
view of the interior.

A great load was lifted from his mind
when he observed that Punk was trying
to resuscitate the unconscious man.
But the suspenders, belt, and waist-
strap which bound him, told their own
story, and Romeo understood the situa-
tion at a glance.

The discovery did mnot alter his
opinion of the tramp, for he had his
own code. He was honest, and no bribe
would have tempted him to betray a
friend. His sympathies were always
with the under dog.

He did not believe Holden guilty of
the crime for which he had been
hunted, but it must be confessed that he
would have helped him had he been
morally certain of his guilt.
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Romeo knew, perhaps better than
any one else, the overwhelming mass of
public opinion that Holden must en-
counter if placed on trial.

He had, in common with all who live
the life of the road, a deep distrust of
the workings of the law in criminal
cases. It was an article of faith with
him that when the public demands
reparation for a crime which has stirred
it, the police furnish a vietim who is too
often a vicarious sacrifice.

He believed that Holden fled, not be-
cause he was guilty, but because he
knew he would have no chance for his
lite if he stayed.

To appear in Santa Anita was fo put
his neck into a noose—indeed, there
had been open talk of lynching.

If it was in his power to release the
prisoner, Romeo would do it. It would
be the first really criminal act of his
life, but neither that phase of the mat-
ter nor a certain dingy heroism which it
involved entered the little man’s head.
He acted upon impulse, according to his
lights.

Holden opened his eyes and groaned.
Punk bent over him with a scowl.

“ Water!” gasped the editor.

The tramp held the can to his lips.
He drank weally.

“Now listen to me. Youse was too
funny wit’ dat fake gun an’ I called
vouse, see? All youse has got to do is to
keep quiet—odderwise yousc’ll get an-
nuder t'ump on de block—youse is wort’
jus” as much croaked as any odder way,
see?”

“ Oh, my head,” groaned the editor.

“ Never mind your block—dat’ll be
all right—but note what I tell youse
about keepin’ your mouth shut. Dere’ll
be a guy rubberin’ when I tucks youse
away in your little bed under de floor,
an’ he has de office (an order) to open
up your pipes if you peep. I seen your
mug a’vertised, an” I’'m out for de stuff,
one way or annuder. It says dead or
alive, see?”

This last statement was a lie, but
Punk threw it in for effect. It was lost,
however, for nothing had any interest
for Holden just then.

His head ached as though it would
split—he was sick, dizzy, and pitifully
weak.
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When Punk proceeded to gag him
with a dirty bandanna handkerchief
which had recently adorned the tramp’s
own throat, he made neither protest nor
movement.

Lifting a couple of loose boards, from
which he had previously drawn the
nails, Punk dragged the prisoner to the
aperture and rolled him in.

There were eighteen inches of space
between the floor and the ground. As
he replaced the boards, he heard a
feeble stirring beneath; beyond that
there was no sign of life—the editor
might, indeed, have been in his grave.

The tramp stepped to the door, and,
blowing out the candle, looked upon
the night, which was waning fast. In
the east the darkness had already faded
into ‘the first dim streaks of dawn. He
listened a minute, and then, entering
the dry ditch, proceeded toward the
tracks.

Whither the enemy had gone, Romeo
did not know, but he surmised the lat-
ter’s mission to be a quest for help
among his own fraternity. Therefore it
behooved him to act quickly.

Scrambling out from his cover, he en-
tered the shanty, and, falling upon his
hands and knees, groped for the loose
boards under which the prisoner lay.
He dared not light a match lest a back-
ward glance of the enemy betray him.

“ Mr. Holden!” he called cautiously.
“Mr. Holden!” ,

Knowing the man was gagged, he did
not expect an answer; he wished merely
to acquaint the other with the fact that
help was at hand.

A moment later he had torn up the
loose boards and was struggling with
the editor’s weight.

Romeo was a little man, with age
against him, while the editor was hig of
bone and long of limb. Raising him out
of the coffin-shaped opening in the floor
was an awkward business.

Staggering about in the gloom, tug-
ging and panting, Romeo stepped on
the end of one of the loose boards which
happened to project over the hole. It
shot up and fell with a slam like the
report of a pistol.

Romeo’s heart leaped to his throat.
For a moment he stopped and listened,
but, hearing nothing, his alarm sub-
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sided. But he wadded another quid of
fine-cut into his cheek, which already
bulged like a squirrel’s. He was an in-
veterate consumer of the weed, and
when excited his capacity seemed with-
out limit.

It was growing lighter. He took out
his knife and cut the fastening which
bound the prisoner, who had swooned
again. As he was removing the gag
Romeo looked up.

In the doorway stood Punk, with his
razor heel down between the knuckles.
The slam of the unlucky board had
brought him back!

And Romeo was no fighter.

The little man never stood in greater
peril of his life than at that moment.
But for one thing Punk would have
slashed him to ribbons at once.

He hesitated only because he did not
know that Holden had lapsed into un-
consciousness again, and he dared not
risk it, since Holden would inform the
police, who would be glad of any chance
to ignore his claim to the reward.

But it would never do to allow the in-
truder to escape and carry his informa-
tion to the authorities. Punk must get
him away from the shanty and dispose
of him, trusting to the prisoner’s weak-
ness to prevent his running off.

All this the tramp resolved during
the moment he stood in the doorway.

Romeo dropped his eyes and peered
about him for a weapon. There was
none. The window was inaccessible. He
was trapped.

The little man’s jaw had dropped at
the other’s appearance. He had been,
for the time, wholly unnerved. But the
instinet of self-preservation sharpened
his wits.

He raised his head and looked past
Punk over the latter’s shoulder.

“ All ready!” he sang ouf, clapping
his hand to his mouth.

Like a flash the tramp wheeled, pre-
senting his back. With a bound Romeo
was upon him; an instant later he was
speeding down the dry ditch with a
slashed and bleeding shoulder, while
Punk cursed in front of the shanty, his
hands groping blindly at his face.

For the little man had plastered him
across the eyes with a quid of fine-cut
tobacco.
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In vain the tramp tried to pursuc; he
was not only sightless, but in such
agony that when he stumbled and fell
he could only roll upon the ground, al-
ternately clawing at his face and dig-
ging his hands into the sand.

When his paroxysms had in a measure
subsided, he managed to blunder to the
new ditch, in the water of which he
found further relief. But a good half
hour had elapsed before he could think
of aught but his sufferings.

Then, blinking and stumbling, he ran
back to the shanty. His only idea now
was to get the prisoner away from the
vicinity, for it had grown quite light.

If he could only drive or drag Holden
to the abandoned marble quarry, he
would gain a respite in which to plan
the next move. For he never questioned
that the man who had freed Holden
from his bonds would speedily return in
the company of officers.

Intering the shanty, he shouted out
a tremendous imprecation.

The bird had flown!

He tore up the floor. He ran crash-
ing around the place through thorns
and nettles; he scanned, with eyes that
ached and smarted, the low sage-brush
crowning the hills.

No living thing was visible save herc
and there a rabbit, frisking or browsing
in the light of the rising sun.

It was impossible for him to fix his
gaze upon any object for more than a
second or two; then they swam in a
blurr of tears. Otherwise he must cer-
tainly have overtaken the fugitive, who,
in his weakness, could barely crawl.

Well it was for Romeo Powers that he
did not fall into the hands of Punk; if
curses bore weight, he must have been
crushed flat under those launched at his
head by the tramp.

He stood up, and raising his clinched
fists above his head, frothed at the
mouth with the vehemence of his
anathemas, while the tears streamed
down his cheeks from his bloodshot and
swollen eves.

Thus he failed to see two men who,
drawn to the spot by his declamation,
stole up the dry ditch and presently
seized him from behind.

He fought like a trapped rat, and
managed to draw his razor. but the blow
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of a club numbed his wrist before he

could use the weapon. A pair of hand-
cuffs clicked and he was a prisoner.

His captors were officers from San
Martinez.

“ Now then,” demanded one of them,
“what have you done with the body?”

Punk shut his teeth.

“It’s no use,” pursued the speaker,
stirring him with his foot as he lay
where he had been thrown. “One of
your gang tried to board a train out of
the yards after you did the job. He lost
his grip, and all that’s left of him is up
at the county hospital. He’s peached,
and we’ve got you dead to rights, Punk.
You won’t lose anything by making it
easy for us by telling where you put
Holden’s body—you didn’t leave it on
the track, because we've looked.”

The tramp sat upright.

“Body be blowed!” he said. “ Dere -

ain’t no body. De guy ain’t no more
croaked den what I am! I been holden’
him for de re-ward. Say, if youse will
stand in wit’ me we’ll whack up.”
" “Tt don’t go,” answered the officer
with a hard smile. “ Are you going to
tell us where you planted him, or wait
until we put you through the Third De-
gree?”

Nothing exasperates an habitual liar
more than to be refused credence when
he tells the truth. :

He fumed, protested, and called down
upon himself the most horrible afflic-
tions in attestation of his veracity.

At length, against their better judg-
ment, he half convinced them. After
viewing the fragments of the bonds
which had held the prisoner, they
thought there might be something in
the tramp’s story after all.

And they began a search.

CHAPTER XV.
CAPTURED.

Ox recovering from his swoon, Hol-
den found himself alone. It was when
Punk lay rolling upon the ground.

The editor’s ideas were hazy, and his
head still throbbed, but the fixed pur-
pose of getting back to Santa Anita
which had upheld him throughout his
flight still sustained him.
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Staggering to his feet, he left the
shanty and made off up the hill at the
back. By the time the tramp could sce
at all, the fugitive had disappeared over
the brow.

Left to his own devices, he must
speedily have fallen into the hands of
those officers who, acting upon the in-
formation afforded by the wounded
tramp, were already hastening fo the
vicinity.

But no sooner did he appear among
the sage brush at the top of the hill
than Romeo Powers descried him. Ma-
king a détour, he intercepted the editor.

“Lie down, Mr. Holden!” he com-
manded. “ There’s a couple of cops
coming down the track!” -

“Is that you, Romeo? I'm so dizzy I
can’t see straight.”

“Yes, it’s me. But lie down, or yow'll
be spotted! Oh, you ought not to have
headed back this way!”

“ But I must get to Santa Anita—do
vou hear? I say I must!”

The little man pulled him down.

“You don’t know what you're talking
about,” he said. “ They’ll conviet you
there, hands down. Your only chance is
to lay low until the-excitement has died
out. If you hadn’t skipped, something
might be done, but as it is you haven’t
the ghost of a show.

“ Say, I been down the line as far as
San Diego, and everybody says you'll
stretch hemp if you’re caught. You
don’t know what you’re up against. But
vou’d better be taken in Santa Anita
fifty times over than in San Martinez,
because the Fiesta is on, and the whole
town is ecrazy drunk!”

“But I can prove my innocence!”

“If they get their hands on you in
San Martinez, you won’t have a
chance.”

“I’m going back if I have to crawl!”

“But you can’t; you’re too weak.
Now T’ll fix you up the best I can, Mr.
Holden, and go back to town and rustle
some grub and whisky. There’s a
chance that they won’t find you where
I’ll stow you away, and if they don’t,
Pl come back after dark and set you
going. The best thing for vou to do is
to strike over the range for Barstow
and hit the Santa Ife. Come on!”

In his zeal he fairly dragged the edi-
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tor along until they reached a short
stretch of irrigation ditch—the remains
of Mexican work, all but destroyed by
time.

“When that tramp thinks things
over, he’ll hesitate to put the officers
on until he knows where you are, for
fear they will beat him out of the re-
ward. ‘And he won’t be able to see very
well for‘a while.” Romeo chuckled.
“ Another_ 'thing, he won’t reckon on
vour stopping so-Rear the shanty; if he
knows the groumgghe’ll head for the old
marble quarry-first.”

While he talked, he covered the ditch
artfully with sage brush.

The morning air assisted Holden’s
recovery; his head grew clearer, and he
rcalized that in his present state it
would be impossible for him to reach
Santa Anita alone.

There was only one thing to be done.
Tle must make Romeo his messenger to
the sherift. The country between was
thickly settled, and open except for
orange groves, whose straight rows of
trees afforded little concealment for a
fugitive who must keep moving. But by
waiting until nightfall, he might get
across the county line and surrender
there.

The little man at first strenuously ob-,
jected to the editor’s program. He was,
however, obliged to confess that the lat-
ter could not hope to remain long un-
detected in his present situation.

Then there was the Iicsta. He yield-
ed to these considerations, and having
made Holden as comfortable as the cir-
cumstances permitted, set off with the
message.

Before entering the car from which
he was so soon ejected, Romeo had laid
in a supply of food for the journey,
which he turned over to Holden. It
was not much of a banquet—merely
bread and cold bacon—but the fugitive,
who was nearly starved, ate ravenously,
and presently paid the penalty.

A fine dust sifted down from the
withered sage brush that covered him,
acrid and pungent. It filled his throat
and nostrils, and his thirst, stimulated
by the bacon and aggravated by this
powder, waxed with the heat of the day.

The sun blazed, and the hilltops and
vallevs shimmered. Near the ground
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the air was dead and saturated with
heat.

He lay choking. The blow inflicted
by the tramp had broken his scalp, and
a slight fever soon developed.

He strove to put aside the thought of
water, which Romeo, with characteristie
improvidence, had failed to provide.
But it would not do; Nature claimed
her rights—clamored for them.

His tongue was parched when he
touched his dry lips. He pulled out a
nugget of gold and tried to stimulate
the salivary glands by mouthing it. For
a while this afforded him a little relief,
but it failed in the end.

A few hundred yards away there was
water, and, what was worse, he knew it.
If he could but wade into it up to the
chin, and then draw it into himself until
he was full to repletion, he thought he
would willingly die.

Hours would pass before Romeo could
return to help him to the county line
where he had promised to meet Thatch-
er, the sheriff. Not wuntil nightfall
would it be prudent to venture forth,
and before that he felt that he would
be delirious with fever.

In the latter event, he was sure he
would break cover and seek water with-
out precaution. It struck him that it
would be better to take the risk while
he had his wits about him.

His brain was perhaps already af-
fected, for he presently found himself
crawling upon his hands and knees
through the sage brush toward the
canal.

The sun beat down upon his bare
head; he was stifled by the clouds of
vegetable dust which his progress
through the sage brush raised. He was
dimly conscions of a great shouting and
the braying of a brass band afar off.

His heart beat hollow against his ribs.
e had left his coat at his hiding-place,
and his shirt sleeves were torn to rib-
bons.

Dirty, emaciated, smeared with blood,
with eyes burning with fever, the
zanjiro of the new ditch saw him as he
dragged himself to the edge of the
canal.

The zanjiro had been warned to keep
a sharp lookout by the officers who had
Punk in charge; they had gone to the
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abandoned quarry, thinking possibly
they might find their prey somewhere
about the premises. The tramp they
had taken with them.

At first the ditch-tender was doubtful
if the wretch who was drinking the
warm and brackish water with such
avidity could be the notorious fugitive,
but he took mno chances. Revolver in
hand, he ran to the spot.

When Holden looked up he found
himself covered.

“Make a move an’ I fire!” threat-
ened the Mexican.

“1 am unarmed, and too weak to lift
a hand,” returned the editor.

“Get up!” commanded his captor
roughly.

Holden obeyed. -

“Now you walk down the track.
Slow, or I shoot!”

But the zanjiro soon saw that he had
little to apprehend from his prisoner,
who stumbled and fell half a dozen
times from sheer exhaustion before the
railrcad was reached.

Bidding him keep his hands above his
head meanwhile, he assured himself
that the other was not armed, and then
bound his wrists behind him with his
neckerchief, Taking him by the arm, he
half led, half dragged his captive in the
direction of the town.

A road swung in beside the track and
paralleled it for a furlong or two. Down
it, in a cloud of dust, rode a brown-
skinned Mexican in gala attire, bound
for the Fiesta.

He was already well primed with vino,
and could not have walked without
lurching, though he sat his horse like
a centaur.

His eyes fell upon the zanjiro and his
captive. With a swirl of dust he lifted
his horse up the embankment and
jerked it back upon its haunches, the
quivering forelegs inside the rail.

“Ha, bHuenas dias, Ramon! What
have we here?”

“Tifteen hundred reales, no less!
Brother of my soul, ’tis the accursed
Gringo for whom they have vexed the
land with dogs! I, Ramon Estudillo,
zanjiro of the Siloam Ditech Company,
a valiant man, and of Castilian lineage,
overcame him of my own bravery,
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though my vocation is but to keep the
waters free of floating weeds!”

“Jesu Maria! 'Tis a glorious thing
and a marvelous! In thy honor shall he
opened as many flasks of vino blanco as
would overflow thy ditch! And I, even
I, Pedro Morello, son of thy mother’s
cousin’s stepfather, will aid thee to
bring him in. This out of the. love I
bear thee, being of the same hlood, and
because of the honor thow hast wen. Be-
hold, I have the riate for the contest of
the steers—with it iﬁhaﬂ. drag the
Gringo in the dust at the tail of my
horse!”

Now the ditch tender repented of his
boasting. Above all things, being a
Mexican, he wanted to lead his prisoner
into the town alone in order that the
glory of the exploit (for which he cared
far more than for the reward) might be
his alone.

“Nay, Pedro,” he said. “TIt needs
not the rope. That, in the state to
which my prowess has reduced the ac-
cursed, would, I doubt not, speedily end
him. Do you rather hasten and ac-
quaint our friends with my coming, not
forgetting my cousin Juana. Let there
be wine ready.”

The mention of wine afflicted the
drunken vaquero with a sudden and
overwhelming thirst. He waved his
hand, and, putting spurs to his beast,
galloped off, whooping, in the direction
of the town.

The zanjiro shook Holden.

“ Hasten!” he commanded. For his
vanity starved for the banquet of ap-
plause of which he had just had a fore-
taste.

“Ha!?” he exclaimed soon afterward.
“ See, they come to meet us!”

Holden raised his eyes and saw a
straggling and disorderly erowd run-
ning toward them. There were pedes-
trians upon the railroad, flanked by
horsenien in the highway.

“1If it were any time but this,” said
Holden to himself, “I might have a
chance. But if 1 do not have a rope
around my neck within the next half
hour, it will be because the day of mir-
acles is not over!”

Indeed, he knew his people only too
surely.

(To be continued.)



THE TURNER MONUMENT.

BY ALICE LUISE LEE.

As to the culminating phase of the borrowing habit.

S();\IE people have a perfect genius

for being imposed upon. My hus-
band has always said that I am gifted
in that direction myself, and T have
been uncomfortably suspicious that he

told the truth. But it was left to the

Turners to make my suspicions certain-
ties.

Two episodes began about the same
time for us in Mount Alva: the advent
of the Turners and our ownership in a
cemetery lot: I'rom the first there was
a close connection between the two be-
cause Mr. Turner had purchased the
marble-yard and the family attended
our church.

I saw them for the first time when
they filed into their pew just ahead of
ours.

I noticed that the wife and three
daughters looked decidedly emaciated.
1 stepped on my hushand’s toe to call
attention to their consumptive appear-
ance, but was successful only in calling
his attention to his corn.

As a physician’s wife, I hold it is but
natural that I should inform myself of
the health of a newcomer at our church,
because there are just doctors enough
in Mount Alva for the churches to have
one apiece, and it has come to be a re-
ligious principle with each church to
employ its own doctor.

But don’t think I was rejoicing at
the Turners’ pallor. Quite the con-
trary.

They were armored with a certain
manner which would not permit a self-
respecting physician to send in his ac-
count more than once, and as onc after
the other raised a thinly-gloved hand
to her mouth and gave a series of little
coughs, I had a vision of sundry future
unpaid bills going to swell the already
farge number.

Of course, after service we introduced
ourselves.

They were delighted beyond expres-

sion to meet another family of Turners.
I did not share their enthusiasm. My
conviction was growing that one family
of the name was enough for Mount
Alva.

Mr. Turner grasped my husband’s
hand with the unction of -a long-lost
brother. They immediately elimbed
their family trees as high as they could
go, but found not one branch to which
they could cling together.

Some way I was relieved. The Turn-
ers were very nice and ladylike—that is,
all except Mr. Turner, and, although
his manners were faultless, I was glad
he did not belong to us.

Alas for the frailty of my ideas! 1
found there are more ways of belonging
than being related.

It was not long before the Turners
were fully launched in the church, con-
tributing socially but not financially.

Mr. Turner was hurt at sight of a
subscription paper. I found that out
when I was collecting for the minister’s
salary.

He spoke of having seen better days
when his generous soul reveled in large
donations; of his humiliation at seeing
his wife and dear ones reduced to pov-
erty, and himself to the sordid and
melancholy occupation of dealing in
unremunerative tombstones.

He rolled his faded blue eyes up to
the Dell over the doctor’s office door,
and mentioned the fact that they were
not strangers to tears. By way of illus-
tration, he let a few fall. He remarked
(so smoothly and adroitly that the
words almost lost their sting) that if
he coined money as easily out of other
people’s afflictions as a physician he
could afford to be benevolent.

Whereupon I replied with my usual
bluntness that he coined money out of
the doctor’s affliction, for his business
represented the end of the doctor’s
gain!
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These words he immediately con-
strued into a reproach on his trade, and
retired for a season behind his hand-
kerchief. My conscience pricked me
for my words to such an extent that on
the subscription paper afterwards I
wrote his name, and opposite it “ One
dollar, pd.”

I did not tell the doctor, but he no-
ticed, foreibly at times, that his coffee
was not sweet enough for a month.

Then the subject of our new monu-
ment came up.

When the doctor decided to locate at
Mount Alva, T rejoiced because of the
beanty of the cemectery. I have always
had a leaning toward beautiful grave-
vards, and a partiality for fine monu-
ments.

I selected the lot myself, a little lot,
for there would be but two to lie in it,
on the summit of the ridge overlooking
the town. It can be seen from our
south window.

I spent hours there, summers, trim-
ming the hedge and cutting the grass.
I grew to love that spot, until the doctor
used to remark that he knew where I
had been beeause 1 wore my “ grave-
vard face,” meaning I was particularly
cheerful.

I could scarcely wait for a monument
to Le put on that lot. I had one all
planned in mind, a plain, slender shaft
of granite. The only drawback to the
plan was the cost of a granife shaft, no
matter how slender.

But on the twentiecth anniversary of
our wedding-day the doctor laid the
price of a monument in my lap. He re-
marked that it was a cheerful wedding
present, and it was.

"1 wore my “grave-yard face” for
days.

In using that money T determined to
surprise the doctor by my business sa-
gacity. 'The air of Mount Alva had
proved a poor tonic for consumptives,
and the doctor had already, figuratively
speaking, laid the basec of that monu-
ment in attendance on the Turners.

Now, I reasoned, why not employ Mr.
Turner and deduct their unpaid bill?
The first part of my reasoning worked
like a charm—but not the last part.

He called the day after the monu-
ment was in place. 1 sat beside the
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south window, pretending to sew, but,
in reality, gazing at the slender shaft
which crowned the ridge of the ceme-
tery and ornamented our little lot.

I knew what he had come for the in-
stant he opened the office door and
walked into my sitting-room. I hard-
ened my heart.

I thought of the clegant black silk
gown his wife had appeared in the pre-
vious Sunday, and of the new broad-
cloth suit which had adorned his come-
1y proportions. I determined he should
pay his bill. But he did not.

When he left he carried with him not
only all my money, but two glasses of
my best quince jelly and two bottles of
cod liver oil from the office—the latter
was better, he explained, than he could

"get at the drug store.

I can’t tell just how it happencd.
There was a tale of woc and want which
caused me to weep into the garment I
was mending. I felt heartless when he
explained that Mrs. Turner had pur-
chased the elegant black silk to be laid
out in, and, pending the time of laying
out, was getting a bit of actual wear out
of it, while the black broadcloth he
had bought especially to mourn in.

I could see for myself, he said, that
the time appointed for his mourning
was not far away, and it behooved him
to be prepared!

It chanced that Mrs. Turner got al-

most all the wear out of that dress be-
fore it was put to its original purpose.
She also, incidentally, wore out the
doctor and me.
"~ Being of the same name and sitting
$0 near them in church, and being such
congenial spirits, so said the Turners,
we seemed like members of their own
family. This was an unfortunate cir-
cumstance for us, because it led the
Turners to borrow nearly all our trans-
portable possessions and—climax of
borrowing—one which was not trans-
portable.

This is the way the dreadful climax
was reached. The day after Mre, Turn-
er died her husband appcared to me as
I sat in the south window. His “ time
of mourning ” had come, and he was
simply dissolved in grief.

He had come to beg a great favor, a
favor not for himself, but for his dear
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departed—the loan of our cemetery lot!
Might he not lay his angel wife under
the shadow of our monument until
such time as he could raise enough
money to take her back to her old Iowa
home?

He had noticed, such were the in-
scrutable dealings of Providence, that
there was every likelihood of the lot’s
being unoccupied by its owners for
vears. For this dispensation we ought
to be thankful and loan a bit of the
ground to such as had not been kindly
dealt with.

I loaned it.

When the doctor heard my story he
whistled hard, and went to the barn.
He has done that for twenty years when
he has wanted to say unbecoming words
to me. As though it were not painful
to me to have my dear lot desecrated by
strangers!

I felt so badly that I could not go to
the funeral, and in the south window
turned my chair that I might not see
the granite shaft.

Still, even the doctor softened a lit-
tle in the matter when the youngest
Turner followed her mother in less
than a month—and followed her to our
lot, too, pending the time they both
should be taken West.

I became positively mellow in the
matter when a cold snap carried the
second daughter to our lot in four
months. And when the third and last
child died and rested beside the others,
the doctor himself headed a subscrip-
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tion paper with which I burdened my-
self.

I remember the snow was deep that
week, and T had a cold, but I traveled
miles with the paper.

People gave liberally, because they all
knew of our unfortunate connection
with the Turners. Many gave with the
express understanding that Mr. Turner
would use the money to send the pres-
ent inhabitants of our lot to Towa.

He received the money with thanks
and Dblessings, and sent West the only
member of his household that had es-
caped our lot.

The blow fell on us unexpectedly one
morning at the breakfast table. A
neighbor flew in and exclaimed wildly,
did we know what use Turner had made
of his gift money?

T arose and ran to the south window,
expecting to see men with spades and
pickaxes at work on the ridge. I was re-
called by the neighbor’s voice.

I remember every tone now. Mr.
Turner had departed for the West, bag
and baggage, on his wedding tour! He
had kindly left to Mount Alva his debts
and reputation, and to us his defunct
family—but not his future address.

There on the ridge lies our lot. In
the midst stands the stately shaft bear-
ing the single word “Turner.” Grouped
at its foot are three of the name.

There is room for just one more
grave, and the doctor says that as soon
as he can find “the rascal ” that va-
cancy will be filled!

BEFORE HER MIRROR.

I PAUSE before her mirror and reflect—
(That’s what the mirror does, I take it, too)

Reflect how little it has known neglect,

And think, ah ! Mirror, would that I were you.

She has no secrets that you do not know,
You and this erescent box of poudre de rose,
And even these long curling-irons can show
Much evidence of use, yet naught disclose.

Here when she smiles you know it is her teeth
She’s putting to the test ere she depart

For the gay revel on the lawn beneath,
Or moonlight ramble that may break a heart.

Here she may blush until she, red as wine,
Knows that her triumphs have not ceased to be.
Here when she frowns (and looks still more divine)

You know, wise Mirror, that she thinks of me.

Tom Hall.



BY THE ENEMY’S WILL.)

BY BURFORD DELANNOY,.

The fearsome experiences of a new tenant, involving the strange solution of a dark mystery.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

A LonpoN lawyer, who tells the story, hires a set of rooms in Raymond Buildings. One night he
hears a key turn in the lock, and while he sits in the shadow a young woman enters and starts to open
his desk. The occupant of the room thereupon takes a hand in the proceedings and accuses the woman of
being a thief. She seems dazed at her position, and in spite of himself the young lawyer is somewhat
touched at her evident distress. She starts to explain, but before she can finish she sinks into a swoon
and remains unconscious so long that the lawyer goes in alarm for a doctor.

The physician is of a suspicious nature, and thinks the worst of the man who has summoned him
under such singular circumstances. On seeing the girl, whom the lawyer has taken the precaution to
lock in his rooms, he declares at first that she is dying, but she rallies under some powerful stimulant,
and theh, recognizing the lawyer, shrinks away in terror. The next day the lawyer goes out to post some
important letters, and returns to meet the doctor on the doorstep and find, when they enter the bedroom,
the girl dead with a dagger driven into her heart.

The lawyer is charged with the murder, but when it seems that through the circumstantial evidence
he must be adJudged guxlty, he is cleared by means of the speech he addresses to the jury. Returnmg
to his rooms in Raymond Buildings, he is horrified by a call from a man who announces himself as “The
father of the girl you murdered.”

The lawyer is convinced that the fellow is mad.
to a chair and then the man drops dead before him.

Managing to wrest himself loose, the lawyer is confronted by the problem of what to do with the
body. Just freed by the skin of his teeth from the charge of committing one murder, it is scarcely likely
that a jury will be so lenient a second time.

He finally decides to carry the body to the roof and drop it into the court, some houses further down.
He is about to do so, when he is startled by the appearance on the roof of Zairbeni, a strong woman
performing at the Hippodrome, whom he has met in the course of business and who has wished to marry
him. Now, unless he does marry her—remembering that a wife cannot give evidence against hLer hus-
band-—she threatens to tell of his efforts to dispose of the dead man.

He gives in and they are married, but he proposes to leave her at once. This she will not hear to,
and then admits without scruple that it was she who drove the dagger into the girl's heart, through
jealousy. The lawyer, horrified, resolves to deliver her over to justice, when she calmly reminds him that
a husband cannot testify against his wife.

Then he discovers that she has deposited the body in the rooms of one Kane, another solicitor in
Raymond Buildings, but who has happened to be in Manchester at the time, so suspicion cannot fall upon
him. Kane calls in a friendly way upon the man who has just become Zairbeni’s husband, and suggests
that for their joint satisfaction they engage the well-known detective, Watson Ward, to ferret out the
mystery for them. What can the other do but agree, although his heart fails him when he remembers
the paper he has found in the dead man’s coat, a coat which he has concealed under two lcose boards in
his rooms just before his fellow-lawyer calls.

In fact, it is not long before he finds himself bound

CHAPTER XXVIII.
SPEAKING THE TRUTH.

HANSOM cab quickly carried us to

Watson Ward’s chambers. Dur-

ing the time we were driving there,

we did not talk very much: I was too
full of serious thought.

Remembrance of the coat, remem-
brance of what I had taken from the
pocket of it just as Kane had knocked
at the door, was strong upon me.

I was anxious, very anxious, to read
through those papers.

It seemed to me that they threw a
light on the mystery of the murdered
girl’s visit.

