(87 P T o TR A - T Tk e e 5 % '&’_ z ~f"'__"_ & _“‘ Z

THE

C‘ » - P >
gL - 2 B %
2 : > :
B, s : o g
" " il :
s
2 ; i
2. * g3 g h 8
% : :
- .,"\ }v— 5
4 5 ~ ¢ £3 g
L] .
i = ¥ 5 < L
A Zo
-:p %
. = #
.
.
i i

‘MAY 1910
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Mother’s
Day

is every day while the
mother lives, and as
long afterwards as her
children survive her.

For over one hundred
years, we have endeavored
to help the mother inculcate

cleanly habits to produce a
healthy skin.

The use of Pears’ Soap
prevents the irritability, redness
and blotchy appearance from which
many children suffer, and prevents
unsightly disease which so baffles
dermatologists, and hinders the proper physical
and moral development of the child.

Pears’ Soap produces a matchless complexion which
> not only gives natural beauty but a matchless comfort
¢ to the body.

Health, beauty and happiness follow the use of
Pears’ Soap. The mothers of today can well follow
the example of the last six generations and have their
memory revered by teaching their children to use

ears’ Soap

Mother’s Day is to be observed all over the United States, the second Sunday in May, to
honor and uplift motherhood, and to give comfort and happiness to the best mother who
ever lived—your mother. In loving remembrance of your mother, do some distinct act of
kindness—either by visit or letter. A white flower (perfectly white carnation) is the emblem
to be worn by you. Send gne to the sick or unfortunate in homes, hospitals or prisons.

OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO. OF ROSE IS THE BEST.

“H Il rights secured.”

.

-
3

5

-

3-



THE \1\&()5\— ADVER l ISING -SECTION.

New Victor Records by Journet
This sterling artist, noted for his magnificent “Yoice,
came all the way from Paris expressly to make this new

series of records for the Victor.

Hear these new Journet records at any Victor dealer’s. Ask especially to hear his
“Herodiade” solo (74152) and the Slumber Song from “Philemon” (74154)—superb
examples of the improved process of Victor recording.

And be sure to hear the {19% &3
.U lCtrOIa s s v

To get best results, use only Victor Needles on Victor Records.
New Victor Records are on sale at all dealers on the 28th of each month

In answering this advertigement it is desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY.




THE \]\ 1()\\~—\I)\ I l\lI I\(x SECTION.

'START HOUSEKEEPING RIGHT —

vuvvuu"

w"s"ﬁuau CROSBYC

LET DREAMS COME TRUE

Its worry— not work~ that fries one€'s soul, and it's poor bread,
a poor table and poor living that adds to the wife’s trials and nags

the patient husband.

Why not start housekeeping right, you who are far sighted
and learn the wisdom of utilizing at once every possible means
for lightening and brightening your héusekeeping duties?

GOLD MEDAL FLOUR will make the baking a success.

Let’s have it a success in your home from the very beginning.

Use— :
WASHBURN-CROSBY'S

GoLD MEDAL FLOUR

COPYRIGHT 1909 WASHBURN CROSBY CG MINNEAPOLIS MINN
Washburn=Crosby Co., General O ffices, Minneapolis, Minn.

In answering this vertisement it is desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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The Argosy for May

Two Complete Novels
A NIGHT WITH A MILLION. The troublous experience meted out to
man in an adventure that started with a joke and ended in several
leindsofzaqolts o e e e e e R. K. THOMPSON 193
THE CAD. The man who vowed in public that he was going to marry acertain :
heiress for her millions, and how he justified himself...CASPER CARSON 235

Six Serial Stories
THE ROAD TO TROUBLE. A hunt for big game which unearthed
something altogether different and far more serious..SEWARD W. HOPKINS 220
INSANE ISLAND. Partll. The riotous proceedings, set to music and
otherwise, that took place in latitude and longitude unknown, after
some of the Orienta’s passengers left the ship not wisely but

00 SODMERE I Sl o sy e o e CROMWELL KNOX 272
IN- THE WRONG SHOES. Partlll. What came of a friendly attempt
to smooth the path for a railway seat-mate................. GARRET SMITH 294

A SUBMARINE ENCHANTMENT. PartlV. The search for a dangerous
derelict and how it resulted in a case of the hunter hunted..GARRETT SWIFT 309

THE MAN WHO RAN AWAY. Part V. Discord in Bachelors’ Hall,
followed by a tragedy which precipitated mystery of the deepest

S R e e N e e BERTRAM LEBHAR 336
THE ESCORT, Part lll. The strange fashion in which Fenton came to

meet a young woman at the -hotel ... ...i5 00 MARIE B. SCHRADER 348

Fourteen Short Stories

INSIDE-INEFORMABION S e = - o C. LANGTON CLARKE......
ASJOKE. ON"THE-NEIGHBORS . == v = HUGH A. SMITH, Jr.........
THE"TOUGHNESS-©OF BIEE-KEELY . . i . & i GEORGE C. JENKS... .....
A-MALETER OF:-TWENTY DOEEARS - . = RALPH ENGLAND...........
ANGEHER "NEW PANAMA S =& -- =i o g GEORGE M. A. CAIN........
THEIR-AGENT AT COLEBROOK. ... ... FRED V. GREENE, Jr.......
MY:EJONAH DAY ot Soaian —aees GERALD N. COE.. &
FHARPRIVATE INEERVIEW - - b o JOSEPH IVERS LAWRENCE
PEEYING-HIS: FAERER: == = nioes ey JOHN GARRETSEE.........
TRERCHRRENT - OE-LIEEs ~. .t o e FRANK CONDON............
SEECUEATING ONJASURE. FHING -+ . o ANTHONY WRIGHT .........
©BSTEINATE - BENJAMIN: M o i FRIEZ.KROG, .- oot i
WHIEE'THE-DOG BARKED =i due s onin LILLIAN BENNET.-THOMPSON
WHEN HARTSHORNE NAPPED.......c..........o. .. J. F. VALENTINE ...........

%‘ “The Conscience of Marvin Mallory ”

one of the most vivid stories we have ever printed, packed full of human interest and real
drama—one of the Two Complete Novels in the June ARG OSY, ¢« ”»
the other being a Western tale of stirring incident - - A TRAIL OF MYSTERY

Two New Serials: “When Liberty Was Born” “The Master Schemer?”

Some great Short Stories, as for instance: ‘“ How Alonzo Directed Destiny,’’
““The Rumpus Cubsy Started,’’ ‘A Brace of Blunders,’’ and ““The Clothes That Didn’t Fit.’’

e —————— e —
1SSUED MONTHLY BY THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY
175 Fifth Avenue, New York, and Temple House, Temvle Avenue, E.C,, London
4—-———-—_——_______1

Fraxk A. Monsgy, President. Ricrarp H. TITRERINGTON, Secretary. Crristorusk H. Popx, Treasurer.

OOPYRIGHT, 1910, BY THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY. ENTERED AT 'fHE NEW YORK POST-OFFICE AS SECOND-CLASS MAIL MATTER,



CLASSIFIED
ADVERTISING

Rate per le-
50
11;) | _ Special
75 . Combination
Rate
$3.00

Ten per

The Argosy
The All-Story Magazine

The Railroad Man’s Magazine
The Cavalier

50

.75 \
Minimum 4 lines; Maximum 12 lines.
cent discount for six consecutive insertions.
JUNE FORMS CLOSE APRIL 15th.

A DEPARTMENT maintained for

convenience of the reader in quickly
locating a wide variety of necessities
for the home, the office, the farm, and
for the man or woman who seeks busi-
ness opportunities.
no want that may arise which cannot
be supplied in these classified adver-
tising pages.

the small advertiser and for the

There is virtually

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

CAPABLE MEN to sell Fresco Self-Heating Flat-Irons.
Newest improvements, many exclusive features; entirely
safe. Burns alcohol or gasoline; heat under perfect contr
Needed in ev home ; thousands sold. Exclusive territory,
liberal comm ous, full co-operation, effective sales helps;
hence our agents make handsome incomes. Thousands sold—
many needed in your locality. Oneulnurlnonu-nln the West
sold more than 1300 last year. Write today for full particulars
and terms on sample outfit; don’t delay. Territory being rap-
idly taken. The New York Flat-Iron Co., l{u\h_’,lielh- fead,N.J.

S WANTED—Hustlers to handle our at-
1ige of soap and toilet articles—
50¢ sale.  Our Texas agent sold

LIVE AGEN
tractive combination pac
$1.25 premium with every

100 boxes in one and a half days—oprofit 00. Write
today for illustrated catalogue profit-sharing plan.
Davis Soap CompaNy, 46 Uni 'k Ct., Chicago.

S make hig money '-elllng our new buld letters for

store fronts, and glass signs. Any one can
\\ l'lh' today for free \.mmlo and full particu-
I TTER C 0., ° 40‘) Clurk St (Im.ugu

AGED
office windows,
put them on.
lu" .\I

A(;P '15 2009% profit wlling our handy Autoumtw Hame
Fastener. Horw owners and teamsters wild about them.
Money back if not satisfactory. Write for terms to agents.
I llm\n\ \IH, C bUn Third bt D.nt-)u ()

PURIR \IT .\(;P.)Tb W \\TED Guamntced ervom.
size 16x20, 40c¢. Frames at your own price, 30 days’ credit ;
samples free. We are not in the picture and frame trust. We
own a large frame factory and sell at one-half the price por-
trait companies can. Our business established 25 years. We
can give you steady employment. Our big wholesale art cata-
log with confidential prices and instructions mailed free to
agents. Williams luture ¢ IFrame Co. ,2.)40Tu\lm (lncugn

AGENTS MAKE LARGE PROFITS selling our big line
of up-to-date Post Cards: enormous demand; over 3,000

styles: big package of samples and our \pecnl Copyrighted
S ]qu: plan all for only 4 cents to pay postage. BUTLER
PosT CaRD Co., 49 Capital Block, Topeka, Kan.

.\p.\‘nl\—'l owe:
N

\ummth

Antiseptic Toothpicks

Dentkt s' bills. . 300 samples
>atent, Holdf: per Clips sell like hot cakes to bu\uw\\
men. O.IKX'd. by Govt. 1009 profit. Send 15¢ for 100
clips. C \|ln~r 'J‘u\\m Co., 330 Hathaw ay Bldg., Boston,Mass.
AGENTS, STOP—230 wookl_\‘ easy—90 big money-makers,

Brand new selling plan
Biggest profits. Outfit fr ors
A. MiLLer Co., Box 155, \ll]\hl'g“ll. Mic ll

WE PAY YOU $2, $4 or $5 on each m‘del \uu can
average five or more orders each d We sell to physi-
cians on easy credit terms, light w Y i

g 00D & Co

War.

clusive territory

ery man

article

AGENTS WA ew patuntvd A
and woman needs; s or 50c: pays 100% profit; pocket
sample, big seller. Write for p:u‘tl«-ulurs BuLLARD MFG.
Cc \,4 \\'elntu lil«l". Ihwmn_ Mass.

$90 MONTHLY AND EXPENSES to Men and Women to
adve! leave samples and collect names. Write at once.
SILVE v Co., M3, Chicago.

Monkeywrench, plumbers’
Most wonderful com-
seller. Sample

NTS 1009% PROFIT.

pliers, with 13 other tools combined.

bination of tools ever made. Lightning

free for examination. ForsHEE Co., B1202, Dayton, O.
Jus

AGENTS wanted for our new 235c. Dumn" Machines
out; weaves new heel or toe in sock in five minutes: no sew-
ing machine required: works by hand. Send 15¢. for sample
or $1.25 for doz. Hutton Co., Desk 6, Philadel.

AGEN

Walnut St.,

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

\\ \\'lb D W nlo-.\\\ ake Sales Ax,em\ .unl (u-ueml A"n-m&
to sell new bath invention. (nmlnn(-s shower, ~h.\m1mu and
massage, Slips on any faucet. Can be used on any bath-tub
or in country homes \\uhuut lnnh -rooms. Extensively adver-
tised, demand r sales unlimited. Sales-
compelling sample g hin:.' ready to insure big
profits from the s err i t. Write today
for selling plan. HE PROGRE , 232 Rand Mc-
Nally Bldg., Lbh ago, Ill

LIVE MF\: If you are mu lkln" 10« th.m $25 \wekl\ send
your addr quick. If you lm\m a horse .unl buggy or bi-

cycle you can use, all the better. We teach you. You can
start right where you live. You owe it to yourself to inves-
tigate this opportunity and let us prove that we can better
your condition. lhe Thomas Co., 907 llmd St., Dayton, O.

NTS—S$300 every mumh ~(‘llmg our “nn(lexful T-piece

Send for sworn statement of $12 daily profit.

1200 other fast sellers. TuHoMAS MrG Co.,
l)ntuu, Ohio.

Portraits 35¢, Frames 15c¢, Sheet Pietures 1lec,
:, Views 1 3 credit. Samples and
VS Dept. 1075, 1027

AGEN
Kitchen Set.
Outfit free.
207 Third §

Chicago.

POTATO PEELER. Peels 24 potatoes per-
Milwaukee Fruit Jar Holder and Cover

- 500 other red hot
samples of best sell-
Idgn-ut‘u Milwaukee, Wis.

\I I‘()\l ATIC
fectly in one minute.
Wrench. The great fruit
sellers. Beautiful sample ¢
erssent free. Bigprofits. Georg

Agents—Best proposition yet—Automatic Button Bnh-
elor Button selling at sight to consumers and stores—Big
profits to hustlers—Send 10 cents and two cent stamp for
sample dozen. B. Bumn' -H.L\ ]\.m~ Av (lm.u:u

SFUL OLINE LIGHT SALESMEN to ll.lndlv
instantaneous lighting system known to science; no
step-ladders, torches, matches, or time wasted. Pull
and they light instantl r home and commercial
write for tcnl(m‘\ small capital required. Gloria
1283 W. <|~Inngtnn Blvd., Chicago.

alcohol,

the chs
lwhluw:
Light Co.

AGENTS, male and female, can make from $10.00 to
$15.00 a day selling imported Ostrich ers. Quick
seller and big money to be made. For full particulars write
Jos. GLUCK, 621 Broadway, New York.

A \l'AR FOR 10( AL REPRESENTATIVES.
agents made over $1500.00 each, selling our
erlasting Cooking Utensils. An excellent prop-
high-class agents. Write to-night. AMERICAN
M MrG. Co., Dept. 99, Lemont, I11.

$1500.00
Last year 5
wonderful
osition
ALU MIN

AL \DDI\ Kerosene Mantle Lamps sell as fast as you can
demonstrate them. Needed in every home. Generate gas from
kerosene (coal oil) 1d give ll;hl more brilliant than city
Our Sunbeam Burners fit other

gas, gasoline or electricity.
lamps. You are losing doll eve minute you h
Write nearest office. MANTLE Lamp C Desk 427, Ch

w ;nmpe: Montreal,Can.

TFD—O\I‘ GOOD MAN IN EACH TOWN to take
ure clothes. TUp-to-date styles, very

ces; orders come easy. = High-class permanent busi-
splendid profits NO money or experience needed. We
ship on approval, expr prepaid, and guarantee perfect fit.
Write for territory, terms and free samples. Banner Tailor-
ing Co., Dept. 368, Clinton and Monroe Sts., Chicago.

Portland, Ore.: Waterbury, Conn. ;

AGENTS—Send for free copy of ‘‘ The Thomas Agent.’
Filled with money- m.ll\lng plans, no-license-tax i
Supreme Court, pointers and experience of thou
succeessful agents. No matter what you are now s
or even if you have never sold anything before, you should
have a free sample at once. Address J. M. I"iNncH, Editor,
107 Third St., Dayton, Ohio.

In answering any advertisement on this page it i8 desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

Continued —
S WANTED IN EVERY COUNTY to sell the
nt Handle Pocket Knife. Big commission paid.

Write for terms.
Canton, Ohio.

5 to $300 a mowth can be made.
IO 71 Bars Sty

Patent—No Compe-

and Terms on re-
for $2, Express

San Francisco.

DESK

OFFICE
tition—Article Greatly

4|||c~t, or ~.1mplo and instructions at once,
5%

SPECIALTY—New
Need Dats

\\\m,L (u. 268 6th Ave.,

AGENTS CAN EASILY MAKE $10.00 A DAY selling our
Gold Window Letters, Novelty Signs, and (lmngeuhlo <
Enormous demand. Merchants must have them.
ULLIVAN (o 1‘.’.}3 \\ \an Bulen St ., Chi

PORTR.\IT\‘ l-‘R \\[P
tures and Pillow Top:
Prompt shipments
est agents. JAs.