The horrible fear wasz that, even as-
suming that they did, in what better
position should I be?

I should not dare to say that 1 had
found them in a coat which belonged
to the deceased—the man found in his
shirt sleeves in Kane’s rooms. The in-

*This story began in the January issue of THE ARGOSY.  The five back numbers will be mailed to any
address on receipt of 50 cents.
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quiry would naturally result: how came
you possessed of them?

For all that, I was very anxious to
have the interview over. To get back
from the detective’s chambers, enter my
own rooms, and finish what 1 had only
started to read.

That little had outlined a big pros-
pect. And that, too, when I had really
begun to doubt the springing eternal
quality of hope.

The cab stopped; we entered Watson
Ward’s office. Were lucky in finding the
great detective within, and were shown
mto his presence within a very few
minutes after our arrival.

Watcon Ward was as much unlike the
storv-book detective as it would be pos-
sible to picture him.

Perhaps his face was frained to serve
as a mask. Any way, there was on it a
blank look; the eyes in it were appar-
ently of the unseecing kind.

1t iz as well to say, though, that but
litile escaped them. I had proof of that
later.

Nane set the conversation going:
told his storyv. The detective listened
to it, almost without a word of inter-
ruption, certainly without a word of
comment. The recital at an end, he
said:

“You have told me very little more,
Mr. Kane, than I had gathered from
perusal of the accounts in the news-
papers.”

This was not very encouraging. It
had the effect of bringing an unusually
sober look into Nane’s face. e an-
swered:

= Well, apart from the cat, there is
very little more to tell you. I think
that was about the only thing the police
misszed.”

“ And now,” said the detective, turn-
ing to me, * vour story. That is likely
to prove more interesting, if you tell the
whole of it.”

There was such significance in his last
words that I started—a movement not
unobserved by my questioner. He con-
tined:

“What do you mean to tell? Or do
you propose to continue with me on the
line you adopted at your trial?”

Again I started. This time the move-
ment made the lower half of the mask
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wreathe into smile shape as the detec-
tive observed:

“0Of course I know there was some-
thing behind that defense—if one can
term it so—of yours. And I suppose my
natural curiosity, a thing with which 1
seem to overrun, was what made me
take such an interest in your particular
case.

Surprised beyond measure to hear
him speak so, I inquired:

“You—I hardly know whether I
should thank you for your interest—
you read, I suppose, all about my case
in the papers?”

“No. I can’t say I did.”

3 NO! 2>

“T was present in court. I heard the
whole of the trial for myself.”

“You—were—in—court? ”

“ Precisely. I heard, too, that very
able speech of yours. It is rather late
in the day to congratulate you on it. I
have attended a few murder trials in my
time, but I don’t think I ever heard a
man speak so well.”

“ What did you mean then >

“ By asking you if you were deter-
mined to continue on the same lines?
Well, T meant that perhaps I was the
only man in court who detected the
false ring in that speech of yours.”

“False ring!”

“Yes. The something behind! Re-
member, coming to a private detective
is not like going to the regular police.
It is not part of my business to bring
malefactors to justice.

“You come to me, and T tell you
plainly whatever you tell me I receive
in the same way that a priest receives a
confession: no soul ever hears from my
lips what my ears take in. I don’t want
to force you for one moment; I don’t
want even to suggest that you should
tell me the truth, if you don’t want to.
But if T am to undertake this case, it
will be solely on condition that T am in
possession of the whole facts. Tell them
to me “

“ And then,” interrupted Kane—he
who had been an attentive listener—
bending forward eagerly, “you will
undertake it?”

“I don’t even say that; I don’t like
association with failures. There may be
something in the case which may baffle
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me as much as it baffled the regular
police. 1 may be able to sec that at
once, and if so, I shall not embark on
it. Do that I won’t answer you yet, vea
or nay, until I have seen your respective
suites of rooms.

“Show me those—tell me the truth
before we start to see them—then,
cognizant of all facts, I shall be in a
position to make up my mind, and I will
tell you whether 1 will undertake the
solving of those problems for you or
not.”

There was a moment’s silence. Wat-
son Ward scemed to make it, so that the
words he had uttered might rcceive due
consideration. Then, turning to me, he
said:

“ Please quite clearly understand
that I know you are absolutely innocent
of the death of the girl who was found
in vour rooms.”

liarge-sized was the hreath of relief
I drew. Surprising as I found it, it was
comforting, that utterance of his—very.

“ Perhaps when I tell you that I am
quite sure of that, it may induce you
to break the seal of silence which was
on vour lips in court. "The objection you
had to open them then may vanish.
There, no doubt, every one seemed
against you; there, practically every
man believed you guilty. That is not so
now. Come, what is your mind ? Do you
want my services or not? What do you
intend doing ? ”

“Tell the truth.”

“That is good. I say so because,
apart altogether from this being a
business matter, my curiosity was whet-
ted by what occurred in court.”

L6 Yes‘? 2

“You see, I noticed that in your
speech you glossed over a point, and—
don’t mind my saying it——you acted a
lie.”

Clever brain behind that mask! The
only soul in all the crowd of sufficient
perspicacity to note my duplicity.

“1 wondered what the weak spot
could be. But I was not handling the
case, therefore I was powerless to grasp
it. Still, my curiosity has continued,
and apart—as I have said—apart from
the business aspect of the affair, T shall
be glad to have it gratified.

“ When a man is on trial for his life,
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it is usual for him to bring forward
every point that may tell in his favor.
For some reason you kept something
back. I detected the falsity in your
voice; and I have been curious to know
the nature of it. Now you’re going to
tell me how and why, aren’t you?”

“Yes. You may be surprised to hear
me say that the theory of the prosecu-
tion was more reasonable than the ac-
tual truth.”

“ Distinctly novel!”

“ For that reason, I thought it wise to
accept their theory, rather than tell
what would unquestionably have looked
like a piece of invention.”

“You sharpen still more my curios-
ity.”

“The foreground of the picture,
drawn by the prosecution, was my meet-
ing with the girl, and the taking her
home with me to my rooms the night
before the murder.”

“Yes. And of course—true or not—
there was possibility in the suggestion.”

“The jury were trying me for mur-
der. There was the possibility—nay
more, the almost certainty—that had 1
told them how the girl really came to
my rooms, they would have thought
me lying and discredited me. Hence my
leaving them to believe the story which
the prosecuting counsel told.”

“1I see that. Moreover, the prosecu-
tion could prove no motive for the
crime, no ill feeling on your part. And
there was the interval of the whole day
before the murder was committed.”

“That is so. That was why, when 1
spoke to the jury, 1 picked up the
threads which counsel conducting the
prosecution had left.”

“From which I gather,” said Wat-
son Ward, eying me narrowly, “that
you did not bring the girl into your
rooms at all?”

1 was sitting in my chair—dozing, 1
believe—any way, not quite as alert as a
waking man should be. It was dark.
Both my doors were closed; the outer
and the inner. 1 was roused from the
reverie into which T had fallen by the
sound of a key rattling in the outer
lock.”

“A key? Oh, that isit?”

“ At first T thought my imagination
was plaving me a trick. But there came
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to my ears a squeak of the hinge of the
outer door. I recognized it in a moment
—it had long needed oil. Before I had
quite realized that that couldn’t be im-
agination, another key was inserted in
the lock of the inner door.”

“Two keys. This grows interest-
ing!”

“I knew then that I was not sleep-
ing, dreaming, or imagining. Indeed,
the rattling of the second key made me
very wide awake indeed. So much so
that I did not frighten the burglar
away by any movement, but determined
to see the thing through. I lay back in
my chair in the darkness, awaiting de-
velopments.”

“ An act of wisdom, I think—under
the peculiar circumstances.”

“The door opened. Closed again.
Then my ears were startled by the
rustle of a dress: a woman’s dress. She
came into the room in which I was sit-
ting in the darkness.”

“Stumbling? Or after the manner of
a person knowing her way?”

“That she knew her way was evident
by her movements. She struck a match,
and in its light I saw—for the first time
in my life—the girl I was subsequently
accused of luring into my chambers and
murdering.”

Watson Ward remained silent a full
minute after I had ceased speaking.
Then he summed up all I had told him
in the trite words:

“Truth is stranger than fiction.”

CHAPTER XXIX.
THE DETECTIVE TOUCHES THE SPOT.

TurrE is the possibility that Kane
did not believe what I had said. Any
way, he seemed to wear a disbelieving
look.

That troubled me little. Because it
was plainly evident that Watson Ward
did Dbelieve, and if he handled the
case with a belief in my innocence as
a basis of his methods, I felt that the
future might yet be tinted rose color.

All the fear I had felt about consult-
ing the great detective vanished.

“T am rather a believer in the power
of truth,” said Watson Ward, “but,
after all, T can’t help saying P’m in-
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clined to think you acted wisely in ab-
staining from telling it on this occa-
sion.”

“And - now,” interpolated Kane,
“that explanation having been given
vou, what do you say about undertaking
the case?”

As if his answer depended on the
time, Watson Ward pulled out and con-
sulted his watch. A glance at the open
page of his diary, and he said:

“1 have an appointment here in just
two hours from now. Raymond Build-
ings isn’t twenty minutes by cab, is it?
Shall we go?”

That was a sample of his succinct
style of talking and action. Kane was
prompt in answering.

“ Decidedly! I am awfully glad you
are able to come at once.”

“1t is as well perhaps,” responded
Ward grimly, “ seeing that at the pres-
ent time you’ve a dead body—more or
less—on the premises.”

That was a speech which accorded
well with Kane’s humor; he laughed
heartily. Perhaps Watson Ward was a
believer in phrenology,and had observed
Kane’s humor bump!

In a few minutes we were being
driven back to Gray’s Inn. The cab
stopped at number three, and all of us
went up to Kane’s suite of rooms.

This was the first time I had been in
them.

The arrangement of the flat was sim-
ilar to that of my own. Through the
open door of what corresponded to my
bedroom, I noticed a flight of wooden
steps leading up to the skylight, similar
to those in Zairbeni’s rooms.

I assume that they were so placed by
the builders in case of fire; I do not
know. It was a peculiar fact that they
were absent from my own rooms.

After casting his eyes about the room,
Watson Ward slowly mounted the lad-
der-like steps and handled the body of
the cat which lay on the roof. He never
spoke once during his examination, and
we did nothing to disturb him in his in-
vestigations.

He was some minutes at the scuttle,
and we assumed that he was endeavor-
ing to decipher the initials on the bell.
We did not see the cat ourselves. When
he came down, Kane said to him:
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“Well, is the cat of any help?”

“ Will be, possibly,” the detective an-
swered. “It was a cat which was at-
tached to the household of a well-to-do
man.”

The unexpected answer caused us to
look up, wondering how he could pos-
#ibly have gathered that. Kane was
niore impulsive than I. He blurted out:

“You found that out?”

“Not a very difficult thing to do,”
the detective answered. “ The bell is of
solid silver; the silk which goes round
the neck is a band—the yellow band—
which encircles a bundle of cigars; the
cigars were of a very expensive brand.
The inference is obvious.”

He shrugged his shoulders as he
ceased speaking, as if his deductions
were such as a child might have made.

“Now,” he went on, “ show me the
room in which the man’s body was
found. Take me to it direct—itrom here
—where we’re standing.”

Kane led the way, slowly followed by
Watson Ward; the latter with his eyes
bent on the ground. A minute’s inspec-
tion seemed to satisfy him.

“ And now the room in which the
cat was found.”

“0Oh, just facing vou,” said Kane,
“{here. This desirable flat is not a
mansion where you can lose yourself.”

He pointed as he spoke to the room
leading out of the one in which we were
standing.

“When you found the cat in the
room was this door closed or open?”

“To the best of my recollection, both
doors were open. They usually are.”

“Now as to other tenants—your
neighbors. Which of you gentlemen has
lived the longest in these buildings?”

“ Oh, I have lived here practically all
my life,” replied Kane. “I am looked
on as the genuine Oldest Inhabitant.”

“Then you are more likely to know
the nature—the character of the ten-
ants. Is there a well-to-do man living
along this block?”

“Two or three, so far as I know.”

“ Just give me their names.”

Kane rattled them off. He seemed
to know all the tenants in the place.

Ward made a note of them in a little
book he carried in his pocket. As he did
s0, Kane spoke:

THE ARGOSY.

“Mhat story about the keys of the
roowms of number one doesn’t furnish a
clue to the incident which occurred in
my rooms.”

<< W*hy ? 22 .

“Well, T admit the possibility of du-
plicating keys in that——"

“More than possibility,” said Watson
Ward, turning to me with a smile.
“ QOur friend here showed them to us—
tied together with a piece of string.”

“Exactly. But he explained that
when he took possession of his rooms he
didn’t change the locks on his doors.
He received the keys from the steward
of the Inn and was content. There are
a dozen ways by which other persons
could have obtained duplicates to fit his
doors.”

“That’s so0.”

“Well, it is not so in my case, I took
the precaution, despite the fact that
members of my family had preceded me
here in occupation, of putting on
Bramah locks, and here is the key of the
two doors.”

He tapped his finger as he spoke.
There was a ring on it, and hinged into
it was a key which he displayed. He
continued:

“ Now, unless an impression of this
key was taken when I was asleep—and
very soundly asleep—there can be no
key in existence like it. That ring never
leaves my finger, night or day.”

Watson Ward wore an amused smile
at the earnest manner in which Kane
was speaking of his precautions—and
his evident pride in them. At length
he said:

“ Well, what does that go to show?”

“Show! Why, that my door wasn’t
opened with a key. And I am given to
understand that a Bramah lock 1is about
the most difficult thing in the world
for a cracksman to pick.”

“So far,” said Watson Ward, still
smiling, “ I don’t think I have suggest-
ed that your lock was tampered with or
your door opened.”

“What? I say, how then could the
body have been put in here?”

“ Let me rather tell you how it could
not have been put here.”

13 Yes ? 2

“1t wasn’t brought through the
door.”
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“Not? I take it you don’t believe in
spiritualism—how then?”
“ Through the skylight.”

CHAPTER XXX.
DEDUCTIONS.

I possession of some of the facts, or
supposing myself to be so, I was but
little astonished at the theory put for-
ward by Watson Ward.

What 1 lacked in the way of exhibi-
tion of surprise was made up for by
Kane. At the detective’s statement that
the skylight had been used, he blurted
out:

“ My dear sir, that’s impossible!”

Kane’s impetuosity did no harm.
Simply brought about a new edition of
that amused smile of Ward’s.

Secing it, Kane continued:

“TlIl soon prove that to you!?”
Plainly he was annoyed. “ Come with
me.”

He walked triumphantly into the
room in the roof of which was the sky-
light. We, of course, followed him.

“Do you see that padlock?” he in-
quired. “ That was so rusty from want
of use that I had to drop a guart of oil
into it before I could turn the key to
open the skylight when I put that cat
outside!”

He let this off as one would explode
a rocket, expecting astonishment at its
outburst. But it failed—Ilike a damp
firework—of its effect.

As Kane ceased speaking, Ward’s lips
shaped as before its delivery. It was an
irritating smile to Kane, evidently, for
he continued with some heat:

“ My dear Mr. Watson Ward, at least
pay me the compliment of not thinking
me an ass of the thistle-eating type!
Moreover, there’s not only my testi-
mony; there’s that of the police!”

The creases round the detective’s
mouth deepened. I noticed that they
generally did when there was any refer-
ence made to the regular police.

Evidently Watson Ward’s opinion of
the intelligence of the force was not a
very high one.

“1 told the police just what I have
told vou about the locks and kev. They
at once went to the only means of en-
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trance—apart from a ladder—and cx-
amined the skylight. There were cob-
webs on it, actually leading from the
glass itself to the frame-work, and they
tried in vain to get the padlock open!
What do you say to that??”

“ Nothing.”

“ Ah!” Kane laughed triumphantly.
“T thought I should convince you!”

“ But you haven’t.”

“No!” The laugh came to a speedy
termination. “ Not——"

“1 have told you that the body was
brought through that skylight. It was.
I will tell you more; about the person
who carried it. It was a very strong,
big, muscular man who carried the body
into your rooms.”

“ My dear sir

“ Now, come, Mr. Kane, rid yourself
of the belief that I am romancing, if
vou can. And accept my theory—for
what it is worth, if vou like—that the
skylight was used.”

“But, my dear sir,
}'OU. 2

“No, don’t.” The detective looked
at his watch. “Time is a thing which
there is no profit in wasting. Don’t
think me rude, but you did not bring
me to hear your opinion, did you? I
am under the impression that you want
mine.

“I have asked you about a wealthy
man living in this block of buildings
who would be likely to smoke very ex-
pensive cigars, and you have given me
the names of three gentlemen. I have
those in my book. Let us sift them.
We have perhaps got a little nearer.
You can help perhaps a step further.
You know these men? Tell me, which
of them is of strong, big, muscular
build ? ”

“Not one of them,” Kane answered
promptly; adding: “I know them all.”

That would have been sufficient to
disconcert an ordinary man. But Wat-
son Ward disconcerted would have been
a curiosity worth notice.

“Very well then,” he spoke compla-
cently, “then we must look further
afield.”

With that he turned to me and
asked: “You, 1 suppose, don’t know
such a man as I have described ?”

A negative answer was ready to my

3

let me tcll
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lips. But I scarcely forgave myself the
lie—for it was a lie.

Watson Ward was right, absolutely
right, except in one small particular—
the sex of the person who had carried
the body on to the roof.

The strong, muscular individual was
known to me—Zairbeni.

What puzzled me was how the detec-
tive could possibly have found out as
much as he had done. I felt a certain
constraint, did not like to ask him. But
Kane was more inquisitive, or perhaps
not so sensitive.

“You make your asserlion, Mr.
Ward,” he said, speaking with a note
of reluctance in his voice, “in such a
way that you convince me.”

“Rather a sudden change that. Ex-
tremes are dangerous, you know——"

“T've faith in you,” interrupted
Kane. “And thercfore, although it
scems opposed to what little common
sense I possess, I believe you.”

“Come!” Ward spoke good humor-
edly. “That’s checring, now! I don’t
meet with that blind, beautiful belief of
yours every day.”

“Well, as 1 possess it,” answered
Kane, “tell me now, how have you
found out what evidently the police
missed finding? ”

“The police,” said Ward, “ perhaps
do not look so closely into matters as
they might. T have found it pays me
to cultivate the habit of observation. I
have so accustomed myself to it that it
has become second nature. I noticed
little things in my superficial examina-
tion of these rooms, and they convinced
me that not only was the body carried
through the skylight, but by a very
strong, muscular man.”

“You’re a regular Sherlock Holmes!”

“Oh, don’t say that, please.” The
detective affected dismay. “ Were there
a veritable Sherlock Holmes, and he
carried his story-book methods into
every-day life, he would go bankrupt on
his failures—would score a hundred de-
fecats to one victory. The power of ob-
gervation is priceless; but it must be
grafted on common sense. That is the
real tree of knowledge, and only then
it flourishes.”

“ But really now, Mr. Watson Ward,
how did you discover this? Tell me—

THE ARGOSY.

I am as full of curiosity as a monkey is
of mischief.”

“1I arrived at it by simple deduction.
When I stood on those steps to examine
the cat, 1 was standing, as it were, in
the frame of a picture—the frame of
the skylight. To an observant man
there were things to view all round.

“ Naturally I examined that skylight;
what I saw of the frame-work made me
investigate further. Then I saw that—
despite the fact that the padlock was so
rusty that you had to oil it, and the in-
telligence of the police had found cob-
webs spun from frame to glass ”—the
detective’s smile came to the surface
again—"“1 saw that some singularly
muscular person had stood as I
stood >

“You could tell that!”

“Yes. Because not only the sky-
light, but the frame on which it was
hinged—on which it rested, and to
which it was padlocked—had been
ripped up from its base—which is prac-
tically the roof itself.”

¢ Is—it—possible!”

“ Quite—with a very strong person
handling the thing to be lifted.”

“There might have been more than
one man! KEh? In that case your
theory wouldn’t hold water, Mr. Ward,
would it?”

The detective smiled at Kane’s sug-
gestion. He scemed to have a way of
brushing aside objections in that simple
fashion.

“Quite true,” he answered. “If
there had been room for more than one
man! But the manner in which the
woodwork had been ripped up, taken
in conjunction with the proximity of
the chimney stack, showed me clearly
that not more than one person could
work in that direction at a time.”

“TI sce.”

“When the strong, muscular man
had completed his task, before he went
away he replaced the padlocked frame-
work he had lifted. There again his
strength came into play: he forced it
back into the position in which he had
found it so cleverly that, if you hadn’t
opened the skylight yourself, I should
never have discovered his handiwork.”

“But how then »

“The framework is

solid, heavy
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wood. With the additional weight of
the skylight it would be far too heavy
for any one ordinary man to lift it.
Two protruding nails—projecting from
freshly splintered wood—drew my at-
tention to what had happened. These
two nails hadn’t gone home into iheir
own old holes when the frame and light
were pressed back.”

“I—see.”

Kane’s eyes were wide open—as well
as his ears. His admiration of the de-
tective’s methods made hLim slow of
speech.

“That showed me something else.
Though I am bound to admit it is a
conclusion that might be reached by
more than one route.”

“What?”

“The time when the body was car-
ried in here through the skyvlight.”

“Time! You don’t surely mean tfo
tell me you have found that out, too?”

“In a measure—yes. It was dark.”

“ Why, this beats—do you mean to
—any way, Mr. Ward, nothing seems
dark to you. But how can you possibly
know that?”

“ Because, whoever did come here
with the body was a very careful per-
son; one anxious to cover up his move-
ments. Could he have seen, he would
not have been likely to lecave those pro-
jecting nails to give his work away. It
wonld have been so easy—had there
been light—to have put them back in
their proper position.”

We looked up at the skylight. Its
solidity made Kane, shaking his head,
say:

*“ It must have been a strong man, in-
deed!”

“Yes.”

Then suddenly turning round to me,
Ward =aid, in what I took to be a voice
full of significant meaning:

“To judge from your present phy-
sique, vou must at some time have
gone in extensively for athletics. Didn’t
you?”

Iear got hold of me. Was he going
{0 accuse me of having carried the
Bodv on to the roof? Could this man
vith the human mask, who was so full
of observation and deduction, have
found that out, too? I literally chook
in my shoex.
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Ay Dblood seemed to run cold, and 1
was filled with dread.

CHAPTER XXXL
TIIE POCKETS OF THE COAT.

It was true; I had gone in extensively
for athletics as a youngster—and later.
Indeed, had always been an advocate of
physical culture and an adinirer of feats
requiring an exhibition of its results.

That may serve as an cxcuse, if one
be needed, for my having heen drawn to
Zairbeni.

Whether T betrayed any of the feel-
ings which Watson Ward had excited in
me by his question I do not know. It
would liave been impossible to read on
that screcen of a face of his any out-
ward sign of observance of my fear.

Quite cheerily he said:

“Well, we have got through your
rooms; quite finished with them. Now
let w3 go over to your friend’s cham-
bers.”

There was nothing for it but for me
to lead the way. I did so, full of an in-
describable dread. We came out of the
one building and entered the other.
Ascending the flights of stairs, I opened
the doors of my suite one after the
other.

When I had done so, I stood there in
the hall-way, waiting for my visitors to
enter and pass on. Watson Ward said
to me:

“I am a collector of curiosities—a
snapper-up of unconsidered trifles.”

L \YOS ? > N

“Those two kcys, joined by the
picce of string, arc the ones the dead
woman handled, aren’t they? Do you
mind my taking posscssion of them?”

How could T object? I said as much,
and he put them in his pocket.

It never for a moment occurred to
nic that he would now have the run of
my chambers. We all entered; the door
was closed.

“We were successful with one sky-
light,” «aid the detective genially. “ As
Mr. Kane might remark: it let in day-
light. Now let us sce what there is en-
lightening about yours.”

He desired to sce the bed-room; T
at ence Jed the way o if.
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“M-m. A difficult thing to reach,”
he said, standing bencath the light and
looking up. “ You have not steps here
like your friend ?

113 NO.”

“ As it can’t be reached, I think we
can dismiss this room from our investi-
gation: any way, for the time being.”

Relief! That word is a long way from
describing the extent of my sensations.
It had been the one thing I most
feared: his examination of my skylight.

Having scen the other, I imagined he
would insist on sceing this one.

“ And now ”—he put his hand on my
shoulder while he looked me squarely
in the face—“1I want you fo believe in
my honesty.”

“ Honesty!”

“Yes. 1 am more a thief catcher
than a thicf. Do you grasp that?”

“T hear what you say,” I answered,
{aking courage from his genial smile;
“Dut for the life of me I can’t under-
stand.”

“Well, T want you to leave me in
vour chambers alone.”

“ Alone!”

“Yes. You see I may have little ob-
servation methods of my own, which I
don’t want to give away. I don’t want
a rival in my own line.”

He said this with an irrepressible
twinkle of merriment in his eyes. It
showed that he was not to be taken at
his word—or, rather, that the word was
1o he taken with a seasoning of salt. It
was equally evident that he wanted to
have the place to himself.

After all, it only seemed a reasonable
requirement. Besldes, as I ran over in
my mind the contents of each room, I
kuew there was nothing he could see
which could in any way link me with the
dead man who had been found in
Kane’s chambers.

Whatever he might find in any way
connected with the girl need not
trouble me. T'or that murder I had been
acquitted. A man cannot in this coun-
{rv be tried twice for the same offense.

“ Quite plainly, Mr. Ward,” I said,
trving to put a good face on the mat-
ter, “ you mean you want us to take our
departure, and leave you ?

“ Like,” interposed Kane, “the last
reze of summer, blooming alone.”

THE ARGOSY.

“You've hit it,” the detective an-
swered, “precisely. I do. I am more
plain than polite perhaps, but most
practical. IHave you any objection? ”

“ What objection ”—there was noth-
ing else for me to say—* could T have?”

He still kept his hand on my shoul-
der, and I secmed to feel a kindly pres-
surc from it; not the usual grip that a
detective would be likely to give a man
suspected of murder. I derived quite
a lot of comfort from the contact.

“You sce,” he said, “I am engaged
here on a sort of double-barreled task.
If I can pull both triggers successfully,
it will be as good as killing two birds
with one stone. You are in one of the
barrels, you know. Perhaps by being
left to myself here, I may be able to
find clues- which others have missed.
Something which will indicate the
reason for the girl’s coming here, and
acconnt for the manner in which she
died.”

ITe meant kindly all he said ; meant it
to be confidence inspiring; but my
kopes rather fell when he spoke so.

DBecause 1 knew how the girl had died,
and I knew that the woman who had
killed her was—in the eyes of the law—
my wife.

I knew, too, perfectly well that if 1
told why I married her, there must
come to light my handling of the man’s
body. That would be bad. I could give
no possible, acceptable explanation of
what had occurred.

No. This was again an instance
where it would be hetter to conceal
truth. I was a strong man, of athletic
build, a fact Ward had mnoticed. I
should be accused of having carted the
body from my own rooms and of put-
ting it in those occupied by Kane.

If that charge were made how could
I possibly hope to disprove it? I was
not fool enough to think T could.

What would be the result of my ac-
cusing Zairbeni? Waste of breath. No,
fiction must continue to be my trump
card.

“How long,” inquired Kane, “ do you
propose spending in these rooms, Mr.
Ward?”

“ Oh ”—the detective looked round
— probably half an hour, or less.”

“Well, come away and smoke a cigar
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in my chambers,” said Kane, address-
ing me, “and we will come back here
to your place in thirty minutes.”

There was nothing for it but to agree.
On the road I had taken there was no
room to turn back.

We went out, leaving Watson Ward
alone; went into Kane’s chambers;
smoked like chimmneys for the ensuing
half hour.

We were full of talk as well as smoke
—or rather Kane was—during that
time of waiting. He had unbounded
confidence in Watson Ward, and what
had occurred in his chambers largely
increased that admiration.

“ My dear sir,” he said to me, “if he’s
half as suecessful in finding clues in
vour rooms as he has been in mine, I
believe that the whole mystery will be
soived quicker than you can peel a

ear.”

Myself, I did not think so. Because
the absence of a ladder from the sky-
light would, I thought, prevent Watson
Ward from endeavoring to examine it.

I had not taken the correct measure,
did not know the astuteness of the man.
The knowledge was to be mine later.

At the expiration of the appointed
time, we relighted cigars, put on our
hats, and walked to my rooms. Watson
Ward had heard our ascending foot-
steps; was waiting with the door open
for us.

We entered.

“Well?” inquired Xane eagerly the
moment we were inside. “ Have vyou
found anything?”

“1 can’t say that my search has
proved altogether fruitless.”

“You think,” continued Kane per-
severingly, “ that you will be able sue-
cessfully to probe this matter? Is that
what you mean?”

“ Well ”—with a smile— you sce 1
always think that, or I should mnecver
undertake a case. 1 explained to you
before, with me it is a matter of prin-
ciple: my predilection for success; my
dislike at being linked with failures.”

Then for the first time I spoke. Since
our return I had been terribly anxious
to hear what he had found out, and yet
reluctant to ask.

“You think,” T said tentatively,
“that in this case, from what vou have
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discovered, vou will not be linked with
failure?”

“That’s so. I imagine that therc will
be no very great difficulty in boring to
the bed-rock of this affair.”

“You don’t mean to tell us then,”
said Kane, the note of disappointment
loud in his voice, “what you have
found?”

“Well now, I have shown you =0
many of my mcthods, haven’t I? I’ll let
vou know all later! And—as the con-
jurers say—show you just how it's
done!”

“When??

“Well, I necd to pick up another
link or two to complete my chain. Then
I will write to you to come and sec me.
Now I must hurry back to keep my ap-
pointment. You have nothing more to
say to me?”

“We shall hear from you?” replied
Kane, still disappointed. “ You will
write?”

“ Undoubtediv. Good-by.”

He shook hands with both of us. I
was rather glad he did do so with me.
Had he suspected me of murder he
would scarcely have gripped me by the
hand as he did.

I instinctively felt that he was not
that kind of man, and was comforted
by it.

The shades of evening were falling. T
had a few more minutes’ conversation
with Kane—declined his invitation to
dine at the ITolborn—and then I was
what I sorely needed to be: alone.

My first act was to shut both doors;
to shoot the bolts so that they could
not be opened by the possessor of any
keys. Then I determined to finish the
reading of the paper I had found in the
pocket of the coat, the starting of which
had so excited me.

Down on my knees, T turned back the
carpet, lifted the loose board, put my
hand in and drew forth the coat. Felt
in breast pocket, side pocket, tail
pockets. No papers!

On oath T could have sworn 1 put
the papers in the breast pocket. T felt
again, but they were unmistakably not
there. Neither werc they in any of the
others.

To my horror all the pockets were
cmpty!



552 i

There was no doubt about if, the
papers were gone!

CHAPTER XXXIL
REALIZATION OF FEARS.

By the next morning’s post there
was brought to me a letter from
Watson Ward. 1t did not begin with a
frigid and formal “ Sir,” but in it he
“ My dear’d me.”

I experienced a vast amount of relict
from that very simple fact.

Unless he was playing some deep
double game—and 1 did not suspect him
of that—it was evident that he was in-
spired by a {riendly feeling toward me.

Certainly, had he considered me guilty
of murder he would not have been likely
to address me so. IHe had evidently dis-
covered nothing to make him regret the
friendly hand-clasp at parting. The
letter read:

Will you come and see me this after-
noon? 1 shall be in after two till four
o’clock., I told you that I disliked to be
linked with a failure, and you may be
pleased to hear that in this case 1 con-
sider myself in conjunction with success.

T have found out what your friend Mr.
Kane instructed me to find out, and that
little theory of mine about the trigger
and the two barrels seems like going off.
(That sounds eclosely allied to one of Mr.
Kane’s jokes!) I told you that you were
in one of the barrels, and I have not
pulled the trigger of that one fruitlessly.

What I have to say concerning you
cannot fail to interest you. Do not bring
Mr. Kane with you. He is instructing
me, and I will make my report to him in
due course—yours is more a side issue.
Meanwhile, rest assured of my earnest
wishes for your welfare.

I am, my dear sir,

Yours very truly,
Warsoy Warbp.

If I read that letter once I read it a
dozen times. Tried hard fo read be-
tween the lines, but never once cvc-
ceeded in doing so.

He said so much and yet so little.
But the dominating note of friendliness
in it was what pleased me.

What was it he could have to sav
“srhich could not fail to interest me ”?
What did he know? What had he found
out?

THE ARGOSY.

If he had discovered my connection
with the disposal of the dead man's
body, how was it that he wrote me in
the friendly strain he did? The whole
letter was incomprehensible.

e had “ found out what Mr. Kane
had instructed me to find out.” 1f so.
then the detective’s ability bordered on
the miraculous.

Regret ascailed me very keenly—that
I bad not made a clean breast of it to
Mr. Ward. But the success attending
my previous concealiment of the truth,
and the fear—the not knowing what use
he would make of my econfession—had
thwarted the desire to which his
{riendly attitude had given birth.

Outwardly, he was everything that
was friendly: but I was not ignorant of
the reputation he bore of being a mer-
ciless man in the pursuit of clues.

Besides, there was a reward offered
for the elucidation of the mysterv. In
addition to the money there would be a
big reputation for the man who cleared
it up.

Both these items were likely to ap-
peal to a private dctective, and they
made me think—on reflection—that 1
had acted wisely in keeping a still
tongue in my head.

The friendliness might be a portion
of the disguise in which he garbed him-
self—even as his face was a mask.

The afternoon came, and I was pune-
tual in finding my way to Watson
Ward’s chambers.

I had started with ecager feet, but
they lagged a little as I reached my dex-
tination: so many doubts dogged my
heels,

When I entered the outer office and
heard that the detective was out, T felt
something as the man with an aching
tooth feels when he learns of the den-
tist’s absence. Some one was hefore
me inquirin~ for Watson Ward, and
the clerk was sayving that he had sud-
denly heen called into the country.

On the point of accepting that as an
answer to my unspoken question, I was
turning on my heels with intent to
leave the office—relieved in one sense,
dizappointed in another.

The elerk saw my movement and
called after me.

“ One minute, sir, please.”
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Surprised that he should call me,
then thinking that he wished to take
note of my name, 1 turned my head, an-
swering inquiringly:

“Yes??”

“ IExcuse me a moment, sir, please;
AMr. Watson Ward left a letter for you.
It vou will kindly walt I’ll give it to
you in half a minute.”

Therc was nothing for it but to turn
back at that. The clerk, having noted
the message which the other caller
wished to leave, that interview termi-
nated.

The vizitor went away, and the clerk
turned to me.

“ This way, sir.”

He spoke briskly as he moved to-
ward an inner door. As I reached it he
paused for a moment, said apologetic-
ally:

“ You see, sir, Mr. Watson Ward’s at
honie this afternoon to you only.”

1 smiled—understanding then. Weo
walked to the end of a passage; the

clerk opened another door.

Entering, I found Watson Ward in
smoking jacket and slippers, reclining
in a lounging-chair.

“Well!” he exclaimed cheerily on
sceing me. “ You got my letter, I see.
Sit down n; make vourself comfortable
there.” Try one of those cigars; you'll
find them palatable; a wealthy client of
mine sent me a big case of them, as a—
s0 his letter said—token of his apprecia-
tion of my services in a case of his.”

Taking the offered cigar I lighted it,
and sank into the chair 111(110ut0d.

This was evidently the detective’s
private room, where, apparently, he did
not usually transact business. It -was
fitted up comfortably, indeed Iluxu-
riously. Was in striking contrast to the
desk and stool severity of the office part
of his suite, through which I had been
ushered.

Sowehow I augured well from the
cigar and admission to this sanctum.
Tiven as straws show the direction of
the wind, so did the weced convince me
now that Watson Ward’s feeling toward
me was one of amity.

< Well,” he said, “1 suppose after re-
ceiving my letter you are filled with
curiosity to know what it is T have

.

found out?”
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“I couldn’'t very well be otherwise
than consumed with it!”

“ Quite so. Curiosity! Human na-
ture’s full of it. But in your case, you
have good grohnd for Leuw evel more
than curious.

“What have you discovered?”

There was no resisting the asking of
that question. If he really had not
found out anything against me, I
wanted to be put out of the misery of
thinking he might have done so.

“ Discovered?” he said. “ Oh, many
things. Do vou know, I am inclined to
think that in this interview of ours I
shall startle vou a little?”

“Startle me?”

“Yes—more than vou think.”

“{Why me personally?”

“Well, because vou are personally so
mixed up in what T have found out.”

Breathing became difficult for me.
My old fears—despite the cigar and the
sanctum-—were returning. 1 said:

“Tell me.”

“Well,” he answered, “to take the
last part of the matter first. I do that
because I was instructed by Mr. Kane
chiefly to find out how the body came
into his room——-"
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“Well, I have found that out.”

“You have!”

Leaning over in my chair, I almost
rose to my feetf, so great was my eager-
ness to ascertain how much he knew,

“The body was carried along the
roof and brought therefrom into his
rooms through the skylight.”

“Yes, ves,” I could not help im-
patiently interrupting. “You told us
as much as that when vou were in
Kane’s chambers.”

“ Precisely.” The detective was leis-
urcly flicking the ash from his cigar as
he spoke. “ But 1 didn’t tell you that I
had found out who the man was who
carried it on to the roof.”

White—very white—I must have
grown just then. I knew that it was
with difficulty I could shape words to
say:

“You—rfound—that—out? ”

“ Precisely,” answered Watson Ward
quietly. “He was carried out of vour
room, through vour skrlight, by vou
vourself!”
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A whirlpool! That is what I scemed
to bie sitting in the middle of—a whirl-
pool. A whirlpool of walls and ceiling,
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All the room went swimming round and
round and round. v
It was the realization of my fears!

(To be confinued.)

THAT RUN TO HELENA.

By JARED L. FULLER.

An engineer’s tale of a trip on which he took long chances.

“\/OU can lead the horse to water,

but you cannot make
drink,” is a mighty true saying, if a
trite one.

And that starts me on the story of Jed
Oliver, son of the president of the 0. K.
& G. before that road fell to the level
of a mere branch of the frunk line.

Railroading used to run in families,
as does a love of the sea. I used to hear
it said that “so-and-so has more salt
water than blood in his veins, and he’s
got to go to sea. His forebcars were
sailors.”

Same with railroading. Show some
kids the model of a locomotive, and
their fingers’d itch till they got it
apart and put it together again. A
railroad yard had more attraction for
them than a circus ground.

But it wasn’t so with Jed Oliver. I
could have told the old man how it was
vears before he found it out himself.

Young Jed came down to ride with
me on the General Custer (in those
days engines were given names same’s
boats are, and every big-wig in the four
quarters of the globe was represented
in the 0. K. & G.’s round-houses), and
all the way from the Junction to Pow-
ersport Jed sat up on the fireman’s
bench, pulling the bellrope once in a
while as my helper told him, and ex-
patiating grandly on the scenery.

“The scenery’s good enough,” said
I; “but look at the roadbed. Ain’t she
a beaut? The coaches go over it like
they was on rockers!”

“Um—rves,” says he. “ See the pur-
ple of those distant hills, Danny—and
the browns on the lower slopes. It’s
fine!”

And him a boy only sixteen then.

Did he turn out an artist? Yah!
Didn’t 1 tell you he was old Oliver’s son
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him*

—Mason Oliver, who made money with
both {fists, even in his sleep? The bov
couldn’t go far wrong, though he didn’t
have a streak of railroading in him as
wide as a razor-edge.

No. The old man drove him from
one department to the other—from the
offices to the shops, from the shops to
the round-house, from there to holding
a ticket punch, and then back to the
offices. There wasn’t a smell of rail-
roadin’ about him.

So Jed Oliver became a broker—'r
something like that. Sort of a reckless,
dare-devil kind of a life that is. You're
rich to-day, and down to your socks and
last paper collar to-morrow.

I was in young Jed’s office once, when
I took a lay-off from the old General
and got to town. They have little ma-
chines there that spit paper tape out of
’em, and every time one of them little
things goes fick-etty-tick it means a hun-
dred dollars, one way or another, to the
fellers who speculate. Or so Jed told
me.

But he had time to enjoy the land-
scape all right, I reckon; and you bet
he made money. The old man had a
sneaking little pride in him already,
though far be it from him to show it,
when something happened in the brok-
ering business that they call a “ panic.”

It’s like what would happen along
this branch if a big mogul engine
should run wild at a time when the
despatcher’s chart was full.

Mebbe you know something about
the brokering business? Been one
vourself?  Well, you don’t look very
prosperous, that’s a fact. Then you’ll
know what I mean when I tell vou
young Jed Oliver was short on a stock
that there seemed to be a big run on
—* Nipper,” they called it.
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He said it was a big railroad stock,
and that he had contracted to deliver
to some man at Helena a bunch of this
“Nipper 7 stock—I don’t know how
many thousands’ worth, but mor’n I'd
want to lose out of a month’s pay—
when he didn’t have a smell of the stock
about him.

ool trick, wasn’t it? But they tell
me that’s what them brokers do right
along. So? Hum—no wonder you went
broke, mister.

Well, to get down to cases.

Jed Oliver come down to me as the
General Custer was standing under the
shed at Acramack, a clean hundred
miles from Helena, and he was some
excited. I’d just backed down, and my
stoker had tackled the General to the
one o’clock express.

We had a baggage, mail, parlor,
smoker, and two day coaches to our tail
—a strong train for the run, when you
consider the grades.

Jed had just dropped off the June-
tion train, having been up that erway
to get the certificates of the stock he
was short on. He knew a man who had
’em, and he’d taken up a certified check
representin’ more of his capital than
he cared to talk about, and got the
stock.

“I must have these in the office
at two:thirty to the second,” says young
Jed to me, “or I'm a goner.”

Not meaning that he’d be entirely up
the spout. But the old man had only
given him so much to make good om,
and if he didn’t deliver the stock he’d
sold, he’d be posted in the stock ex-
change. I caught on that it would be
a bad thing for him if he didn’t get to
Helena in time to reach his office at
half after two, and T liked Jed.

“ You leave it to me,” said 1. “ Your
TUnecle Danny’ll see you through all
right—if the General keeps the rails.”

“ Do this for me and yow’ll never he
sorry, Danny,” says he, and went back
to the parlor car.

An hundred miles in an hour and a
half isn’t so much. Well, it may not
be now, but it was in those days—and
over that road. And he’d got to have
five minutes to spare, sure, when we
came into Helena.

There were two stops. Old Oliver
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had put the express on a schedule that
looked fine on paper; but every man.
down to the last wiper in the round-
house, knew that we weren’t expected
to keep up to that schedule.

I had a minute to spare, and I ran
up-stairs to the despatcher’s office.

“Larry,” I said, “give me right of
way to-day in fact as well as theory.
If there is a freight or accommodation
gets on my time, Il ram ’em.”

And I told him why.

He promised to send orders ahead to
hold anything off my schedule, and I
had little to worry me then but the
weather. And that was nasty as could
be. I don’t remember a run when the
conditions looked worse for making
good time than it did that day.

It had rained a good part of the
week, and the hollows were steaming,
while more than one bad washout had
been reported along the line. The
trackmen had had all the forenoon to
repair these, however; but it was what
might come yet that troubled me as
the General Custer pulled our tail out
of Acramack.

You're from the Iast, I take it?
Well, the sort of runs we have out this
way are some different from what
you're used to, eh?

They tell me even the fast trains
there stop at about every pair of bars.
On that run to Helena there was one
stretch of thirty miles where vou
couldn’t spot a house bigger’n a track-
man’s shanty. Make time? Well!

But the confounded mist on this day
—pretty near a fog it was—hampered
me some. I didn’t dare let the old
General out same as I ought. Not at
first.

All the time I was expecting the mist
to thin out, you see, so0’t the track would
be plain. I didn’t care to diteh the
express, even to save the credit of Jed
Oliver.

But when we pulled in at Harriman’s,
a run of twenty miles, and my watch
told me it had taken twenty-seven min-
utes, I didn’t need Jed to remind me
that we’d never do it in the world at
that rate.

He was some white-faced, was the
boy, but there was a down-grade not far
ahead, so I encouraged him.
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“We'll make it if iron holds to-
gether,” I said, and I snapped the train
out of Harriman’s to a tune that must
have made the passengers sit up and
take notice.

Bill Carney, the conductor, came to
the front of the baggage car and shook
his fist at me while we descended the
Freshwater grade. Gee, it was a wonder
I didn’t drop a car on one of those
curves!

And the Freshwater valley, after
you’ve dropped down the grade into it,
isn’t free of corners, either. Take it
altogether, the old branch made pretty
near a crescent in crossing the valley—
a sort of a grapevine twister that looked
pretty on the way-map, but killed time
terribly.

Up on the north was a mining coun-
iry—TPilis Creek, Noman’s lLode, the
Creeper Bonanza, and all those second-
class holes in the ground. The miners
had banked up Ellis Creek into a big
reservoir so as to have water over the
dry season, and that puddle was full.

I’d been afraid of it for several days;
and when I saw that I was flagged at
Becham’s Crossing, just after we got
down into the valley, and sighted the
operator standing on the platform wav-
ing a paper, I bet with myself what it
was.

Either the reservoir had already
given way and swept the bridge at Ellis
from the foundations, or she was likely
to go any minute.

- The last guess was right, and T owed
myself a bag of fine-cut.

“ Danger of reservoir dam bursting.
Run half time to Ellis Creek.”

That was the order I got. We'd only
slowed down to get the despatch; I
wouldn’t stop and sign for it, and the
General Custer was forging ahead
again.

I thought of young Jed sitting back
there in the parlor car and what de-
pended on his getting into Helena with
that “ Nipper” stock, and I just let
the wire drop out of the window of my
cab.

There might be a chance of our get-
ting across the creek in time if the
fireman still shoveled the coal into her
and I coaxed the machine along at the
best lick possible; hut if we slowed
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down to Ellis Creek—twenty miles it
was—there’d not be the ghost of a show
for young Jed to meet his engagement.

Taking chances? Well, I suppose so.
Every railroad engineer takes them—
and pretty nearly every time he goes
out on his run, too. Jed had taken
chances in his business, and it was a
narrow squeak if he pulled through;
I was taking a chance to help him.

And he was watching things pretty
close, for there he came crawling over
the tender when we were not more than
five miles out of Becham’s, and dropped
down behind me in the gangway.

“What’s the matter?” he asked.

“ Reservoir is likely to burst at El-
lis,” says L. “ We gotter get there first
before the bridge sails off. The Gen-
eral Custer’s a good engine, but it can’t
jump a forty-foot erick.”

“ What were your orders? ” he asked,
eveing me narrowly.

“He knew how sharp his old man
was after a fellow who disobeyed.

“No orders at all,” I said kinder
glibly. “ But you leave me alone, and
we’ll git ahead of that freshet.”

“Well, if we don’t,” said he, “I'm a
gone coon. But don’t you forgit your
duty, Danny. There’s two hundred
passengers, beside me, aboard.”

Like his cheek! Me, that had been
driving an engine when he was in pina-
fores.

“You hustle them passengers into
the forward coaches,” says I. “If
there’s any chance of our getting over
Ellis Creek ahead of the deluge, we’ll
do it.”

Ile saw my point and nodded. Then
he went back and tackled Carney, and
although Bill was the pig-headedest
chap that ever wore brass buttons, le
knuckled under to the president’s son.

They drove the passengers like sheep
into the smoker and parlor car, while
the old General was eating the way
along that grapevine curve across the
valley. Five miles below the crossing
I got a glimpse of the dam in the foot-
hills.

By that time the mist had risen and
it looked to me as though somebody had
whitewashed the whole front of that
dam. I knew what it meant; the water
was flooding over it, and it was only a
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question of moments before the em-
bankment crumpled up and let down
the “ drink.”

We weren’t in any danger where we
were, for only half a mile out of Ellis
station, where the ore was shipped, the
road dipped down into the lower level
of the valley., It was through this
deeper cut the water would pour when
it was released.

I got a red flag just before the pitch
into Ellis, but I ran the risk of it’s
meaning something beside the expected
flood, and kept on. We were then
switching around curves like a woman
trailing her skirts on a ball-room floor.
We were smoking along now I tell you!

The tableland was grown to wood for
the most part; but just before the tracks
dove down into the creek gut a plain
view of the hills above and the dam
opened on our sight. And I tell you
it was something to shake a man,
’specially as the old General was steam-
ing pluinb into the face of what was
coming.

For there was the water bursting
through the dike in half a dozen places
—we could see it as plain as plain!
My stoker give a vell and dropped down
on to the step of the gangway.

I don’t blame him much for wanting
to jump, hut if we got across the bridge

I’d need him to pitch coal into the Gen- -

eral if we were to recach Helena in time.

I swung myself down off my seat
and grabbed Jake by the collar.

“Stay into this or I’ll have vour
life! ” says I, threatening him with his
own shovel.

He crumpled up and I jumped for
the lever again. We were pitching
down the grade, and the General swayed
from side to side like a boat in a heavy
sed.

We made so much noise ourselves
that we couldn’t hear the dam burst.
But the sound must have been some-
thing remarkable.

It looked, as I glanced up the valley,
as though the embankment had been
blown up. One instant those spouts
of water poured through the holes
they’d found ; the next breath the whole
dike crumbled away and a solid front of
water—white as snow it was and forty
foot high—bore down the creek bed.
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Of course it spread out some; but
the force with which it traveled seemed
to keep it in a high, solid wave. And
the distance from the dam to the
spiderlike bridge over the creek at Xl-
lis looked a mighty little way.

Down grade as it was, I let the old
General have every ounce of steam
there was in her. I’ve wondered since
if the drivers really did keep the rails.
The road-bed was especially good here;
but my teeth were nigh about rattled
out, we went so fast.

We struck the lower level and shot on
toward the bridge. There was a short -
curve here, and I dared not slow down
for it. I had to run the risk of snap-
ping off the train’s tail.

And, by Jove, we did just that! As
the General Custer’s pilot overlapped
the edge of the bridge I glanced back
and saw the two empty day coaches
doing a grand somersault turn down
the embankment into the water.

Afterward I learned Jed Oliver had
smashed the coupling behind the smok-
er and so lightened the train; but at
the moment I expected to see other
cars dragged down by the weight of
the day coaches.

And lucky it was we lost those same
two cars. As I'm a sinner, I felt the
spray from that wall of wafer in my
face as we shot across the bridge!

The flood stood up there, far above
our heads, and the train seemed to
shoot right across its face. The smoker
(the last car) was flooded with the fall-
ing crest of the wave, and the last
trucks had scarcely left the bridge
when, glancing back, T saw the entire
structure caught up by the flood and
twisted into a shapeless mass of steel
girders and frayed cables!

I guess I couldn’t believe we were out
of the grip of that deluge—not for a
minute. Then I saw Jake standing
there, white-faced under his grime, and
open-mouthed, and I took it out of him.

“ Get to work!” says I—or words to
that effect, and with some more trim-
ming; and he began to give the General
coal again like mad.

We didn’t stop until we made the
other ridge and came to Brandon. It
was 2:05 then, and we had eighteen
miles to run to Helena, but down grade.
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The Brandon agent was for having
us stop for orders; but 1 wasn’t taking
orders just then. I’d got away from the
despatcher—who thought me some
miles the other side of the smashed
bridge—and there was still a fighting
chance to win out for young Jed.

“Will you keep on, Danny?” he
asked me.

“ Might’s well be killed for an old

sheep as a lamb,” says I. “ But you'll
have to make good for those two cars,
I reckon, with your daddy.”
- So we went on, aud for the first time
in the history of the O. K. & G. the
express came into Helena on time. The
General poked his pilot under the He-
lena shed at exactly 2:25, and craning
my head out of the window of the cab,
I saw Jed Oliver make a flying leap
from the parlor car step and run for
the street.

He made his office with the stock on
time, if that’s any satisfaction. DBut
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next morning I was up on the carpet
before Mason Oliver, and what he said
to me before he told me to go and
have my time made up was a caution
to cats!

Lose my job? Sure! Discipline must
be maintained.

But do you see this watch? Open the
back and see that date engraved there.
That’s the date the General Custer
made that run to Helena.

The O. K. & G. directors got wise to
the time we madé, and that was the
beginning of changes on the old road
that put it ahead. And when the new
schedule was made up I got the best
run of all.

Hired me over again? Sure; but meb-
be the reason old Mason Oliver did it
was because young Jed cleaned up a tidv
little sum out of that stock business
of his, and bought into the 0. K. & G.
heavily. Young Jed wasn’t a man to
forget a friend.

FORCED INTO SOLDIERY.

BY GARRETT SWIFT.

A story of a good deed which brought about a train of extraordinary experiences in the land of
the Suitan.

CHAPTER XVL
THE INN AT ORLITZ.

I continued to hear the shouts,
now drawing nearer and growing
londer.

“Do you think they will discover
us?” asked Adria.

“No,” T said, “I do not. The old
hermi{ has been here too many years to
be mistaken. As I judged the situation,
the band has gone as far down the road
as we could have gone, and now are re-
turning and beating the forest to find
us. Leave it to the hermit.”

We sat there, clasping hands, and
suddenly heard the gruff voice of
Michael.

Michael, we knew, cared nothing
about finding us; he had set us free.

*This story began in the February issue of THE ARGOSY.

But to save himself from suspicion he
must, of course, show some enthusiasm
in the search.

“ How, old man!” he said. “ We are
in search of two strangers who were our
guests and left us last night, carrying
with them much gold and silver.”

“Ts this so?” asked the hermit. “1
am sure I have not seen them.”

“Oh, we’'ll find them,” said Michael.

“Two men?” inquired the hermit.

“No. A man and a woman.”

Michael spoke loudly. I thought he
did it more for the effect it would have
on Alexandro’s warriors.

 Such is my belief and my religion,”
answered the Syrian, “that if a man
and woman came to my cave and asked
for shelter I would give it to them.”

“That T know full well. But in this
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bare hole what shelter could vou give a
woman ? We have been as far as Orlitz,
and they have not been there.”

“ Is Orlitz still safe? ” asked the her-
mit.

“¥rom us. One can never tell when
the Osmanlis will sack it. Anything is
good now for an excuse to kill.”

“71 trust this trouble will soon be
over,” said the hermit.

“QOver! This trouble over! Not
while Turkey is Turkey. Well, we must
go on. We must find those two.”

We heard the clank of swords and the
tramn of feet, and soon the hermit re-
turned to us.

* That was Michael, the fellow who
get vou free,” he said.

" Yes, we recognized his voice.”

» I faney from his manner he was not
anxious to find you. But if Alexandro
knew the truth, poor Michacl’s head
would roll on the ground. I think you
had better remain till night.”

We slept some during the day, the old
hermit keeping a close watch for intru-
ders. At night we had a substantial
meal.

[low the old fellow managed to live
=0 well I could not imagine. I had al-
wavs associated with such hermits the
idea of continual fasting and want of
comforts.

But Schryada was not one of that
kind. We had roast fowl and vege-
tables, rice and coffee.

“Tow do you manage to obtain
food? " I asked.

“1 gather it. I have firearms, and
shoot-what meat I need. In my trips to
Orlitz and other places I buy what I
wizh.”

* Then vou have money even in this
place.” .

[Te smiled and shook his head and
zave no explanation.

As darkness came on I felt a reluc-
tance to leave the hermit, but I felt that
we must be on our way. He brought
from one of his secret storehouses two
rifles, with the ammunition for both.

“You are going out into the world
with vour lives to be defended,” he
said. “Take these. May the Almighty
hless vou and guide you safely to your
destination. I shall wateh over you
if vou are in trouble I shall know it.”
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“Do your eyes penetrate the dark-
ness and see all that happens in
Turkey? ” I asked.

ITe answered merely with his inseru-
table smile.

At dark we left him, and, following
his advice, took the road to Orlitz.

“ QOrlitz,” he explained, “is a Chris-
tian village. There you will find Syrians,
Greeks, and a few others, all Christians,
with a number of Jews. You will be re-
ceived with favor. Tell not who you are
or what your mission is. Say that you
arc missionaries. That is the hest ree-
ommendation you could have in Orlitz.

here are missionarics there.”

Leaving the cave, we took the little
winding road and pushed on as rapidly
as possible. When we reached the foot
of the mountain we saw the campfire of
some soldiers.

Not knowing what to expect from
them, we made a détour through the
woods, and thus escaped notice.

It was midnight when we reached a
small village on the highway. It scemed
to be asleep, as all such villages are.

We entered by way of a little turn in
the road, past an inn that showed no
hospitality, and took our way toward a
light we saw in the distance. We
reached the light and found it to he a
lantern hung outside a small inn kept
by another Nyrian, as we judged him
from his name.

The light ccemed to bid us welcome,
and I knocked at the door. There was
no answer, and I repeated the summons.

Finally a window was cautiously
opened and a head thrust out.

“Who are you at this time of
night?” was the demnand.

“We are missionaries, and have lost
our way,” I answered. “ We met the
good hermit Schryada, and he told us of
vour inn.”

“He did!”

The head was withdrawn, and in a few
moments the owner of it opened the
door.

“ Are you friends of Schryada?” he
asked.

“ We are. The hermit has entertained
us in his cave. But we were in haste to
proceed. Can you give us two rooms for
the night?”

“TIndeed, that T can do,” he said.
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“Yor friends of Schryada T will do all
that is possible. Will you eat?”

" No, we had a hearty supper at the
cave. We thank you”

“ Take your rifles to your rooms,” he
said.  “There are Turkish soldiers
about. Several Christian villages have
been attacked. We are waiting.”

“ But the village is dark. I thought
everybody was asleep.”

“No,” he said, shaking his head.
“XNo one is a\leep in Orlitz this night.
But if there is an attack, I will awaken
you. Come, I will show you to your
rooms.”

Adria was given a small but decent
room, and I, immediately across a little
hallway, was placed in a chamber that
would be about as large as a closet in an
ordinary house. But it had a bed, and
that was all 1 wanted.

“Are you afraid?” I asked Adria
when the landlord had gone.

“No,” she replied, “ I am not afraid,
but somehow I seem to know that the
night will not be spent peacefully.”

In the light of the lantern the man
had left us she secmed to he pale.

“ Ifear nothing,” T said. “ Go to hed
and sleep. T will take my bed {rowm my
room and place it across your door. No
one can disturb you without first waking
me.”

“ That gives mc a {celing of sceurity,”
she answered. Then she kissed me, and
the door was closed.

In a short time I was prone upon a
portion of my hed hefore the door of her
room. My rifle was grasped in my right
hand as I dozed.

CHAPTER XVIL
THE DEFENSE OF XUFET'S IXX.

Tr would not be truthful to say I slept.
But I did fall into a semi-conscious
state, in which brigands, Turks, Pashas,
and other elements of Turkish life were
entangled.

Perhaps I rested thus for an hour or
two, my bed being a rude straw mattress
thrown on the floor of the hall.

Whatever the length of time, it did
not seem long before I was startled by
a shout that rang through the inn and
awoke Adria, who, sccure with me as

THE ARGOSY.

the gnardian at the door, had fallen into
a refreshing slumber.

1 leaped to my feet and grasped my
rifie. Jor a moment thereafter all was
silent. Then a tremendous hubbub be-
gan.

I groped through the gloomy hall 1o
where the tumult secined greatest, and
found the proprietor of the inn gesticu-
lating wildly with his servants.

Two lanterns furnished the insuffi-
cient light they had, and from appear-
ances one could not make out whether
the affair was a riot or a gathering of
vociferous friends.

“ What is the trouble ? ” T asked.

*“Trouble! Oh, this is worse than
trouble!” groaned the inn-keeper,
whose name was Nufet. “This is

death.”

“That is the vortex of trouble for
some. Who says it is death?”

“Who says? Mashallah! Is that a
good word for a Christian?”

The man laughed in a manner that
proved he was beside himself with fear.

“1s it an attack?”

“ An attack! Tt is a massacre.
* Oh, come. T don’t see it.”

“The man killed by lightning never
sees the bolt.”

“But where is
makes it?”

“Turks! Turks! Turks!

ITe wrung his hands, and a more help-
Jess individual claiming the titfle man I
NEVEr saw.

“ But where?”

“In the village.
hear rifles? ”

I went to a near door and listened. I
could hear shooting in the distance, but
there was nothing to indicate that
battle was being fought in our imme-
diate vicinity.

“There is some kind of a fight,” 1
said. “ But it certainly is not near us.”

“Near us! It is too near us! I have
zcen these raids before this. In twenty
minutes a hundred Turks will be shoot-
ing us.”

“Well, then, what are you going to
D)
“Do!
ing.”

“You don’t seem to be thinking to
any good purpose. If you are sure the

the attack? Who

Tlark!

Do you not

do?
Do! That is what I am think-
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Turks will come here, let us get'a band
together who will fight.”

“ Fight! Tight! But we are Chris-
tians.”

“ Are you?” I asked, surveying the
cowering, cowardly group. “ The Lord
must be proud of you.”

T turned and walked back to the door
of Adria’s room. After a loud knock 1
heard her voice.

“Is that you, Frank?”

“Yes. Are you ready to come out?”

“1 am awake and dressed. 1 hear
shouting. Come in and tell me what it
is all about.”

T opened the door. The girl stood
near the window of her room with her
rifle ready for instant usc.

“1It is said that the Turks have at-
tacked the village,” T explained.

“That is what I thought it was,” she
said calmly. “ Are there many?”