S Photn (hlna I'lates. Sheet ['n-
at very lowest prices. Rejects credited.
dmple~ and catalog free. We trust hon-
. BaiLey Co., Roum S, Chicago.

BUSINESS & CORRESPONDENCE
SCHOOLS

LOCAL I{I<Il{l<SI‘,.\T\l‘I\ ]- A\\Y .\ h———\ plendid
income assured right man to act as our Representative
after learning our business thoroughly by mail. Former
experience unnecessary. All we requ is honesty, ability,
ambition and willingness to le: lmmnw business.
No soliciting or aveling. This an  exceptional
opportunity for a in your ion to get into
a big - paying busine: without capital and become

1nnlv|»(-n<lvnt for life. W
S R. Marden,
ATE

ite at once for full particulars.
P'resident. THE NaTtioNaL Co-
345, Marden Building,

vE REAL
n"lnn D.

Co., Suite

\[ ON \\A lPD——J‘u prupu'- tnr Rnl\\.n Mail, Internal
, Customs and Pos Examinations. $350.00 to
$125.00 monthly. Short hour: mmon education sufficient.
Political influence unnecess Preparation free. Write im-
mediately for schedule of minations. FRANKLIN
INSTITUTE, Dept Rl leu- [

HELP WANTED

WANTED—LOCAL REPRESENTATIVES to sell men's
clothing on credit by largest credit clothing house in world ;
no capital required: write for plan. MENTER & ROSEN-
BLoOM Co., 600 Cox Bldg., Rochester N.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

ASK US HOW to start Legitimate Mail Order business
on small capital. We have no ‘“‘schemes’ or ‘‘outfits’ to
sell. and will tell you the wnvarnished truth. MaiL ORDER
mem‘, 509 Fifth Avenue, \ew !nrk

START A PERMANENT BUSINESS OI‘
We, as manufacturers, start you
No canvassing. Three slmplo. sucec
to keep our factories busy,
to get business,

YOUR OWD
nd furnish everything.
sful Mail Order Plans
We coach you and show you how
You pay us in three months and make big

profits. Spare time to start. Write today for positive proof.
PEASE MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 1186 Pease Building,
Luf’mlu. \«\\ Y k.

M \I\L AND SELL your own pert‘umm 1 0z. of Rose-Or
will make 1 gal. of lu%tlng and fragrant perfume resembling
the Orange Blossom and_ Roses. $1.00 per oz, postpaid.

The Sunset Perfume Co., 420 E. 41st St., Los Angelex Cal.

TO THE EIGHTY MILLION MEN OF AMERICA who
are engaged in the many different branch of selling—or
to any man who wants to increase his business capacity—
we say: ‘“‘Let the burden of proving that the Sheldon
Correspondence Course can help you to be a Big Man rest
entirely upon us.”” To bring you The Sheldon Book—and
evidence of what this course has done for 40,000 others—
you need only send a postal card request to THE SHELDON
ScHooL, 948 Republic Building, Chicago.

T WANTED—1000 CHAUFFEURS
Our demand for automobile engincers exceeds the supply:
calls for men of intelligence and mechanical bent, eapable of
commanding $100 to $150 monthly upon graduation. Resi-
dent courses $15—$50. Home correspondence courses com-
pleted by practical road and shop work at any of our
branches or affiliated schools, highly suce 1. Look
'Lhis Up. Avro SCHOOLS o0F AMERICA, 1607 Michigan
ve., Chicago.

L SER\'ILI‘ MPLOYEES are
examinations every n

AND REPAIR MEN.

pum well for easy
th, expert advice, sample
bing positions and te]lm"
easiest and quickest way to ure-them, free. Write now.
WASHINGTON CIVIL SERVICE \1 ll()l)L. W .|~hmgtou D. (‘

=

work ;
quostlons and booklet 19, de:

LEARN S\LFS\IANEHII" earn $1,000 to § 5.000 [»
year; we furnish students positions where they can e:
$100 per month while studying. PracTicaL SCHOOL

SALESMANSHIP, D17, New Haven, Conn.

YOUNG MEN WANTED—To prepare for Railway il,
Customs and Postoffice Examinations. $30.00 to $125.00
monthly. Preparation free. Write immediately for Spring
Examination schedule. FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. R120,
Rochester, N. Y

A (,\\DY lelCHP.\' At
limited capital require

business. Send for particulars. KEN

Ontario t, Dopt B Chicago.

$3, 000 TO $10, 000 YEARLY in real estate business: no
capital required: if you are honest and ambitious, we will
teach you the business by mail, appoint you special repre-
sentative of leading real estate company, list with you sala-
ble properties, co-operate with and assi vou to a permanent
success ; a thorough commercial law course free, this month,
to each representative. 62-page book free. Tur Cross Co.,
Dept. 3876, Chicago.

Clear $10 to $25
We teach you the
NoN & Co., 148 W.

CONDUCT
daily. V.

MEN AND WOMEN to sell Whitcomb's ** Flexsole,”” un-
lined shoe for women; no tacks, no seams, no lining: ad
vertised in magazines 9 yea handsome income
ull orders ﬂllod the same day received: protected ter ltur\

2-}0 Bnnu]\\' v, Beverly, Mas:

BOATS AND LAUNCHES

SEND FOR 80 ['AGP, LIST of Yacht and Boat Building
Books, Yacht Pictur etc. THE Rupper Co., 9 Murray
Street, New York, U. S, 2

PLAYS, Lmdenllo Sketches. Monologues, Dialogues,
Speakers, Minstrel Material, Jokes, Recitations, Tableaux,
Drills, Musicdl Pieces, Entertainments, Make Up Goods.

L'lrge (,at.\log Free. T. S. Denhou, Pubr., Dept 43, (lnuwo

The Real Health

Merry Go Round develops sturdy arms

and bodies: keeps children well, happy, off the street,
every muscle in play: saves doctor bills, inexpensive, abso-
Iutel afe;: can't tear clothing: operated by children them-

selves. Can be operated at big profit, Illustrated book free,
Health Merry-Go-Round Co., Dept. 10, Quincy, I1l., U. S. A.

STUDIES IN ENGLISH

MEND YOUR SPEECH," sa
mar your fortune.”” You are
‘* Studies in English,”” a series of personal letters
practical exercises which teach how to write and ts
with polish and personality. GrorGe E. ALLEN, American
Institute of Bunking, 11 Pine \m-vt New \ork Clt\'

PHOTOGRAPHY

CAMERAS EX('I{;\.\‘(:ED.—.\‘(-M u‘
we will appraise its value toward the
and more modern instrument. Express charges paid one way
if no deal is made. Graflex, (u-nnn,\'. Kodaks, and High-grade
Anastigmat Lenses our specialty. We carry a complete stock
of photographic materials. Mail orders solicited. HERBERT
& HuesGeN, 309 Madison Ave., New York City.

lI\IITFD OI~‘F1 R. One dozen l’nxt Cards printed ﬂnm

your negatives, 35c¢. Expert photo finishing at best rates:

price list and sample print upon request. THE FREEDMAN
York City.

Camera Co., 42 Nassau St., New

“POLLARD" finishing (]0\(‘1:\1)\ w:m(lertu]h clear, sharp
detail in your negatives. First film, 6 exposures, developed
free to new customers with individual advice. Sample print.
1l\ri(-os. ‘l[moklet “Film Faults' free for 2c¢. C. A. POLLARD,
.ynn, Mas

ys Shakespeare, ** lest xt
invited to inves

_\-uur n]rl camera and
urchasing of a new

STAMPS AND RARE COINS

AMP A
Rhodesia,

scape),
Japan,
We Buy

ALBUM with

538 Genuine Stamps,
Congo (tiger), China (dragon),
Jamaica (waterfalls), ete., 10c.
New Zealand, et 5c¢.  Big list,
bmmp~ Hu AN StAMP C

including
Tasmania (land-
different,
free.

100
coupons, ete.,
t. Louis

WE
5000%.
Co., 150

BUY (()I\S & STAMPS.
Send for free booklet A.
Nassau St., New York.

Premiums
Rovawn

paid up to
MONEY & StaMmp

$7.75 Paid For Rare Date 1853 Quarters: $20 for a a $15
Keep all money dated before 1880, and send 10¢ at once for
New Illustrated Coin Value Book, 4x7. It may mean your
fortune. CrLARKE & Co., Coin Dealers, Le Roy. YE,

In answering any advertisement on

this page it

i3 desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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PATENT ATTORNEYS

. PATENT YOUR IDEAS.—S$8,500 offered for one inven-
tion. Book “How to Obtain a Patent” and ‘““What to
Invent'' sent free. Send rough sketch for free report as
to patentability. Patent Obtained or Fee Returned. We
advertise your patent for sale at our expense. Established
16 years. CHANDLEE & CHANDLEE, Patent Attys., 987
iy ington, D. C.

N FENWICK & I
6 I’ Street, Washington,
Best reference. Careful work.
and adv free.

PATENTS THAT PROTECT. Our three books
Inventors mailed on receipt of six cents stam
R. 8. & A. B. Lacry, Dept. 65, Washington, D. C.
tablished 1869.

'E, Patent Lawyers,
Established 49 years.
Booklet

L2
Terms moderate.

for
ps.

oS-

i D23

eturned. Send sketch for free
report as to patentability. Guide Book and What to Invent,
with valuable list of Inventions Wanted, sent free. One Mil-
lion Dollars offered for one invention; $16,000 for others.
Fatents secured by us advertised free in World’s Progress;
sample free. V orR J. EvaNs & Co., Washington, D. C.

PATENT WHAT YOU INVENT! Your ideas may bring
you a fortune. £250,000 offered for one invention. Our free
books tell what to invent and how to obtain a patent.
Write for them. Send sketch of invention for free opinion
as to patentability. Patent Obtained or Fee Returned.
Patents advertised for sale free. WoODWARD & CHANDLEE,
Registered Attorneys, 1287 F St., Washington, D. (

POULTRY

GREIDER’'S FINE CATALOGUE of Pure Bred Poultry,

1910
Gi

200 pages, 150 engravings, 30 fine colored plates.
low prices for stoek, eggs, incubators, ete. Only 10c,
REIDER, Box 95, Rheems, P

£300.00 PER ACRE PROFIT from Texas Truck Land.
Be your own boss, live in an ideal climate where snow and
cold weather are unknown, where oranges blossom, flowers
bloom and vegetables grow all winter. Raise vegetables
when prices are sky high. Others are becoming rich. Five
acres will only cost you $200.00. Pay for it $12.50 per
month. Fine illustrated literature free. BurTON & DAN-
FORTH, 579 Gibbs Bldg., San Antonio, Texas.

$10 MONTHLY BUYS a 5-acre ‘ Sun-kist ’’ Muscatel
vineyard in Southern California, which will net $150 to
$£500 an acre annually. A thoroughly reliable company plants
the vines and cares for them 3 years. Secure a part of the
famous McCoy Ranch, adjoining the city of Escondido. Il-
lustrated booklet free. W. E. ALEXANDER, President,
Escondido, California.

RUBBER BANDS

BELL’S handy assortment of guaranteed pure para rub-
ber bands—invaluable in office, store, shop or home, Send
17¢ for neat, generous size package, carefully wrapped and
prepaid. BEL . Co., Box A, Yonkers, N. Y.

TYPEWRITERS

GENUINE TYPEWRITER BARGAINS: no matter what
make, will quote you lower prices and easiest terms. Write
for big bargain list and illustrated catalogue. L.J. PEABODY,
63 Minot Bldg., Boston, Mass. S5 TN st

Bargains in reconstructed Franklin and Remington Type-
writers. Al condition. Prices right. Rent $3 for 3 months
to reliable parties. Typewriter and office supplies at lowest
i Cutter-Tower Co. 1 Hathaway Bldg., Boston, Ma;

TELEGRAPHY

TELEGRAPHY, both Morse and Wireless, taught quickly.
R. R. train wire and complete wireless station in school.
Big demand for operators. Living expenses earnedv. Corre-
spondence courses if desired. Catalogs free. Doncl_a_s INSTI-
rUTE, 36th St., Valparaiso. Ind. Established 1874.

WEDDING INVITATIONS

| sortment of the best makes from $125

'PIANOS AND MUSICAL INSTRU-
MENTS

DO NOT PAY FANCY PRICES for cheap new pianos ;
buy a standard make slightly used. We have a large as-
.00 up, delivery free
anywhere, and very eas rms. For sixty-five years Pease
Pianos have been a indard of durability. Write for com-
ﬂclc list. C.D. PE & Co., 128 West 42nd St., New York.

. GENUINE BARGAINS in_ High-Grade Upright Pianos.
Slightly used instruments. 7 Steinways from $350 up; 5
Lyon & Healys from $250 up; 7 Washburns from $200 up;

4 Knabes from $250 up; 5 Chickerings
2ood second-hand Uprights $12
Grand Pianos at about half.
Cash or two years’ time.

from $250 up; also
5 up: also 6 very fine Baby
Write for full particulars.
LyoN & Heavry, 50 Adams St.,

TENTS THAT PROTECT AND PAY. Advice and (,‘hiv:-;:n.‘ We ship everywhere on approval. Fullest guar-
free. Rates Il‘ensnnuhh-. H{)ghost l'](:fﬂ[‘en(‘cs. yest IE: vith ev piano.

VAT, N E. CoL atent awyer, 612 F AT T A o e e e T T

T ¥ ADIVARIUS VIOLIN FOR SALE CHEAP. Almost

new, fine toned and nicely finished. Money back if not as
represented. Write Miss BertiE E. MArprs, Route 5
Rosedale, Kans ;

BECOME A PIANIST IN SIX WEEKS. Does not

take continual daily practice as with old systems.

lesson pictured plainly. Any pupil, young or old,
learn. Addre CONWAY SCHoOL oF Music

la Street, Detroit, Mi

ach
can
«

POPULAR SHEET MUSIC

50¢. SHEET MUSIC, 10c. Rosary, Palms, Anchored,
Calvary, Jerusalem, Lost €hord, Toreador, Lullaby, Merry
Widow Waltz, and 5000 others, 10ec. each, postpaid. Cata-
logue free. Natl. Music Emporium, Vocal Dept.,Albany,N.Y.

HOW TO WRITE A PLAY.
Song. Two splendid books on the subject. By mail $1.00
each. Jerome H. REMICK & Co., 131 West 41st St.
New York. £

_WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG. Successful Song
Writers have made fortunes. Free criticism and advice on
all poems submitted. First class music; my personal work
on each. 15 years’ reputation. Endorsed by leading pub-
ishers. Arthur A. Penn, Childs Bldg., 34th St., N. Y

SAVE ONE-HALF ( OUR

How to \’(‘i-ite a i’opuia;‘

2 ONE-HALF O .L YOUR POPULAR MUSIC.
A postal will bring you our long list of all the popular and
latest hits. SeMrLE Music Co., 74 West Ave., Norwalk,
Connecticut.

ELOCUTION AND DRAMATIC ART

Acting, Oratory, Playwriting—We teach these profitable
and fascinating professions by correspondence, and prepare
you for the stage or speaker’'s platform., Our method leads to

originality and success. Explanatory book ‘“‘Dramatic Art's
free! Write today! CHICAGO SCHOOL OF ELOCUTION, 3:

FOR MEN

SAFETY RAZOR BLADES sterilized and sharpened
better than new; 2 cts. each. 5 years’ success. Send for
blade box and circular. ELECTRO STROPPING Co., 124
Shelby St., Detroit, Mich

FOR THE DEAF

THE ACOUSTICON MAKES THE DEAF HEAR IN-
STANTLY. No trumpet, unsightly or cumbersome ap-
paratus. Special instruments for Theatres and Churches.
In successful use throughout the country. Booklet, with
indorsement of those you know, free. A. TURNER,
1265 Broadway, New York City.

D ¥ ? Invisible Ear Pelliclets, lately patented, quickly
reli Deafness and Head Noises. Make you hear well.
Superior to anything
for booklet. The Pelli

MISCELLANEOUS

VENTRILOQUISM made easy. Any boy or man can learn
this art with my book of twelve lessons. Success assured.
Will mail anywhere upon receipt of one dollar bill. Why
pay more? Frep T. DArviLL, Portage, Wisconsin.

K.

on the market. Cost but little. Write
t Co., 497 W St., Atlants

WEDDING INVITATIONS, Announcements, Ete. 100
in seript lettering, including inside and outside envelopes,
$2.50. 100 Visiting Cards, 50 cents. Write for samples.
A. Ott Engraving Co., 1037 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa.