“ Everybody here is too demoralized
by fear to know anything,” I answered.
“ Nufet, the proprictor of this grand
extablishment, who is a Christian, is
wringing his hands in terror, and doing
nothing to defend his place.”

“1 know,” she said. “They will
crouch and cower and then tell of the
great excess of numbers that overcame
them. I suppose a dozen wild brigands
arc attacking the village and could be
defeated in ten minutes by twenty de-
termined men.”

“1 believe you, Adria. But where
are we to get the twenty determined
men?”

“Well, I'll be one, and you are worth
three, so that’s four. If the innkeceper
will be another, that’s five. We ought to
get fifteen others.”

*Is this Paris education?”

“No, this is common secnse. The
world is filled with horrible news of
villages being -sacked and robbed and
the people tortured by bandits or
Turkish soldiers. Do you think that a
company of soldiers could sack a town
if the inhabitants fought like men?”

“ But the men are mostly in the army.
The women——"

“ Nonsense! I am a woman. If I
could not fight better than the average
man in Turkey I would-—well, I’d be
ashamed.”

“ And do you insist on fighting?”

12 A
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“1f this inn is attacked I shall fight
till my last-—no till next to my last cart-
ridge is gone. Then—we will say good-
hy.”

“You are a heroine. Then come!
Let’s get the crowd in order.”

The wildly gesticulating throng
scemed frightened by our appearance.
Adria and I each carried a rifle, and she,
in her peasant’s garh, seemed as danger-
ous ax a fighting man.

In fact, not one of the group knew she
was a girl.

“What will you do?” asked Nufet,
rubbing his hands together and glancing
with apprehension at our rifles.

“You fool!” I said. “ We are going
to defend this inn. 1lave you no guns?”

“Yes, we have guns.”

“Then why not get them out and de-
fend your homes?”

“ But the Osmanli?”

*“ Nufet, you are cither a fool ov the
biggest coward I know. Now get your
guns and let us stand together and de-
feat these Turks.”

“But they cannot be defeated.”

“Well, yvou are the limit. A few
women from my country could teach
vour men courage. Get the guns.”

“Alas!”

“ Cut out your alas! Get the guns

Nufet looked at me a moment in
dumb surprise. 1 had clubbed the rifle
Schryada had given me, and stood as if
ready to batter out what little brains he
had.

“T will,” he said sullenly, and left.

Shortly he returned with half a dozen
nmiserable old rifles that had not been
used in years and were about at the
end of their period of usefulness when
they had been in service.

“Now get your men,” I ordered him.

“They are coming! Listen!” he

1

ceried. < Who will fight?”

“Alll” shouted the group.

Nufet flung the rifles on the floor and
fled. We saw his portly and manly form
disappearing through a doorway lead-
ing to some hiding-place he had benecath
the level of the ground.

The others, about six in number,
turned to flee in like manner.

“Stop or 1 will kill you allt” 1
shouted, aiming my rifle at the one near-
est the door. '
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“ Ah, effendi, do not shoot! We are
Christians!” cried one.

* Well, if you don’t take these rifles
and do some fighting you’ll all go to
vour Heavenly reward,” I said, now too
angry to be choice of speech. “ Get that
coward Nufet out of that cellar. Load
these guns. If I catch a man among you
running away, I’ll shoot, and T can shoot
straighter than the Osmanlis.”

“ Wewill! We will!” they cried.

One, who was a Syrian like Nufet,
ruzhed to the cellar and returned with
the innkeeper, trembling in every limb.

“ Here, you!” I said. “ We are going
to defend this place. Do you intend to
help, or do you want to be shot now?”

“Oh, effendi, —But what will you
do??”

¢ Shoot you if you don’t lend a hand.
Understand that, my friend?”

“ But we are men, and can ran and
hide. If there were woman to protect!”

* Have you no wife?”

“Yes, but—she is old—it will not
matier.”

“ This,” 1 said, turning to Adria, “is
what is called Christianity in the East.”

“ Such cowards!” she cried. * Tell
them I "

“No,” I said, =~ we are all men here,
and we will fight. Now get those guns
ready for action. Do you not hear the
attack coming nearer?”

“Yes,” said Nufet. “That is why I
am afraid.”

There was a voung Jewish traveler
who sold rugs, and he seemed the
bravest of the lot. He picked up a rifle
and looked at it.

“These are loaded,” he said. “ 1 will
stand by you.”

A Persian, too, traveling with two
camels, so he told me, picked up a rifle
and looked down the barrel to see if it
was ready for use. A kick at the old lock
would soon have proven to his satisfac-
tion that it was.

A Greek took up another and picked
at the lock, with the result that an ex-
plosion ocecurred, sending a hullet so
near Nufet’s head that that martyr fell
upon his face and began to pray.

Truly, if it had not been for the fact
that I had Adria to think of. this would
have been to me a most ludicrous scene.
There was scarcely a man in the ecrowd
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brave enough to take a gun and face the
Turks I knew were coming, for I could
hear the firing.

“If what Schryada told us is frue,”
said Adria, “ why do the Turks attack a
peaceful village? ”

“To make 1t unpeaceful,” I answered.
“That is the only reasonable explana-
tion, but we have no proof that what
Schryada said was true.”

The roars and shouts of men outside
suddenly became very audible.

“ Bar the doors!” I ordered.

Nufet seecmed to sink into himself.
The others accepted me as their leader.

The doors wcre barred, and they
stood waiting for orders.

“Take a window—two to each, and
shoot any man with a gun, for such are
on no peaceful errand to-night.”

I did not care if I killed a hundred
Turks. Adria’s life was in my keeping.

I reasoned that any measure was
justifiable if it prevented her from fall-
ing into the hands of the Turks.

The Jew, who was the foremost
among the group, leaped to a window. A
moment later I heard his rifle.

“ Have they come? 7 I asked.

“ I saw one and fired,” he replied. “1
am not going to wait till they come.”

“ There you are,” 1 said to the group.
“There is a man. You fire at any man
you sec with a gun. If all the other in-
habitants of Orlitz are like you, you
won’t hit a villager because they will be
in their cellars hiding.”

“ Come,” said the Jew. “1 see sev-
eral. 1t is time to fight.”

CHAPTER XVIII.
THE END OF THE BATTLE.

Apr14 stood by my side at a window.
The Jew, true to his first evidence of
courage, was blazing away with his old
rifle. Nufet, waking up to what might
almost be called courage, joined him.

I peered into the darkness, and as I
saw a man run from one cover to an-
other, I fired. There was a howl.

Rifles were fired toward us, too, but
none took effect, except to bring cries of
terror from Nufet and the Persian.

Adria,  truly belicve, was the coolest

person in the inn. Calmly she stood at
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the window and fired as she saw any one
at whom to aim.

The rear was guarded by some of the
others, and it seemed to me that the at-
tacking band was a small one, and now
the onslaught had concentrated round
Nufet’s inn.

[ hoped to sec the men of the village
come to our assistance, but none did.

“ This is what will be called a terrible
battle to-morrow,” I said. “ Why, two
dozen men of this village, if they were
brave enough, could drive out these ma-
rauders. But they are skulking in cel-
lars to find safety.”

Adria’s answer was to fire.

Then for a time there was no one to
be seen, ‘and the firing ceased. Nufet
was for congratulating oursclves that
we had vanquished the enemy.

“Don’t be so quick about the con-
gratulations,” I told him. “ You are as
fast to stop a fight as you are slow to
enter one. Those fellows are only plan-
ning. We must remain right here and
be ready for a worse attack.”

“The cowards,” said the Persian,
whose teeth were chattering in terror.
“ Why do they not come out and fight? ”

“That is about the least favor they
could do you,” I told him in disgust.

I wanted to show him the courage of
a woman, but dared not speak of Adria
being in disguise.

“ Hush your noise,” said the Jew.
“ Tt will be an attack by fire. See?”

From behind a building there came
two men with torches. They made a
rush, and I fired at the foremost.

He fell, but groped away, leaving his
torch in the street. The other, missed
by the Jew, came on. Ile flung his torch,
and it struck the front of the building.

“ What is this? A wooden building? ”
1 asked Nufet.

*“This is a modern inn,” he answered
from the corner.

“ Fireproof, clevators, and all,” 1 said,
and Adria laughed.

It was a miserable affair at best. So
far from modern was it that I wondered
that Nufet even knew the word.

The torch fell to the street without
doing any harm, and the one who threw
it fled to shelter.

“Ts this a wooden building ? ” T asked
again.
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“ No, it is made of clay.”

“ Well, they can’t set fire to mud,” I
saic¢. “ Now get ready to give a volley to
the first one who shows himself. Don't
be afraid. They can’t see us, and we can
sce them. Here come three with torches.
Liet go!”

TFour rifles blazed out, and one Turk
fell. Away went the others, dragging
his body with them, and from the band
there came a shout that Allah was Allah
and Mahomet was the prophet of Allah.

No one cared particularly about the
truth of this, but kept a close watch on
the point from which they had all been
appearing.

“TLook!” T cried. “ They are mov-
ing.”

We could see them slouching from
one house to another in the rear. Where
the owners of those houses were it was
impossible to tell. Probably hiding
somewhere under the floor.

“ Shall we fire ?”” asked the Jew.

“ No, not unless they attack. We do
not wish to take life nnnecessarily.”

The Turks slunk away, and for a time
all was quiet. We remained at our
posts, and Nufet became very brave
again.

“1 knew they could not enter this
inn,” he said boastfully.

“Oh, vou knew!” T rcjoined. « Well
now, let me tell you what I know. 1
know that if yon didn’t have hrave men
here to-night to defend your inn, it
would hy this time be sacked and you
probably dead. I also know that if vou
don’t get us coffee and liquor at onee I’I1
pound your head.”

“Yes,” he said with eagerness. “ I’ll
O.”

“ Funny,” remarked the Jew. ¢ That
kitehen must be a safe place.”

While Adria and I were smiling at
this observation, we heard the patter of
feet on the street, and put our guns out
of the window, ready to shoot.

Two people, a man and a woman,
came rushing up.

“Oh, let us in,” eried the man.
is the only safe place in Orlitz.”

“ All Orlitz would be safe if you had
some men in it,” I said. “ Where is
vour rifle?”

“1 left it home, fearing T would bhe
killed if the Osmanlis saw me with it.”

“This
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“ Brave man! Do come in. Nufet, let
the hero enter. For it is such as he that
will defend Orlitz to-night.”

Nufet had just appeared with some
liquor. The frightened woman who en-
tered gulped some down, and fell shud-
dering in a faint on the floor. The man
stood waiting for his.

“ (et a gun and make ready to fight!”
I said.

“ But—but we came for shelter.”

“Tl give you shelter!” I told him
angrily. “I never saw so cowardly a lot
of fools as there seems to be in Orliiz.
Now get a gun, and if you don’t stand
up and fight when the time comes I'll
shoot you myself.”

Shudderingly he took a rifle.

“ Are you one of the Christian popu-
lation?” 1 asked.

“No, I am Islam.”

“Well, T am glad,” T said. “ I would
dislike to know that all the cowards
were Christians.”

“ You must not be too harsh,” put in
Adria. “ They have been persecuted so
long.”

The opinion of the newcomers that
the inn was the safest place in Orlitz
proved to be shared by many. Others
came running, some with rifles and
others with spears and swords, and soon
the tavern was crowded with defenders.

“You could have driven the Turks
out of Orlitz,” I =aid to one.

“Yes, but we had no leader. We will
fight now,” he answercd.

We heard a shout that seemed to
promise an attack, and I ordercd Nufet
to tock the door.

“ Oh, wait!” said Adria. “ See these
people!”

A man and woman came rushing to
the door. They were quite aged, yet the
man was firm and bore a rifle.

Upon entering, in the feeble light of
the lantern Nufet carried I saw that he
was white-haired, as was the woman
with him. He was a handsome man, and
she had once been a handsome woman.

“May we join vour forces?” asked
the man. “TI heard there was a brave
little band making a stand at Nufet’s
inn, and we rushed with the rest to join
vou. Where are the Turks?”

“They slunk away, but I think we
shall have another attack soon.”
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“ Let them come,” he said grimly. “I
have taught Christ fo these people, my
wife and I have suffered much in Europe
and Asia, and great sorrow has been
ours. But the Lord does not call {or
martyrs at the hands of these devils, and
1 shall fight to defend my wife.”

“Glory halleluiah!” I shouted.
“ (Give me your hand! 1 wanted another
real man. Now then, you cowards, get
together and stand ready! If anybody
hides I’ll shoot him. Here they come!”

And come they did, with “ Allah 11
Allah, Mahomet Ressoul Allah?”
secrcamed from every throat.

“Tire!” 1 commanded.

The Turks, scomingly amazed at the
increased amount of firing, halted.

“Again!” I shouted. “ We've got
them now!”

Once more the Jew, the white-haired
man, and Adria and 1 let fly our
charges, and some of the others fol-
lowed us. The Turks, now cowed by our
display of force, turned away and ran
down the street.

Suddenly there was a tremendous out-
ery. Torches flashed. Cries of rage and
pain could be heard. A terrible rifle
firing was kept up continuously, but not
at us.

“Down with the Osmanlis!” came a
cry, and I knew the voice for Alexan-
dro’s.

“Down with the tax-gatherers!”
came another shout, and I knew our
friend Michael was in the field.

It was soon over. The bandits, over-
coming by superior numbers and cour-
age their opponents, soon had them
either wounded or captured, and prob-
ablv both.

The attack on Orlitz was over, and I
thought of the hermit Schryada.

CHAPTER XIX.
THE MISSIONARY’S PRAYER.

Nurer managed to get some coffee
going round by the time the firing had
ceased.

“ 1 tell you,” he said boastfully, as he
handed a cup to the Jew who had
fought so bravely, “I knew they could
not sack this house. I have kept them
off hefore.”



FORCED INTO SOLDIERY

“You! You keep them off! ” was the
reply. “ You wouldn’t stand up before
two children.”

“0Oh, I know how to fight.”

“Hurry up,” I said. “TI want some
coffee, and so do these other people. We
saved your inn for you, now get us some
refreshment.”

“I am now upon that errand,” said
Nufet blandly, and he procecded about
it in his leisurely way.

“ Do you consider us out of danger
now ? 7 asked the white-haired man.

“Yes, sir, I think with the cessation
of firing the Turks have gone out of
business. I know those bandits, and
they are very thorough in their work.”

“I should much regret any loss of
life,” he said. “ But I am glad that God
has spared us, and He uses His own
methods in His work.”

“ The losses in these bloody affrays in
the East are much exaggerated,” 1 ex-
plained. “I don’t suppose a life has
been taken in Orlitz to-night.”

“ No, I suppose not, but that was due
to the courageous stand you made here,
and the arrival of the bandits. Let us,
however, not forget our debt to Him
who has preserved us. Let us pray.”

The white-haired man looked noble,
almost sublime, as he stood with his
flowing snowy locks falling to his shoul-
ders. livery person present, and therc
was a  motley horde, respectfully
listened.

“Qur Ifather,” he began, “we bow
before Thee to-night in thanksgiving.
Thou hast once again shown Thy mercy
and hast brought us through danger and
into safety. Accept our thanks, O Lord,
for this exhibition of Thy love and eare
for those who are Thy children. Let
the light of the truc word be sgread in
this land that these things shall come
to pass no more. It is in Thy teachings
that we learn to spare onr fcllows and
turn our minds to ways of peace.

“ And now, let this, our daily prayer,
ascend to Thee, and even in the evening
of our lives let the petition sent up from
the hearts of my faithful companion
and myself be answered ere we part
from carth. Let Thy blessing fall upon
us in our work, and permit us, O Lord,
once more to gaze upon the features of
that one whom Thou gavest, and who
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hath now been lost to us since infancy.
O Lord, day after day for seventeen
years we have sent up this prayer, and
vet have learned not the dwelling place
of the Greek Gironda, nor if he and our
child are still alive——"

“Father! Mother!”

The ery came from Adria with a tem-
pestuons outpouring of cmotion. The
old man paused, for in the young peas-
ant with me he could have had no
thought of finding a woman.

The missionary turned and gazed,
while his wife, staring with eyes that
grew brighter, rose beside him.

“Henry!” she said. “Ienry! Let
us be careful what we do.”

“Who are your ” asked the man, and
his voice quivered.

“T am Adria Morton,” she answered.
“(ironda is dead, and told me—be-
fore——"

She could say no more, but flung her-
sclf into the arms of the missionary’s
wife and wept with her.

“'This amazes me,” said the mission-
ary, turning to me with a puzzled ex-
pression. “Is yvour companion a givl?”

“Yes, and che has adopted the peas-
ant’s dress as a measure of safety. Are
you Henry Morton? ”

“Yes, that is my name. You know
the story?”

“ Gironda told it to me as he was dy-
ing. Adria and I have had some rough
experiences, and escaped only a few
hours ago from those same bandits that
gaved us from the Turks. My name is
Frank WebDh. I am delighted, of course,
at the way things have turned out to-
night, but would never have expected to
meet you in Furope. Gironda said you
were in Armenia.”

“Yes, we have been in many places,
a spirit of unrest keeping us forever
moving and inquiring, searching, for the
(Greek to whom we gave our child for
safe-keeping.  We trusted him, but for
years we have believed he was false 1o
the trust. We conld not find him.”

“He was a rich merchant of Salonika.
Adria inherits all his wealth.”

“Do you tell me this? My girl a rich
woman? ”

“Rich, I should say, to compare with
one worth millions in America.”

“ But Gironda was poor.”

3
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* He made much moncy in Salonika.”

« Father!”

Adria had left her mother and ad-
vanced to the old man. He broke down,
and with a sob clasped her to his breast.

“ Our prayer at last is answered!” he
cricd. “The Lord God has watched
over you and over us, and now has again
brought us together. This is indeed the
Lour we have been praying for for so
many years.”

“Say, what is this little scene?”
azked the Jew, who did not understand
the English that was used.

“ This, my valiant friend,” I said, ““is
the reunion of daughter and parents
after seventeen yvears.”

“Tell us about it. All these people
know the missionary and love him. Tell
them the story.”

so, as well as I could, I rehearsed the
tuic of Adria, and had an audience that
hung upon my words with every breath.

“This is a fairy tale,” said the Per-
sian. “1I seem to drcam. We have a bat-
tle, then a domestic scene. Well, here is
nore coffee. It is well to eelebrate such
an event.”

The interest in Adria’s case was such
that no ene thought of time; and the
dawn found us all still at Nufet’s inn
{aiking about the strange cireumstance
ol the meeting of Adria and her parents.

=1t is daylight,” said Mr. Morton,
pointing through the open door at the
growing dawn. “ We have had no sleep,
atd all must be weary. Let us go to our
homes. The Lord has preserved us.”

They dispersed, in twos and threes,
and finally the missionary started.

“You, Mr. Webb, must accompany
us. T do not know the exact state of
ailairs between you and my danghter. I
trust and believe it is honorable.”

“Tt could be nothing else,” 1 told
him. “T have learned to love your
daughter, and believe she thinks well
of me.”

“ Father, I love him,” said Adria.
“ He has been good and kind and hrave.
But for him, with Gironda dying in that
mosque, and the bandits, T do not know
what I should have done. Certainly, it
would have been worse for me, and I
wmight have—might have—killed my-
self.”

“But we will not talk of that,” he
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said. “ Let us go to our home and there
we can talk the matter over. Mr. Webl,
I'look upon you then as my son. Come
with us.”

We went to the cottage occupied by
the missionaries, enjoyed a breakfast,
and then a sleep.

After that it was the same old ques-
tion. what to do, where to go?

“To my mind,” said Mr. Morton,
after I had told him the conversation
with Schryada in the cave, ¢ this hermit
is more than half right. Certainly your
position is peculiar. But I am not with-
out influence at Constantinople, and
perhaps my presence at Salonika will
not injure you. Your mines arc at Mog-
lena, and your home Salonika. Let us go
there {irst.”

“ My interests are at Salonika until
I can sce just what I possess,” said
Adria. “ Gironda owned a house there,
and that is now mine.”

“T fear nothing,” said Mrs. Morton,
who sat constantly with her arm around
Adria. “ And I want to see my daughter
in her own garh.”

“ Let us waste no time. We will brave
the pashas in their lair,” said Mr. Mor-
ton with a laugh.

I never saw two such happy people,
nor three, including Adria, but I think
the old people, who had prayed inces-
santly for seventeen ycars for this
meecting, showed the greatest buoyancy.

They were not troubled with the fears
that leset Adria, who confided to me
that she dreaded what Achmet Bey
might do when we reached Salonika.

“ My darling, with your father and
me to guard you, you need not fear
Achmet Bey,” I answered.

“Tt is not so much that. But what
will he do to you?”

“Let’s go and sce.”

It did not take long for Mr. and Mrs,
Morton to pack their few belongings.
The railroad was again running, and at
Mitziska we took the train.

We arrived in Salonika to find the city
quiet. We went first to Gironda’s house,
only to find it closed. The servants had
left, fearing what might be expected to
those who remained faithful.

We discovered a saddler near by who
had been intrusted with the care of the
house, and he at once admitted us, and
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sent members of his own family to wait
upon us until we could complete the
(uota of servants the place demanded.

“ Let us visit Mahmoud I’asha,” said
Mr. Morton. “ We can gain nothing by
delay.”

“ Father, be careful!”
tioned him.

“ My dear child,” said Mr. Morton,
looking at her fondly, clad now as she
was in the ordinary garb she had
brought from Paris, “1 have traveled
from Erzeroum to Orlitz, have been in
Sofia, and Belgrade, have visited many
pashas and valis, and am here yet. I'ear
nothing.”

We went together to the palace, and
upon announcing our names were ad-
mitted to the presence of Mahmoud
Pasha.

The Vali of Macedonia was sitting
cross-legged as usual, smoking his
chibouk. His little eyes twinkled when
he saw me.

“ Excellency,” 1 said, “I have re-
turned, and take pleasure in presenting
my friend Effendi Morton, a missionary
in your province.”

“1 am pleased to meet the effendi,”
said Mahmoud calmly. “ How did you
find vour mines?”

“ My mines? I have not been near my
niines since you released me from prison
to go learn who was the leader of the
revolt against the Sultan.”

“Is that true?” he asked, with an
effort at surprise. “ And did you
learn? ”

i« Yes'33

“Who?”

“The Sultan.”

Mahmoud Pasha stopped smoking a
moment and looked at me, then at Mr.
Morton. His face was a perfect blank.
One could not tell what was behind the
little pig-like cyes.

Adria cau-

“ I think it is about over anyhow,” Tic
said. “The Powers have modified the
intended reforms, and I think we shall
have peace. Iave you met the Greek
Gironda and his daughter? ™

“ (lironda is dead, and his daughter
is Adria Morton, daughter of the
effendi. T want to know what my status
is to be in Salonika. Am I safe from per-
secution?” :

“ Persecution? Persecution?” ve-
peated Mahmoud Pasha, resuming his
pipe. “ There is no persecution here.
Effendi Morton is equally safe. I know
his name well. You will remain and de-
velop vour mines, of course.”

“Yes, and expect to marry Adria. |
wish protection for her from Achmet
Bey.”

“That,” said Mahmoud,” is easily
granted. Achmet Bey is dead.”

“ Dead! How was he killed?”

“ Be satisfied without too many ques-
tions. Achmet Bey is dead, peace will
soon Treign again, and your mines and
vour persons are safe. Do you believe
me?”

[13 YCS.”

“Yes,” added Mr. Morton.

Mahmoud howed and smiled, and we
returned to Gironda’s house.

There Mr. Morton united Adria and
me in marriage,and there we are all four
living still, and I am happy to say that
Adria’s fortune, with the increasing
prosperity of my mines, enables us to
enjoy the good things of life, as well as
permit Mr. and Mrs. Morton to use
ample wealth to promote the growth of
Christianity in Tuarkey.

Among our friends we count Mah-
moud Pasha, and I have never pressed
bim for an explanation of Achmet Bey’s
death or perfidy to me. There are things
better left alone, and as we are happy,
1 am content.

THE END.
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THE Boston maid refused his hand
Because he knocked, and she
Inquired, “Who is knocking?” and

He answered, “It is me.”



RUMBLE’S RHEUMATIC REMEDY.

BY MASTERS B. STEVENS.

Detailing the surprising outcome of an attempt to hold up a firm of patent medicine
manufacturers.

ILE fat man was Rumble. 1le, with
three companions, had just fin-
ished the best dinner afforded by the
dining car of the * Transcontinental,”
and now, having 1it their cigars—all ex-
cept the thin man, who drew forth a
Turkish cigarette instead—they were
leaning back in calm enjoyment, with
occasional glimpses at the landscape out
of the windows,
Suddenly there came into the picture
a long sweep of level country, and along
the pike which paralleled the railway

ran a high board fence resplendent in a

coat of whitewash.

Rumble had been almost overcome by
an after-dinner lethargy, but when he
saw the fence, he straightened up, threw
hack his shoulders, and called the atten-
tion of the others to the sign upon it.

“ Rumble’s Rheumatic Remedy,” re-
peated several times, was the first sim-
pie announcement; then, having pre-
sented the article, the signs procecded
to sound its virtues.

“1t Is Good,” the black paint upon
the white fence said—but not satisfied
with this, “It Is Best” soon came
boldly into view. ¢ Use It,” “ Use It,”
“Use It,” was repeated for half a mile,
it scemed ; and the whole ended, in let-
ters larger and blacker than the rest—
as if to take the place of an orator’s
peroration—with the blazoned letter-
ing, half announcement and half com-
mand: “ Rheumatic Remedy. The Best
Rheumatic Remedy. Use It! Use Tt!
Remember! Rumble’s!™

The thin man sneered.

“ A pleasing adornment of the land-
scape.”

The barbed shaft of satire passed
harmlessly by Rumble.

“You bet,” he replied; “shows that
¢ there’s something doing,” as we say in
Chicago.”

1t was evident that Rumble wanted to
talk. He was obliged to talk when Rum-

ble’s Rheumatic Remedy happened to be
mentioned.

Rumble was the Rheumatic Remedy,
and the Rheumatic Remedy was Rum-
ble; they were twin brothers of com-
merce—and Rumble himself was dark
and squat, like the bottles which held
the Remedy.

“Want to hear how it happened?

It was evident to all present that
Rumble intended to tell the story
whether they cared to hear or not.
tumble was like a bottle of the Remedy
which had been unduly heated; there
was a mighty effervescence going on in-
side, and the cork was bound to fly.

Two of Rumble’s companions bowed
pleasant assent; only the thin man
spoke:

“You headed the African exploring
parly which discovered the wonderful
root, I suppose?”

Again the fat man was impervious to
the thin man’s satire.

“ African root, fiddiesticks,” Rumble
responded brazenly. “ The stuff is made
right in our laboratory in good old
¢ Chic.” but it’s none the less all right for
that. Our signs, of which you have just
seen a sample, but which could as well
be scen where the Japs are fighting the
Russians—for they girdle the carth—
tell nothing but the truth when they say
that Rumble’s is the v-e-r-y b-e-s-t, the
only rheumatic remedy on earth.”

Rumble settled himself more casily in
his seat as he continued:

“It was twelve years ago—or will be
in a day or two—that I stood on the
corner of G Avenue and State Street in
Chicago with one dollar and a quarter
in my pocket and no immediate pros-
peet of getting more. I was trying to
practise law—and I was sleeping on a
lounge in my office and burning Con-
gressional Records to keep warm. Ifat?
Well, T had a stout leather belt, and
hadn’t used quite all the buckle holes.
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“ Well sir. I stood there on that cor-
ner, with the snow drifting into my
shoes—they were low-quarters, and I
had no overcoat, either—looking in at
the radiance of a large, red globe, such
as apotheearies display. Seemed to kind
o' warm me up.

“ That was the first time T ever paid
anv attention to rheumatic remedies. I
saw a placard in the window advertising
one, and the thing went on to say that
a reward of one hundred dollars would
be paid for any case which the stuff
didn’t cure.

“ My resolution was taken on the in-
stant. I went inside and bought a hottle,
paying my last dollar for if, and taking
carc to get the gnarantec form. That
was simply a printed slip, but after a
good deal of kicking, the druggist certi-
fied in writing on the back of it that he
had sold me the medicine, and that I
had bought it with the distinct under-
standing that the reward offer was
bona fide.

“Did I have the rheumatizm? Well,

not bad—Dbut I did have a touch of it:

in one arm, the result of exposure, and
it bothered me a good deal. Got so bad
sometimes that 1 couldn’t sign a check
for my office rent.

“ But of course a man wouldn’t spend
his last dollar to curc a trifling ailment
like that. Not at all. I had a scheme.
I intended to use the medicine, declare
it had not cured me (I had no idea that
it would) and then demand the hun-
dred plunks.

“ IFake offer? Why, of course it was,
and I knew it. But suppose, when they
refused to pay the reward, I should en-
ter suit?

< I was a lawyer, remember, and suit
wouldn’t have cost me a penny—and im-
agine the lot of bad advertising I could
have given them! Would they stand for
having it declared in the public prints
that I, Rumble, a reputable attorney,
had brought suit against them because
they had not fulfilled their contract of
cure? 1 was betting my last dollar that
thev wouldn’t.”

“ Blackmail,” cscaped in a whisper
from the thin man, with the smoke of
his cigarette.

“ Have vou ever been hungrv? ” Rum-
ble inquired, turning on him sharply.
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3ut nothing could long ruffle his
serenity, and he continued:

“Well, I went home—to my office-
residence, that is—threw Volume XXI
into my rusty old heater (the weather
was bitter cold; I had started on Vol-
ume X only the day before) and took a
big dosc of the medicine.

“And the blamed stuff cured! At
least the pain in my arm disappeared,
and after I had taken the whole bottle,
it didn’t come back.

“But 1 wouldn’t give up—that’s
never been Rumble’s way. There was an
old colored porter in my building——old
Tnele Jim, we called him—and Uncle
Jim had the rheumatism so bad that his
hands looked like birds’ claws. In the
mean time, 1 had won a suit in a justice
court, (What? Yes—the lawyer on the
other side was sick), and had collected a
fec of three dollars.

*“I went back to that drug store,
bought another bottle of the stuff, took
the guarantee as before, and commenced
work on Uncle Jim. Ought to have
started on him in the first place.

* My persistence was rewarded. The
old darky smacked his lips every time I
gave him a dose, but it didn’t do his
‘rheumatiz ” a bit of good.

“ I was just about to make my demand
for the reward (in the name of Uncle
Jim) when I happened one evening to
go into the storc where I had bought
the medicine. Went in to warm up, to
tell the truth ”—with a look of defiance
toward the thin man.

“ While I was there, I got to thinking
how strange it was that the medicine
had cured me so quickly and completely
and hadn’t benefited Uncle Jim at all—
and while I was thinking, my cyes roved
aronnd to the shelf from which I had
scen the clerk take the bottles.