Tobacco habit cured or no cost. Great discovery. Vegeta-
ble,safe,sure,pleasant. Permanent home treatment. Cures 98%
of patients without effort. Removes effect of tobaceo on all
vital organs, Let me show you. King Ni-Ko 5, Wichita,Kan.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that youw mention THE ARGOSY.
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PARTLY-PAID-FOR BOOKS

. One Man’s Loss Is another Man’s Gain
M This Is Your Opportunity—Read Carefully

We have on hand fifty.seven (57) sets of the original American and English copyrighted complete
edition of -

GUY DE MAUPASSANT’S WORKS

This edition is absolutely unexpurgated and contains a wonderful critical preface by Paul Bourget, of
the French Academy. These fifty-seven (57) sets—seventeen (17) magnificent volumes—are exquisitely
bound in Blue Vellum De Luxe Cloth, with distinctive brown and gold labels, silk headbands and gold
tops—have been partly paid for by someone. These sets were subscribed for by our customers and
delivered to them, and we received in payment about one half of our price; then the books were
returned to us on account of the inability of the subscribers to pay us the balance due. The books
have been thoroughly inspected, and where a volume was not absolutely good as new, a new volume
was substituted ; thus these fifty-seven sets are perfect in every respect. 7%is we guarantee.

The regular price of the seventeen (17) volumes is $51 a set, but as we have already received
about one-half of the price of these books from our customers, we have decided to let these special
sets, only fifty-seven (§7) in number, go to those who first apply, for less than half-price, upon
small monthly payments. Read the coupon carefully.

As Realistic as Balzac - More Entertaining Than the Arabian Nights

Seventeen beautiful volumes—S8 2 inches, containing 327 masterpieces, 6,000 pages, from the master mind of the
greatest and most interesting short-story writer the world has known. Itis a library of the most whimsical, the most passionate,
the most humorous, the most pathetic stories that have ever been written.

This is the Original American and English copyrighted, COMPLETE Edition

De Maupassant wrote with the convi n that in life there could be no phase so noble or so mean, so honorable or so
contemptible, so lofty or so low, as to be unworthy of chronicling—no groove of human virtue or fault, success or failure, wisdom
or folly that did not possess its own pecul ar psychological aspect and therefore demanded analysis.

Robust in imagination and fired with natural fervor, his psychological curiosity kept him true to human nature, while at
the same time his mental eye when fixed upon the most ordinary phases of human conduct, could see some new motive or aspect of
things hitherto unnoticed by the careless crowd.

His dramatic instinct was supremely powerful. He seemed to select unerringly the one thing in which the soul of the scene
is 1‘rlstmcd and, making that his keynote, gives a picture in words which haunts the memory like a strain of music.

These marvelous, guaint, delicious stories should be a part of every library. Here are given tales of travel and
adventure, of mystery and dread, of strange medical experiences, of love, of comedy, and pathos that hovers upon the borders of
comedy, and of tragedy.

Hundreds of thousands know and own these books. Their sale is ever increasing, because they are real books to be read
ana enjoyed-—not to put away and never looked at.

: The WERNER
Seventeen Beautiful Volumes Read Carefully : Remember these books C‘(),\IP_-\N\'.

of Delightful Reading are partly paid for, so you only have to pay Akron, Ohio:

3 ? half-price. ‘e ex ¥ = Coms Please send me,
consisting of over 5,500 pages, printed from .a f'prlce We extend to you free exam).ua charges prepaid, for
a new cast of French Elzevir type—elegant tion; if the books are not found to be satis- e\ammalmn one of 1
and clear—on pure white antique egg- factory, return them at our expense; you the **Partly-Paid-For”
shell-finished paper, made especially for d g " Sl it * sets of the comnvlete
this edition. Pages have deckle edges and do not take any risk; it costs you noth- works of Guy De Mau-
liberal margins. There are 30 illustra- ing to have the books sent to you; if passant in Seventeen (17)
tions from original drawings. The books ¢ d k J g Volumes bound in Blue
are exquisitely bound in Blue Vellum De you do not care to keep them after see- Vellum De Luxe Cloth. If
Luxe Cloth, with distinctive brown and ing them, theyare to be returned, all satisfactory, I'will re emit you
gold title label, silk headbands and gold charges collect $2.00 at once and $2.00 per
tops. A . month for eleven (11) monlhs

== = If not satisfactory, I will ad-
This is positively the chance of a lifetime Sekdiaient
MAIL THE COUPON NOW'!

THE WERNER COMPANY, Akron, O.

nature

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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Read and study the
noble philosophy of
Father Vaughan and
learn the secret of his
wonderful powerover
men. Learn to train
and use thatresistless
force within yourself
as he did. Learn to
be great in your life
and your influence as
he was. Learn to make
life worth living as
only his inspired life
and words can teach
you.

Send $1.00 For These
Great Books

CTOR-PLAYWRIGHT, Poet-Priest, Orator,
Lover of Humanity—Father Vaughan was
one of the most marvelous men of the age.

His magnetic personality drew men, women and
children to him with resistless force. His wonderful
voice thrilled his hearers with a call to the best
within them—stirring thousands to the better life.

Since his death last May, requests have been pour-
ing in for copies of his lectures and plays. These
handsome volumes are being published to meet this
rapidly growing demand. They contain his com-
plete works, including * The Power of Love,” “The
Land of Possibilities,” ‘‘Sermons From Shakes-
peare,” his famous play, “A Woman of the West,”
and others.

Set of two volumes of 500 pages each, in black
silk cloth and gold top, $9.00 per set. Half morocco
and gold top, £12.00; full morocco, gold top, £15.00.

Send attached coupon and $1.00 for first pay-
ment. Books will be shipped at once on five days’
approval. Money refunded if not as represented.
Balance in easy instalments of £1.00 per month.
Liberal discounts will be made for cash with order.

Read what WILLIAM JENNINGS BRYAN and
CARDINAL SATOLLI say about these books:

Lineoln, Neb., August 28, 1909.
Vaughan Publishing Co., Chicago, 1l.

Gentlemen:—I am very glad to learn that you are going
to publish a collection of Father Vaughan's speeches. His
lectures and speeches are full of wisdom and eloquence, and
I want a copy of “Life and Works of Father Vaughan™ as

soon as it is off the press. Yours trul\

(Signed) . J. BRYAN.

ane Ita.ly, August 1, 1909.
Vaughan Publishing Co., Chicago, Ill.

Gentlemen :—A work intended to upuft the moral tone of
our people is indeed a cause of intense gratification. I would
venture to predict for the works of Father Vaughan a great
popular welcomeand wide-spread distribution. 1t wasa great
pleasure to hear Father Vaughan in America on one occa-
sion and I was thrilled with the power and intensity of his
eloquence. Thanking you for remembering me, I wish you
every success with his ‘great works. Very sincerely yours,

(Signed) FRANCESSEE CAR. SATOLLL

AGENTS everywhere find “The Life and Works of Father
L. J. Vaughan” bringing them a big income. Many thousands
of people who knew and loved him are waiting foran oppor-
tunity to buy his works, which were never before published.
You can make money in this easy and pleasant way. We
gend our agents a complete course in book salesmanship.
We tell you just how to handle these sales to make the most
money. Write for particulars and special terms.

EARNMUSICBYMA[L

By the wonderful Simplex copyrighted
system anyone of ordinary intelligence
can quickly learn to play piano or organ

WITHOUT A TEACHER

You need not know the first principles
§ of music, .By no other method can you
learn music so quickly and thomuzhly
as by the Simplex System. The study
¥is easy and fascinating. By our system
il you can study during spare time in your
home and become a capable
musician, pnpul‘lr. sacred or
classical selections. Delighted students
3ajlf in every state and territory. Som
=t ous .students, after only a fc\v les sfmzf
gin playing piano or organ in church
¢r Sunday school. Others write that
a‘ter one lesscn they are able to playa
waltz from memory,

Testimonials

““Your course would be a revelation to the
:t of musicians.

Anyone who can read can learn by your
mmhul

to learn from old-time methods.’
If you wish to become a ~knlad musi-
cian, write to-day for free book. Address
SIMPLEX SCHOOL OF MUSIC

Conservatory

TELLS HOW B : 7N CXe ' M?gSOURI

VAUGHAN PUB. CO. (Coupon)
53 Manhattan Bldg., Chicago

Gentlemen :—Enclosed Maaw nnvl (1 00 fur first payment on ¢ Life
and Works of Father L. J.V 2.00, l;.UllewH(l«m check
X price wanted). I am buy
this advertisement. [ am t
per month,

Name. .....c..- .

AdAreBs. .ui...iuciiinieiiisiirisetiiis sarasenatans
(If agents’ rates are wanted chwk here) (7.

I Can Increase
Your Earnings

No matter where you live or e

what your occupation or in-
come may be, I can make you
prosperous. If you wantto earn
more money—if you want to_es-
tablish yourself in an independent
business requiring no capital—send
me your name and address on coupon
below, (or a postal will do) and I will mail you, free,
our Big 62~ g’age Book, fully explaining just how you
can fit yourself to earn big money in the

Real Estate, Brokerage and
Insurance Business

We have perfected a thoroughly prac tical, scientific
method of teaching these big money making branches
by mail. Oursystem is a positive success. It not only
equips you fully on every pmnt of Real Estate, Brok-
erage and Insurance, but also give you, free, a v aluable
course in Comme rm:ﬂ Law. Our Free Buuk is of great
interest to anyone, but is of vital importance to Clerks,
Book Keepers, Salesmen, .\ge!lt:, Solicitors and others
who are ambitious to be in a good pay ing business of
their own. Send no money, but merely your name and
address on a postal or on the coupon below.

The Cross Co. 3349 Reaper Blk., Chicago, IlL

NAME ¢ ccccccoaocscncscesescccscsccsccne

ADDRESS ¢ e e 2 esesvssccccsscsscsscocece

OCCUPATION................-.....-..J

\

In answering any advertisement on this page it ig desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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Fighting the Traffi

Secretary of the Illinois Vigilance Association,

lnl\'n( e Crittenton M
raining School for Gir

Rush Med.

FOR YOUR DAUGHTERS’ SAKE!

FORT STANWIX SPECIALTY CO.,
300 Dominick St., Rome, N. Y.

ic in Young Girls

or WAR ON THE WHITE SLAVE TRADE
By ERNEST A. BELL

Superintendent of Midnight Missions, Elc.

Qpe( ial Chapters by HON. EDWIN W, SIMS, U. 8. Dist. Atty.;

ON. HARRY A. l’u }\I\ Asst. U. S. Dist. Att\ Chu(wn HON.
CL DG E States \lt) A 11 Vv I
COOT 1, London ES

Nat. Vig (,‘H.\l-‘LI’ N. I'ON

ion ; MRS. OPHELIA \II(‘!H \upt
; MISS FLORENCE MABLE DED-
Moody (,huuh MISS LUCY A. HALL,
Chureh, Chicago; PRINCIPAL D. F. SUTHER.
Red Water Inst., Texas; DR. WILLIAM T. BELEFIEL D,
College; DR. WINFIELD SCOTT HALL, Prof.
vestern Univ.; MELBOURNE P. BOYNTON, Pastor Lex.

M
1ess M,

ssionary
E.

Church, Chicago.

-three Chapters of Astounding Information. Every Chapter,
Page, Every Sentence, Over 500 Pages, leaves the reader
and chill with the utter heartlessness of the demons who lure
girls from homes of culture and virtue, and wreck their

souls and kill their bodies. It contains, in unvarnished language,

from the lips of ** white slaves,” tales of great sufferings and mental
anguish that are unspeakable. It tells the methods of these hell-

their organization, where and how they work and HOW

Y AMERICAN CITIZEN can helpin THE GREAT CRUSADE.
FOR YOUR SONS’ SAKE!

LEND YOUR HELP!

It may save you aud your loved ones years of
Thir wo pages of Illustration that

FOR HUMANITY’S SAKE!

) the fight, we need you
ace and Sorrow.

ain, dis

better explain the terrible conditions that exist.
TING THE TRAFFIC IN YOUNG GIRLS is the most complete and
ic work on this burning subject.

Fine Cloth, English Finish, Gilt and Ink Stampmgs with Inlay,
Pnce, Postpaid - - $1.50
Half-Morocco, Library Style, Marbled Edzes. Pnce Postpand 2 $2.00

McClure's Magazine of the month of November, 1909, has
a 29-page article on this question. Have you reaa it ?

Reference :
First Nat. Bank, Rome, N.Y.

Marriage

Depends largely on a
knowledge of the whole

truth about self and
sex and their relation to life and health.
This knowledge does mnot come intelli-

gently of itself, nor correctly from ordinary
everyday sources,

Sexology

Illustrated)

By William H. Walling, A. M., M. D.,
imparts in a clear, wholesome way, in one
volume :

Knowledge a Young Man Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have.

{nowledge a Father Should Have
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son.
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have.

Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have,
I\no\uedge a Young Wife Should Have.

Knowledge a Mother Should Have.

Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter.
Medicai Knowledge a Wife Should Have.

All in one volume, illustrated, $2, postpaid.
Write for *‘Other People’s Opinions’” and Table of Contents,

Puritan Pub. Co., 736 Perry Bldg., Phila., Pa.

HOW TO RUN AN AUTO

“Homans' Self Propelled
Vehicles " gives full details on
successful care, handling and
how to locate trouble,

Beginning at the first prin-
ciples necessary to be known,
and then forward to the prin-
ciples used in every part of a
Motor Car.

It is a thorough 1910 course
in the Science of Automobiles,
highly approved by manufac-
turers, owners, operators and
repairmen. Contains over
400 illustrations and dia-
grams, making every detail
clear, written in plain lan-
guage. Handsomely bound.
PRICE $2 POSTPAID

OH APPROVAL

The only way the practical
merit of this MANUAL can
be given is by an examina-
tion of the book itself, which
we will submit for examina-
tion, to be paid for or returned,
after looking it over.
Upon receipt of the following agree-
mc=f, the book will be forwarded.

No mone) in advance requlred sign and return
Theo. Audel & Co., 63 Flfth Ave., New York

Kindly mail me copy of Homans’ Automobiles, and, if found
satisfactory, I will immediately remit you $2.00, or returu the buok to you.

OCCUPATION
ADDRESS,

In answering any advertisement on this page it

is desirable that you mention THE ARGOSY.
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e BIG SPECIAL This Month 1 4
.= 17.JEWEL ELGIN only =/

2
Let me ;2575
B ig Grade 17-Jewel Elgin Watch
£ | in Hand Engraved Case on

President Harris-Goar Co.

The House that sells more | I YOu assume no risk whatever in dealing with us, because, |
Elgin Watches than any | hefore you buy or pay one cent, we place the watch right in your

other firm in the world.

| "5 $2.20 A Month |\

We Ask No Security and No Inferest—u=t »iain honestramons DIAMONDS,

men. Our Elgin Watches

are so well known and our CREDIT PLAN so easy, that no matter where you . 9

g:ve or how sm(izll your wages, we t}s{':l}l1 E,r"fth{ou’ ‘io thﬁt you alml ev er\l Ladles w atches
onest man and woman can own a High-Grade Elgin Watch in a beautifu

Guaranteed 25-year Gold Case and wear it while paying for it in_such_small and all ll(mds of nglixl -Grade ’

payments that you never miss the money. Write today for our Big Free Jewelry sent anywhere

Watch Cataiog. It tells all about our easy credit plan and how we send ON CREDIT

Elgin 19-Jewel B. W. Raymond and 21 and 23-Jewel Elgin Veritas everywhere

in the world, on free trial, without security or one cent deposit. Guaranteed Write today for Free Catalog.

to pass any Railroad Inspecmon WRITE TODAY. A postal will do.

HARRIS-GOAR CO,, 1514 Walnut Street, Kansas City, Mo, |} )

S ELGIN WATCHES LE AD THE WORLD Ao

A4

‘ kes spare time only. Three courses—
Preparatory, Business, College. Prepares for
1 practice. Will better your con- v
|

dition and prospectsin business.
Students and graduates every-
where. Full particulars and
Easy Pay ment Plan free.

] The oldest and best school. Instruction by mail
adapted to eyery one. Recognized by courts and
§ | :}duu\tor: Experienced and competent instruce

OT'S.

Civil Service Examinations

OVER FOURTEEN THOUSAND

City Mail Carriers, Post Office Clerks
Rallw y Mail Clerks, Custom House Clerks

I Teach Real Salesmanshlp
1 can be a salesman. Increase your power to convincel
)0 to 10,000 a year. I am the only|
aching salesmanship who is sales manager of a whole-|
1se and an official of United Commercial Trav elorenf
Write for my free magazine *‘ The Salesm
w you can become a Traveling Salesman. My 1-
ates hold paying positions and I can assist YOU to prolll-
able nuxplu)ment Most practical, highly endorsed course

‘ in the \\u'ld No matter where you live, or what yom
WILL LIKELY BE APPOINTED THIS YEAR [ e s aet

The Trotter School, Depl 7, Kansas City, Mo

CORNET FREE!

We guarantee to teach you to play by mail and will give
you a Beautiful Cornet or any Band Instrument absolutely

FREE. You pay weekly as lessons are taken. Instrument
is sent with first lesson. Write to-day for our booklet and
wonderful tuition offer.

International Cornet School
234 Music Hall, Boston, Mass.

Rapid advancement to Higher Government Positions.
No_‘“ Layoffs >’ because of strikes. financial flurries, or the
whims of some petty boss. The Position is yours for
life. Country and city residents stand the same chaunce for
immediate appointment. Common Sense Education
Sufficient. Political Influence not Necessary.
Write immediately for schedule showi ing dates and
places of the next examinations, Don’tdelay. Every
day you lose means the loss of just so much coaching bnf()n:
the rapidly approaching examinations. We are preparing
candidates absolutely free of charge.

FREE COACHING COUPON
Franklin Institute, Dept. R 127, Rochester, N Y.

free copy of

This coupan, properly 8l out,
VERNMENT POSITION
rFRiLiO\il NG

Good pay—steady work, be-
cause you're in the employ

SECURE of the U. S. Government.

A CIVIL WEREES ey shosiae
SERVICE EiNereiisrstanaso
p o S l T ION SI:I:T(E;I;AU(:I}A‘L-‘;U;REgg;ND;;CEaStCHgﬂ[LXS‘: 5
Box 806-CScranton, Pa.

ce Carrier 8 P 0 $15
ural Mail Carrier [3 300 to  $900]. . .Clerk the Depart- [$500 to $15
ments at Washington

NAME...... cu vove sesssscsssosss sos sove “sssscssssss sssssscssse

AdAresS....ceeeeese sosssssecsescasscsancesasssssssssnsscnasccscsss
WRITE PLAINLY.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention THE ARGOST.
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own hands and let it do its own talking. You are to be the judge. g
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LEARN TO WRITE
ADVERTISEMENTS

S This is the advertisiug school yow hear xo winch about'

Study advertising
by mail with this
school and you can
positively increase
yourearning power.
ers receive
0 £100 a week.

If you want to know more—if youw want
to earn more—if yow want to improve your
worldly and financial position, either as
employee or employer, write us to- day
and you will receive our beautiful pros.
pectus. It is Free.

=@ This Silver Statuette, entitl

$25.10 S100.
A Week

i The Standard
to the President
s of Gre: vl Britain
wd as @ mark of appreciation and ezt2em.

PAGE-DAVIS SCHOOL 541 Page Building, (hlcngn

or 150 Nassan York

A high salaried and easily learned trade, taught thoroughly by mail. We will
teach the beginner better engraving than he can gain in years of rigidsappren-

ticeship. We will also improve the skill of any engraver. Send for our catalog.

Thre Engraving School 41 Page Bldg., 'Mchigan Ave., Chicago, lII

74 2Y T CAN WRITE ASHORT STORY. Beginners |
learn so thoroughly under our pertect meth\ of

training that many are able to sell their stories before
they comp]etc the course. We qf«; ‘help those who want a market
for their stori: Vrite for particulars.

SCHOOL OF SHORT S LY -WRITIN G, 41 Page Bldg., Chicago

BE AN ILLUSTRATOR - Leamn to Draw. We will teach

Yol by mail how fo SCHOOL OF ILLUSTRATION, Office 41

draw for magazines PA(;.!ili‘Ls;(l;‘:;l) [}
and newspapers,
Send for catalog.

LEARN SCIENTIFIC BUSINESS
Letter Writing. We will teach you by mail to write the kind of letters that
will build up business to tremendous proportions; commands high salary.
We will criticlse your letter of inquiry free, it yon write for full particulars,
5 4SlCll00L OF BUSINESS LETTER-WRITING
ept.

Page Bu:ldlnz, \llchim\n Ave. and 40th St., Chieago

¢ WHY NOT BE AN ARTIST?

Our graduates are filling High Salaried Positions,

EARN $25 TO $100 PER WEEK

in easy, fascinating work. Practieal, Individual Home In-
struction, Superior equipment. Expert Instructors.
Eleven years’ successful teaching. Financial returns guaranteed.

Write for particulars FRE ART] ST'S of fine instruments and
and Handsome Art Book. supplies to each student.

SCHOOL OF APPLIED ART (Founded 1899)
A 8 Fine Arts Bldg., Battle Creek, Mich. m—————

Government Positions

45’837 Appomtments were made to Civil Service places

during the past year. Excellent
opportunities for young people. Each year we instruct by mail thousands of
persons who pass these examinations and a large share of them rece!
appointments to life positions at $340 to $1,500 a year. If you desire a posi-
tion of this kind, write for our Civil Service Announcement, containing full
information ubuut all government examinations and questions recently used
by the Civil Service Commission.

COLUMBIAN CORRESPONDEFEE QfOrLALVEEE,\QHr\S_ﬂIjIGTON, D.C.
z Do You Like to Draw ?

That's all we want to know

Now we will not give you any grand prize—o?
a lot of free stuff if you answer this ad. Nor
do we claim to make you rich in a week.
But if you are anxious to develop your talent
with a successful cartoonist, 8o you can make
money, send a copy of this picture with 6c. in
stamps for portfolio of cartoons and sample
lesson plate, and let us explain.

THE W, L. EVANS SCHOOL OF CARTOONING
341 I\im.-m ore l!ld'.:., (le\ehnd. )

Positions
secured
graduates

PHOTO-ENGRAVING OR
3 COLOR WORK

a week

Endorsed by Inter.
of Tll, Established 16 years, Terms ea

ssn
g inexpensive. No saloons
in Effingham. Write for catalog ; spe u: ’illh ed in.
1llinois Ooliege of Photography, or;L. H. Blnell,

Blssell Colleze of Photo-Engravin President,
940 Wabash Ave., Efingham, Il

The Complete Kit

No matter how fine the car you own, or drive, or
manufacture ; no matter how thoroughly it is equipped,
your outfit is not complete unless you own the new

Cyclopedia of
Automobile Engineering

Four large, handsome volumes bound in half mo-
rocco, 1200 illustrations, full page plates, dlagrams,
etc., 1500 pages 7 x 10 inches, crammed with inter-
esting and very necessary information concerning auto-
moblles, aeroplanes, and motor boats ; knowledge that
you've got to get some way or other before you can
thoroughly understand or enjoy the automobile “game.’

CONDENSED TABLE OF CONTENTS

VOL. l--CASOLlNE AUTO\]OB[LES Running
Gear—Power—Operatiol

AUTOMOBILE MECHANISMS
Starting De\lces—clu ches—Gears—

VOL. II-STEAM AUTOVIOB]LES Flash Boiler—
Engme<—0pera1 n and R

COMMERCIAL VEHlCLES — Selection — Delivery
Trucks—Upkeep—Mileage—Capacity. TYPES: Selection—
Pnce—Demomtrauon—Spe d.

Vi lll—ELEC’I'RlC ALTO\lOB]LES Battery—
Motor — Transmission — Control — Tires — Driving. EL
MENTS OF ELEC TRIC!T\ ELECTR[C CUR-
RENT: AUTOMOBILE DRIVING : Starting and Stop-
ping—Gear Changing—Use of Spark and Throttle—Care of
Car—Road Repal

VOL. Dmg)ble

Carbureters—

= AERIAL NAVIGATION :
Aeroplanes—Alrshxp Motors.  GAS A

gnition — Carbureters — Testing. O
YCLES: Construction— Operation. MOTOR BOATS

T\ pes—Engines *lnslallauon
You can examine these books for five days in
your own home or office, free of all cost. Don't risk
missing this offer by stopping to think it over now.
Order now and do your careful thinking with the books
before you. That costs nothing. Here's the coupon.
Order promptly and we will include for one year, as a monthly

supplement, the NICAL WORLD MAGAZINE, a
regular $1.50 monlhly, full of interesting scientific topics written
in popular form.

American School of Correspondence
CHICAGO, U. S. A.

FREE EXAMINATION COl;O_N s
American School of Correspondenc

Please send set Cyclopedia of Automobile Eng er 5
free examination ; also Technical World for 1 year. I will
$2. 00 within 5 days and $2.00 a month unz il I l paid $12.

1d the books subject to your order.
pu-~ until full ¥ paid.

Title not to
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HOW is such perfect tomato soup as
Campbell’s possible at the price?

Jecause price is the last thing we think of. We make this soup as
good as soup can be made, regardless of cost to us. And this quality
makes our output so large that we buy and operate on the most econom-
ical scale. In one day we have put up as many as 426,000 cans of

W; Tomato
Soup

And we have other unequalled advantages in producing this soup.

The climate and soil of southern New Jersey produce the best tomatoes in the world. And
they grow close to our factory; so that they do not have to be picked green and transported on
trains, We get them fresh from the vines in perfect condition; and without freight bills to pay.

Our exclusive condensing process not only preserves the flavor and freshness of the ripe
tomatoes but it saves money on cans, boxes, packing, freight, etc. Andyou do not pay for water.
The contents of every can makes twice its volume of the richest, most satisfy-
ing tomato soup you ever tasted. If you do not think so the grocer returns
your money. Could anything be fairer? The same with all Campbell’s soups.
21 kinds

Cla

Asparagus
Be:

ken Gumbo (Okra)
Clam Bouillon

Just add hot water, bring to a boil, and serve.

You'd better write us for a free copy of Campbell’s Menu
Stop the swing! I hear them ring! Book. Itis full of practical pointers for the busy housewife.

Igheas the keftle humming ! JosepH CampBeLL Compaxy, Camden N J
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A nght with a Million.

BY R. K. THOMPSON,

Author of ““ Twelve Good Men,’’ “ Not Interested,’’ ‘* When Minutes Were Precious,”” etec.

The Troublous Experience Meted Out to a Man in an Adventure that
Started with a Joke and Ended in Several Kinds of a Jolt.
(COMPLETE IN THIS ISSUE.)

CHAREERT:

“ ONE YEAR AT HARD LABOR.”

|n

T’S a shame, that's what it is
The young man in the swivel-chair

Dbeside the open window crossed his feet
upon the extension ledge of the oak desk

with an impatient vehemence which
scratched the varnish.
“Tt's a crime—a low-down, mean,
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_stealing-candy-from-an-infant crime!

. He puffed hard on the cigarette stuck
between his lips, as he scowled out across
the sky-line of smoke-plumed buildings
on a level with his vision.

“T'm twenty-six years old, a strong-
bodied, live-brained fellow—and what am
I worth?”

Impetuously he snapped the red-hot
stub of his cigarette into the hammered-
brass bowl beside the chair.

“ Nothing! I'm as worthless a lump of
human clay as ever was modeled into the
semblance of a grown man— and . the
worst of it is, I know it!”

He shrugged himself farther down in
his seat, while a deepening of the frown
between his brows indicated a continu-
ance of his unpleasant ruminations.

“T'm twenty-six years old, a stenog-

" rapher earning eighteen dollars a week—
and here I am‘ &

He looked “about him.

The spacious room was luxuriously,
sumptuously, furnished. Rare rugs cov-
ered the floor, on which was a set of office
furniture that would not have been out

1, A
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of place in the library of some million-
aire’s home. The walls were hung with
(oxtl\ prints and engravings. ‘The cham-
ber radiated an air of lav lsh comfort.

“ Here I am,” the young man repeated
— ‘' sitting in the boss’s office! I'm tres-
passing after hours in my employer’s
sanctum sanctorum ; poaching on andth-
er's preserves by enjoying the pleasure
these surroundings give to him who has a
right to them.”

Slowly he lighted another cigarette,
smoked an inch of its length without rel-
ish, and threw it away.

“ Jack Wilton, you're a failure! A
miserable fizzle of what should be the live
wire of a real success! And you've no-
body to blame but:yourself:

“Look at the man who hires you—
Judson Clarke. He's not more than five
years older than you are. If he is, he
doesn’t look it.” Yet you and he are at
the opposite poles of the business world—
success and failure.

‘ Here you sit, in the private office of
your boss, who's a. tremendous success
with only a five-year start of you—face
to face with the realization that you're a
rotten failure.

““And you know mighty well why the
other man’s up and you're down: Judson
Clarke is a millionaire because he’s
worked, and worked hard. You're a
despicable failure, not worth more than
eighteen dollars a week in your twenty-
sixth year, because you've loafed instead
of really working.”
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Again, with angry force, he recrossed
his feet upon the desk ledge.

“Work!” he sneered.’ ‘“ Why, in all
the seven years I've been in business, I
don’t believe I can lay honest claim’ to
eight consecutive hours of real, genuine,
blown-in-the-bottle toil.. Drat it all, I
don’t think I know the meaning of the
word, even!”

He gnawed at his lip, running his hand

nerv: ously through his thick hair,
.. “ Lord, how T hate myself !’ he mut-
tered. What a disgusting mess I've
made of my life! I’ve held down seven
jobs a year, for seven years—all ‘at as
many mdlﬁerentlv small salaries as. I'm
years old—-smplv because I've paid more
attention to having a ‘good time than [
“have to buckling down to business.

“ I've gone in for fun.instead of work:
built up a reputation for being a life-of-

the-party in any sphere or circle, instead

of -acquiring a ‘name as a reliable em-
ployee where I've drawn wages; and I've
accumulated laughs instead of dollars. “A
fine record—1I don’t think !

~““ But, what are you going to do? " he
asked half aloud, a comical grimace of
- despair “upon his countenance, ‘‘when
you're a fellow named Jack?”

Slowly, sadly, he wagged his head at
the misfortune of his christening.

“I've had to live up to my name, like
every other poor fool of Fate who owes
his parents a grudge for labeling him
with the name that’s been the brand of
good - fellowship since the first free-
handed sailor came ashore—I've had to
make a fool of myself, by acting as the
village tease, because my name made peo-
ple expect it of me.

“ And, instead of really working at any
one of the many jobs I've had, I’ve but-
terflied after a good time during business
hours. It's been a constant\ round of
frivolity, mirth, and laughter with me,
ever since I drew down my first pay-ei-
velope with the office - boy’s salary of
three dollars in it—steadily the same old
story, right up to to-day.

“With what result? That I find my-
self now down and out, facing the pros-
pect of being downer and outer—now,
when I ought to be well on my way to a
decent place in the respect of decent
people, through a responsible position in
the financial world.
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“It’s easy, too, to trace back over the
road I've slipshodded over. It’s a cinch
to look back and find out just where I've
made the different mistakes that have
brought me where I am.

“Take the job I had with the Editha
Paper  Company last year. If I'd be-
haved myself there, I might have climbed
the ladder right up to the top, where a
position worth. big money in a few years
was waiting for me. '

‘“ But, instead of putting my brain to
work in pushing myself ahead of a small-
salary job and into a fat position, I made
myself the most popular man with ‘the
boys '
three months after T was hired:

 Then, there was the job I had before
that \\1th the Smiley people: 1 was do-
ing fine there—been raised from fifteen
to eighteen dollars a week within' five
months of goingon the force, which shows
what I could do-if T got right down to
it and stuck to business.

“ And. then what happened? April
Fools’ Day—my birthday, 1 guess—came
along. Of course, I had to prove myself
Johnny-on-the-spot when it came fo put-
ting the smile that won’t come off on the
faces of my fellow workers.

“ So I sent all the office-boys and petty
clerks who would take orders from me
away from their work on all sorts of hu-*
morous searches for left-handed monkey-
wrenches, stone-crushers, harness-oil, and
the like.

“And then, when I had pretty nearly
the whole office force hysterical at these.
side-splitting stunts, the boss sent for me,
and I was put upon the carpet before
him.

“ Politely, but firmly, I was informed
that another calling- than that of the
strictly business one of the Smileys’ beck-
oned compellingly to me, and that I'd bet-
ter hasten to it. So I was bounced again.”

He turned around to the-desk sud-
denly.

“ But, by ginger,” he exclaimed,
I'm through!

“ From to-day on, I'm going to cut out
the fooling, and settle down to business!”

He struck the .desk before him with
clenched fist.

“I know I've got the brains to make
good at almost anything I tackle.” He
smiled grimly.> ¢ Being clever enough to

“now

L]

that ‘ever came into the oﬁiue—,,
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get discharged so many times all for dif-
ferent reasons proves that, I guess. And
I'm going to begin right away—right
here in this job I'm holding down now.