“I noticed that where my bottle had
stood, therc was a broad stain on the
shelf, and that just above it was an
open pipe, still dripping with a brown-
ish, viseid lquid. And then I remem-
bered that my bottle had been very
much stained-—that it scemed to have
been at some time opened and then re-
corked.

“ A clue? Tt looked mightily like it
to me, and I've never made a study of
deductiong, cither.
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“1 hatched a pretense to visit the
upper floor, which was used as a lab-
oratory, and I found out what it was
that had dripped from the pipe into my
bottle. T grew enthusiastic—I grew ex-
travagant; I bought still another bottle
of that rheumatic remedy, and with it I
mixed a generous proportion of the in-
gredient which I had accidentally dis-
covered.

“T fed old Jim on it for a week, and
at the end of that time he was just like
a colt that has been on grass all summer
—his fingers straightened out, and he
capered around like a boy. Before that,
he had always called me ¢ Captain’; sud-
denly he raised me in rank to ¢ Colonel,
and told me that I reminded him of € his
old marster, ol Jedge Bledsoe, down in
good ol’ Kaintucky, yessir” That was
the highest compliment Jim could pay
to any man.

“ But, gentlemen, when I went up
into that dark and dingy laboratory—
right then and there—Rumble’s Rheu-
matic Remedy was born—and from out
of that darkness a bright star of hope
was arising for those who had suffered
and despaired.”

Rumble wrote the circulars for his
company, and although in this instance
he had ascended to figurative language,
he had not by any means reached the
heights which he had attained in his
literary-commercial productions. They
were gems admittedly.

Around them he had thrown the mys-
ticism of far-off Africa (as hinted by the
thin man), and as a means for discover-
ing the root of which the compound was
supposed to be made, he had woven in
a touching love story concerning the
princess of some unexplored section of
the continent, and an explorer who had
become lost and had wandered to her
domain.

It was said that old maids who read
the story bought a bottle of the medi-
cine whether they had the rheumatism
or not.

But sentiment, outside of circulars,
was wasted, so Rumble continued:

“Of course I gave up all idea of en-
tering suit for a paltry hundred dollars.
Instead, early one morning I went to
the office of Simpkins—he was the pres-
ident of the company that made the
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medicine; I got to him at last through
an army of office boys and clerks, and
opened fire without delay.

¢ I used onc bottle of your medicine,’
I told him, ¢ and it cured me.

“T expected that he would show some
emotion—might possibly fall on my
breast, or at least grasp me warmly by
the hand.

Nothing of the kind. He merely
looked me over with a fishy cye and said:

“¢The advertising division is on the
top floor; you should go there.

“‘But I tell you it cured me, I re-
sponded. He did seem a little surprised
at this, but merely repeated his former
directions and called an office boy to
show me the way.

“Now, a hint to Rumble is enough.
I had often wondered how these fellows
got their testimonials—and I thought
that T had found out.

“ Simpkins didn’t believe I had been
cured—at least, he didn’t care whether
IThadbeen or not; he thought simply that
T had come in to sell him a testimonial.
Of course I hadn’t gone there with anv
such idea—I was out for bigger game—
but I began to see that there might be
some money in it for me, and just at that
time I needed the money badly to aid me
in my main project.

“1 followed the boy—a grinning kid
he was, "bout sixteen—and I soon found
out that my surmises were correct.

“‘ They’ll give you twenty-five bucks,”
the kid said, as we lahored up the stair-
way together.

“T inquired why prices varied.

“¢Why, if you had gide-burns, and
some sort o’ uniform—7plecce, vou
know, or fireman—they’d give vou a
hunderd. Them’s the best kind—
pictures shows up good in de papers.”

“That boy proved to be a second
Elijah. 1 signed a stereotyped testi-
monial form, had my picture taken—in
the act of throwing away a pair of
crutches—and received twenty-five dol-
lars.

“ (Guess none of you fellows has ever
heen as hard up as that, eh? But I had
to have the money, and if you’ll listen a
little longer, you’ll see why. I did it in
pursuance of my policy—the ‘mnever
give up’ policy of Rumble.

“What did I do with the five V57
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Bought an overcoat. One of those great,
heavy, long overcoats, that, with your
shoes shined, will make you look dressed
up, even if your shirt is hanging by one
string. Of course my shirt wasn’t—I
had two strings. Then I was ready to
interview Simpkins again, and I went
hack the day after my first visit.

“T told him I knew his medicine was
a lake, and that he knew it. He scowled
at me. I told him about the bottle I had
hought—but 1 didn’t tell him where I
had bought it—mentioned that it had
been left open, and that something—
the Great Something, gentlemen—had
dropped into it; something that, added
to the ingredients already in the medi-
cine, would make a compound that
would cure rheumatism, surely and
without fail.

“He declared that they were doing
the biggest business in the country, and
making harrels of money.

*“ But I pointed out how much more
could be made if he had a medicine that
would really cure; a medicine that in it-
self would create a demand—advertis-
ing hardly necessarv—houschold word
—babics ery for it—all that, you
know. And I wound up by demanding—
ves sir, demanding—that when the use
of my formula was begun, the firm be
changed into a corporation, and that
one-forth of the entire stock be issued
to me.

“ No, I don’t guess I needed any nerve
food along about that time. But even if
I didn’t have on a whole shirt, I had on
that big overcoat, and it gave me lots
of moral support. Besides, I knew 1 had
a good thing.

*“But I couldn’t budge him. Natur-
allv. Not on the first try. Didn’t expect
it. But never give up, you know.

“1 went back to my office and pre-
pared an advertisement something like
this: ¢ Rumble’s Rheumatic Remedy. A
Company for the Manufacture of this
Remedy is Now Being Formed. Twenty-
Five Thousand Dollars has Already
Been Subscribed—Confidently Belicved
an Annual Dividend of Ten per cent will
Ire Patd—Come Quick so yon Won’t be
(‘rowded.’

* Oh, I tell vou I turned out a rip-
snorter; what I have quoted is simply a
rough draft from memory, and does not

do justice to the beauty of the original,
as they say in the picturc catalogues.

“Who subscribed the twenty-five
thousand dollars? Why, I did. Nothing
wrong about that, was there? If a Jcl-
low can’t subscribe to his own company,
whose can he subscribe to?

“ But I didn’t expect to sell the stock.
Of course not—but I wanted to make
Simpkins think I could—and he rose to
the bait like a cat-fish.

“ Asked me to come to see him.

“1 got busy, arranged with a friend
for desk-room in his office for a day or
two, and then sent word to Simpkins
that I was very much engaged, but that
if he wanted to see me he might call at
my suite of offices in the Highseraper
Building. Of course I realized that my
old hall room wouldn’t have impressed
anybody.

“Simpkins came all right, and I re-
ceived him in the atmosphere of soff
carpets, picturcs on the walls, ting-a-
lings, roll tops, and all that.

“ And my overcoat. I should be an in-
grate if I should fail to give that con-
cealer of my sartorial defects due eredit.
I didn’t take the coat off—that would
have DLeen disastrous—threatened with
grip you know; and as I sat in front of
that big mahogany desk, 1 tell you I
made a pretty good front.

“What! Pasadena already? And you
bovs want to get off and see the geysers ?
ot water instead of hot air, ¢h?

“ Well, there’s not much more to tell,
any way. Simpkins sulked a little, but
Rumble had his hooks into him, and he
just had to comme. That old laboratory
over the drug store was the beginning of
Rumble’s Rheumatic Remedy, and of
the success of Rumble—a success that I
may say has relieved the anguish of
thousands, has made the lame to walk,
the halt to run, and proved a boon in-
deed to poor humanity; see Circular
G-133.7

So pleased was Rumble with his tale,
and his manner of telling it, that he con-
cluded with a smile at his own expense.

The thin man had been listening in-
tently: and now as he threw away his
cicarette and leaned forward to make
the inquiry, his face was fox-like:

“ And—er—er—Rumble, I say, what
was it that dripped from the pipe?”
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It was the fat man’s turn. lle
yawned, and, looking mnot at the thin
man but out of the window, he said:

“ Funny how I always get sleepy after
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a meal. Guess I'll just go to the other
coach and take a little snooze.”

And Rumble rumbled off to the parlor
car.

THE WIDOW AND THE AGENT.

BY RUTH NETTLETON.

A story of house hunting, in the course of which two people found that for which they
had not been looking.

RS. FISBY’S blood was leaping

with the intoxication of the

hunt, and she ascended the front steps

of the thirteenth house with an elastic-

ity that caused the patient little agent
who accompanicd her to groan aloud.

“T have a sort of feeling in my bones
that this is going to be the one 1 want,”
said Mrs. Fisby with conviction, as the
agent’s latch-key admitted them to a
spacious vestibule, lately rejuvenated by
a resh coat of blood-red kalsomine.

“This is one of our handsomest
houses, madam,” the agent assured her
as the long hall, papered in a design of
enormous flaming poppies, came into
view.

Mrs. Fisby gave an exclamation of
delight.

“ My land, ain’t that pretty ? I always
did like color, and plenty of it,” and the
lady planted her stout person between
the folding doors that led into the par-
lor and took in the combined effect of
hall and vestibule.

“ They don’t match very well, I must
say, but if you look at ’em separate
they’re all right. 1folks used to say that
about me and Mr. I'., me being big and
him little—about your size, I should say,
and I always did—"

TTere the agent broke in timidly, his
small voice faint with hunger and fa-
tigue:

“ T don’t want to hurry you, madam,
but as it is now four:thirty, and there
are five more numbers on the list, T
would suggest that we continue to look
over the house.”

Mrs., Fishy stopped short in her dis-
course, and eyed her small companion
with real consternation.

“Well, forevermore! If T haven’t

kept you going since nine o’clock this
morning without a bite. We might’s
well open up the lunch here as any-
where, I guess. 1 daresay the pickles are
all soaked up in the sandwiches by this
time, too. Here ”—to the agent’s aston-
ishment she produced from beneath her
cape a generous package—* you open
this up and set it out on the stairs there
while I just run over the house a little
—1 can cat eaxicr if I get my mind set-
tled.”

A picnic with a strange lady in an
empty honse had never come within the
agent’s experience herctofore, and he
stood for a moment holding the lampy
package irresolutely; then he turned to
the stairs, as he was bidden, and began
to unwrap the lunch in a dazed fashion.

Meantime Mrs. Fisby flitted ponder-
ously from room to room, exclaiming
over the scroll-work which adorned the
back parlor mantel, the glass-doored
china closct built into the dining-room
wall, and various contrivances in the
kitchen which took her fancy.

She ascended to the sccond floor by
the back stairs, and went into ecstasies
over the new porcelain bath-tub with a
water-lily design painted around the
top, and the stationary wash-stands
which supplied cach of the four bed-
rooms with water, and had also been the
source of malaria fever to the former
tenants of the house, had she but known
it.

By the time she was ready to return to
the first floor again the agent’s native
politeness had succumbed before the ir-
resistible appeal of a fat ham sandwich,
and he had just taken an enormous
bite when he became conscious that Mrs,
TFishy was gazing down at him over the
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banisters.
guiltily.

“QOh, that’s all right!” called the
good-natured lady from above, “ I could
see your appetite was as sharp as a razor
when you first clapped eye on that pack-
age—try a pickle with 1t,” and she de-
scended  creakingly to a scat at his
side.

“If I’d had my covered basket and
some red napkins with me, I could have
made it look a lot tastier, but the
boarding-house woman hadn’t anything
better than brown paper to offer. Ob,
thanks! Ain’t that real nice of you—
silk, too!”

The little agent had drawn a beauti-
fully folded =itk muffler {rom his
breast pocket and laid it elegantly
across Mrs. IMisby’s alpaca lap. She
smoothed it out with one of her plump
hands, and the agent felt a sudden im-
pulse to smooth the plump hand in
turn.

“Now, I call this real cozy!” said
Mrs. Fisby as her sharp white teeth
bizected a sardine. “The ham you're
eating come from one of the last hams
I took down from the smoke-house pre-
vious to selling my place up in the
country. Me and Mr. F. used to get
away with more of those hams to the
winter!”

“It’s very delicious,” mumbled the
agent.

Mrs. Tisby speared another sardine
with her hat-pin and resumed uttfer-
ance.

“ Well, I haven’t told you yet that T’ll
take the house on the spot and pay my
first month’s rent now. Sixty-five dol-
lars seems an awful lot to pay—it won’t
hurt your feelings for me to say so since
you say vou ain’t responsible for the
price set. Any way, I can pay it casy,
for Mr. F’s life insurance money comes
in regular, and I can get most all T put
in back out of thosc rooms.

“1 shan’t take any women to be for-
ever wanting to use the kitchen and
plastering wet handkerchiefs all over
the windows-—no, sir! I want men. I'm
more used to ’em, and I kind of know
their ways and what they like. I'm go-
ing to fix the back parlor for my room,
and just make that whole up-stairs look
homelike and tasty for six or eight

He chewed rapidly and
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helpless men that ought to have homes
of their own.

“Me and Mr. F. got this all planned
out before he passed away. Ile was a
rcal thoughtful man. I declare, you do
remind me of him in your manners.

“She gave the muffler, on which
her repast was sprcad another little
pat, and the agent, to his horror, felt
himself blushing erimson.

The luncheon demolished, Mrs. Fisby
carcfully collected the crumbs in the
extemporized lunch-cloth and laid it in
a corner of the stairs.

“It’s got a little bit grecasy, so T'll
wash it up, and you can stop and get it
sometime—or ask your wife to call for
it,” she said, with a bewitching smile.

The agent swallowed and essayed to
speak, but thought better of it and said
nothing. Mrs. Fisby counted out six
tens from a roll of bills.

“You count ’em too, please,” she
said, handing them to the agent. -
“AMental arithmetic ain’t my strong
point, and me and Mr. F. always did
this way—first I counted, then he went
over it to see that there wasn’t any-
body going to get cheated!”

“I1t’s quite correct, 'm sure, without
going over it,” murmured the agent
gallantly, as he put the Dbills in his
pocket and handed Mrs. I'isby the keys
of the house.

His business with the lady was evi-
dently over for the time being, but now
that she had given up walking him to
death, he found himself strangely loath
to relingnish her society. IHe went
slowly over to the parlor mantel and
took down his hat.

A happy thought came to Mrs. IFisby,
and she innocently picked up a candy
hox that had more recently contained
hard-boiled eggs.

“You might take this to your wife,”
she said sweetly; “it’d be sort of handy
to keep hair-ping in.”

“I—I bhaven’t any wife,
you,” stammered the agent.

“Well, if that don’t heat all!”
laughed Mrs. Fisby. “ A nice looking
man like you, and getting hald at
that!”

The agent blushed and became de-
cidedly uneasy.

“Perbaps you haven’t ever been in

thank
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love, though. Now me and Mr. I',, we
{fell in love at first sight.”

They were in the vestibule now. The
agent opened the front door and nerv-
ously put on his hat.

“My land!” cried Mrs. Ifisby, “if
you ain’t just the image or Mr. I, now
vou get your hat on!”

During the next week the agent
found it necessary to make several
calls upon Mrs. Fisby. He was fairly
driven to it, partly by an awakened con-
science concerning certain imperfec-
tions in the house which he usually neg-
lected to mention to a prospective ten-
ant, and partly by a more insistent
force which was doubtless responsible
for the state of his conscience.

The third time he came he brought
with him several dozen neat little rub-
ber stoppers, and insisted upon plug-
ging the drains in the stationary wash-
bowls, explaining as mildly as possible
that this precaution was necessary if
she wished to keep live roomers.

The fact that he might have told her
this before she hired the house never
occurred to her, and with cheerful
alacrity she assisted him in his task of

inserting the plugs. The two front bed- .

rooms were alrcady taken, and he no-
ticed many little comforts that made
them homelike and showed a woman’s
carc and taste.

In one room a pair of gaily embroid-
ered slippers lay on the floor at the foot
of the bed.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Fishy, with open
pride, “1 see you're looking at those
slippers with an envious eye, as they say
in books. 1 made’em. Mr. I, he liked
those slippers, too. I told Mr. F. the
very day he passed away that I was go-
ing to do them wup careful, and he
needn’t fear mortal man would ever set
foot in them again, but that nice boy
who took this room didn’t have a slip-
per to his name, and I just said to my-
self, “ There’s Mr. . up therc, harping
on his harp and not caring a penny
whether anybody’s wearing his old slip-
pers or not, and I'm just going to make
that poor boy comfortable.””

As she talked there was such a beau-
tiful, motherly look upon Mrs. Fisby’s
face, and her brown eyes grew so soft
that the little agent had the temerity
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to také her hand. Tender, unaccus-
tomed words clamored for utterance.

“My dear—my dear—ahem! Mrs.
I'isby!” he said, and then a mighty
panic seized him and the golden mo-
ment was lost.

“What is it?” asked Mrs. Fishy
shyly.

The agent swallowed hard, then a
way of escape opened before him.

“What 1 was about to say,” he an-
swered in matter-of-fact tomes, as he
produced a small green can from his
pocket, “ was, that if you will sprinkle
this powder thoroughly in the corners
of your sink and along your pantry
shelves you will have no further trouble
with—that is—of the sort you men-
ticned a short time ago.”

“ Oh, but wasn’t it real thoughtful of
you to bring it!”

Mrs. Fisby took the can gratefully
and gave the hold fingers that still
grasped hers a faint pressure. “ You
did speak about it so delicate, too—just -
like Mr. F. He was that refined—he
never would call a spade a spade!”

Beside Mrs. Fisby on a slippery horse-
hair sofa that sank in recklessly toward
the middle, the agent now spent a
blissful but uneasy half-hour.

He made no further attempt to put
his feelings into words, but by judicious
allusions to the condition of his lonely
heart and fireside (a hall bed-room ra-
diator), he called forth Mrs. Fishy’s ever
ready sympathy, and when he finally
took his departure he was entirely satis-
fied that the lovely widow was his for
the asking.

The next afternoon the equinoctial
set in. Just as the little agent was start-
ing homeward from the office to the
bleak comforts of his boarding-house he
was overtaken by a messenger-boy with
a note for him.

The rain was falling heavily, and he
had no umbrella, so he put the bright
pink envelope in his pocket to he opened
as soon as he should get home. e

reached shelter at last, wet to the skin,

and in his haste to get into dry clothes
he entirely forgot the note.

He ate a soggy dinner, and then, hud-
dled close to the luke-warm radiator, he
preparved to spend a dismal evening
alone in his little room. while the wind
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and rain rattled the window. and the
solitary gas-jet swayed and flickered in
the draft from the loose casement.

1le finally dozed off in his chair and
dreamed that he was again sitting be-
side Mrs. Fisby in her warm parlor, and
that a mammoth diamond sparkled on
the white hand he held in his own. A
sub-conscious uneasiness began to dis-
turb his dream as the hand was with-
drawn from his clasp and pointed at
a pink object on the floor.

Ite awoke with a start, and made a
dive for his overcoat, which hung dry-
ing on the back of a chair. Yes, there
in the pocket was the pink note, still
unread.

It gave off a faint, familiar perfume,
which thrilled the little agent’s olfac-
tories, and he sniffed it blissfully as he
opened the envelope:

WEDNESDAY, 5 PO
M. B, F. Joxes,
Agent for Carr & Little,
S

[ write this standing on a chair, 1 can-
not at this instant {form any definite idea
of liow long it will continue to float, but
it 1s my earnest wish that it will continue
to do so till T get this written.

[ am calm now and shall try to remain
so. though it was not without a strange
teeling of alarm that 1 saw my best
roomer float out the front door clinging
to a twenty-eight dollar sofa. 1 do not
now have any hopes that he will ever
bring it back.

Even as I write these few lines a pillow
goes floating by me—it cost me five dol-
lars, I did not try to grasp it, but if an
umbrella comes my way I shall try to get
that.

Will you kindly tell me why you had
the shingles and boarding taken off the
roof? TRafters are rcal-useful in their
place, but will not keep out the rain, You
ought to see my carpets. The colors were
not fast, and it looks as if your kalso-
miners had been here and upset their
pails all over the place. The next storm
that oceurs, if 1 live through this—which
T hope I will—T shall move into the park
and take 1t straight, It will at least be a
whole lot cleaner than this mess.

T shall expect your firm to pay for the
carpets.

Still floating, vours respectfully,

Mrs. EvceNe Avos FisBy.

P. S.—Do not hurry yourself on my ac-
count. There iz nothing left to spoil.
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The agent dropped the letter, and sat
for a moment staring blankly at the
wall.

He had committed an inexcusable
blunder, and the situation came over
him with full force, making him turn
alternately hot and cold. The carpen-
ters had struck when that job of repair-
ing the roof was half finished; the place
could not be seen from the sireet, and
he had entirely forgotten it. He was
responsible for the disaster which had
resulted both to Mrs. Fisby’s property
and his own rosy hopes.

The burlesque picture which the un-
fortunate lady had drawn of her plight
wonld have greatly amused him had it
not been for his ewn culpability in the
matter; as it was, hie took the whole let-
ter seriously, and visions of Mrs. Fisby,
floating helplessly upon the surface of a
weltering flood with nothing but the
cane scat of a chair between herself
and drowning, spurred him on to
action.

Desperately he seized his wet shoes
from the radiator and drew {hem on,
their soles sizzling with heat. Twenty
minutes found him at the scene of de-
vastation.

The front door of Mrs. Fishy’s resi-
dence stood open, and a sluggish yellow
river flowed gently out across the
porch and down the steps. e entered
and explored the lower rooms of the
house, but found no signs of life in any
part of it.

The hall and parlor floors were under
water; water dripped and trickled
through the banisters from the hall
above, and gusts of wind came swirling
down the stairs, putting out the agent’s
matches as fast as he could light
them.

With much groping and stumbling in
the dark he found his way up two
flights to the attie. Here, under a
sound place in the roof, stood Mrs.
Tisby, with skirts well rcefed, holding a
kerosene lamp.

The rain pelted all about her. The
dull night sky lToomed black above the
rafters.

“ Well, this is a great note! ™ shouted
Mrs, Ifisby as the agent halted blink-
ingly in the doorway. “ Why didn’t you
wait a little longer ahout coming, and
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what do you mean to do now you have
come, I’d like to know?”

Evidently the lady did not intend to
come down from the height of sarcasm
attained in her letter.

The agent’s tongue clave to the roof
of his mouth.

“Hurry up and do something, can’t
vou? There ain’t a man here. The
only one that was home went for a car-
penter and never came back,” continued
Mrs. Fisby in awful. clarion tones.

“Well, have you turned to salt?”
she asked, with biting scorn, as the
guilty cause of all the havoe remained
immovable, his feet clamped, as it were,
to the floor.

But the agent made no sign—he was
doing some strenuous thinking.

Suddenly he became a new man. He
waved his arms in the air.

“Stay there with the lamp till I
come!” he cried, and the sorely tried
woman found hersclf again alone with
“water, water everywhere,” and the
sudden unpleasant consciousness that
her hair was unspeakably straight and
straggling over her face in damp wisps.

The agent soon returned with four
table leaves. :

“(Jive me a boost,” he panted, and
with the aid of Mrs. Fishy’s stalwart
“ boosting ” he caught and swung him-
self up to a ratfter.

ITe threw one leg over the beam and
balanced himseclf precariously but tri-
umphant.

“Now hand me a board!” he or-
dered, in masterful tones.

Undertaking to cover a large arca of
naked rafters with four table leaves
scemed to Mrs. IMishy something like
trying to dam the Mississippi with a
tooth-pick, but her faith in the little
agent had returned with his assump-
tion of command, and she cast all anx-
iety and apprchension from her as she
clung to one of his feet, the only portion
of his anatomy still within reach.

Suddenly the foot gave a frantic
kick, nearly upsetting the lamp in her
other hand.

“T had to let go of vou!” she shout-
ed. “T couldn’t hold on any longer. Are
vou all right up there?”

She was answered by a slipping, slid-
ing, eclutching sound that made Ler
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heart leap into her throat—then a faint
vell arose from beyond the edge of the
roof. i ‘

The agent had unexpectedly taken a
short ecut to the ground, three stories
below.

3% % *

Ile recovered consciousness in the
course of time, and with careful nurs-
ing the broken leg and ribs were made
whole again.

In Mrs. Fisby’s front parlor on a lux-
urious spring couch which would fold in
three places the injured man lay for six
weeks. The ruined carpet was hidden
from his remorseful gaze by a skilful -
arrangement of rugs, and his nurse was
the soul of forgiveness and tender de-
votion.

“1 didn’t ever expect to fetch out
this suit again for such a purpose,” zaid,
she one morning, as she opened a hox
from which the odor of moth balls arose
with overpowering might. “I did my
best to get Mr. It. to let me bury him
in it. I alwayvs think a Prince Albert
looks =0 refined for a man to be laid out
in, but Mr. I. was just dead set that he
wanted a shroud.

“Why, the very day he passed away 1
spread out those two burving outfits on
the bed and says, * Now, Mr. I., take
vour choice once and for all time,” and
he stuck to his old idea of the shroud,
=0 I gave up as graceful as I could, for
I was that disappointed, and put away
the Prince Albert. It never did fit him
very good, but vou ain’t quite so wide in
the shoulders.

“ Whew, how it smells! Well, for-
evermore! If here ain’t his Grand
Army button right in the lapel. Ain’t it
a special Providence you didn’t have a
Prince Albert? I knew U’ use this suit
up gome way.

“ Land, T ain’t got dressed yet, and
the minister due in an hour, and all
those roomers’ll be filing in here and
vou all fixed up smart in vour chair
and me =till in curl-papers! Ilave vou
got the ring safe in that pill-box?
Don’t lose it, for goodness sake. When
me and Mr. . was married ?

“Go put on vour wedding dress and
let Mr. I, go to thunder!” roared!” the
agent.,
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The Story of a Great Success.

BY HERBERT S. HOUSTON.

Photographically illustrated by Arthur Hewitt.

: T ITE industrial
awakening

of America is the
nmost  impressive
fact of modern
times. It is like-
wise the most
cheering. Never
before did man-
kind have an op-
portunity to lift
izelf up under
democratic con-
ditions of [ree-
dom. And that
uplift has  been
stupendous, great in achievement and
full of hope. With it has come a spread
of well-being among the masses of peo-
ple that is unpavalleled. Naturally, both
as cause and ctfect of that well-being,
have gone thrift, industry, and home
protection.  And life insurance, in
targe degree, has been the immediate
and active ageney for spreading these
constructive forces.  The Prudential,
in particular, has stood for the hroadest
poszible application of the insurance
idea and it has riszen to greatvess on
that as a foundation.

Ten vears alter the close of the Civil
War—a period o recent that its history
has =carcely bheen written—the Pru-
dential was established in Newark,  As
il foreknowing the great rock to which
it would grow, it began its foundation
in a hasement office. Tt was like the
heginning of the New York Herald
by Bennett, the elder, in u basement on
Ann Street. But it would be an idle
play with words to make a hazement

oftice the real foundation of the Pru-

dential. T wax something much deeper
down than that—nothing clse than the
hed-rock  American principle of  de-
moceracy.  The Prudential applied the
democratic prineiple to life insurance.
As Nenator Dryvden, of New Jersev, the
founder of the company, has said:

* Life inzurance iz of the most value
when most widely distributed.  The
Prudential and the companies like it
are cultivating broadly and soundly
among the masses the idea of life in-
surance protection. To them is being
carried the gospel of sclf-help, protec-
tion, and a higher life.”

U. S. Senator John F. Dryden, Presrdent of the Prudential.

And what has been the result of the
democratic American principle worked
out in bhife insurancey In 1875 the first
policy was written in the Prudential.
At the end of 1903 there were 5,447,307
policies in force on the hooks of the
company, representing nearly a hillion
dollars. The assets in 1876 were $2.232,
while twentv-seven vears later, in 1903,
they were more than 30,000 times
greater, or $72,394,759.80. This is
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a record of growth that ix without
precedent in insurance and that is hard
to mateh in the whole range of indns-
trv. The rise of the Prudential to
greatness reads like a romance in big
figures, but, in fact, it ix a record of
business expansion that has heen as
natural as the growth of an oak. The
corn crop of the country scems oo hig
for comprehension until one wees the
vast ficlds of the Middle West, and
then it appears as simple as the growth
of a single stalk. So with the Pruden-
tial. To say that, in ten vears. the com-
pany’s income grew from =omething
more than $9,000,000 a vear to more
than $39,000,000 last year ix amazing
as a general state-
ment, but when made
in relation to the
hroad principles on
which that growth has
heen based, it hecomes
ax much a matter of
course as the corn
crop.  There s no
wmystery ahout it; hut
there 18 in it, from
the day when the
principles werce plant-
ed in Newark until

these great harvest
davs, the genuine

American
achievement,
hopeful, and
sive.
The Prudential In-

surance Company ol America is a na-
tional institution. It was Tounded to
provide insurance for the Amcrican
people on the hroadest possible basis
consistent with strength and =afety.
1t does not write insurance abroad.
In the fullest =enxe it has  worked
out the democratic idea ol =afe in-
surance for the great masscs of the
American people. Tt has adjusted its
policies 10 American condition= it has
hased its dividends on the earning
power of American investments: it hax
placed itg preminm rates on the Amer-
tcan tables of vital statistics: in a
word. it wax intended fo be and it has
become an insurance company for the
American people.  And they have met
the Prudential’s hroad American prin-

spirit  of
strong.
CXP‘(l[l-

ciples with « broad American support,
and, as a result, the company’s marvel-
ous growihhas come as naturally as the .
{ull ear on the stalk. But, as the full
car is always on a stalk that has been
cultivated. =o. too, the growth from
the Prudential’s principles haz come
through their spread by an organiza-
tion that is a marvel of efficiency.

And right here is the most stirring
chapter of the Prudential’s rise to
greatness.  Just as Grant and Lee or-
ganized their armies, or as Kouropatkin
and Yamagata plan their campaigns
in Asia, so does the Prudential work
out its national insurance propaganda.
The company’s organization is cssen-

STRENGTH OF
. GIBRALTAR

¥

tially wilitary. Tt is a wonderfal com-
hination of big grasp and outlook with
the most painstaking thoroughness and
svstem 1n details. And, as is always
the casc in cvery organization that
throbs throughout with intelligent en-
erav, there ix a man at the center of it.
Thi= man has a constructive imagina-
tion lighting up a New Iingland brain.
To business prudence there is added
the Targe vision which sweeps the hori-
zon for opportunity. Naturally, to
<uch a vision the application of the
democratic idea to insurance was an
opportunity of the first magnitude.
When seen, it was grasped and devel-
oped. The Prudential was founded.
In the most careful wav, its idea was
tested, Just as the Secretary of Agricul-
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ture tests seeds at the government’s
experiment farms. Here was where
pradence kept the large vision in proper
focus.  Graduoally the idea took root
and grew. Year after year the Pruden-
tial added to its number of poliey hold
ers. And all the time the company was
working out a more liberal basis for
its democratic idea. But each time a
more liberal policy wax offered, it
was  fully  tested.  “ Progress  with
strength.” ix the way President Dryden
deseribes the company  principle  of
growth—rthe results, clearly, of vision
and prudence. At the end of ten years
of thiz method of growth, the company
reached the point where, it was be-
lieved, insuraiice could be safely offered
for any amount with premiums payable
on any plan, either in weekly install-
ments or at longer periods. Within
the five vears, 1886 to 1890, inclusive,
the company’s assets increazed ncarly
fivefold, from $1,040,816 to $5,084,895,
and the amount of insuranece in force
from $40,266,445 to $139,163,654.