* JudsonClarke pays me eighteen dol-
lars a week for just about four dollars’
worth of labor per.

“ Question—how much \xould my sal-
ary be if I really got right down to work
and started in to produce results? Well,
I’'m going to find out the answer to that.
“= “ Hard work and no fooling is .nc way
- to set about solving the problem—and I'm
going to solve it or bust-an artery!

I hereby sentence myself to one year
“at hard labor. ' In that time I’ll find out,
one way or another, where I'll stand if I
really try,to suceeed.”

_His eyes hvhted with the fires of am-
bmon, his chm firmly set, and his whole
figure erect with the solidity of his pur-
pose, Jack Wilton made a picture of ag-
gressively determined youth not out of
keeping with the office in which he sat—
that of a man who had won his success.

“No mere cutting-up, no jambo-
rees during business hours. I'm going to
get down to hard pan, and work. TI’ll
never play the clown again, nor see the
humorous side of things in a stronger
light—"

He stopped abruptly.

- The private-office door had opened with
a faint rattle behind him.

Jack wheeled around from the desk and
looked toward the doorway. Standing on
the’ threshold, silk hat in hand, peering at
him through t‘he half dusk of the late aft-
ernoon shado“a was a stranger.

“ Good afternoon, Mr, Clarke!”

The young man started at the words.
Then he rose slowly to his feet. The
stranger had mistaken him for his em-
ployer.

It now flashed through Jack W 11ton\
mind that the offices outside the one in
which he stood were deserted, it being
Saturday afternoon and a half-holiday.

No doubt" this caller seeking Judson
Clarke had come straight through thesc.
empty rooms unhindered.

And now, in the dim light, he had mis-
taken the stenographer: for that young
man’s chief.

“ Mr. Clarke, I want a word with you.”

The man on the door-sill moved for-
ward. He was a white-haired, pompous-
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figured, elderly person of sixty or sixty-
five, with a bearing and address strikingly
authoritative.

In silence Jack waited till the caller
stood before him, expecting the latter’s
mistake to be easily apparent at close
range.

And then, as the stranger looked at him
unmoved, a slow smile twitched at the cor-
ners of the young man’s mouth.

“What a lark!” he thought amusedly.
“ He takes me for Clarke himself—and,
by George, I’ll see where the joke leads
to!”

Graciously he waved his hand toward
a chair and stepped back to his former
seat. :

“ Sit down, sir,” he said. “ Sit down,
and have your word with me.”

CHAPTER: T
T00 LATE TO RETREAT,

THE old gentleman, with a 'bow,
placed his hation the table beside the desk.
Then he sat down in the chair Jack had
indicated.

* Just got into the city fifteen minutes
ago,” he remarked, drawing a handker-
chief from his pocket and mopping his
brow. ‘““Phew—I hurried to catch you
before you left.”

Jack nodded gravely.

“It’s warm work,” he said pleasantly,
“ hurrying in this kind of weather. If
vou'd been ten minutes later, though, you
might have missed—er—me. I intended
leaving then.”

“ Well,” snapped the elderly gentle-
man, ‘“ you're here, and I'm here ; so there
is no need of going into what might have
been if I hadn’t found you. And now
le®s get down to business, if you please:”

Wilton shifted in his seat. What was.
the business of this stranger with Judson
Clarke, he wondered?

“ What did you wish to see—er—me "
about? ” he hesitatingly inquired. “ Any-
thing important?”’

The visitor dropped back in his chair.

“You ought to kiiow T wouldn’t chase
into the city in thé middle of August on
a half-holiday,” he reminded Jack impa-
tiently, “if my business wasn’t impor-
tant.”

“T don’t suppose ‘you would,” assent-
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-ed the young man agreeably.

“ No, you
probably wouldn’t.”

“ No, sir,” continued the other. ‘I
have called to see you, Mr. Clarke, about
that matter I spoke of to you on Tues-
day.”

From the manner of his announcement,
it was plain that the stranger considered
this explanation as to the nature of his
business quite sufficient.

“ Ah, yes,” Jack sparred for time.
“ That matter—I see. You have—er—
made up_ your mind to—that is to say,
to_”

“To act, sir!” barked the old gentle-
man impetuously. “To act—and at
once. If you have done as I requested,
when I met you for the first time last
week, you will have studied the market
carefully with an eye to the facts I men-
tioned. Therefore, you must see that we
have not a day to lose in putting my plan
in operation.” :

So, thought Jack, his visitor had met
Judson Clarke but once—that, with the
gloom of the room, was ireason enough
why he was taken to be his own employver
by this man, who might, through the in-
firmity of age, be less sharp of eye than he
should be.

“ What do you say to that—eh?” ex-
claimed the unwitting blunderer.

“ What do I say?” repeated Jack, with
an air of measured deliberation. *I can
only say this: I still think as I told you on
Tue«day

His caller gave an e\asperated click of
his tongue, accompanied by an impatient
shrug of his narrow shoulders.

“ Of course, though,” Wilton hurried
on—" of course, I am open to conviction.
Now, if you will state your case again,
arguing the facts of the matter at length
with me—"

- “Rubbish!” interrupted his caller. He
leaned forward in his seat. *“ What could

be plainer than the situation as it now
stands ? he cried vehemently.

Jack’s lips tightened as he thought of
the startling. replv he could give to that
question, having no knowledge of the
business or identity of the other.

“You know where the five stocks in
question are now,” went on the yhite-
haired - gentleman rapidly. “ You cer-
tainly must know, too, after any kind of
an investigation, that three of the five; at
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the least, are certain to drop ten to fifteen
points below their present quotation in the
next month.

“Is  there any reason, thcn. why I
should not act now, before the break
comes, and I lose this opportunity which
is unmistakably golden?”

Wilton cleared his throat.

“ As I understand it,” he said, reaching.
forth his hand to pick™up a pencil and tap
lightly with it on the desk-blotter—‘ as I
gather your idea, you want to take the
bull by the horns, rush in, as it were—"""

“ Clarke, youwre talking like a.fooll™ *

cut in the stranger excitedly.. “I told
you Tuesday that vou didn’t understand
this thing—that your attitude in the mat-
ter was wrong because you weren't in pos-
session of the facts of the case. T told
you then to study the situation- closely,
carefully, completely. And now, after
vouw’ve done that, how you can sit there
and stand by \\'hat you've <aid———well it’s
a mystery to me.’

Jack glanced quickly out of the win-
dow.

“Me, too,”” he thought amusedly.
“ Whatever the old boy’s deal is; it’s a
deep and dark mystery to me—and so is
his name. Wish I knew it.” Aloud he
said :

“ Well, I may as well be frank with
vou—er—sir. - I* have neglected to fol-
low your advice, and I have not studied
the market in respect to your business.

“ Now, if you will please explain this
matter to me as though I were, as I+ am,
in ignorance of your view-point—"

To himself Wilton thought: “ That
ought to fetch out of him an explanation
of his dealings with Clarke. TIf it does,
I'll soon know where I stand in this joke
of the season—and it’s a daisy!”

Impulsively the stranger rose.

“I've had enough of this nonsense!
he snapped.

Quickly Jack looked up to meet his
caller’s irate gaze.

Did the old man at last suspect the trick
that was being played upon him?

“There’s nothing to this transaction,
Mr. Clarke,” went on the latter, “ that
yow can’t easily understand. I want you
to invest for me in five stocks—the ones
I told vou of at our previous meeting—
and that is a// that I want you to.do for
me.”’ :

1
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The young man gave a sigh of relief.
He was not detected in his jesting impos-

: ture—\ (35

But the scare he had just received in
thinking he was had now sobered him, as
had the other’s words, into a serious view
of the situation.

This man, who had mistaken him for
Judson Clarke, wanted him, Jack Wilton,
to make an investment in five stocks in his
behalf. That was serious business, and
there was no room for further fooling

_about it.

Clarke was a stock-broker ; this stran-
ger to Jack appeared to be a person o6f de-
cided consequence—a good customer for
the house.

He must not be offended—driven away

—as he was sure to be if he found out
that Jack had been making sport of him.

“1 simply wish you to take charge of
my investments, Mr. Clarke,” the caller
was saying. ‘ Youw will incur absolutely
no responsibility if my estimates of the
situation go wrong and I lose by my
venture.”

With unassumed . gravity Jack bowed
again.

“ How much do vou wish to invest?”
he inquired slowly.

Somehow, some way—and soon—he
must get himself out of his false position.

And he must extricate himself without
letting slip a hint to his visitor that he
was not the man the latter took him to
be. If the stranger found out that he had
been hoaxed, there would be tro
trouble in bunches—for Wilton.

“1 am npt ready to say just yet how
far I will go in investing on my judg-
ment of present conditions,” said the im-
portant-looking gentleman. * It will all
depend on the state of the market how far
I will go—that’s all I can say at pres-

ent.”
“ T see.,” remarked the young man ab-
sently.

Should he take a chance on his joke
being forgiven by this stranger, and tell
him the truth—that he had been * jol-
lying ” him into the belief that he was
somebody else? = Was that the only way
out of the predicament?

If he took that bold course, what would
happen? Might not he bring down the
caller’s righteous wrath upon his defense-
less head—so thoroughly arouse the lat-
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ter’s ire that he would report the affair
to Judson Clarke himself, and so bring
about Jack’s discharge from still another
good job?

No—the fear of incurring the stran-
ger’s scorn for. his childish trick decided
him—he would not make a clean breast
of his imposition. Instead, he would
keep on the mask, and trust to luck to
worm' out of the affair without harm to
himself.

Bat, if he kept up the deception, how
was he to carry it through without spoil-
ing a good business prospect for his firm?

He could not undertake the business
the stranger asked of Clarke. Yet, neither

_could he turn it down.

He spoke, inspired by a sudden idea.

“T1 tell you what I'll do, sir,” he
said Slowly. * You give me till Monday
noon to think this matter over once muore.
Then call in here for my decision—and
_\'uu’ll get it.”

\fr Clarke ! ”

The stranger advanced a step to“ard
Jack, his eyes flashing."

“ 1 understand your attitude, sir, to be
prompted by a spirit of fair dealing,” he
said sharply. “ You are a reputable stock-
broker; you do not wish me to place in
vour hands a large sum of money to be
invested by you in a series of stocks in
which you have no faith. Is that true?”

“ Perfectly,” Jack replied, for want of
something better to say.

“ Very good.” the gentleman bowed.
“Then, this is my own attitude: I res

- serve the right to make my own invest-

ments, where I will, as I will. It is my
money I am speculating with. Now, I
don’t make any bones about telling you,
in all frankness, that you are the broker
I want to have handle my plans. But—
there are others to whom I can go. Do
vou understand ?

“If you do not agree at once to take
my business as I dictate—I will take that
business elsewhere.”

There was no way out—it was up to
Jack to act the part of the man he had
jokingly impersonated, and act it out to
the finish ; either to accept or refuse this
man’s business for his firm—at once.

Which should he do? Which would
Judson Clarke do, in possession of facts
in the case of which Wilton was ignorant,
if he were here? :
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To tell the stranger the truth—that he
was talking to the wrong man — might
send him away, in his present half-angry
mood, to another firm. To reject his
business would certainly do that. And
if he accepted the caller’s proposition, on
behalf of his employer, that acceptance
could be vetoed by Clarke later, anyway.

“ Very well,” said Jack firmly, taking
the step which was obviously in the direc-
tion of the least possible danger to all
concerned, ‘ I—er—we will act as your
representative with pleasure.”

“ Good ! " snapped the other,

Then, before Jack Wilton's wondering
eyes, he drew from his pocket an oblong
package, which he deposited on the table
from which he swiftly swept up his hat.

“You can go ahead on that, Mr.
Clarke,” he said, nodding toward the
package as he walked briskly to the door.
“ As for the work to be done—you know
what I want. Do it.”

Startled, Jack rose to his feet, his
glance playing from the stranger to the
package on the table.

“ But—hold on!” he faltered. * This
bundle you are leaving with me ; what—"

“ Everything is ready to vour hand,”
explained his visitor, one foot across the
threshold. “ I'll look you up, if nothing
_happens before, in a month. . Good day.”

The young man took a quick step to-
ward him.

“ Wait!? he cried.

“T can’t,” replied the stranger briefly.
“ My train leaves in ten minutes—I've
got to run to catch it. Again—good-by.”

The next instant the slender figure of

the old gentleman had disappeared.

CHAPTER TIL
A SURPRISE PACKAGE.

“WEgLL, now I'm in forit!”

Jack Wilton stood, stupidly staring at
the doorway which, a moment before, had
framed the form of his strange caller.

“ This is certainly a fine prospect,’” he
thought ruefully. * Here a stranger of
an old fossil comes romping into this
room, hails me as the boss, still believes I
am it when I start to string him along
with his mistake, and then forces me to
play Judson Clarke’s part in a-transac-
tion which, to say the least, sounds as if

it might be as important as the very
deuce.”

Slowly he lighted a cigarette.

““What did I get myself into this fix
for, anyway?” he muttered, dropping
into a chair. “I' hadn’t any more than
just finished promising myself that I'd
stop fooling and settle down to business,
when I turn around and leap at the first
chance that comes along to play the fool
again.

“ Here I've agreed, on behalf of my
esteemed employer, to invest a batch of
money in five stocks about which I'm as
ignorant' as a babe unborn. If I let the
chief know what I've done, there isn’t a
chance on earth that he’ll ever forgive me.

“And yet he’s got to be told. And
it’s up to me to tell him,”

For a moment or two Jack Wilton sat
there silently, looking out of the window,
watching the twinkling lights that flared
into being in the black walls of the build-
ings around him as the darkness grew,
striving with all his might to find in the
blankness of his own dark thoughts a sin-
gle sparkle of an idea of how he was suc-
cessfully to extricate himself from his
peculiar position.

Suddenly he brought his hand down
upon his upraised knee with a resounding
slap. ;

“ By .George ! ”” he exclaimed, *“ T never
thought of it. There’s one way I can get
out of this—if it'll work.

“I can tell Clarke — wait a minute,
now—yes, sir; I can tell him that this old

. geezer came in here looking for him.

Without explaining that I jumped into
the breach in my usual light-hearted fash-
ion and impersonated him; I can tell the
chief that the caller was in a hurry,
stated his business to me, and went off,
leaving me to explain the purpose of his
call to the boss on Monday morning.

“Then I can get around my acceptance
of the trust by saying that his proposition
looked good to me—that I, in my igno-
rance, but with the interests of the firm at
heart, - undertook the handling of the
stranger’s investment.

“ At the worst, I'll only get a calling
down from Clarke for butting in in that
high-handed way. At the best, my zeal
in looking out for the house may ‘be
praised.

£ And then, if Clarke doesn’t want to
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take the business, he can write to the old
fellow, placing his identity from my de-
. scription, and cancel all previous arrange-
ments.”

Decisively the young man got to his
feet.

“ There may be complications that will
crop up to put*my story on the blink.
" But that will be later on—if they happen
at all. And, anyway, I'll be no worse off
if my yarn is disproved than I would be
if I told the whole truth about the mat-
ter at the start.

“ And about that package? Well, that
will fit in with my story, all right. T'll
simply tell the boss that the visitor left it
for him. He can do whaf he wants
with it.”

He looked toward the table on which
the bundle lay. And, as he glanced at the
thing, a puzzled frown again clouded his
brow. ,

“ Wonder what's in it?” he asked him-
self. “Ought 1 to open it up and find
out before L turn it over to Clarke, or—
no, I guess I'd better -keep my fingers
" away from what doesn’t belong to me.

“All the same,” he continued, reflec-
tively rubbing his chin as he stared at the
bundle, “ I'd just as' soon find out what
that crusty old codger left behind him.”

He walked slowly to the table, and
took the package in his hand.

“ What if there’s cash in it? ” he mut-
tered, a trifle worried: ‘ The old man
wouldn’t be carrying money -around with
him, wrapped up this way, I imagine.
Yet—he was a queer old duck at that.
= “ He’s keen on making some stock in-
vestment 'that Judson Clarke evidently
. didn’t enthuse over when the two were
together at their first meeting. I'd back
the boss's judgment in a matter of this
kind: further than I would any other
man’s. So, on one count, the old boy
with the weak eyes is a bug.

“ Then there’s the fact of his not tum-
bling to my bluff at being the man he
was after when he saw me. There must
be something the matter with a man who
couldn’t spot me for a fake, despite the
fact that it was dusk, that I'm nearly the
same age as Clarke, and that he’d only
met the latter once before.”

Again Jack Wilton cast a curious glance
at the package he held—and ‘returned it
to the table.