The Prudential had found itself.
The idea of democratic insurance had
been fully tested and adjusted to the
needs and conditions of the American
people.  Then, with a boldness which
only large vision could have quickened,
the plan was fornied to make the Pru-
dential’s idea known in every scetion
of the country. Gibraltar was chosen
as the symbol of the company's
strength, and advertising—the telling
of the Prudential idea to the people—
was begun. At that time in=urance ad-
vertising was a sca as unknown ag the
Atlantic when Columbus set sail {rom
Palos. But. with a wmap of the United
States Lor chart and a Yive idea for com-
pass, the Prudential took passage in
nearly every important agazine in the
country, and thuz safely made port in
millions of homes.  As the insurance
idea wax carried broadeast in this wide
publicity, it was followed up by the
well-drilled army of Prudential agents.

Again it was vision and prudence.
and again the resalt was* progress with
strength.”  The Prudential grew into
a place of forcmost importance, known
in every part of the world. The printed
announcement—always aitractive and
suggestive—had never gone ahead of

men  bearing the insurance message
until sent by the Prudential, and this
conjunction marked the epoch in husi-
ness in which advertising and personal
endeavor should be uzed as complemen-
tary forces.

The Prudential publicity is accom-
panied hy wise¢ promotion {rom a field
force of over 12,000, some of whom
have been with the company for over
a quarter century, working in almost
every State of the Union.

There ix no place where one feels
the greatness ol the Prudential quite
=0 much as in the vast granite piles
which have been raised for the com-
pany’s  home buildings. They rise
above the Jersey meadows as Gibraltar
doex above the sca, a convincing wit-
nesg, surely, to the growth and fo the

strength of the Prudential. But they

are not a cold, gray rock, hut a living
organism throbbing from vital contact
with millions of policy holders.  There
arc now four of {these great buildings,
all occupied by the company. In one
of them is the Prudential’s publishing

Section of one of the Typewriting Rooms.

plant, which, in equipment, surprising
ax this mav =ecm. is ecqual to that of
almost any  publishing house in the
country. Millions of booklets, two pub-
lications for the companv—one, * The
Prudential,”™ with a cirealation of more
than two millions—and the policies are
all printed here, hesides no end of com-
mercial printing for the home office and
for the district agencies. The big com-
posing-room, the press-room with its
cighteen presses, the hindery with its
folding, cutting, sewing, and number-
ing machines, are models of cleanli-

A
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ness and light.  But, for that matter.
all the buildings are as spick and span
as @ man-o-war. There are subways,
well lighted, under the streets, connect-
ing thedifferent huildings. In everyway
there has been. in the arrangements, a
conservation of cenergy and time to
produce economy and efficiency in car-
rying on the company’s vast husiness.
Ax indicating how vast that ix, the
ntail coming to and going from the
Prudential is nearly as large as for all
the rest of Newark, a city with more
than 250,000 population and of great
industrial importance.  The mailing
department ix really a big city post-
officc.  And in all the departments one
gets the {eeling of size that comes in
the enormous government bhuildings at
Washington. And it is ax a national
institution that the Prudential alwavs
fixes itself on the mind—itx funda-
mental idea of democracy in insurance.
it= nation-wide organization for spread-
ing the idea, its essentially American
spirit throughout, all make the com-
pany worthy of its name, the Pruden-
tial Insurance Company of America.
To-day the Pradential is paving over
300 claims a day, or about forty cach
working hour. On many policies set-
tlement is made within a few hours by
the supcrintendent of the district: on
the large policies a report is sent imme-
diately to the home office and settle-
ment authorized by telegraph. And on
over 45 per cent. of the claims more
money is paid than the policy calls for.

I'romn the beginning the Prudential hasx
folowed  lines  of great liberality.
whether in dealing with the family
where the policy is kept in the bureau
drawer or with the estate of the mil-
llonaire.

[t would be interesting to describe
the broad activities that hum in the
great buildings at Newark, but they
would more than require an entire ar-
ticle themselves.  No, too, with the
equipment and furnishings of the build-
ings which, in the way of complete ad-
justment to their particular work, are
probably unequaled in the world.  For
example, in the actuarial department
ix a card machine, invented by the
actuary of the company, which can do
all but think. But many of these
things, in miniature, will be seen by the
thousands who go to the World's Fair
at St. Louix.  They will find in the
Prudential’s exhibit in the TPalace of
Iducation a fine model of all the build-
ings, and also the fullest data concern-
ing life insurance that bave ever been
brought together.

But the last word abount the Pruden-
tial is not told at any exposition. It is
found in the 5.500,000 policies which
form a stupendous exhibit on the value
of life insurance in developing thrift,
=afe investment. and home protection
in a nation. Of course, such an exhibit
could never have been possible if the
Prudential had not worked out safe

policies that would adequately meet the
hroad needs of the American people.
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It is Accident or Disease Only that
puts Horse Hair on the Market

Not a. Pleasant Thought to Dream Upon.
Did You Sleep on a Hair Mattress Last Night?

Mr. N. PASHKOW is a mattress renovafor, of Newark, N. J.
method and its necessity.
and is continually decaying.
matter’—all of which is very true.

Sizes AND Prices
2 feet 6 inches wide,
25 1bs. 58'35
3 feet wide, 30 Ivs, 10,00
3 feet 6 inches wide,
s ba, o 11.70

4 feet wide, 40 1bs. 13.35
4 feet 6 inches wide,
ncher 15.00

All 6 feet 3 inches long.
Express Charges Prepaid.
Tn two parts, 20 vents extra,
Special sizes at spedial pri

and Pillows, for Window Seats, Cozy Corners, Hall
(,mngc Cushions, Church Cushions—we have cushioned 25,000 Churches.
clopadia of comfort and good taste—may we send it?

downy softuess, each of the full size, are care-
fully compressed into the tick, The OSTEKMOOR
Patent Elastic Felt is purity itself, germ-frce and
vermin-proof. OSTERMOOR mattresses cannot
get lumpy, never need renewing: an occasional
sun-bath is all they require. The tick can be
taken off and washed whenever soiled.

Send for Book, Mailed Free

Our g6-page book, *“The Test of Time,” not only treats
exhaustively “the mattress question, but also describes and
illustrates (with scores of pictures), (sTrErRMoOrR Cushions
Jenches and Easy Chairs; Boat Cushions,
It is an ency-
Your name on a postal will do. 1t

costs us 25 cents, but you are welcome to it—even if you send from curiosity alone,

Look Out!
“OSTERMOOR ™
be fooled.
same day check is received.

OSTERMOOR & COMPANY,

Dealers are trying to sell the '
and our trade- nnrk label, sewn on the end. Show them you can’t and won’t
it's not Felt if it’s not an Osferioor.

‘just as good kind.”  Ask to see the name

Mattresses expressed, prepaid by us,

¥stimates on cushions and samples of coverings by return mail.

110 Elizabeth St., New York

Canadian Agency: The Alaska Feather and Down Co., Ltd., Montreal

In answering this miuert/\um’?zt i xle:zra(/a that you mention 'TuE

He probably knows his busincess, and he says:
It is not healthy to sleep upon a mound of decayed animal
It explains why more than 200 people a day order an

Ostermoor Mattress®l5

Each OsTERMOOR mattress is built—not stuffed.
retaining its shape and elasticity under all sorts of conditions and hard usage.

He issues a circular booming his
‘Hair is animal matter

Express
Prepaid
® Anywhere

In all respects practically un-wear-out-able,

30Nights’ FREETrial

Sleep on the OSTERMOOR
thirty nights free and if it
is not even all you have
hoped for, if you don’t be-
lieve it to be the equal in
cleanliness, durability and
comfort of any #$so. hair
mattress ever made, you
can get yvour money back
by return mail—'no ques-
tions asked.”

nT ELASTc

< TRADE Man,

\R(;usv.

Hand-laid sheets of
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I have a

. 3 i [

FREE

The

“Dremefel”
Steel

Frame
Defies the
Wind and the
Weather

Only
STEEL
Frame on the

Market
Look for the Name

“27/ [ ﬁ L2l

on the frame

An iuteresting booklet, **

Look for the trade mark ¢ %W

The life of an umbrella depends on the
strength of the framework. No matter if the
covering is the finest, costliest silk or the stout-
est cotton, if the ribs are not properly con-
structed of Best Material, the disasters por-
trayed above may he anticipated.

If you would have an umbrella that will
stand repeated recoverings, see that your next
frameworl is a

[t is made of best crucible steel, properly tempered, care-
fully coated to preventcorrosion. A hardened rod which
will not bend or brealk, put together with phosphor bronze
wire. Automatic butb runner. This frame is guaranteed
and is used by all reputable Umbrella Manufacturers.

The Life of the Umbhrella,”

b

will be sent ou request,
o1t your next purchase.

MANUPFACTURED BY

NEWARK RIVET WORKS, 272 Lafayette Street, NEWARK, N. J.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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POWERFUL FOOD

That canlift
A man
Out of
Bed

Disease cannot successfully attack people if their food and habits

are right.

When one has stopped growing and lives mostly indoors it’s high
time to stop greasy meats or half cooked starchy food, much white bread,

soggv vegetables, ete., ete.
It's worth trial to simplify the diet, get well and keep well.

Sav  Breakfast and ITunch on a little fruit (preferably cooked and
very little sugar),

Dish of GRAPE-NTUTS and Cream,

Slice of whole wheat bread and butter,

Cup of Postum Food Coffee,

One or two soft eggs and

NOTHING FILSE.

You are liable to “feel like a lord™ in a day or two. “’There’s a

reason ” for GRAPE-NUTS food 1s a power for brain centres and body.
Have a try and tell yourself.

Get the little book, “T'he Road to Wellville,” in each pkg.

T answoering Huis adveriisement it s desiradle that yowu ientiorr THE ARGOSY.
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We are sending Regal Shoes to all parts of the world

UNITED &
STATES

Maybe you think you’re hard to fit?

Well, we ate now supplying over 300,000 satisfied Mail-Order customers
¢ who thought they were, too.

The perfect system of the Regal Mail-Order Department insures
you as perfect a fit as you could secure by stepping into one of

the 72 Regal stores, trying on the shoes, and choosing from
the 147 Regal styles.

The Regal Mail-Order Department has a stock of 90,000
pairs,—more shoes than most companies sell
in a year. Your order is taken in charge
at once by an expert mail-order salesman,
who has fitted thousands of customers by
mail, Your shoes are shipped the same
day your order is received. You take
no risk. Shoes exchanged ot money
refunded, on request.

Send a postal for the famous Regal
Style-Book, and let us keep you posted
on shoe styles and tell you the whole
~mail-order story.

For the convenience of thousands of our
Mail-Order customers, we have established
five sub-stations throughout the United
States, where Mail orders may be sent if
customers have not sufficient time to wait

while sending order to Boston, Custonmers

should send their orders direct to Regal
Mail-Order headquarters, if possible.

Regal Shoes are delivered, carriage

A new and special
design faithfully repro-
dueed from an expensive
custom-made model, Pro-
nounced ¢ Flat-Iron " effect
in extension soles, but not too
extreme.
Style A431—Nlustration shows
Oxtord, Blucher Cut, made of Finest
Quality Waxed Calfskin, Medium-Heavy
Extension Sole, High Military Heet.
Style B 431—Blucher Oxford, exactly
ag illustrated, except made of Selected Russet
Leather, Full Extension Sole of Mediam-
Heuvy Weight, and High Military Heel,

prepaid, anywhere in the United
States or Canada, Mexico, Porto
Rico, Hawaiian and Philippine Ts-
lands, also Germany and all points
covered by the Parcels Post Sys-
tem, on receipt of $3.73 per
pair. (The extra 25 cents is for
delivery.) We are prepared to
furnish special low shipping
rates to any part of the world.
Samples of leather and any in-
formation gladly furnished.

If you are planning to visit the Erposition at St. Louis, wrife for our special map which
covers both the city and the Exposition grounds and buildings. We have prepared similar maps
of every city where there is « Regal store. Any of these maps will be sent free for the asking.

Women’s Regal Shoes are made in all the latest
styles. Sold only through our Mail-Order De-

partment and in our exclusive women’s stores.

22 Regal stores in New York City. 6 Regal
stores in Boston. 4 Regal stores in Philadeiphia.
72 Regal stores in United States and England.

REGAL SHOE COMPANY, INC., Mail-Order Dept., 509 Summer Street, Boston, Mass.
3 Q4B

SUB-STATION A—Cor, Geary and Stockton %

RUR oy E Whitehall 8t, Viad Atlanta.
London Post Depot. 97 Cheapside,

Sau Fraucisco,

TATION C-—618 Oliv St, Lonis.

AT1ION D—851 Can ew Orleans.

Linulou, England.

I answering this advertisenent it is desivable that youn mention 'HE ARGusy
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Your Choice of the Above Pieces $50.00 at $5.00 Monthly.

END 210 for cither of the above heautifnl pieces, or if yon prefer, make a selection awd it will be sent
o000 $10.00, with abl charges prepaid, The balanee, (88,005 vou may send s in el
KD Lontids payments of $5.00,  [F yonr seloetion does ot ploase yoil in every way, send
will he vefanded at onee. Our new Catalozue shows huodreds of ofher piv
in price frons $10 to L0080, We send a copy as
1 possible
vuder the Lot
Con have Yoo s

vour mon
price, and thouss
Why not beg
per cent inine

enjoy (he tull
e Navings i

We turnisi
every stone is spe
svery Dinmond solil
futire, O prices w

How to Open a Charge Account for a Diamond

Simply make vour selee(ion, and it will he sent to your home or place of husivess or fo
vour Kxpress Office i€ von prefer. Examine it as eavefwlly as yon wish,thes, it yoware iy sati<tied
With the artiele and its price—pay one-ifth awl keep it, sending the balanee to s in
payInent <. <t howse in the Diamond, Wateh and Jewelry b
the oldest. K Your foeal banker ean rofer to hix books of Commiereial Ratings and foll von all
about owr relial L responsibility awd stamling in fhe business worll, Don't buy a Diamond
beture getting our Catalogue and reading onr Biamond Bovk ~we semld both free on request,

Diamond is sithjeel 1o ey w
ad ten pee cent Jower than the cash

Write To-Day for Catalogue.

LOFTIS BROS. & GO0, "monjs, Matehes

Dept. F-63, 92 to 98 State Street, CHICAGO, [LL.

In answering this adrertisement 1t ts desirable that you mention Thw Arcosy.
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Suit Made $
to Measure |2

Fine All-Wool
Tailor-Made
Cashmere or
Worsted Suit,

Your Cholce of a variety of
colorings and weaves, and all
the newest patterns just from
the woolen mills, We
direct special attention

to the fabrics. The
clothis specially woven
from new, high grade
wool; it is close woven

and the wool is full of
“life,” so that the cloth

i is elastic and the gar-
ments will hold their
shape. Before cutting

into the cloth for each

suit, the suit pattern

{s thoroughly shrun-

ken, Qur cutters are
first-class workmen,

who incorporate into

the suit thelatest style

and take into ac-

¥ count the various little

" differences in build

each man possesses. R

The suitis lined throughout
with" Bullis” serge, and the
sleeve linings are of the
celebrated’ Fowler’’silesia.
All trimmings are the very
best, and buttonholes are
hand finished. The pants
pockets are made of strong
drilling, and all the findings
are such as only can be se-
cured In_the high grade mer-
chant-tajlor article. Our

measure and order blank will @

enable youto take your own
measurement accurately,

and a perfect fit 1s guaran- B

teed. Weare manufacturers,
importers and custom tailors,

and guarantce our $12.00

suits to be equal in wear to

B the best suits you can

obtain from your local

dealer for Twenty Dollars, while

in style and fit our garments are
incomparably superior to any but

the product of high-priced city tailors.

FREE Suit Case]

In order to establish customers throughout the United

States we aregiving on the first order received from any j§

one person, a handsome suit case, which we use to ship
the suit. The suit case that gocs with each suit is most
presentable and would cost in your local store from $3

o $5.
A trial 1s all weask. You run norisk in ordering from us, as
we guarantce absolutely a perfect fit. Wedonotas you to pay

8)1- the goods before ing them. We gend them by Express §§

with the privilcge of examination at E xFrms Office,
and if the suit is not sutisfactory in fabrie, finish or fit, you
need not accept it; it will be returned to us at our expense.
The suit shown in the picture isour No.217, and is a scnsible,
becoming enit to most gentlemen, The price is §12.00. It is
entirely new, out of the ordinary and very strlish. S8amples
of cloth that make upnicely in thisstyrle are ahovm in our new
catalogue, wh

from $12.00 to $20.00. Qur cataloguc and

Samples of Cloth Free

will be sent you the very day your request for same reaches us.
Remember, wo have no agents, no branch stores, and no con*
nection with any other clothing concern. Our business has
becn cstablished 40 years, Write to-day for samples. Address

Meyer Livingston Sons, Dept. 7, South Bend, Ind.
' Reference: Oitizens Nat’l Bank, South Bend, Ind.

In answering any a:t"z/ertzsemznt on t/u.v page it is deszrrzble t/uzz you Meutmn th ARGOSY.

St. Louis Exposition

Erected to exhibit the International Corres-
pondence Schools system of training by mail.
These Schools in twelve years have enrolled
over 650,000 students. They have enabled
thousands of men and women, tied down in
poor paying positions, to advance in place and
salary. The accounts of the rise of some of
these students read like romance.

You can qualify for promotion or more
profitable occupations; young people can quali-
fy to commence work at better salaries than
if they started without training. Courses
cost from $10 up. Text books furnished
free. (S700 forjeit to anvone jailing in
our Drawing Courses that studics as
directed.)

The first step toward success is to fill in

and mail to us this coupon.
DO IT NOW

International Correspondence Schools,
Box %06 SCRANTON, PA.

Please send me your booklet,* 1001 Stories of Ruccess,”
and explain how [ can quality for the position
before which [ have marked X

Advertising ____Stenographer
___Show Card W riting§___ SNteam ]:lu:intex

——Window Trimming}_ _ Elec.

Mechan. Drawing § )Ieehan. “

— Architect’l ** __Civil i
illu strating ____Nurveyor
_Car{nt Desi \llnlng Engincer

Wall Paper )e.sign _Architect

____Bookeover e iilding Contractor|

| CivIl Service Exam.|___Sanitary Engineer

__Textile Supt. |___German dison

ich contains styles and samples varying in price ji

| Chemist —_French % with

Book keeper Spanish ) Phonograph

Name

Street aud No.

State
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A FEW OF THE PRINCIPAL BUII.DNGS OF THE
ANHEUSER-BUSCH PLANT
COVERS 125 ACRES EQUALS 60 CiTY BLOCKS EMPLOYS 5000 PEOPLE

VISITORS TO THE

LOUISIANA PURCHASE EXPOSITION

AR CORDIALLY INVITED

TO INSPECT THE

ANHEUSER-BUSCIHIHI BREWERY

WIIERE COMPETENT GUIDES
SPEAKING ALL MODERN LANGUAGES

WILL BIE AT THEIR SERVICE

ANITEUSER-BUSCIH BREWING ASS'N
ST. LOUIS, U. S. A.

I answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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If You Want Cacsh

For Your Real Estate, No Matter Where It Is,

Or Real Estate Por Your Cash, I Can Promptly I'iU Your Requirements,

1 can not only fill your requirements, but 1 can save you some money at the same time.
1 Lhave saved money for thousands of others and 1 can do it for you.
J am spending over $100,000 a year for the purpose of bringing together buyers and sellers
of every kind of real estate—and I do it-—in every state and county in the United States,
This is my specialty, 1 do not dabble in side lines. | now have the most extensive real
estate hrokerage business in existence and it is still growing. My facilities are still increas-
inz, and 1 offer you even better scnlce to-day than I have ever been able to offer before.
will you avail yourself of this service? Can you afford not to? Think it over.
1f you want to sell any kind of real estate in any part of the mumrf/ send me a brief descrip-
h(m )nclndmg your lowest cash prlce If you \\1111 to buy, tefl me your reqmrememi
Upon receipt of the necessary information | will write you fully and frankly, stating just
exactly what 1 can do for you and how and why | can do it

W. M. Ostra.nder, Suite 106, North American Bldg., Philadelphia.

FREE!
$10.000.
IN GIFTS

We Want Everyhody for an Agent,

We manufacture the best guaranteed 35¢.
article in the world.  It’s something that every
man, woman or child absolutely requires
every day in the vear. If vou will send to us
1.00 (you doun’t pay us a penny until the goods are
sold by you) we will start you in business with
24 of our articles to retail at 5¢. each and allow
vou to select a premium almost as valuable as
2,50 the amount of your sale. On a specified day
. 2.95 and as an extra offer we are going to take all of

Electric Table Lamp (as shown in illustra-
tion) with Battery complete..
Battery Hanging Lamp,
Telephone, with Ba.t.,ery complete
Electric Door Bells, all connections
Electric Carriage Lamp.....
Ian Motor, with Battery...
Electric Hand Lanterns
$8.00 Electric Medical Batteries
$12.00 Belt, with Suspensory...
Telegraph Outfits, complete.

Battery MOLO}'?‘] fTB({m = _-9};00 to 1%90 our agents’ names together, and to some lucky
$6. %lexcctiibée}{ﬁiel(&:; ighta Bé(s) one present a celebrated make of #4150 Grand or

78  Pocket Flash Lights... 1.0 Upright Piano, delivered to vour home with
B Necktie Lights...76 to 3.00 our compliments.
Write to-dayv—docsn’t interfere with anything
you're doing now—pays handsomely for little
effort,

THE KING DISTRIBUTING CO.,

Dept. B, 530 Broadway. New York City.

Send for Free Book. Deseribesand illus-
trates many of the most useful eleciric devices, at wonder-
fully small prices. All practical. The lowest price in the
world on everything electrical. Agents can make handsome
colmmissions and many sales. Write for complete information.

OH10 ELECTRIC WORKS, Cleveland, Ohlo.

@@@@@Q@@OU@@@@@@@@ Q@OUO@@O@@OOL}@O@@@@@O@@@@@

The Wondertul MISSIOH of the Internal Bath

BY MEANS OF THE «J. B. L. CASCADE.”

ave you read of tx« wonderful cures made by the Internal Bath? Do yon know that it coes to the root of all disease
and eradicates the cause? Do you know that many of the greatest physiclans ot the worid, including suc h authorities as D,
1.. Loomis Danforth and Dr. St Clair ~mith, hoth of Iht‘ Homeopathic Colleze of New \m]\,\\nh ! llmaa T Dodge,
of Denver, Colo., endorse and prescribe this treatment? Do yvou know tl such eminent people .S Sen. AP
Gorman, Md.s Fox-Gov. Goodell, Vip Adm’l Tyrtoff, St Petersburg,  Russiag A, Granger, Girard  Building,
Philadelphia, Pa.; Gen. T S, Peck, Go AL R Miles Devine, Chicago, s Ditlian Russeil and a host of others use the
Internal Bath? 15 not this worth isvestizating ¥

It is a Preventive of Appendicitis, Typhoid Fever and Pneumonia
Vital facts are set forth in detail in a book entitled, * The What, The Why, The Way,™ which we will send free to every
reader of this publicaton. Ttis a book of facts that no one can afford to mg’lul 1t 1ells you the real secret of health, It
tells you facts you should know., We will send it FREE FOR 30 DAYS,
TVYRRELL'S HYGIENRIC INSTITUTE
8 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. Between 46th and 47th Streets.
0000000000C0000000000000000000C000000000000000000000000000Q000,

I answering any advertisement on tils page it is desirable that you mtention 'I'ni Arcosv.
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FLEXO GARTER
fit perfectly, hug the
limb comfortably without
binding, never let go of the
hose, nevertear them, last long-§
est, look neatest; are best garters

Sold byalldealers. Insiston Flexo, and if the dealer hasn’t
them, send us his name and 25¢ and we will see that you are
supplied. Flexo Gartersin fine heavy ribbed sitk elastic, soc.

A. STEIN & €O., 266 Fifth Avenue, CHICAGO

A Positive Relief for

Prickly Heat,
Chafing and
Sunburn

and all afflictions of the skin,
Delightful after shaving.
Removes all odor of perspir-
ation. SAMPLE FREE.

CERHARD MENNEN CO.
NEWARK, N. J.

s NEANEN S VIOLE TLGUN sz

TOILET powm

EAU DE QUININE

HAIR TONIC

is the best HAIR RESTORER known. It is also a positive
DANDRUFF CURE as well ag a most excellent HAIR DRESS
ING. The sweet and refined odor which it leaves in the hair
mukes it a toilet luxury. 4 oz. boltle, 30¢. 80z, bottle, $1.00.

ED. PINAUD’S Latest Exquisite Perfume
Brise Embaumdée Violette

is admitted by connoissenrs to be the most delicate embodiment of the
violet odor ev: r pnnlme«l 1 oz lottle, $2.00, Sold Everywhere.
2 oz bottle, 82,00, Or, if not obtainable of your dealer, write (o
ED. PISAUD'S AMERICAN OFFICES, Ed. Pinaud Building, New York.

L4 REVERS/BLE

inene

Collars and Cufrfs

=
12530

SAVE MONEY AND TROUBLE

Professional and business men, students, travelers, mech-
anics, sportsmen, find in these goods perfect fit, kl\lu con-
venience and economy.  Made of fine c.oth and tinishied in
pure starch,

No Washing or Ironing

When soilest, discard. We send by mail ten collars or
five p M cufls for 30c¢, I e, an UL Se stamps
for sanp ar or pair of cuffs.  Name size and style

REV mulln,l«‘ COLLAR C€O., Dept. 2. Boston,
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Made of French Briar.

CLEAN, SWEET SMOKE

All the nicotine and dust stop in
smoke chamber A-A. The inner howl
can be lifted out and pipe cleaned while
lighted, as illustrated below.

Openings so arranged that smoke
passes around bowl before entering
stem, thus burning tobacco evenly and
msuring a cool smoke,

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE
PRICES POSTPAID IN U, S AND £'ANADA.
Choice French Brl.u‘

Straight or leent Amberoid s - -
siraight solid rubber serew or push bits
First Quality French Brlul
\tmlght stem, Amberaid bit -
solid rubber screw or pnah hxl -
Carved stem, Awberoid or rubber push bit
Selﬂct(-(l French Briar
Straight stenn, 236 in. genuhle nuber hlt
Curved stem, “
(Case $1 extra)
Curiel sten. 3B in. gennine amber bit
Case $1 extra)
Faney Fl'e)|(~ll Briar
Fine Morocen : 2L in. lﬂ neine amber
bir, straight stem, - -
Yixtra howls fo aml 60c. pipes 20c. each:
ull others 25¢, es every pipe wirranted.

F. T PAINE,

Patentee and Sale Manufaciurer,
Daluth, Minn., . S. A,

S eqch

- $80ew

- §3.50 o

OR SCRAPE.

DOULLAS MFG CO!

NEW YORK.

Pocket Slze, 10cea. Famlly Slze, 25c ea.
2 oz. Bottles, 50c ea.

AT THE DRUGGINTS, or we will mail a package
anywhere in the U nited States on re ceipt of price.

DOUGLAS MFG. CO., pept. 11.

96-102 Church St., New York

YOU PUT IT

When you write it with a
Di K
1X OIS

Etfterno

The Indelible Pencil that
Writes Black and Copies Purple.

Writing everlasting—the one pencil for many
uses., Sold by stationers, with or without
nickeled point protector. Dizon’s Pencil
Guide, INDEXED BY VOCATIONS, tells you the
right penml for your use.

Dept. €, JOSEPH DIXON CRUCIBLE (0., Jersey City, N. J.

RHEUMATISM

Cured
Without Medicine

New Method Discovered for Drawing Out
Rheumatic Acid Poisons—So Success-
ful That the Makers Send
It to Anybody.

Free on Approval—To Try

Don't take
rheumatism.

medicine—there's a better way to cure
It is through the soles of the feet., Being
nerve centers, they not only contract disease, but they
also expel it. Through the large foot pores the great
new discovery, Magic Foot Drafts, reach and eure rheum-
atism in every part of the body by drawing out aud ab-
sorbing the pain-causing acid poisons. They cure after
evervthing else fails, No other remedy ever made such
a record, or cured o many cases considered incurable,

Magic Foot Drafts are so sure to cure that the makers
are sending them, to everybody who writes, to try with-
out pa}mﬂ' a cent. You snnpl\ put them on and wear
them. Then if satisfied with the benefit received. send
one dollar. If not they cost you nothing. You can see
that this is proof of their mérit. If cured one dollar is
little to pay. Write today to Magic Foot Draft Co, 655
Oliver Bldg., Jackson, Mich.

I ausiering any advertisewent on this page

it is desivable that you wmention Tl Arcosy.
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can get certain freedom from hair or scalp disorders by using this hrush.

Every Man and woman It cugres all itching and dandruff, stops falling hair, and its regular use

prevents baldness. It also relieves nervous headaches and neuralgia. 7 470w that my brush will do a]l this,

because ;¢ Aas done sosince 1878. Made with a_fine quality ofselected bristles.  No Wires to injure
the Hair or Scalp. Postpaid to any address. Prices according to size and power,

No. 1, §1.00 No. 2, $1.50 No.3,$2.00  No. 4, $2.50 No. 5, $3.00
Money refunded if unsatisfactory after 30 days’ trial. Send for my book—it’s free,
Agents Wanted.  DR. GEO. A. SCOTT, 870 Broadway, New York.

The majority of all cases
of  Spinal  Diseases and
Deformities can he cured.
You may doubt this state-
ment and vour experience

EAD MY FREE OFFER:
I will send you my latest book (illustrated abuve) free.
I will diagnose vour eve trouble free. '

in the treatment of a spinal

affliction may Jjustify the
doubt, Write for our book,

I will give voumy professionalopinion andadvice free,

I HAVE RESTORED SIGHT TO THOUSANDS
in all parts of the world.
I have cured them in their own homes.
I have succeeded where all others have failed.
I have never made a promise I did not fulfill,
I CAN CURE YOU AT HOME
If vou have any sight remaining.
I can give you some excellent advice, and T promise
that youn will never regret it if you write me.
I want the name of every person in the world who
has any form of eye trouble.
If you are not afflicted send me the name of a friend
who is.
My book and advice will not cost you anything nor in any
way obligate you,and may bethe meansof saving yoursight.