199

“I wonder if there 7s money in it?”
he murmured. “Didn’t the old boy say
something about Clarke not wanting to
be entrusted with a large sum to invest?

‘ Well, whatever there is in the bun-
dle,” he decided abruptly, “it’s not up
to me to open it. I’ll leave it as it is for
Mr. Judson Clarke to find on Monday.

“Only,” he added fretfully — * only,
what if there was something inside that—
that—"

He turned suddenly away from the ta-

_ ble, s plunging his hands deep into his

. contemptuousl y.

trousers-pocket, with a short laugh.

“T'll be untying the string and snoop-
ing into it, if I keep on,” he said self-
““ This seems to be my
big day for falling down on the simple
task of minding my own business.”

He walked half-way across the office,
and stopped. Slowly he turned to look
behind him at the package.

““There’s no use talking!” he ex-
claimed suddenly, returning w]ftly to the
table. = I've simply got to find out
what's inside this—I can’t wait till Mon-
day—by George, Im just geing to o/n n
her up!”

Pickirig up" the package, he hefted it
curiously.

“Tt’s not very heavy, and it’s not very
light—it might hold anything,” he com-
mented thoughtfully.

Once more Jack sat down in Clarke’s

.chair, depositing the bundle on the desk:

before him. Taking out his pocket-knife,
he weighed that, too,.in his hands. ‘

“Shall I open it?” he pondered inde-
cisively. . ““ Shucks—I know what I'll do.
I’11 flip a coin—heads, I rip her up ; tails,
I don’t.”

The quarter he spun in the air fell with
a faint thud upon the blotter—tail-side
up.

“ Humph grunted Wilton, disap-
pointed. “ I’'m not to find out, after all,
what the old duffer left behind him.”

He opened his knife with a quick get-
ture. . Instinctively, he loeoked behind him
and around the room.

“ Well—here goes, anyhow ! ” he mut-
tered. :

Deftly he snapped the string. Swiftly
he spread open the paper wrapping.

And then, as his eyes fell upon the con-
‘tents, he sprang out of his chair with a
cry of amazement. °

|
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Before him on the desk lay two oblong
piles of gilt-edged, handsomely engraved,
folded parchment.

¢ Holy mackerel!” Jack Wilton ejacu-
lated. ‘“ They're stocks or bonds!”

Approachmnr the desk, he bent over the
twin stacks of papers. A single, narrow
strip of ordinary letter-paper lay atop the
two piles.

He picked it up and read these ﬁnely
penned lines:

NEGOTIABLE SECURITIES.
FIVE-PER.CENT BONDS
WORTH $1,000,000.

The scrap of paper fluttered unheeded

from his trembling har¥s.

“One million dollars!” he gasped.
“ A fortune — an oil king’s ransom — in
negotiable, same-as-money paper!”

At a puff of wind from the open win-
dow Jack sprang wildly forward and fell
upon the package, twining lus arms pro-
tectingly about it. e

Then. standing erect, the bundle huggud
to his frantlcally beating heart, ‘he ‘stag-
gered weakly to a chair. :

‘¢ Alone with a million! ™ he whispered,
dropping limply into the seat—"a mil-
lion that isn’t mine, that nobody knows
Ive got!”

(ReE)

CHAPTER IV.
BUT ONE THING TO DO.

ONE minute—two minutes—ticked off
on the little rococo clock over his head,
while Jack Wilton sat silently holding the
untied bundle of bonds clutched tightly
to his breast.

What was he to do with the bonds?

They did not belong to him—and he
could not give them back to their owner,
because that person’s name and where-
abouts were absolutely unknown to him.

It was Saturday, a holiday after one
o’clock, and Jack’'s employer had left the
office, bound the stenographer knew not
where, and certain to return only on Mon-
day—not before.

What was he to do with the bonds

meantime?
For every minute that they were in his
care he was responsible for them. .

Think of it! Here he was, a fellow
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who had never been responsible before in
his life for anything to any one but him-
self—a young man who had never had
more than one hundred dollars at any one
time —now suddenly and unwillingly
made responsible for a cool million!

Drops of perspiration stood out in pro-
fusion upon his brow as he realized, more
and more fully, the gravity of his posi-
tion.

“ What am I going to do with this—
this: fortune?” he gasped. ‘“Great
Ceaesar’s ghost—what can I do with it?”

He looked helplessly around the room.

“Well, there’s one darn sure thing—
I'm going to get it off my hands, and
quick, too! I'm not going to carry this
around with me till° Monday morning,
worried sick over what may happen to it,
sitting up all night by it like a true friend
to an invalid—"

He stopped, struck by a sudden, un-
pleasant thought.

“ Monday morning ! he repeated.
“What will happen Monday morning

12

‘when Clarke finds out that this package

was left with me, after he sees.what’s in *
it—good Heavens, what won’t happen!”

He groaned aloud.

“ I've got to get this off my hands some
way, somehow,” he muttered. * That
much is certain. I'll put these bonds
away safely somewhere around the office,
close up, and go home.

“ Monday morning can take care of it-
self,” he added,” turning away from the
table, ‘“and maybe by that time I'll be
able to do the same for myself and my
job.” s

He ran his eye speculatively over the
room, seeking a suitable hiding-place for
the treasure in his charge.

Ah, there was a small safe! He crossed -
the floor to it, and dropped quickly to his-
knees before the steel receptacle.

It was locked.

There was the larger, stronger safe in
the cashier’s office outside, he remem-
bered. Maybe that was locked, too—it
probably was. But he must find out.

But not a safe in the place was open.
No desk offered the guarantee of a safe
storage-place for the wealth. There was
no- crack nor crevice nor square foot of
space in the entire office where Jack dared
trust the bonds for thirty-six hours.

At the end of a half-hour’s conscien-
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tious canvass he -returned dejectedly to
Clarke’s private room, where he stood in
the center of the floor, amid the glare of
the lights he had turned on.

““There’s nothing else to do,” he sud-
denly decided. ‘ I've got to find Clarke.
I can’t keep this bundle of wealth with
~me; I can’t put it safely away, hide it,
nor trust it to anybody on the face of
God’s earth but the one man for whom
it was intended.” :

He struck the palm of one hand with
_ the fist of the other. :

“That’s the one way out!’ he ex-
claimed aloud. I don’t know where the
boss has gone, how to find him, nor which
way to start looking him up. But before
I go mad with the responsibility of taking
charge of a million I'll find Clarke, if it
‘takes a leg.”

CHAPTER V.

JUST THE CLUE.

“Bur it’s going to be no easy job to
get on the chief’s trail,” Wilton told him-
self as he began to pace the floor. “I
haven’t the faintest idea where he’s gone
over Sunday—and I don’t know what to
do, or where to go, to find out.”

He gnawed nervously at his lip.

“Pshaw!” he exclaimed abruptly.

~“Why didn’t I think of it before? For all
I know, he may not have intended to leave
the city at all; he may be at his rooms
right now, within easy reach by telephone.

“T hope I'm not kidding myself that
he must be in his apartment,” Jack prayed,
going swiftly out into the main office and
sitting down' before the switchboard.
 But if he is there, I’ll run right up to
the hotel, turn the whole bundle over to
him—

“ Hallo!” he broke off.
St. Nicholas?”

- Vesjesir.,

“1 want to speak to Mr. Clarke—Mr.
Judson Clarke—if he’s there.”

“ Hold the wire a minute, please, sir.”

Jack drummed out the chorus of a
popular ditty upon the ledge of the switch-
board ; then—

“ Hallo!” at last a voice came to him.

“Well2” he eagerly questioned.

 Sorry, sir, but Mr. Clarke isn’t here.”

Jack groaned. >

5 ;

“Is this the
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“ Can you find out for me where he has
gone?”’ he inquired anxiously.

* Nobody knows, sir. Hé hasn’t been
seen here since this morning, and I believe
he went out of town. At least, he took a
bag away with him.”

With a muttered imprecation, Jack re-
turned the receiver to the hook.

“ Gone out of town!” he snapped im-
patiently. ‘ That’s a fine lot of informa-
tion to work with. Whereabouts out of
town, I should like to know?”

Back in the private office once more, he
again strode up and down the room, in a
vain effort to decide on what to do.

“I'm up against it,”” he muttered rue-
fully. * There’s no way on earth that I
can find out where he’s gone. I wish—"

He stopped. His wandering glance
had fallen on the desk-calendar, resting
on the blotter of Clarke’s desk.

“I wonder,” he began slowly, moving
toward it; “I wonder if I could find a
clue to his week-end destination from
this P2

He bent over and looked down at the
first sheet of the calendar.

“ Praise be! ” he exclaimed, with a start
of glad surprise. “ The chief’s been care-
less—he’s left the whole of last week’s
sheets on the pad!

“ Now, let’s see what good that does me.
Maybe he’s noted an engagement for to-
day and to-morrow on the memorandum-
slip of some other day. Hurrah!”

Jubilantly, Jack Wilton caught up the
pad, and read again the line, scribbled
across the page of * Friday, the 4th ”:

Visit Dwight at Meadowmere, Sat.

and Sun.

“ Now, 1 know where I'm at!” Jack
cried exultantly. * The boss is at Mead-
owmere, stopping with old Dywight. I've

seen that gentleman dozens of times -

around the office—and, by gum, I'll go
off after him barefoot!”

Swiftly, Wilton . lifted the bonds and
carefully retied the bundle. Then, with
the package representing the immense for-
tune under his arm, he fairly ran from
the private office.

Snapping ‘out lights as he went, he
reached his typewriter-desk in the main
room, caught up his hat, threw one look
around him to see all was in order, then

~ stepped into the hall anid locked the door.
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“ Seven o’clock,” he muttered, looking
at his watch as he turned toward the stair-
way, down which he would have to walk,
since the elevators in the building were
not running at this hour.

“I haven’t got a time-table,” he re-
flected, hurrying in the direction of ‘the
Subway ; “but I guess there’ll be a train
or two leaving for Meadowmere by the
time 1 g,et to the Grand Central. And if
there isn’t,” he added grimly, “ I'll walk.
For ]u\lson Clarke gets this million, and
gets it quick, or I don’t know myself 5

Jack was not driven_to the necessity of
putting intp effect his feat of pedestrian-
ism, for a train was leaving for his ob-
jective point very shortly after his arrival
at the terminal.

And, within a half hour of leaving the
office, he was being comfortably hauled
toward Meadowmere, sixty-odd miles up
the Hudson, in a parlor-car.

“ One thing I'm sure of,” Jack told
himself, “ and that is I'm going to make
a clean breast of this whole affair, once
1 get into the presence of my boss.

“There's no use lying myself into the
thing any deeper ; and, besides, in confi-
dence with myself, I'm not ashamed to
admit that this million I've got tucked
away under my coat scares me, and scares
me good and plenty.

“So, I'm going to tell the chief the
whote story, from start 'to finish, when 1
see him. I'll be fired, I know. But that’s
a darn sight better than being suspected
of something crooked I haven’t done, if
he finds out that any fairy tale I told him
about how I came by this million dollars’
worth of colored paper isn’t worth the
breath it took to utter it.”

At nine-thirty the train deposited him
on the dim-lit platform of Meadowmere.

Inquiring the way to the Dwight estate _

—one of a number in the ultra-fashion-
-able colony of summer residents—Jack
found that he had a mile-and-a-quarter
walk before him.

It was a dreary journey, trudging along
the deserted road in the pitch darkness,
punctured ever and dnon by the snorting,
evil-odored passing of automobiles run-
ning at top speed, yet he kept manful-
ly on.

Finally, arrived at Meadowmere, he
found the ghostly quiet, shadowy sur-
roundings and Stygxan darkness of his

&
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tramp from the station not only dupli-
cated, but intensified.

For the spacious, fenced-in grounds of
the Dwight manor-house were as gloomy,
deserted, and fearsome as a cemetery.

However, drawing in a deep breath of
the balsam-laden air, Jack walked under
the arch of the grille-work gate and ha-- .
stened up the path that led to the house.

But the sound of his footsteps on the
hard gravel smote unpleasantly upon his
ear in the weird stillness. He took two
swift paces to one side, and walked on the:
soft, soundless sod.

Then his heart bofmded into his throat.
He heard distinctly the crunch; crunch
of footsteps upon the walk he had just
deserted.

Somebody was following him!

Who was it? Some one, he decided,’
who knew what he had under his coat;
who knew that in that package was a
fortune.

Then, as suddenly as the sound of the
footsteps had come to his ear, it ceased.

Did that mean that he was no longer
followed? In breathless suspense, he
halted in the shadow of a tall, heavily
branched pine, waiting—for he knew not
what. z

Then, peering into the surrounding
gloom, he caught a fleeting glimpse of a
misty figure skulking past the trees over -
the grass, on the opposite side of the path,
some fifty feet farther down toward the
gate by which he had entered.

But, even as he gazed at it, the ﬁgure
stopped abruptly.

Silently, cautlously, Jack stole forw ard
a dozen paces, in the direction of the.
house—and stopped.

Looking over his shoulder, his blood
ran cold as he saw his mysterious com-
panion in the grounds flit onward a corre-
sponding number of yards, and also halt.

Seized with sudden panic, Wilton
slipped back among a denser clump of
shrubs, doubled around them, gained the
path once more, a hundred yards ahead,
looked back down the gravel walk—and
discovered no sign of his follower.

Turning, he broke into a dog-trot,
which swiftly carried him to the house.
He sped up the steps,” and reached forth
his hand to press the bell.

Then, before his fingers touched the
button, the door opened.

’
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A blaze of light struck him blindingly
in the eyes. He staggered back a step,
staring at the figure of the liveried man
servant who had thrown open the portal
in his face:

“ Good evening,” he stammered.

In unmoved, stony-faced silence the
butler looked at him.

“Is Mr. Judson Clarke here?” Jack
inquired breathlessly. "

The package under his coat slipped-an
inch out of his grasp, and Wilton plunged
his other hand inside the front of the
garment to steady it.

To his surprise, at the sudden move-
ment, the man before him leaped back
into the vestibule.

“T beg your pardon, sir,”
gasped, and paused.

From the shrubbery at the foot of the
steps sounded a sharp whistle — once,
twice.

Turning his head toward the unexpect-
ed interruption, Jack peered out over the
veranda into the darkness.

: And the next instant he received the
surprise of his life.

A heavy weight was hurled against his
half-turned back and shoulders, two
strong arms twined themselyves around his
own, a vigorous knee was forcefully plant-
ed in his spine, and a voice—the voice of
the butler—called excitedly past his ear:

“T've got him, Mr. Stevens!”

The young man threw himself forward,
in a desperate effort to break loose. All
he accomplished, however, was to drop
the bundle from under his coat to the
floor of the porch.

“ Let go of me, you—you—" he splut-
tered. “ Are you crazy? What does this
mean? "’

“ Hold fast there, Jordan!” called a
second man, who came hurrying up the
steps from the gloom of the shrubbery.

the fellow

In his hand he held a little silver w his--

tle. “ Hold him there till I can slip the
handcuffs on him!”

“ Handcuffs ! gasped Wilton wildly.
“ Handcuffs! What is the meaning of
this—this Dbughouse Dusiness, anvway?
Take your hands off me, you blO‘— :

= Stead\. Jordan!” said the man with
the whistle. “ Hold him—so!”

He stepped back. The butler disen-
tangled Jack from his fierce hold.

And the astonished young man faced
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them both, his hands bound tightly behind
him by two bands of locked steel.

“Look here!” he choked. ‘I want to
know by what right—"'

The man called Stevens took a brisk
step forward.

“Don’t try to bluster it out, my friend,”
he said coldly. * You robbed the Whit-
combe house, the De Peysters’, Mad-
derns’, and Phillips’s, and got away with
it. You're the slickest Raffes that ever
worked any millionaire’s coleny, I'll ad-
mit. But, when you came skulking around
here to-night, you didn’t know that the
slickest detective that ever snapped the
darbies on a second-story man was laying
for you—and you're caught at last.”

Another step and he was at Jack’s side.
He gripped his arm.

“T’ll trouble you to come along with

me, Mr. Mitchell, alias  Smooth > Charlie
Hodge, the ¢ gentleman burglar!’” he
added.

For one breathless second Jack Wilton
stared at the sleuth. Then he swallowed
a lump in his throat with a painful gulp.

“ Suffering cats!” he told - himself ;
“ for the second time in six hours—I'm
somebody else!”

CHAPTITER VI
JAILED!

IMPULSIVELY, Jack turned to the but-
ien

“Ts Mr. Judson Clarke here?” he de-
manded.

The servant glanced at the detective.

“ What's the game,; Jordan? ” the latter
asked sharply.