UjEN ONEAL, M.D., SuiTe 183, 52 DearBORN STREET, CHicaco, U. S. A,

it will cost you nothing and
will tell you what cases can
be cured, also what we have
done for hundreds of afflic-
ted people during the thirty
vears we have been engaged
in this work.

THE L. C. McLAIN

Orthopedic Sanitarium,
3100 Pine St., St. Louis, Mo.

O FAT PEOPL

I know you want to reduce yvour weight, but prob’

send further treatmert if necessary. When you

ably you think it impossible or are afraid the reme-
dy Is worse than the disease. Now, let me tell you
that not only can the obesity be reduced in a short
time, but your face, form and complexion will be
Improved,” and in heaith you will be wonderfully
benefited. T am = regular practicing phy-
siclan, having made a specialty of this subject.
Here is what I will do for you: First, [ send you a
blank to fill out; when it comes, I forward a five
weeks’ treatment. You make no radical change in
g your food. but eat as much or as often as you please,
No bandages or tight lacing, No harmful drugs nor
sickening pills. The treatment can be taken pri-
vately. Youwilllose from 3 to 5 pounds weekly,
according to age and condition of body. At the
end of five weeks you are to report to me and I will

have reduced your flesh to the desired weight, you
can retain it. - You will not become stout again.
Your face and figure will be well shaped, your skin
will be clear and handsome, you will feel years
younger. Aitment of the heart and other vital or-
gans will be cured., Double chin, heavy abdomen,
flabby cheeks and other dicagreeable evidences of
obesity are remedied speedily. All patients receive
my_personal attention, whether being treated by
mait or in person:all correspondence is strictly con-
fidential. Treatment for either gsex. Plain sealed
envelopes and packages sent. Distance makes no
difference. Satisfaction guaranteed. 8end for my
new bonk on obesity: its cause and cure;—it will
convince you. Address

HENRY C. BRADFORD, M. D., 24-C22 East 23d Street, N.Y.

In answering any advevtisement on thrs page it ts desirable that you mention I'HE ARGosy.
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THE FASTENER

WITH A BULL-DOG GRIP.
Washburne’s ... Fasteners

Men find comfort and utility in their use. Applied to
Key Chain and Ring, 25c. Scarf Holders, . . . . 10c.
Cuff Holders, . . . . 20c. Drawers Supporters,. . 20c.
Sent postpaid, LITTLE, BUT NEVER LET GO. Catalogur free.

Sold Evervwhere.

AMERICAN RING COMPANY, popt. a1. WATERBVRY, CONN.

TheWARNERLITTLE WONDER”

' AN OLD
TIR 10 ENGLISH CANDY

all the sweets of life you cannot
afford to ignore or overluok

MACKINTOSH’S
EXTRA CREAM
TOFFEE

an old English candy that
I am introducing into this
country. Its exquis-
ite flavor has made
it popular in Greag
Britamn, and the
sawme quality is cre-
ating & demand for
it in this country.
I have putit on the
American market
beecause [ know
Anterican people
like good things.
Ask your dealer to
supply you with
MACK TOSH'S
ry him
You cau, how-
ever, buy a hand-
some family tin
weighing four Ibs.
for $1.60 by mail.
Large sample pack-
age sent for 10c. in
RTILINPS. LAMONT,
CORLISS & €0, Yne
porters, 78 ludson St.,
New York City,
Dealers supplied enerywhere
through them.

INDISPENSABLE FOR
HOME AND GENERAL USE.

For sh; upening edge tools, such
as knives, scissors, hatchets, ¢ ‘or
cleaning and pol: \Inn( nme ilver-
ware, slassware, and fum hing light
power {or mechanical purp 5
Dentists, butchers, cooks, jewelers, car-
pentersy piumbers, mltonlublh\ls, and
mechanics wenerally can-
not afford to be without
:}ns newly patented inven-
1on,

PRICE $3.00,

complete.including eweery-
wheel, buffing twheel and
Pulley.  “ent upon receipt
of this amount, or €, Q. 1),
it preferred.
Money refunded if not satis h(lmy' this
is not a toy, but a practical hydraulic motor
buiit for service,
Jooklet giving full description sent free
Correspondence with dealers solicited.

Agents Wanted Everywhere.

WARNER MOTOR CO., Dept. 17
90 Wall St., New York City.

/u answering any adveriiscinent on this flgc 12 s (icsn /11/0 that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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TAKE- DOWN REPE

The notion that one must pay from fifty dollars upwards in order to get
a good shotgun has been pretty effectively dispelled since the advent of
the Winchester Repeating Shotgun.
of almost everybody’s purse.

are made in 12 and 16 gauge.

TING SHOTGUNS

These guns are sold within reach

They are safe, strong, reliable and handy.
When it comes to shooting qualities no gun made beats them. They
Step into a gun store and examine one.

See our Fxhibits at St. Louis, in Manufacturers and Fisk and Game Buildings.

WINCHESTER REPEATINC ARMS COMPANY -

NEW HAVEN, CONN.

The Economy of

JAP-A-LAC

JAP-A-LAC will transform an old chair or table
into a handsome, stylish piece of furniture at a cost
of about ten cents.

It will put a beautiful, glossy, durable finish on any
kind of furniture, woodwork. metal-work, floors, oil-
cloths, picture flalﬂ€b enameled hedstead: ete.

It stains and varnishes at one operation and new-

ness follows the brush.

JAP-A-LAC is the original floor finish and high-
grade colored varnish. It comes in twelve coh)n
and clear, for any finish desired —Qak, Cherry,
Mahogany, Wa Inat, White, etc,

It is all read\ for’ you to dlp the brush in and use.
Gives a hard, tough, elastic finish that can be washed
with soap and water.

If you have never used JAP-4.LAC, mention this Magazine
and send us le. to cover the exact cost of mailing, and we will
send you free a sample can of any color JAP-A-LAC you desire.

We also send on request @ booklet about JAP-A-LAC, a beautiful
color card, and a sample piece of wood showing the model floor finish,

The Glidden Varnish Co., Makers of High-Grade Yarnishes,
Department T, 1038 Williamson Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio.

Everyone considering the
purchase of a piano should
know about the Stuyvesant
Piano, a thotoughly good
and reliable instrument,
guaranteed by the Acolian
Company, the largest
manufactuters of musical
instruments in the world.

Catalog “A” upon request

Acolian Hall, 362 Fifth Ave., New York

Agents in all principal cities

In answering any aduvertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY. . it
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EACH JUNE PERMO.
Jhe Month of ] AMONDS

e Year for

There is no gift like a diamond. There is no method of
buying a fine diamond so satisfactory as the Marshall
Method. We send you at our expense, for your
free examination, a pure white, flawless, top grade
gem in a 14 kt. gold hand-made mounting. If you are
entirely satisfied keep the stone, make the first pay-
ment at once and one-tenth per month thereafter,
covering the qual-
The Marshall Guarantee o e, Sk
liancy, value and full amount paid in.exchange at any time,
affords you full protection. Our special offer this month is a
itively beautiful lot of brilliant white stones, in the Tiffany j
setting—better than 90 per cent of the diamonds. offered else-!
where—forming the handsomest engagement ring you cen |
esecure. You are certain to find it a beauty and a bargain, and
when you decide to keep it pay $13.60 cash and $6.80 8 month. |
If you wish to pay cash with order or on delivery, pay $62.60. We
send our diamonds on approval anywhere in the U.S.or Canada,
“HOW TO BUY A DIAMOND? is our new
book, of value to every one. . If you havqn’t
received your copy, send for it today—FREE.

GEORGE. E. MARSHALL, (Inc.)
W. 8, Hyde, Jr., Pres. A. 8, True, Bee.
97 State Street, Chicago.
Reference: First National Bank of Chicago.

THE MAN
WHO KNOWS

_sticks to a Marlin every time. It
Is the gun for records and Kkills. |
Accuracy in Marlin repeaters is

always absolute.

The solid top and side ejector
are distinctive and original Marlin
features, which others only imitate.

9§ The Marlin rifle, 22calibre, has Marlin accuracy.
simplicity and reliability. The best little rifle
made. Shoots 22short, long and long rifle cartridges
in the same gun without any change or adjusting.
1. The Iarlin 16-gauge shotguns are thesmallest and
lightest repeating guns manufactured. A new well-
balanced gun of great accuracy. Handles stiff loads
safely and well.

‘K you shoot at all, you’ll want our 1904 catalogue
—300 illustrations—and our Experience Book
that tells what larlins have really done. Free
on receipt of 3 stamps postage.

THE MARLIN FIREARMS (0

No. 7 Willow St., New Haven, Conn. -

kin Diseases

If you suffer from Eczema,
Salt Rheum, Ringworm, Itch,
Acne, or other skin troubles,

ydrozone

will cure you.

—

As these diseases are caused by para-
sites, killing them without causing injury
to the healthy tissue cures the trouble.

It has cured many cases pronounced
incurable and is absolutely safe.

Hydrozone is a scientific Germicide.
Used aud endorsed by leading physicians.
It is absolutely harmless, yet a most pow-
erful healing agent.

Trial bottle at your druggist or by
mail on receipt of 25 cents. None gen-
uine without my signature on label.

Quf, Chectitmptezts

59-G Prince St., New York.

FREE—Valuable Booklet on How to Treat Diseases.

2 VMMMV VTIAMAMAMNMAAWVIAWVMAAAMMAAAANY
M ANV VAL WVANAMAN

I answering any advertiseinent on this page it is desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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HYDRO-VACU

For Face Treatment at Home
The results from this wonderful scientific invention are
simply marvelous, It cures all cases of pimples, black-
heads, eczema and skin eruptions, cleanses
the pores and makes the skin clear plump
and youthful. ﬁ

Removes Wrinkles
absolutely and creates a smooth, healthy
fine grained skin, The Hydro-Vacu is
highﬁ;y endorsed by physicians and
dermatologists, and is so simple that
any lady can use it at home.

Special Offer
For a limited time only, that every
lady may obtain one, the Hydro-Vacu
wilf be sent with complete instruc
tions for one-half regular price, Full
informationsent free.
Gervaise Graham, Dermatologist,

1281 Michigan Ave.,
Chicago

DRESSES
ANY MAN

£ i

[

10

Complete from

HEADTOTOE

In Latest Style.

FREE SAMPLES and
MEASUREMENT
BLANKS.

To introduce direct to the
wearer our custom lzlllol'ing we
will make the first ten thousand
suits in 1904 made to measures
sent us for only $10 and give the follow-
ing complete outfit FREE, actually $28
value for only $10 and nothing to pay
till after you receive the suit and free outfit
and find it just as represented. Send us
your name and postoffice address, and we
will send you Free Samples of
Cleoth, 5-foot tape line and measurement
blank for size of Suit, Hat, Shirt and Shoes.

A GENUINE CHEVIOT SUIT

made to measure in the latest English
Sack Style, well made and durably trimmed,
such a suit as some tailors charge $20.00

Dunlap Block Derby or Fedora Hat . . 2.50
Pair stylish Lace Shoes, new queen lust . 2.50
Percale Shirt, with Collars and Cuffs . 1,25
Neat Silk Four-in-Hand or Bow Tie .. .50
Pair fancy Web Elastic Suspenders . . .50
Japanese Silk Handkerchief...... .50
Pair of fancy Lisle Thread Socks ... .25

Thousands of American citizens pay daily for this $28.00

GCENTS’' COMPLETE OUTFITTING CO.,

Dept. 461, 242 Market St., Chicago, Il
REFERENCE: First National Bank, Chicago; Capital, $12,000,000.

RESTORES EYESIGHT

SPECTACLES A THING OF THE PAST

¢tActina,” A Marvelous Discovery That Cures
All Afflictions of the Eye and Ear With-
out Culting or Drugging,

A marvelous discovery has been made by that Scientist and In-
ventive Genius, Prof. W. C. Wilson. He las invented a restorer
known as ‘*Actina,” through which all afflictions of the eye and
ear, such as blindness, granulated lids, cataracts, sore eyes, deaf-
ness, etc,, are cured without cutting or
drugging. It is a simple contrivance,
known as the Actina Pocket Battery,
and through it the patients cure them-
selves in the privacy of their own homes
It not only abolishes the butcheries and
torturous methods practised by oculists
and aurists, but at the same time perfects
a positive and lasting cure.

General Alexander Hamilton, Tarry-
town-on-the-Hudson, N. Y., highly recommends “Actina.”

A F. W. Harwood, Springfield, Mass., says that “Actina”
cired him of deafness of nine years’ standing.

Mr, A, L. Howe, Tully, N. Y., writes : “Actina ”* has removed
cataracts from both my eyes. I can read well without my glasses;
an sixty-five years old.

Robert Baker, Ocean Beach, Cal., writes: I should have been
Flind had I nct used “Actina.”’

A party of prominent citizens have organized a company known
2s the New York and London Electric Association, and they have
given this method so thorough a test on hundreds of cases pro-
nounced incurable and hopeless that they now positively assure a
cure. “Actina’’ is sent on trial postpaid. If you will call or send
your name and address to the New York and London Electric
Association, Dept. 1238 B, 929 Walnut St., Kansas City, Mo., you
will receive, absolutely free, a valuable book—Prof. Wilson’s
* Treatise on the Eye and on Diseases in General,”” and you can
rest assured that your eyesight and hearing will be restored, no
matter how many doctors have failed.

The Guaranteed
Suspenders

The strongest and lightest—
made from elastic webbing of highest
grade—no buckles, no metal
rivets, no pulleys — nothing to rust,
nothing to wear and tear the clothing.

Smooth and slick and clean in every
part.  Adjustable calf skin
ends back and front—our own inven-
tion, and the ouly good new thing in
suspenders  since *‘galluses ™  first
came in—make them fit smoothly,
without a wrinkle—they will not slip
off the shoulder once they are properly
sdjnsted.

WARRANTED
ONE YEAR

Get a pair of REX SUSPENDERS for 50
cents, at your dealer’s, or by mail
postpaid. Put them right on and give
them the hardest wear you know how
for 365 days (or 366 if it’s leap year)—it
there’s a break, or a tear anywhere, in all that
time, send them to us and we will return free,
postprid, a complete new pair.
if you want full wear, full comfort, full satis-
faction for your suspender money, insist on
getting the ** REX.,”

CONSOLIDATED MANHATTAN SUSPENDER CO.
349 Broadway, Dept, 10, New York

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desivable that you mention THE ARGOSY,
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ForgetYoulave
A Stomach.

No need to worry constantly

what

about Your

you eat.

stomach will do its duty with a
little help.

stomach to do everything. You

Don’t expect your

get tired with overwork; so does

J_}your stomach. Three or

stbxtre

The «“BEST” Tonic, will
make the digestive juices
flow freely and the nerves
of the stomach strong to
do their work. Your food will

be gently assimilated and con-
verted into rich blood and firm
Pabst Extractis a blessed
boon for the dyspeptic when all

tissue.

the so-called <«digestants” fail.
It helps change the sour dispo-
sition into one of buoyant™ con-
tentment; it makes you look out

through eyes that see the bright

side of life.
druggist.

Write for free booklet. Pabst Extract Dept., Milwaukee, Wis,

four wine-glasses a day of

35-D20 West 21st. Street,

SUPERFLUOUS

HAIR

PERMANENTLY REMOVED

By My Scientific Treatment Especially Prepared

for Each Individual Case.

I SUFFERED FOR YEARS
with a humiliating growth of
hair on my face, and tried many
remedies without success; but I
ultimately discovered the TRUE
SECRET for the permanent re-
moval of hair, and for more
than seven years have been ap-
plying my treatment to others,
thereby rendering happiness to,
and gaining thanks of, thou-
sands of ladies.

I assert, and WILIL, PROVE TO YOU, that my treat-

ment will destroyv the follicle and otherwise PERMA-
NENTLY REMOVE THE HAIR FOREVER. No trace
is left on the skin after using, and the'treatment can be
applied privately by yourself in your own chamber.

IF YOU ARE TROUBLED, WRITE TO ME for further

information, and I will convince you of all I claim. I will
give prompt personal and strictly confidential attention to
your letter. Being a woman, I know of the delicacy of
such a matter as this, and act accordingly.

Address, mentioning this magazine,
HELEN DOUGLAS,
New York.

Order it from your

.send you ONE TRIAL CASE, BY MAIL, ENTIRELY FREE.

KoLA PLANT GuRe

Asthma

REALLY MARVELOUS

y
A NEW AND POSITIVE
CURE ifor Asthma has been
found, at last, in the KOLA
PLANT, a rare botanic prod-
uct of West African ongm

Since its dlscovery a shor
time ago, THIS NEW REMEDY HAS COME_INTO
ALMOST UNIVERSAL USE in the hospitals of Europe
and America. This is the best proof of the greatness of its
powers. PERSONS THOUGHT TO BE INCURABLE,
including men, women and children, are restored daily
to perfect health by the use of Hmmlya
Thousands of Le“ers attesting its wonderful
cures of Asthma have
been written to the importers. Space, however, will per-
mit us to quote only a few of them. These follow :
Dr. J. R, Dunean, the oldest physician of Crawfordsville, Ind., writes:
I feel it my duty totell all T can of the great virtue of Himalya. Dr. W.
H, Vail, a prominent phisician of St. Louis, Mo.. writes that he tried
Himalyva on several different cases of Asthma with s atisfactory results
in every case. Mr. K. B. Hume, 1345 Arch Street, Philadelphia, Pa.,
a widely known rraveler. writes that Himalya cured him when physi-
cians and evervthinyg else failed. Mrs, W. K, Murgitiroyd, East Chat-
Lam. N. Y., writes that she could get no relief from Asthma until she
used Hunal)a Mr, Alfred (. Lewis. editor of the Farmers' Magazine,
Washin:ston. D. C., was also cured, although lie could not lie down for
fear of choking, and was always worse during Hay-fever season.
Mr. Frederick F. Wyali, the noted Evangelist of Abilene, Texas,
writes fan. 3rst, that Ihmal}a permanently cured him of Hay-fever
and Asthma and strongly recommends it to sufferers.

REMEMBER IT COSTS YOU NOTHING.

1f you suffer from Asthma in any form, do not despair, but
write at once to the KOLA IMPORTING CO., No. 1162
Broadway, New York City, N. Y., who, in order to prove
the powers of this wonderful new botanic discovery, will .

-
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Are your films
ever spoiled

by incompetent handling? Hundreds of customers all
over the country send me their films, using my gummed
address labels (free on request). Few places get the
best results from films, because they develop the entire
strip at once to save handling each picture separately.
Individual development is the secret of my Fumous

Yacht Views., Write for prices.

That you may appreciate the quality of my work,
send a good negative and I will make a sample (8 x10)
Enlargement, mounted on card 11x14, for 30e¢, Regular
price, $1.00. Only one sample to each person.

Prepare for summer by writing to me at once about
developing and enlarging. You will be astonished at the
improvement in your pictures if you have them handled
by a man whose own photographs are world famous.

H. N. Tiemann, 4 East 30th St., New York

Camera
Bargains

What is the use of buying from

the manufacturer when you can

save from ten per cent to fifty per cent on Cameras

purchased from us? Premo, Hawk-eye, Century, Kodaks,
Brownie and all other leading Cameras.

Another advantage in buying from us is that if you're
not pleased with your purchase it may be exchanged for
any other make.

Send for Rurgaln Mst Xo, 12, It will enable yon to save from one-
third to one-half,  Also our eatalog of supplies. On supplies bought
from us you save 40 per cent. 50 per cent saved on Artist’s Materials,

PICKINGS FROM OUR BARGAIN LIST.

25.00 Eastman Long Focus Plate Cameras, 4x3, 817,00
8£21.00 Premo B, 537 - - - - - $15.00
$18.00 Pony Premo No, 3, 4x5 - -« - 812,50

Freako Shutter for Funny Fotografs, 35¢,

If you have a phonograph it’s not complete and does
not give its sweetest tone unless a

PHONO-CONSONATOR

is attached.

Makes voices sound unatural and distinet, takes away
metallic sound, removes blast from band records.

It will in every way improve the tone and service of
your phonograph. For sale by all Phonograph dealers or
sent prepaid upon receipt of price. We prepay charges
on Edison and Columbia Phonographs and Records.

Price $3.50.
Write for Phono-
Consonatordescrip-
tive circular.,

———ey
LEWIS CTAMERA AND SUPPLY CO.
Dept. M. 128 W, 23d St.,, New York City,

00DYE,
S WERT ®

This shoe for men is sold by leading retailers. We prefer
to have you buy of them, but if your retailers cannotsupply
you, we will send, delivery free, to any post-office or ex-
press office in the U. S. on receipt of price. $2.50 or $3.00
according to style. We make these goods in great variety.
Drop us a postal card and we will send you instructions for
measuring and ordering, also book of styles.

This is the shoe you need today, our

Russia Calf.
uche. Oxford
Tan colored, Single
Sole, PopulusLast, The
ideal shoe for summer.

Price, Delivery Free in U, 8.,

$3.00

MODEL
No. 4540,

Model No. 45381 —Men's Black Vici Kid Lace Bals. Single
Sole. Xxceptional vaiue. Price, delivery free in U, S., $2.50.

CHARLES A. EATON CO. 255k e

Brockton, Mass.

WHY GO BLIND?

Investigate the

Madison Absorption Method

“THE METHOD THAT CURES AT YOUR OWN HOME."”

Catatacts, Films, Scums, Iritis, Conjunctivitis, Pannus, Granular Lids,
Results of Injuties and every Disease of the Eye ot Lid WITHOUT
SURGERY. Cross eyes straightened without the use of the knife and

WITH ABSOLUTELY NO PAIN,

Write for my latest book and lectures on the eye which will be sent FREE. A postal will do—wrsite today.

P. C. MADISON, M. D., Suite 208, 80 Dearborn Street, CHICAGO.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desivabdle that you mention THE ARGOSY.




THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

HE above rings portray the most suitable styie,
with a Blue White Diamond weighing 14 Carat,
These Diamonds are carefully selected ftom a

new lot of goods just finished in our lapidaries
and are especially brilliant and of fine color. We
will deliver your choice free of any expense to you
on payment of $10.00 and your promise to remit to
us monthly $5.00 for eight consecutive months. If
the Diamond does not more than fully satisfy vou
return it at our expense. A Guarantee Certifi-
cate given with every Diamond and an Agreement
to take the Diamond back at any time in exchange
for larger gems, allowing you full credit for the price
paid. We save you at least 15% on your purchase.
All Express charges prepaid.

Write for Authority on Diamonds, Lyon Blue Book
and Catalogue 1, sent Free.

J. M. LYON & CO.,
65-67-69 Nassau St., New York, N. Y.

~ )
TMakes For Men,
fashionable Women
snugness and
comfortable, Children.

TRADEMARE REGISTEREDL.

(  THE ONLY WAY

to preserve the grace and beauty of alow shoe
is the patent ““ URFIT ” device—a strip of Jap
skin inserted under the lining on each side of
the shoe, whereby the laces draw the sides
snugly to the ankle and instep—preventing
heel from slipping up & down, sides from
bulging and shoe from twisting out of shape.

If your dealer can’t supply, send us his name
and we will send you free catalog and full in-
formation how to get * URFIT.”

THE “URFIT” CO.,
erartment C. 711 Sycamore St., Cincinnati, 0, J

ANante Hlade Famays

BY THE

- UNERRING ACCURACY

OF THE

Twelve years ago the
name Ingersoll, as ap-
plied to a watch, was
unknown.
To-day several times as many
Ingersoll watches are sold daily as
any other in the world and
millions of people whose
lives are set aparf in houts,
govern themselves by its
performances.

Its ptice has had much to
; do with this widespread pop-
ularity, yet the great foundation of
its success has been its refiability,
which an appreciative public has
been quick to recognize.

Positively Guaranteed to keep

accurate time.
. Ask for an Ingersoll—name on dial.

Sold by 50,000 dealers or postpaid by us.

Robt.H.Ingersoll &

B e

@

How to Grow Tall

Wonderful Discovery made by
PROF. K. LEO MINGES

Why be short and stunted. when for the mere
asking you can become taller and more grace-
ful?  Write to-day and we will mait to you,
ftree of charge, the method of how to grow tall.
May be accomplished at home by either sex.
We have made a life-long study of the carti-
lage system and thoroughly understand it.

THE CARTILAGE COMPANY,
Dept. 69 H, ROCHESTER, N. V.

Bro. Dept. 4.6 St Maiden Lane N.Y.

In answering any advertiscinent on this page it is desirabdle that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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Style
No. 1802

They are cool. An essential point
that the * Florsheim ’ bench made,
hand finished Oxford has. No slipping
or rubbing at the heel. It meets the
requirements of the most exacting.

« ] shoe just like your custom
shoemaker used to make”
FREE-—Send today for our hooklet. ** The
Florsheim Way of Foot Fitting,” Shoe facts /
of interest to every shoe wearer. Also (§
full information where you can buy the

“ Florsheim " Bench Made Shoe.
FLORSHEIM & COMPANY
Chicago, U. S. A,

Are you tired of
using steel pens?
’/ Are you not even
tired of using
cheap, inferior
Fountain Pens?

A poor pen is a
nuisance.

A good pen is a
blessing.

I make the pen
that has the

“Lucky
Curve”

and stand behind the warrant.

If you will write me, I can put

ou on the right track—make
it so you will enjoy writing.
Write me, or send me a sample
of your handwriting, and tell me
about how much you are willing
to pay and I will help you select
a peun, and then refer you to one
of my dealers who has pens.
Wherever you find a Parker
Pen Dealer, (AND THERE ARE
OVER 9,000 OF THEM) you will
find this same willingness to
oblige and a genuine desire to
get you properly fitted. Write
me and let me send you, with
my compliments, my Catalogue,
“THE REASON WHY,’ and other
information about Fountain
Pens that will be of value.
Please remember that every
pen stamped

PARKER
“Lucky Curve”
FOUNTAIN PEN

carries a double warrant, that of
the dealer selling them, as well
as my own warrant.

Let us get better acquainted.
Write me today.

Geo. S. Parker,

TH1i PARKER PEN Co.,
41 Mill St., Janesville, Wis,

We never use drugs, obesity tablets or
pills of any kind to reduce fat as they
weaken the system and often cause death

We reduce the flesh without any discomfort to the wearer. Obesity belts used te
OBESITY advantage by corpulent people, both ladies and gentlemen, to reduce corpulency
and give shape to a pendulous or relaxed abdomen. The use of these belts reduces

your size and leaves no room for surplus fat to accumulate ; also gives absolute

safety from Navel Rupture ; relieves the dragging sensation peculiar to a pendulous

abdomen and improves the shape. We will send the belt to any part of the United

States or Canada. Speeial Price. 82.530. Send measure around the largest

purt of abdomen when ordering belt.

Gomfortable helts made to order to he used after any operation.

Those interested in the subject call or write and get an illustrated book—FREE.
Light-Weight Belts for Summer Wear.

——————— = ENRY NOL.L. ®

775 SBroadway, New VYork.
(Between Ninth and Tenth Sts., opposite Wanamaker’s.)

Ladies in Attendance for Ladies. Examination Free. Closed Sundays,

Established 22 years in New York.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desivable that you mention T ARGOSy.
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ENETOO FAT

HAIR o
FACE

A person generally knows
when he is becoming too
fleshy. Asarule, hovxevu,
e shats liis eyes to the fact,
and Dbelieves it to be only tem-
porary, until he suddenly realizes
that Lie has gained many pounds
and no remedy appears tobe forth-
coming. Toyou,who havedrifted
into this situation, we can offer
truths that are bey ond the shadow
of questioning. We can bring
down your weight, not by elab-
orate and expensive reduction
remedies, but by simple treatment
that briugs health and strength in
its train.  Qur files are filled with
hundreds, ves thousands of testi-
monials to this effect, and are the
best guarantees of our signal suc-
cess, Hereare twoof many. Mrs,
S. Mann, of LaMotte, Ia., writes:
Nix years ago I lost 70 Ibs.

F months by the

N ECHKaw
ARMS

INSTANTLY REMOVED
WITHOUT INJURY
TO THE MOST DELICATE
SKIN

IN COMPOUNDING, an incomplete mixture was accidentally

spilled on the back of the hand, and on washing afterward
it was discovered that the hair was completely removed We
named the new discovery MODENE, Ttis absolmely
harmless, but works sure results.  Appiy for a few minutes
and the halr disappears as if by magic. ¥t Cannot Fail,

|

|

! 8
If the growth be light, one apphcanon will remove it; the LosT P OU Ds
heavy growth, such as the beard or growth on moies, may 40 N

|

i

|

I

and I have not
ned an ounce in weight

require two or mote appilications, and without sligh(est M
: f NI " r. Hugo Horn, 429 E. 63d St.. New York City, writes:
mjury or unplej‘;a',“ fBEllgg when a})pileu_ ('” Ever afterward. - “Three years ago I took a four months’ treatmentand waé reduced
odene Supevsedes electroiysis. 40 lbs. in welght I have not gained any in weight since.
Used by people of refinement, and recommended We are giving away barrels and

by all who have tested its mmerits.

Modene sent by mail, in safetv mailing-cases (securely sealed),
on receipt of $1.00 per bottle. Send money by letter, with
your full addm?S “m,tm pl?‘,my' P,O,Sf,a_gc ”an,'?s taken. just to prove how effective, pleasant and safe this remedy is, to

LOCAL AND GENERAL AGENTS WANTKD. I reduce weight. If you want one send us your name and address
MODENE MANUFACTURING CO., Dept. 44, Cincinnatl, Ohio "and 4 cents to cover postage, etc. Each box is mailed in a plain
Every Bottle Guaranteed, : sealed wrapper, with no advertising on it to indicate what it con-
Yy T y tains. Price large size box, $1.00, postpaid. Correspondence
R We Ofer $1,000 for Failure or ihe Slightest Injury, strictly confidential,

‘ HALL (‘lll‘}Dll(‘AL €O, L. K. Box. 8. Louis. Me.

Barrels of Sample Boxes Free

EASIER TO ROW 4 _ ABSOLUTELY SAFE
Writ.e . ] - e T Price

15 foot boat, erated

§29.00

= ac? = : i ; eacti tddstructi ;

Made of steel. Practically indestructible.  Air

Mullms Unsmkable chamber each end. Cannot sink. Cannot leak. Require no caulking,  Ideal boat for family use,
St l pl B ts summer resort~, parks. Guaranteed. No other hoat so desirable for ladies and children.
eel Vleasure Doats  w. u. muLLiNs, 493 Depot Street,  SALEM, OHIO

OISl INVESTORS

BY 'THE BROOKS SYSTEM desiring to realize the Large Interest and Profits

EXAST sAlgEzg_gigyf‘g[f,\lzmgE;&nggggg»}gﬂgﬁﬁ possible in legitimate Mining, Oil, Timber and Smel-

ter Investments and Dividend-paying Industrial

Stocks, listed and unlisted, should send for our
BOA P N FRAMES. Booklets, giving full iuformation, mailed free.