“ I don’t know, sir,” replied the butler,
with a faint grin. “ That’s what this—
this fellow asked me first when I opened
the door. I was just coming out on the
veranda for a breath of air, the servants’
quarters here, I must say, being stuffier
than one ever finds in England or—"

“ Who's Judson Clarke?” interrupted
Mr. Stevens. ‘‘ Know anybody of that
name ? ”

- “ Oh, yes, indeed, sir!"” answered the
butler. * Mr. Clarke is a guest here for
the week-end. A pleasant gentleman, Mr.
Stevens, sir, he is ; not above a kind word,
here and there, to those unfestunately not
his equals—"
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“ What do you want with Mr. Clarke?”
demanded the detective of :Jack. ‘“ Let’s
hear your cock-and-bull story.”

“ I want to see Judson Clarke,” replied
‘Wilton, with measured coldness, “ because
he can prove to you that T am not the man
you accuse me of being. I demand that
you call him out here, or take me in to
him at once.”

Stevens grinned.

“This is rich,” he chuckled. * But
you can’t bamboozle me, Hodge—or ‘ Mr.
Mitchell,? if you like that name better.”

Jack gritted his teeth.

. “No, I suppose you can’t be bam-
boozled, Sherlock Holmes—or Mr, Ste-
vens, if you prefer. All the same, you
call Mr. Clarke out here, and I'll Tet you
jail me, or hang me, if he doesn’t tell
you at once that I’'m not a burglar, but
one of his employees.”

The detective cackled delightedly.

“You will have your joke!" he snick-
ered,

“Stop!”
~ Jack advanced a step threateningly to-
ward the man, who had released his arm
to laugh.

“If you mention the word ‘joke’ in
my hearing again,” he hissed menacing-
ly, “ I'll give you something to arrest me
for that will be worth while. And with
my hands tied behind my back at that,”
he added with a glare.

Stevens stared.  Then, turning to the
butler : *

“ Go inside,” he ordered, “and an-
nounce—*‘ Mr. Mitchell, the burglar, to
see. Mr. Clarke.’

“ Now, young fellow,” he said sneer-
ingly, \\heehng on Wilton, * we'll soon
see where this dodge of bemg acquamt(d
with a guest of the house will land you.’

“ Beg pardon, sir!” said Jordan.

“Well?” The detective wheeled on
him.

“ Mr. Judson Clarke is not in the house
at present, sir.”

“ What! " snapped Jack.
he—where has he gone?”

The servant turned, looked- Wilton over
with superciliously lifted eyebrows, then:

“The gentleman has gone out in the
motor,” he explained to Stevens. “A
party of them left two hours ago, and
there’s no telhng when fhey will get
back.”

“ Where is
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“Is Mr. Dwight at home?” inquired
the other.

“ No, sir ; he went along.”

“ Well,”” he remarked, turning to Jack,
“T thought he might like to look at the
‘ gentleman ’ who's been cracking open so
many of his neighbors” houses lately. But
he can come down to the jail in town to-
morrow morning and see him in his prop-
er setting—beliind the bars. Come along,
you!”

His hand fell once more on Wilton’s
arm. :

“ You—you are going to take me off
to- jail without giving me a chance to
prove you're wrong? " Jack queried anx-
iously.

“That’'s a good guess, my friend,”
grimly agreed the plain - clothes man.
“ You're going to jail, and you're going
there just as quick as I can lug you to it.
So, move along now !’

Roughly he jerked him forward a stag-
gering step or two. Wilton’s foot struck
against something on the veranda, and he
looked down at—the bundle of bonds he
had dropped in the moment of his cap-
ture,

Heavens! He must get that precious
package at all hazards.

“ Hallo! ™ exclaimed Stevens, sighting
the object against which his prisoner had
stumbled. * Dropped your kit of tools,
hey? Well — gather up the jimmies;
they’ll make good evidence against you at
the trial.”

Jack backed a step away from the bun-
dle at the hideous thought the detective’s
words flashed into his brain. He could
not take the bonds with him to jail.

The sleuth “had just said that his
“ tools ”” would make good evidence at the
trial—and what would the real contents
be when the package was opened but con-
clusive proof that he had robbed some-
body !

Yet he could not leave the precious bun-
dle behind him. ,

“ Come, come!” snapped the officer.
“ Pick up your kit and come along with
e

Bending, Jack picked up the bonds.
There was nothing for it—he must take
them with him to jail. At the worst, he
would not be more than temporarily af-
fected by their detection on his person;
Judson Clarke would free him instantly

1
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- crack D\\ ight's house to-night.

* your face
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from the false charge on which he would
be detained, once he got word to his em-
ployer of his plight. And he could not
leave the fortune there on the veranda.

“ Look here,”” he said to the detective
as the latter again jerked him forward,
“I want to tell you before you go any
further with this that you are making the
biggest mistake of your—""

““ A1l right, all right!” snapped Ste-
vens, pushing him ahead more vigorously.
“ I've heard that kind of talk before from
your kind. - You just keep your mouth
shut and come along with me—or I know
a way to make you.”

In tight - lipped silence,» Jack allowed
himself to be led off without more re-
monstrance.

Half-way back to the town, along the
dark, deserted road, he broke his moodv
s)lence. however, to question the detective
mofte closely as to the reason for his ar-
rest.

“What mal-.es you S0 certaln ’'m the
‘ when you
have no further evidence than that I was
found coming through the grounds of the
house back there?”

“ Come off, Hodge! " the sleuth qccfﬂ'e(l
“ Drop the bluff and talk qense——vou re
caught, and you may as well admit it.’

>z But what makes you so sure you've
got the right man?” Jack persisted
rimly.

£ Oh,
feller!”

“ Do I look like the burglar you're
after?” _

“ That’s a good one!” laughed the de-
tective.. “ You know, as well as I do, that
there’s nobody ever seen your face when
you were on a job. You've been too
clever before now.”

“ Then, how do you identify me as the
burglar?”

BN hy, look here, Charlev, 1mpat1ent-
ly explained the other; “you can’t held
out from the evidence against you—you

I'd know you anywhere, young

might as well drop your hot air and stop -

ledmvr I knew that you were going to

I was
tipped off, see? And.I Eaught you, good
as red- handed when you came skull\mfr
through the bushes up there in the \1rd
The whole thing’s as plain as the nose on
you can’t get away with that
gag.”

¢ mistaken-identity ’
-
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Jack bit his 11p

“I pity you,” he muttered hotly,
“ when you find out what a mess you've
made of this thing through your fat-'
headed—"

“ Save your pity,” snapped Stevens
gruffly.  “ Here’s the iail — mind your
Step 1 ”

He pushed w ilton before him up the
narrow, short flight of stairs of a squat,
stone building they had almost run into
in the dark.

Here s a prisoner. for you, Mr. Tus-
tice,” announced the detective proudly.
“ Let me introduce ‘ Mr. Mitchell '— -

A little old man, bespectacled and chin-
whiskered, popped up out of his seat be-
hind the high desk across the room, and
interrupted in a cackling treble: :

“ You ain’t caught that Raffles feller!?”

He stared at Jack, his head perkily tilt-
ed to one side, his little raisin-like eyes
sparkling over the rims of his bone spec-
tacles. ~ ““We-el, T'll be teetotally jig-
gered!”  As though he had been con-
tradicted, he threw his body violently
forward and snapped again: ‘I said, I'll
be teetotally jiggered!”

“Yep,” laconically agreed
“Here he is. I-told you, Mr.

Stevens.
Justice,

-I'd bring him in.”

Wilton advanced toward the desk.

“ Just a minute, please,” he said.

“Thet will do!” shouted the justice
of the peace. “I don’t want to hear a
word out o’ yew—not a word! Seth!”
he cried. ‘“ Oh, Seth—come here!”

Another and still older *yap,” in a
constable’s uniform of faded blue and
tarnished brass buttons, shambpled into
the room, putting on his helmet — the
badge of official -business.

“They’'ve caught that burglar who’s
been robbin’ all the rich folks up to the
summer colony,” the man behind the
desk informed his assistant.

“Well, now, would ye believe it?”
wonderingly ejaculated the constable. “1
swow, I never—never in all my life—"

“1 want to say a word here—"" again
broke in Jack.

‘“ Constabule!

The justice w 11d]v addressed his chief
officer.

“Take him to a Cell—quxcl\’” he
shouted excitedly. * Get him locked up,
safe and sound.. Hurry!”

(2]
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The old man in the helmet advanced
hobblingly to Jack. He laid one with-
ered claw upon his arm.

Y Come this way,” he ordered. Then,
as an afterthought: “In the name of
the law!” he added.

With a short laugh, which escaped him
involuntarily, Jack Wilton allowed him-
self to be led away.

Down a short flight of granite steps his
jailer guided him to a tier of cells. The
door of one he threw open laboriously,

“and shoved Jack hastily within.

As the deor clashed shut again, the bolt
sliding back into its socket with an om-
inous clank‘ Wilton dropped down wear-
ily upon the cot beside him, sighing:

“ Jailed !

Scarcely had the word escaped his lips
\before he was again upon his feet. His
ear had caught a disturbance in the court-
room bevond

“Here's a bunch of ‘ joy-riders’ fer
ye, yer honor!” a voice announced.

And, following on the last words, came
the sound of an unmistakable tone—one
“that brought a thrill to the prisoner w hu
heard it.

“This is an outrage!’ the speaker
stormed. *‘ We have been held up on the
public highway—and I, for one, don’t
purpose to stand for any such- treat-
ment—"

The voice was that 'of Judson Clarke.

()

CHAPTER VIL
BRIBERY AND DISMAY.

WitH the voice of his employer—the
man he had been seeking under such
troublous circumstances—ringing in his
surprised ears, Jack stepped forward to
the bars of his cell.

Peering anxiously out into the dark-
ness, he could see nothing but the gray
shadow. of the corridor’s opposite wall.

Yet plainly, clearly, he heard the voice

—the L}nmistakable, excited tone of -his

(]

28 \\on\t submit to this outrage
Clarke was shouting. ““ And I won’t per-
mit the ladies with me to be ¢ held up’
this unpardonable -fashion. I demand
that you let me go—at once—without
further annoyance to myself or friends.

. The charge you bring against me is ridic-

Jflected dismally.

ARGOSY.

ulous—absurd—asinine! And, I tell you,
I won't submit to it!”

Jack withdrew a step into his cell.

“It’s the boss, all right,” he told him-
self.  “ T might not be able to recognize
his voice without seeing him if he wasn’t
jawing somebody. = But I've heard him
talk in that tone too often not to remem-
ber it when ‘I ‘hear it. It’s about the
only way, as a matter of fact, a good-for-
nothing dub like me was ever spoken to
by him!”

For a moment or two Wilton listened
eagerly to the row in the court-room.

“If I could only reach him,” he re-
“Isn’t it just my luck,
though—to be put out of sight'and reach
in a cell not two minutes before the man
I want to see is brought into court.

“Oh, 1it's maddening!” he continued,
gripping the bars of the door. ‘“Think

. of it—there’s Clarke, not ten yards away

from me, and here am I, within speaking
distance of the man I'm carrying around
a million for—and we can’t get to-
gether!” ;

“It's an outrage!’ Clarke was still
thundering in the court-room. ‘ And I
won'’t submit to it, I repeat! I demand
that you instantly let us all go!”

Jack Wilton struck his arms against the
bars with a groan.

“ He mustn’t get away—I've got to see
him! If they let him out of this jail be-
fore I have a chance to turn over to him
this cursed bundle—before he identifies
me, and get me out of the hole I'm in—
Oh, he simply can’t get away from me
now, when he’s so near!”

“T'll pay no fine to you, sir!” Judson
Clarke bellowed at somebody outside.
“ We were not exceeding the speed limit
—you’re quite wrong; you have been
grossly, maliciously misinformed!”

“Oh, shut up for a minute, -will
you?” muttered Jfack, as he shook and
rattled at the door of his cell. “ How
can I attract anybody’s attention to me
if you keep up that uproar~——”

 This is robbery! " went on the angry
voice of his unseen employer. ‘I abso-
lutely refuse t6 pay one single cent of
blood-money to—"

“Help! Murder! Fire!”  Wilton
lifted up his voice and yelled at the top
of his lungs. “ Fire! Help! Tl call
for everything but ‘ police ’ until I make

22
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somebody come to me!” he muttered
through his elenched téeth. .

Absolutc sxlence followed his violent
outburst. :

TS -that burf*lar feller,” he heard
the voice -of the aged justice remark.
‘““ He’s a desprite character, he is; may-
be he’s trying to escape.”

Jack heard a feminine scream or two,
the rustle of skirts, and a scuffle of light
shoes in the other room.

“ What if he should escape!” cried a
sweet soprano voice. ‘‘Oh, we must get
out of here, Mr. Clarke—"

“Help!” shouted Wilton. * Oh, they
mustn’t get away before I see the boss!”
he groaned. ‘“ Help! Help!”

.+~ Again silence. Then the voice of the
-v'lustlce uttering words forever. blessed in
Jack’s ears, came to him. :

“ Go out -and see \\hat
with him, Seth.
he’s annoyin’ thL Iadlu

There was the rattle of a door being
opened at the end of the corridor. A
blaze of light burst in, radiating from the
lamp-lit court-room.

Then the ancient jailer came hobbling
forward to the barred door to which
Jack Wilton clung. :

* What's the matter with yew?” he
asked sharply. ¢ What are yew making
all this noise fer—hey?”

(2]

the matter

'

“ Look here, Mr. Constable,” Jack
whispered excitedly.  “ You've simply
got to let me out of here—quick! Un-

derstand ? ”

The old man peered at him curiously.
-“Yew air the craziest loonatic that
ever I see!” he commented. * Let yew
out? Why, what kind o’ liberties do yew
think we folks here in this jail lows our
prisoners—hey? P’raps yew're accus-
tomed to loose rule in the other prisons
- yew've been in, but yew can’t expect that
here; no, sir! Let yew out? Well, I'll
be_’7

“Yes, T said let me out!” broke in
Jack impatiently. I don’t expect that
you'll releasé me for good. But I want
to see that man outside who’s been ar-
rested for joy-riding. « I've” gof to see
him, do you understand >—before he gets
away!”

“ Now, will yew tell me.” requested
his keeper in the lowered tone of one in-
viting a confidence—** will yew tell me

ES
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what yew want to see that gentleman fer
—hey??”

Jack ‘bit his lip.

“ Oh, it doesn’t matter to you what I
want to see him for; but I want to see
him—I've got to see him, T tell you—
before he leavés this building.  He can
identify me, Take me to him—1I'll prom-
ise to come right back here to- this cell
with you,- and let you tuck me in, safe
and sound, if you’ll only take me out to
the door of the court-room—"

The aged constable shook his head.

“You're crazy!’ he said slowly, pre-
paring to depart. * Crazy as a March
hare!”

The perspiration stood out thickly upon
Wilton’s brow as he grasped the bars be-
fore him in his nervous grip. Out of his
sight, the argument was noisily proceed-
ing in the court-room — lie might have
called out to Clarke from his cell, if his
boss had not been making so much noise.

“ Liook here! Did you ever see one of
these before?”

Through the bars, Jack held out to the
constable a five-dollar bill, stripped from
the lean roll of the week’s salary he car-
ried in his pocket.

“T’1l give you this,” he added, ‘“if
you'll take me by the arm a.nd lead me to
the door of the next room.’

A gleam of pleasure lit the watery
eyes of the old man.

“This is bribery!” he- murmured,
shuffling a step nearer the cell.

Jack bit his lip ence more, and again
plunged his hand into his pocket—

“This is ten dollars,” he retorted.
“ Where’s the key to this—this trap?
Open up—quick!”

“Well,” hesitated the constable,
don’t know about doing this—"

““What harm is there in just taking
me to the door of that room? " pleaded
Wilton wildly. Outside, the argumenta-
tive voices of Clarke and the justice rose
and fell. “ Oh, Heavens!—here; there’s
fifteen dollars—-—\\lll vou let me out
now.?>.!

‘“ Make it twenty! "’
jailer, taking out the key. “I—I don't
want to break the law for less. Come
on—you must hev the money; a feller
like yew, that’s been robbin® them rich
folks right and left for weeks—"

Jack gnashed his teeth.

1 ”

‘(I

\\'hispered the
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“ This is what Clarke gets for paying being whirled rapidly away before his

me so miserly -a salary as eighteen dol-
lars a week,” he thought bitterly. “ For
the lack of a dollar or two, he himself
may lose a million!”

He held out through the bars five bills,
on which lay a small handful of silver
pieces.