'ZA:?TAC”"Qﬁfﬁgﬁﬁs’rﬁu’éﬁ{tﬁi hed's i'l‘a“;’%’l?f&%‘i‘.I‘iﬁ%ﬁ‘.‘.’* DOUGLAS, LACEY & CO. .

Bankers and Brokers, 66 Broadway, New York.

A S I H M A The §s calculating xmchme <2
o

which does more work than

HAY F Ev IE : R— the most expiensive. Adds
9 columns at once,
&f\d tracts—Multiplies—

e e Divides.  Sim-
l‘;lc' rapid,

C VRED TO STAY CURED andy.
Health completd\ restoxed Causeremoved. Weather changes, X > make mis-
dust, odors, heat, colds, pollen, or anything clse cannot bring Ao a ' it takes—fasts a
back attacks. Throw away powders sprays, inhalers, discs, 2 ifetime. i
and “specifics ” (which cannot cure) and be cured in the right . P < It is all you claim
way—to stay cured! You will have a gnod appetite, sleep a3l Ch g for it.—A. R. Harper,
soundly all night, can do anything or go anywhere without S . g Danml/; Jiz. WC’V‘"}Z[NY
slightest return of symptoms.  Estb. 1883. Over 52 ooo Atthmx b,,‘, g & S’::”?:LC"‘ it. —%‘” aiiace
and Hay Fever patients. Wiite for BOOK D, FREE Evhipit nassus, £'a
containing reports of many interesting cases. fis. Size 4 x xo%Umches Price_#$s5.00
3 gy prepaid in the United States. rite
P. HAROLD HAYES, BUFFALO, N. Y. . L - for FREE booklet. Agents wanted.
Qur treatment is NOT aold in drug storea. It is obtainable by mail only, or at our offive fo Lo ¢ E.LOCKE MFG. €0., 55 Walnut 5t., Kenseti,lowa

roxifion
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Model All
No. 19 Dealers.

““A Good Companion in the Woods.”

The ]mn.(liest, nicest, most reliable little take down Rifle which anyone can
possibly possess. 1t is strong, well made and accurate. Shoots long or short
22 caliber cartridges and has automatic shell ejector. . . . . . . .
For every description of small game and target practice it is IDEAL. Price $2.00.

Our No. 15 Model with a four inch shorter barrel is practica;lly

the same weapon reduced to boy's size. - - Price$1.50.

Ask your dealer fo show you Hamillon Rifles.
If he cunnot, write us for illustrated folder—FREE.

HAMILTON RIFLE CO., Box 73, PLYMOUTH, MICH.

MUSIC

Lessons Free

For Beginners or Advanced Pupils
YOU Do NOT IIAVE

to Leave Your Home to Secure Free a Full Course for Either Piano,
Organ, Violin, Banjo, Guitar, Cornet or Mandolin.

A representative is wanted iu every locality in this country. Itis
the opportunity ot a lifetime. Any boy, girl, man or woman can
learn to play their favorite instrument by note in a few weeks, by
using the spare moments at their disposal, and if you only knew
how simple the method and how easily acquired, you would write
at once. A child can learn to play the piano or organ by note with
both hands in 12 weeks, It reads like a fairy tale, but it’s true,
every word of it, and we’ll prove it to your entire satisfaction by
acteal demonstration and testimonials from hundreds of grateful
and delighted pupils. We will give, free, for advertising purposes,
the first term of 48 music lessons for beginners oradvanced pupils,
on Piano, Organ, Banjo, Guitar, Violin, Cornet or Man-
dolin (yvour expense for which will only be the cost of the music
you use and postage, which is small).” We teach by mail only,
and guarantee success. Hundreds write : * Wish [ had known ot
your school before.”” Miss ANNa Craxk, of Merkel, Texas, who
did not know a note when she began with us, writes: [ understand
fully, everything, can play all my exercises at sight,and with a little
practice any new piece of music. I have been giving music
lessons since taking your first term and earning my own expenses
and must teach awhile vefore taking up the third term (she is now
a pupil). I have recommended your school to all my friends and
cannot say too much in your favor.  Mr. J. J. S1.savGH, Bethany,
Mo., writes: Our daughter, who is but fourteen, is making fine
progress.  She has been made organist in the Sunday-school and
everyone thinks her playing splendid. H. C. Urvirici, 839 W,
21st I'lace, Chicago, writes: Have received the lessons regularly
and am much pleased. T learn twice as fastas T did before I be-
gan with you. The lessons are admirably adapted to keep one
interested, for they are very tunetful, and tuneful music is always
casiest learned. You can learn by oursystem in the spare mo-
ments at your disposal, if you are able to read Fuglish. Just as
soon as your request is_received we will send our booklet, free
tuition contract and testimonials, and arrange for you to begin at
once. Address

U. 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Box 50, 19 Union Square, New York, N. V.

SOMETHING ENTIRELY NEW

Our Latest Invention.
Nothing Else¢ Like Kt.

$40.00 WEEKLY AND EXPENSES.

An active man or woman in each county to act as manager, exhibir, take
order- and appoint agents for HARRISON VALVELESS Auto-
matic Wickless Blue Flame Qil-Gas Stove. t out
—Ovoriomes ctions of other stoves—Customers delight - 2
Generators already sold

valves to leak, clog ar cause troubte

gas works—-De

ightful for
summer cookiy

w, laundry work,

coal, ushe
Cheap. clean, safe fuel. 15¢ to 30¢ a week should fur-
nish fuel gas for cooking for smatll fami
sene ml will tarnish a hot hlue flame yas fire in the burner for about 18 hours.

SOLVES THE SERVANT CIRL PROBLEM.

Big <eller—livery woman wants it—Absolutelv safe—will not explode.
oline is dangerous. PRICES, 83.00 up. Catalogue

¥ Write today for spucial prices this month, also proposition,

new plans, ete.

World Mgz, Co., 5688 World Bldg., Cineir

anti, O

operated  and  controlled—No |

IT RESTS
WITH YOU

Big Money
Making We Mean

You can make a careful readinipf this article worth
thousands of dollars to you. This is_literally true,
and we don’t care what your occupation is so long
as you are now or wish to become engaged in any
line of intellectual effort. We want you to accept

free of cost and postage prepaid our booklets entitled

The Birth of The Science of
a Science Salesmanship

Every commetcial traveleri every retail clerk, every

specialty salesman, regardless of the line of goods
handled, and every promoter throughout this broad
land ought to have a_copy of these Booklets. T But
we don’t stop here, Every professional man, every
intelligent brain worker in'the world ought to own
them. § Why is it valuable to all who are now or wish
to become brain workers ? Because they tell about the
Science of Salesmanship, and salesmanship in the
abstract 1s the power to persuade others. § Itisno
hypnotism, no so-called mysterious forces, It is
concentrated common sense. Y To master this Scz-
ence means development of that central magnetic
force of real manhood and womanhood, positive char-
acter, the natural result of which is the power to
carry people with you, to make them think as you
think and believe as you believe. J It means to
make you an expert in character reading, or the art
of_sizing people up.

'Will you risk one cent for a postal or two cents for
a stamp to send a letter so we can send you these
Booklets and tell you allaboutit?

S. S, of S. S., 1025 McClurg Bldg., Chicago

—Tturns kerosene gav—A miniature |

etc. Daes finest baking—No  more '
hot, fiery kKitchens ! carrying
or wood—Qaick  meals oo |

—A gallon of kero- |

I

A BEAUTIFUL FACE

All the old methods of sccuring
Beauty and a perfect Complexion are
replaced by THE

Rubber Complexion Bulb.

It prevents and removes wrinkles;
removes pimples, blackbeads, fiesh-
worms, and makes the skin soft, clear,
smooth and white. A single
soothing  application  pro-
duces  remarkable  results.
Blackheads in nany cases
are banished in a few min-
utes. The specd with which
it clears the complexion is
almost beyond belief.  No
woman who owns oune of
these wonderful devices need have any further fear of wrinkles or blac]
Always ready. nothing to get out of order.  The revular price is
3 troduce our catalog of other specialties we will send
plexion Bulb complete with full directions for only thirty-five
ceuts, postage paid. You cannot afford to miss this bargain, Address

A.R. Krueger Mfg., Co., 157 Wash. 8§t,, Chieago, 111,

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desivable that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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RHEUMATISM

Wonderful New External Remedy
Curing Thousands. Any Rheu-
matic Sufferer May Try
It Without Cost.

MakEr<WEIRER

DRESSY CLOTHING

T VWL bave made our
J *fame selling $6.83 suits,
We make ‘em good enough
to bring us fame, If we were
1o ask you §16.—they’d still be worth
it. We concentrate the re-
sources of an entire build ng to
the tailoring of this $6.85 gar-
ment. Every suit is made to
your order. You can have your
choice of a variety of thibets—
serges — diagonals —clays and
fancy mixtures. All garments
are pure wool—hand-made—
broad shoulders—and critically 1
correct as well as eritically per-

fect, If you have any doubt,

remember that we take the risk.

$6.85. HOW TO ORDER.

Te)l us which material you prefer,
give us your name and nearest express
office, and the following measurements,
and we will make suit to order:

MEASUREMENTS—Cnust over the vest) close
to the arm-pits; WaIsT jover transers); SLEEVE,
from inside seam (underneath arm-pit) to
wrist ; TROUSERS (inside from crotch to heeli;
neight and weight.,

You have the privilege of examination, ani, if
entirely satisfactory,pay the express agent $6.95
and express charges; if nof, return the =uit at
our expense—we shoulder the responsibility,

Catalogue No, 158 sent on request,
MANUFACTURERS’ OUTFITTING CO.,
Largest Maii-Order Clothing House,
215-217-219 Mercer Street, New York City.

Reference Mutual Altiance Bouk, New Fork,

Send Your Address and Get
A Dollar’s Worth FREE.

1 have a sure, quick and lasting cure for
Rheumatism. I cure it by means of Vibro Discs,
a wonderful new appliance, which is used exter-

nally and draws out the poison from every part.
of the system. It is the wonder of the age, and
a godsend to Rheumatic sufferers, There is
nothing like it, and nothing equal to it. It ban-
ishes pain as if by magic, and conquers this
dread disease in all its cruel forms and stages. It
is safe, simple and convenient for home use and
roots out the acid venom so thoroughly that 1o
relapse or fresh attack can occur, Prove these
claims yourself by testing the remedy at my ex-
pense. [ will send you, absolutely free, four of
these Vibro Discs—a full dollar’s worth—if you

{ Vo Carat $665.

§ $10.Cash & $5. Per Month.

DON'T BE MISLED !

PRICFS above given are attrac-
tively Jow, but not fictitious.
Goods will be furnished exactly as
advertised. If it were legitimately
passible we would not fuil to shorten
the price stitl more. You might
met with a better offer elsewhere—
still we insist that our price is lower
than that of any other responsible
dealer doing business on our plan.
Take our word for ite-our own
offer is dependable. A certified
guarantee goes with every purchase,
Don't hesitate to send us fivst

simply send me your name and address. This is

payment with your order,
or,if it suits you better, ask us to
s'nd selection €. . B, frst
payment, subject to examina-
tionn. Balance may be paid in 9 or
10 equal monthly payments.

Ask for our new Catalogue No.
F 24—it’s Deautifully illustrated in
colors and it's FREE,

HERBERT L. JOSEPH & CO.
Diamonds—Watches—Jewelry
Individual Responsibility $250,000.00.

148--F 24 State Sireet, Chieago

an absolute gift, and I shall neither ask nor ac-
cept pay for it now or in the future. Can you
aﬁ"ordp to continne in pain and misery when you
can get this marvelous new and gunaranteed treat-
ment simply for the asking? Write me to-day
and I will send you the treatment at once and
with it an elegant illustrated book on Rheumat-
ism, all free and prepaid. Don’t send any money
—not even a postage stamp—but send your name
and address THIS VERY DAY.

PROF. S. M. WATSON, Dept. 112, Battle Creek, Mich,

In answering any advertisement on this page 1t is desirable that you wmention THe ARGOSY.
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HAIR INSURANCE

wakE A BEAUTIFUL. Free Examination.
ination of your hair will reveal the cause of your scalp infection.
fresh combings, to-day, and I will tell you, free of charge, what ails your
hair and scalp, and what treatment you need.

Beautiful hair in middle age is at a premium,
hair is healthy now, it can be kept so;
it healthy and beautiful.
a youthful appearance,.

INSURE YOUR HAIR

I MAKE SICK HAIR WELL, INSURING IT AGAINST FALLING OUT.
Accumulative Benefits.

dandruff, stops falling hair, and prevents baldness.
remains in the follicles of the hair, new hair can be grown.
can be saved to extreme old age.

Non-Experimenting.
have cured difficult cases where others have failed. -
My~ book 15, on Hair and Scalp, sent on receipt of 2-cent stamp for .-
Send fresh combings by return mail to-day, -

to MADAME M. HESSLER,

Premiums.

postage.

No Two Scalps Require the Same Treatment.

A physician studies your bodily ailments before
he gives you medicine, A microscopical exan-
Send me

If your
if not, I can make
My_ :pecnal remedies will, pxeserve it and insure

Your hair is an index to vour age., My
individual treatment positively eradicates
As long as any life
Your hair

I have studied Hair and Scalp diseases over
thirty years in France and United States, and
1 am not experimenting.

Specialist for the Hair and Scalp,

Marshall Field Bidg., CHICAGO, ILLS.

A Wonderful Offer
FOR

WEBSTER DICTIONARY {2

23,000 WORDS AND DEFINITIONS. Every person should have a
Dictionary. Just what parents should get for their childrea:

In addition to being a complete and accurate Dictionary, this volume
contains weights and measures, interest tables, postal information, rules
for spellirg, punctuation, use of capitals, population, foreign words and
phra etc,, etc. 8end for this wonderful bargain to-day, before supply is
exha d. 18 cents in Stamps will bring this Dictionary to you.
R. BURGIE CO., 155 Washington St., CHICAGO, 1LL.

Be Your Own Boss

MANY MAKE $2,000.00 A YEAR, You
have the same chance, Start a Mail Order Business
at home. Wetellyou how. Money comingin daily.
Enormous profits. Evervthing furnished. Write
at once for our ‘‘ Starter ” and FRFE particulars,

A. R. KRUEGER CO0., 155 Washington Street, Chicago, Il

HUHTIIIG
f\ THIS ELEGANT WATCH $3.75.
gﬂg\' Before you buy a watch cut this out and send to us-with
~ your name and address, and we will send vou by ex-
press for examination a handsome Watech and
Chain C. 0. D. $3.7%35. Double hunting case
beautiful ly engraved, stem wind and stem set, fitted
with richly jeweled movement and guaranteed acor-
3 rect timekeeper; with long Gold plated chain for
LB Ladies or vest chain for Gents. If you consider it
F cqual to any §35.00 Gold Filled Watch Warranted 20
Years pay the express agent $3.75 and it is yours. Our
20 year guarantee sent with each watch, Mention
if you want Gents' or Ladies’ size. Address
FARBER & 0., C53, 23 Quiney St., CHICAGO.

We sell all makes under half price. Don’t
buy before sending for samples of writing,
prices, exchange and unprejudiced advice.
Immense stock for selection. Shipped for

trial. QGuaranteed first-class condition.
DEALERS SUPPLIED.

TYPEWRITER HEADQUARTERS

332-A Broadway NEW YORK

rocrastination is
not only the
thief of time, but
in the case ot
Life Insurance it
steals from your
family the means of living after

your death as well as now.
We insure by mail. Particulars free.

PENN MUTUAL LIFE, Phila.}

NEW INVENTION!

Write for new bocklet, 8pecial Offer this month, Our new
. Quaker Folding Vapor Bath Cabinets, finest produced.
. Everybody delighted. Enjoy at home for Sc each all

the marvelous cleansing, invigorating, curative effecta
of the famous Turkish Baths. Open the 5,000,000
skin pores, purifies the entire system. Beats Hot
Springs. Prevents disease, Saves Dr, bills. Cured
thousands. Nature’s drnglosl remedy for eolds, grip,
rheumatism, aches, pams, blood and skin diseases,
Kidney trouble, children’s diseases and female ills,
Gusranteed. Sent on 30 days’ trial. $100.00 to
[ ssoo,mamomh Balesmen, managers, general agents.
per cent profit. Address,

WURLD MANUFAGTURING C0.. 82 WorLo BuiLoing, CINGINNATI, OHID.

WE SHIP ON APPROVAL

withont @ cent deposit and allow 10 IDAYS?
FREE TRIAL on every bicycle. Any wheel not
satistactory refurned at onr expense,

HIGHEST GRADE 5

1901 MopELS 2875 to $17
Coaster Brakes, Hedgethorne Puncture-proof Tires

and best equipment.

1902 and 1903

MODELS, best makes, $7 to $l 2
500 SECOND-HAND WHEELS,
all makes and models

oo n4 mewy " $3 o $8
Great Factory Clearing Sale at Zalf Fre-
tory Cost.

EARN A BICYCLE
taking orders from sample wheel furnished Uy
us.  Our agents make large profits. Write af once
for catajogues and our Specinl Offer,

AUTOMOBILES, TIRES, Sewing Machines, Sundries,
ete., half usual prices,

MEAD CYCLE CO., Dept. 39-H, Chicago

TAKE K
NO SUBSTITUTE B
A Dated Guaranty i+
Tag on Each Tire
Protects you

against Old Stock Express Paid
PUNCTUREPROOF-SELF-

ALLIGATOR HEALING BICYCLE TIRES
The ORIGINAL and only Puncture-proof and Self-healing Tire
made, Nails, tacks, and glass will not let the air out. Positively
will not become porous. Strong, durable, resilient, Greatest thick-
ness where needed (see G in ilius.) Examme—-“feel of it.” Sent
C. 0. D. anywhere, subject to examination—no deposit asked; but
we pay express only when cash accompanies order, State diameter
of rim and size tire wanted.  CATALOG FREE. State & Lake Sts.

THE VIM COMP&NY, Sole Manufact’rs, CHICAGO

In amweriug any advertisement on this page it is desivable that you mention THE Arcosy.
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“TRED-AIR”
HEEL CUSHION

. ) You know rubber tires are
Loconiotives, frelgllt cars, street put on cab wheels mostly to ’
carg, cabs, and even ice wagons have save wear and tear on spokes, rims, axles and H

springs. Certainly you ought to give springs. The whole business lasts longer.
‘ your own frame work as much consideration. Heel-

. Your backbone is of 1 g ; 4
cttl)shl%n; serve eIngicyly the same purpose—they cabs, Vet you hump algr?;e“‘natl};lesotl];snlel:ﬁlne}
absorb the jar and save wear and tear. ] heels on stony city pavements as if you could i

Youwll find yourself adopting a livelier walk if you 8¢t a new spine at the blacksmith shop.
wear Heel-cushions inside your shoe, Thirty-five cents invested in a pair of T'red-
- air Rubber Heels will give yon n t-door
The whole under-surface of your heel presses 1 g Fon niore outso
evenly into the velvety softness of Heel-cushions, ,}z,?ﬁ;igfég?“ you have had since you quit go-
instead of upon one small, hard e . . .
spot. That’s where the comfort They can't slip—wet or dry, ice or mud, the
comes in. patent treading-surface clings. (And it out-
Cired heel tired bod wears the shoes, for it’s tougher than raw hide.)
! .€e'8 mean tired body. Lighter than other rubber heels, and more
t}-}lfe%x.cuismous take the weight off spll?ingy, because of purer rubber and the ;
e heels, patent air-cell construction. '
Heel Cushions increase the NO DIRT—No unsighti
height. holes to pick up and %racl);
mud and dirt.,

Sent by mail postpaid on
receipt of B35 cents per

Sent by mail postpaid on receipt
of 25 cents per pair,

Special styles for wonien. pair.
TRED-AIR RUBBER COMPANY,
Headquarters and Mail Order Department, i ' R ﬂuﬂt‘
105 SUMMER ST. DEPT.A. i . MWW
BOSTON - . MASS. : R

FOR MEN AND WOMEN

i
! Write for names of hundreds of delighted customers.
Make $80 to #50 weekly. Do business at home or
traveling, all or spare time, selling Gray outfits and
doing genuine gold, siiver, nickle and
metal plating on Watches, Jewelry, Table. //
ware, Bicycles, all metal goods. Heavy i
. plate, No experience, quickly learned. €i

glnormous demand. No toys or humbug. Qutfits
all sizes, Everything guaranteed. Letus start you.
We teach you FREE. Write today. Address,

'H. GRAY & CO,, Cincinnati, Ohio.

} AI,L volumes of THE ARGOSY previous to the beginning of the monthly
| form, April, 1894, are out of print. The remaining volumes,all neatly
. bound in cloth, are veritable treasure houses of entertaining fiction. 75 cents
| apiece plus 25 cents postage, except Vols, XVIII to XXIII, inclusive.
i which cost $1.00, plus 30 cents postage.

i TILE FRANK A, MUNSEY COMPANY, - 111 Fifth Avenue, New York.

Safety, Luxury and Comfort DON’T BE HARD UP!

are combined in the When you can make immense profits and
' BE YOUR OWN BOSS by making mirrors,
TWO-SPEED GEAR ‘I'he work comes to you. Men and women

COASTER BRAKE learn it quickly. My students have all the

work they want, No big mouey
CHAINLESS BICYCLES for tools required. Success guar-

anteed. Particulars for stamp.

MACMASTERS
Do you know the added pleasure of § p. 50, - - Yeru, Ind.

. ]

Up-to-date Cycling ? Whatls Daus’ Tip-Top?
- TO PROVE that Daus’ “Tip-Top” is
. p the best and simplest device for making

100 copies from pen-written and 5

copiesfromtypewrittenoriginal,

we will ship complete duplicator,

cap size, without deposit, on

ten (10} days’ trial,

Price $7.50 less trade

diseount of 3314%, or $5 net
THE FELIX F, DAUS DUPLICATOR CO.
Paus Building, 111 John St., New York City.

‘Big Paying Business

Any Catalogue mailed on receipt of a
two-cent stamp.

Eastern Dept. ‘Western Dept.
Hartford, Conn. Chicago, Il

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirabdle that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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WAKE UP

WAKE UP to the fact
that the cigar with your
exact degree of aroma,

. taste and appearance

. may be brought to you
. alltransportationcharges

paid, affording you at
all times

A Saving of 50%

of ordinary retail prices.
We have eliminated all
of the in-between profits

" and expenses and sell

our entire product

Direct tothe Consumer

with nothing added to the
cost of production but the
single factory margin.
As manufacturers we
insure to you exact uni-
formity and are in close
touch all the time with

 the personal preferences

of each of our customers.

Our variety is so great
that we guarantee to
please every taste.

Our factory, of which
we invite inspection, is a
model of sanitary clean-
liness. Each brand is
msade by expert work-
men in the same way all
the time,

Wake up and make up
vour order to-day, as any
delay is an injustice to
your pocket-book and
your perfect satisfaction.

For 75¢c we will gladlv
send you an assortment
of 12 cigars, each separ-
ately wrapped and de-
scribed, showing four
varieties of 1oc and two-
for-a-quarter values; or
for soc an equal showing
of High Grade sc and
10C values.

All transportation charges
paid in advance by us. Let
us send you our illustrated
hooklet, ‘‘ Rolled Reveries.””

JOHN B,

DON'T FORGET TO ORDER AT ONCE.
WRITE TO.DAY TO

ROGERS & C0,, e Poncers

The The Pioncers, 23 Jarvis Street
BINGHAMTON, N. Y.

WAKE-UP to the mod-
ern, up-to-date method of
business ; to the fact that
it is wholly unnecessary
after a cigar is produced
for you to pay the profits,
commissions and ex-
penses of the jobber, the
salesman or the retailer,
all making a total of
50% extra expense which
comes directly from your
own pocket with every
cigar you buy in the old
way.

Without taking an iota
from the quality you pre-
fer, we can guarantee you
uniformity and

A Saving of 50%

Our guarantee is
broader than that—we
say that if, for any cause
whatever, any cigars are
unsatisfactory which we
may ever ship you, you
are entitled to and will
cheerfully receive

Your Money Back

for the full purchase
price, regardless of how
many cigars you have
smoked to find out that
they did not suit you.
Thousands upon thou-
sands of customers are
using the brands we list
here and find them ex-
actly right.
Make up yourorder now.

Box Box Box
OF 12 Or23 OrhHd
Piconcies, 4% in
Conchas, SI 00 $1.75
Balmetto, 4% in.

Puritanos, .90 1.65 $3.25
El Provost, 43/ in.

Periectos, .85 150 3.00
La Medalia, 41 in.

Conchas, .70 1.25 2.50
Fedora, 434 in.

Londres, .60 2.00

PHuiLa., PPa
" Botli the El Premier and the
1.a Medalla are fine; too much
cannot be said in their favor.’”’
James A. Mo~NtriTH.

In answering this advertisement it is desivable that yo mention Tue ArGosy.
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COUNT CASSINI SAYS:

Russian Imperial Embassy, Washington,
The HAYNER WHISKEY which has been used at the Russian
Embassy has given universal satisfaction. P )
It is an admirable household whiskey. -

Russian Ambassador,

THE ONLY WHISKEY WITH A NATIONAL REPUTATION FOR
HIGHEST QUALITY AND PERFECT PURITY.

Government statistics show that the famous Miami Valley produces better grain and
has purer water than any other section of this country, Itis Nature’s garden. Right in
the heart of this favored spot is our distillery. We have at our very door the two essen-
tials for producing the finest whiskey in the world--the best grain and the purest water,
Add to these one of the most complétely equipped distilleries ever operated and an ex-
perience of 38 years in distilling whiskey and you have a combination that is unequaled
anywhere, That's why HAYNER WHISKEY is the best for medicinal and other uses. That’s
why we have over half a million satisfied customers. That's why YOU should try it.
Don't forget that it goes direct from our own distillery to you, with all its original strength,
richness and flavor, carries a UNITED STATES REGISTERED DISTILLER’S GUARANTEE of PURITY and
ABE and saves the dealers’ enormous profits. Your money back if you're not satisfied.

HAYNER
WHISKEY

4 FULL QUARTS $79.20 ¢ .

oun OFFEH We will send you FOUR FULL QUART BOTTLES of HAYNER SEVEN-

YEAR-OLD RYE for $3.20. and we will pay the express charges.
Try it and if you don’t find itall rightand as good as you ever used or canbuy
from anybody else at any price, then send 1t back at our expense and your
%3.20 will be returned to you by next mail. Just think that offer over. How
could it be fairer? 1If you are not perfectly satisfied you are not out a cent,
We ship in a plain sealed case, no marks to show what’s inside.

3900 195 190 1P 1V 1 YD YIS
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Orders for Ariz., Cal., Col., Idaho. Mont., Nev., N, Mex.. Ore,, Utah., Wash,, or Wyo.
must be on the basis of 4 QUARTS for $4.00 by EXPRESS PREPAID or 20 Quarts for $16.00 by
FREIGHT PREPAID,

BT e, THE HAYNER DISTILLING COMPANY, [ioV"¢iit

DAYTON, OHIO. ST. LOUIS, MO., ST. PAUL, MINN,, ATLANTA, GA.,
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Doctors Say “Drink More.”

The body requires ten glasses of
fluild per day.

Most people drink less—too little to
flush the body of its waste. 'The result
is bad blood, nervousness, disease.

Then the doctor says ¢Drink more;”
and he knows this advice to be worth
mote than medicine.

That’s one reason why pure beer is
good for you. It leads you to drink
more—gives the body more fluld. And
that fluid 1s also a food and a tonic.

But the beer must be pure.

Schlitz beer 1s brewed in absolute
cleanliness and cooled 1n filtered air. It
1s aged for months before we market it,
so 1t will not cause biliousness. And
every bottle 1s sterilized after 1t 1s sealed.

That’s why doctors 4
always say ¢Schlitz.” 7

THE BEER T34

Ask for the Brewery Bottling.

In answering this advertiseimnent it is desirable that you wmention THE ARGOSY.
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PICTURE No. 4

PICTURE No. 1

PICTURE No. 2

PICTURES COPYRIGHTED, 1904
BY OTIS H. KEAN, INC., N. V.

HE ‘“ AMERICAN GIRI, PICTURES” are a
series of five charming drawings of the love-
liest types of that fascinating personality—

the modern American girl.

As drawings, they are distinctly different from
anything else that has been done in this line, They
possess that exomisite touch—that rare quality of
sweetness and character—that makes you feel at
once that you are looking at a person and not at a
picture. _

These beautiful pictures are published with the
idea that every American woman will wish to pos-
sess them, and that, by sending complimentary copies
to the purchasers of our brand of Borax, ever after the
pictures would be associated with Pure Borax. By
this method our product would be made known in a
pleasant way in the homes of Ameérican women
everywhere. That this surmise is true is indicated
by the thousands upon thousands of requests we
have already had for these pictures.

It should be understood that the picturks are got
up as elaborately as if they were to be sold through
art stores, and that they are in every way representa-
tive of the modern engravers’ art. They bear no
advertising matter whatever.

The size of the pictures is 14 x 19 inches, and they
are published on fine heavy plate paper for framing.
They are pictures that will make a charming addition
to a drawing-room,-library or den. ‘

We will send, carefully packed, a fine large repro-
duction of any of the series to any lady who will send
us a box top from a pound box of ““20-MULE-TEAM
BRAND BORAX " (which can be bought at any
grocery or drug store) and four (4) cents in“stamps to
cover cost of mailing. Indicate by number the pic-
ture you wish, and address ‘¢ Department P, Pacific
Coast Borax Co., New York City.”’ »

In passing, it may be well to say a word about
Borax. The usefulness of Borax is not limited to the
kitchen and laundry; the wise American girl has
Borax in her bath, in her shampoo and on her toilet
table. Borax water is the best cosmetic in the world.
Try it a week and see how fine the texture of your
skin will become, and how rosy your cheeks.

One secret of the wonderful value of Borax
throughout the house is because it softens the water.
Water has to be soft to clean well, whether it is used
in the toilet or house cleaning. And by adding a little
Borax to the water you soften it and double its power
to cleanse and purify.

Get Pure Borax, use it everywhere you use water,
and you will know what real hygienic cleanliness is.

To avoid adulterations, order ““20-MULE-TEAM -

BRAND.” At drug and grocery stores.

PACIFIC COAST BORAX CO.

NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO
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