“ There’s seventeen dollars and twenty-
eight cents,” he explained desperately.
“ It’s every solitary penny I've got in my
clothes—and I'll give it all to you if
vou'll take me out of this cell and lead

- me to the door of the court-room. If

you don’t—well, you're seventeen twenty-
eight out, that’s all!?”

The constable took the money.

“It's eheap,” he quavered, fumbling
the key in the lock—‘but I'll do it just
this once.” :

“ 1’1l never ask you again, honestly!”
Jack promised with bitter sarcasm, pick-
ing up the package of bonds from the
cot behind him and stepping out into the
corridor. ‘ Here—if you're afraid I’ll
escape, take hold of my arm.: Now,
come on!”’ g

With the jailer hobbling beside him,
he moved swiftly up the corridor to the
half-open door of the court-room.

He pushed open the* portal
stopped with a gasp.

The room was deserted, save for the
justice seated behind his desk. :

“ Where’s Clarke!” Jack shouted in
an agonized tone.

“De-lil-ah  Josephine!” cackled the
justice amazedly, wheeling to stare at
Wilton in the doorway.

“Where’s the man you just arrested
for speeding?” demanded Jack fran-
tically, bounding into the room. ¢ Has
he gone—" =

His question was not answered by the
justice. An easily recognizable, ominous
sound from the outside of the jail replied
to his feverish query instead. =

The sound was the chug-chugging of
a motor-engine.

With a rush, Jack Wilton sped across
the wide chamber to the street door. He
flung it open and stared out into the
night.

And a cry of baffled rage escaped his
lips. ‘ 5

Judson Clarke, in an automobile, with
three stylishly dressed ladies aboard, was

and

eyes. ?
He was too late!

°
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CHAPTER VIIL

A PURSUIT AND A CAPTURE.:

7

‘“Stunec!”

Jack stood on the top step of the jail
and hurled that one, heartfelt word after
the red tail-lights of the rapidly vanish-
ing car.

And the next moment he was caught in
the arms of the two old men.

“Hold him, Seth!” screamed the jus-
tice of the peace.

‘“ Consarn his buttons! ”” piped the con- -

stable angrily., “ Yew bet I'll hold him!

He gave me seventeen dollars and twen-

ty-eight cents to be took out of his cell
fer'. a minute, “and he promised he
wouldn’t try to escape.”

“He's a desprite character—"" began
the justice.

“ Oh—stop ! ” ejaculated Jack.

Peering out into_the darkness, his anx-
ious eyes had caught sight of something
that held his interest. “With a not too
vigorous shove, he pushed the two relics
of political splendor from him. “ You
two old women stop squabbling a min-
ute, and let me go!”

Lightly he ran down the steps of the
jail toward the dark bulk which had
caught his gaze, standing at the curb of
the sidewalk. :

And, arrived at the object, he gave a
low whistle as he recognized its shape.
It was an automobile!

“And I don’t know how to run one
of the darn things!” Jack muttered dis-
gustedly: * Yet it's the only way I can
follow Clarke—and I'm bound to go
after him!"

He shifted the bundle of bonds to his
other hand.

“ What shall I do?.” he asked himself.
“How can I get anybody to run the
thing for me?”

“Hold on, thar!” panted-the con-
stable, running down the steps, followed
by the frantic figure of the justice,
screaming, “ Stop! In the name of the
law!?” at the top of his lungs.

With great impatience, Jack jumped
violently toward the waiting machine

-
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(whose, he never found out) as the sound
of hurrying footsteps came from around
the opposite side of the building.

“ What’s up here?” called the voice
of Stevens, the detective.

The next moment he came running
into dim view. :

“ Here goes!” murmured Wilton des-
perately.

Hurling the package into the rear seat
of the car, he tore open the side door and
hastily followed it.

“I'm in the wrong end of the-thing,”
he muttered. “ Up in front—over the
seat—into the driver’s place—so! "

“ What's the matter, you fellows?”
asked the detective, rushing up to the
justice and Seth.

“ Quick!” screamed the constable.
“ That Mitchell feller—the society bur-
gular—he’s broken jail! He's just got
in that auto there—see him? ”

“Stop!” shouted the sleuth, breaking
away from the steps. ‘‘ Stop—I'll fire on
vou, Hodge, if you make a move to run
off in that car!”

Jack groped out blindly toward the lev-
ers at his side. By dumb luck, he
gripped the right one—and yanked open
the throttle. The car plunged forward
with a whining roar.

“Shoot, then!” Wilton yelled wildly,
nearly torn from his seat by the jolt of
his abrupt start. ‘ If I stay in range.”

The next instant there was a loud re-
porti—followed, in swift succession, by
five more.

¢ Missed me clean!” Jack shouted tri-
umphantly in the teeth of the wind that
whistled past him. ‘““Now,” he grated
between his locked teeth, * catch me if
you can!”

The open road stretched out before
him, a dull-gray ribbon between the inky-
black banks at either side. He was out
of sight and hearing of the jail in less
than a minute.

“Two things to remember,” he told
himself, head bowed over the steering-
wheel. ‘ Stay on the road, and catch up
with Clarke!”

A half-mile was eaten up—three-quar-
ters—a full mile. And still he caught no
sight of the longed-for red tail-lights on
the car he was following.

“If I miss him now!” he groaned.
“ What will I do—what can I do?”

254
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He bent still lower over the wheel.

“Come on, you cup-winner!” he
pleaded to the car. ‘ Hit her up; hit
her up! I don’t know what to do to
make you go faster—but please, please
get a wiggle on and let me catch the car
ahead ! ”

With nerve-taking suddenness, Jack
swerved to the right, down a turn in the
road, narrowly escaping the wrecking of
his hopes and the stolen machine against
the high bank.

And then, looking ahead with water-
ing eyes, he half rose in his seat with a
joyous shout.

“Hurrah! There they' are—I'm on
the trail, all right; and, by jingo, I'll
catch ’em, too!”

A quarter-mile before him shone the
red lights he was pursuing.

“They must have been scared out of
putting on speed by their run-in just
now,” he decided.

Nearer and nearer drew the tail-
lights; higher and higher soared Jack
Wilton’s spirits.

“ Great Scott!” he cried suddenly.
“'They're not running at all—they’ve
stopped! Must have broken down—yes,
sir; they've had a puncture, or some-
thing!'” :

He saw the figures of one or twe long-
robed people standing in the road beside
the dark bulk of the motionless car—saw
them more clearly each second as he bore
down upon the party.

And then the young man gave a gasp
of despair as he realized his painful po-
sition—

He could not stop his own car!

“Whoa!"” he screamed at the inert
mass of swift-racing metal beneath him.
“ Oh, darn the luck—how do you make
one of these things stop?—what string
do you pull >—what—"

He was only fifty yards away from the
car ahead of him now—only twenty-five
—fifteen!

Desperately he pulled at the lever he
had grasped to start the machine at first.

And the car gave a snort, reared up on
its hind wheels—and dashed forward at
double speed !

The next second, and he was a hundred
feet down the road, past the motionless
motor beside which stood his employer,
and around which he had barely swerved.
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“ MrclearkeIwanttoseeyou ! he shout-
ed as he flew by his chief—the words
jumbled thus unintelligibly in the wind
of his flight.

Looking over his shoulder the next in-
stant, he discovered himself almost out of
sight of the group in the road.

“ That’s the last straw!” Jack gasped
brokenly. “TI'll give up. Fate’s against
me; I'm not to turn over this million
dollars to the boss, and I may as well
make up my mind to it.

‘“ And if I don’t want to add a broken
neck to my list of hard-luck happenings,”
he finished grimly, “I had better get
busy with this contraption and stop it
quick!”

But the automobile refused to stop. It
plunged ahead along the fortunately
straight road at more than railroad speed;
jolting over ruts and stones, bounding
from bank to bank like an intoxicated
race-horse — seemingly increasing speed
with each half-mile it covered.

Doing two things at once—endeavor-
ing to steer a safe course, and fumbling
desperately for the means of bringing the
car to a halt—Jack was fast becoming
bewildered, his strength exhausted.

“ This is fierce!” he muttered. “ How
I’'m going to get out—"

The words were jerked from his mouth
by a sudden, unexpected jolt.

With a forceful jar—not unlike that
experienced by a train passenger in a
wreck—the racing automobile was
brought to an abrupt stop which tore the
steering-wheel from Wilton’s hands.

“ What the deuce—"" he cried stam-
meringly.

“ All right, Bill!’ shouted a voice
from somewhere near him in the dark-
ness. “ He’s caught.”

“ Get out o' that car, mister!” or-
dered another gruff voice from Jack’s
other side. “ Quick—git out!”

A hand was laid roughly upon his
shoulder.

“ What—what is this?” stuttered the
young man. ‘“A hold-up?”

One of the two men now revealed be-
fore him laughed shortly.

“ That’s what all you fellers call it,”
he answered slowly. '

Turning back the front of his coat, he
shoved -a gleaming bit of metal into
Jack’s face.

ARGOSY.

“ You're under arrest—fer speedin’ on
the public highways!” he added.

Wilton collapsed in his seat.

“ Fate,” he murmured—* Fate, you're
getting all tired out with kicking me
around, aren’t you? You must be—or I
wouldn’t be arrested twice in succession.”

CHAPTER EX;
TO THINK OF IT!

“Twe trap worked pretty good, first
time out, didn’t it, Bill? ” one of his two
new jailers remarked jovially to the
other. oot

* Shore did!” responded his compan-
ion. “ She absorbed the shock, stopped
the auto, and didn’t kill nobody—a pretty
decent showin’!”

“Do you mind,” inquired Wilton,
“ telling me how you managed to stop the
—the thing without more damage? ”

“It’s a secret, mister,” grinned the
man called “ Bill.” He took Jack’s arm
and escorted him ungently from his seat
to a place beside him on the road.  * If
I told you how the trick was done, you
might be able to dodge the next trap of
the kind you went up against when you're
racin’ your toy.”

* Come on, the jail’s right around the
next turn in the road,” directed his sec-
ond captor, fastening himself upon Wil-
ton’s other arm. “ We'll leave your car
here where you can git it after you pay
your fine.”

“ Fine? ” repeated Jack, grabbing up
the bundle of bonds and allowing himself
to be led off in the direction of the sec-
ond prison he had personally inspected
that evening. ‘“ After I pay what fine?”

“1 don’t know how much the justice’ll
tax ye,” retorted Bill coolly. ‘ But, what-
ever it is, you’ll have to foot the bill—or
sleep till mornin’ in a cell.”

Dazedly, Jack stumbled up the steps of
the small building into which he was con-
ducted by the two officers.

“ Prisoner for ye, yer honor!” an-
nounced one of them to the official be-
hind the desk.

That gentleman listlessly folded up the
newspaper he had been reading, and
looked down at Jack, standing between
his two captors.

“What's the charge?” the justice said.
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“ Exceedin’ the speed limit, sir.”

i Nam6? ”
snapped the question at the prisoner.

“ Wilton — John Wilton,” answered
Jack indifferently.

He was crushed — absolutely — by the
series of mishaps that had befallen him.
Here he was, arrested, and facing the
prospect of spending a night — perhaps
longer—in a cold, stony cell.

‘“ Fifty dollars!” the voice of the jus-
“tice broke in upon his reflections.

“I beg your pardon!’ exclaimed Jack
surprisedly.

“ Pony up!” whispered one of the two
men holding him. * Come on — you're
fined fifty.”

“I—1I haven’t got it,”
young man tremblingly.

Indeed, he was penniless—without a
cent in his pocket—since he had given up
the last dollar he had for the chance of
a word with his boss in the Meadowmere
jail.

“ Got a bondsman?”
behind the desk.

“ What?” questioned Wllton stupidly.

“You've got to give bond, young fel-
ler,” Bill, the second officer, informed him
in a whispered aside. ¢ If you can’t pay
ver fine, ye have to go to a cell—unless
you can give bond to reappear in court
to-morrow morning.”

Jack started violently.

Here was an 1dea—\\hy not give the
package of bonds to the justice?

If he did that, he would go free—
could avoid a night in prison. And, be-
sides that—what, too, was more important
—he could get rid of the responsibility
of the treasure he held until he could see
Judson Clarke, and tell the latter the
whole story of the affair.

What softer spot could he find for the
bonds than this jail?> Here the package
would be kept under lock and key, behind
brick walls and steel bars, until he could
bring his employer to claim it.

& There s bond for you!” Jack ex-
claimed, suddenly drawi ing himself up
haughtily. “ Take this package——~open
it up—and if you are satisfied with what
you find in there being valuable enough
to bring me back in the morning—Ilet me

”»
£0.
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stammered the

asked the man

He handed the: bundle over to the jus-
tice, and then went on:

The man behind the desk
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“1 was hurrying this into the city—
which is why I was perhaps exceeding the
speed limit, as these men say—and I will
now leave the entire package with you as
a guarantee of my reappearance, and go
on without them.”

The justice of the peace was counting
the bonds, his eyes fairly out upon his
cheeks with amazement.

“Yes, sir, Mr. Wilton!” he gasped.
“ This will—will be quite satisfactory,
sir—entirely so. And we will see you in
the morning. Say at half past eleven—
if that’s not too early,” he added solicit-
ously, escorting his prisoner to the open
door quite graciously.

“ At half past eleven,” agreed Jack.

The next minute he was walking off
down the road.

“It's me for Meadowmere,” he told
himself determinedly. - There’ll be no
sleep, no anything, for me to-night till 1
get to Clarke.”

Grimly he began his three-mile march
back to the suburb from which he had
just escaped.

“I've got to take a chance on not be-
ing caught by those musical-comedy po-
licemen who had me in a cell,” he re-
flected, ‘discovering an hour later that he
was on the same road he had traveled two
hours before.

Stealthily he entered the grounds of the
Dwight place

& My goose will be cooked if Stevens,
the original Hawkshaw. is still doing
duty,” he muttered. * Well, here’s the
house—and how do I get in, with that
English butler on the job at the door?”

His question was immediately answered
—in a most satisfactory fashion. Judson
Clarke, alone, without a hat, came out
upon the veranda, smoking a cigar.

Crouching in the shadow of the shrub-
bery bordering the steps, Jack called
hoarsely to his employer:

“ Mr. Clarke!”

The other started and looked down at
the dark patch beside a bush which was
his overworked employee.

“ Did somebody call me?” he asked.

“Sh-h!” cautioned Jack. * Can you
come down here for a minute, sir? It’s I
_Wilton, your stenographer!”

“ Hallo!” cried Clarke in amazement,
acting on the suggestion. *‘ Anything
wrong at the office, Wilton?”
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“ No, sir—nothing is wrong there that
I know of.” :

“ Well?” demanded the other sharply.
“What do you want to see me for—why
are you here? Speak up!”

Thus invited, Jack began a recital of
his adventures since his meeting with the
irascible old stranger who had mistaken
him for his chief—sparing himself not at
all in the narrative, omitting no detail.

“ And-the bonds, sir,” he finished, ‘ are
in jail in the next town. I’ll get them
out to-morrow morning at eleven-thirty.”

Clarke laughed loud and long.

“ Wilton,” he said, *“ it would be capi-
tal punishment for your foolish joke at
the start of this affair to make you serve
out a sentence at that jail for speeding.
But you've been through enough—1I won’t
insist upon your doing that.

“So,” he added slowly, ‘‘ we’ll forfeit
the bonds by your non-appearance.”

Jack Wilton stared at the man.

“ What!” he gasped. “Do I under-
stand you to say, sir, that you will forfeit
a million dollars rather than see me go
to jail?”

“You do not,” his chief retorted smi-
lingly. “1I said that we would forfeit
the bonds—which, I may as well tell you,
my boy, aren’t worth the paper they're
printed on!

“The old man who mistook you for me
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is a crank—a man who lost a fortune in
Wall Street and his reason at the same
time—and the bonds he’left with you,
labeled by him to be worth a million as
negotiable securities, are bonds of a rail-
road out of business for twenty years.”

Jack Wilton rubbed his wrinkled brow.

“So T've had all my trouble for noth-
ing " he gasped. “ And I've been wor-
rying myself sick for nothing — over a
stack of certificates that couldn’t be re-
deemed anywhere for a box of cigarettes.”

Judson Clarke laid his hand kindly on
the young man’s shoulder.

“ You haven’t exactly worked in vain,
Wilton,” he said. * You've proved to me
by this night’s doings of yours that you
are a pretty valuable employee—you’ve
gone through fire and water, however
mistakenly, in my service. :

“ Now, there’s a position of secretary
to the general manager of our Chicago
office that's been puzzling me a long
while to find the right man for—er—at a
salary to start of two thousand dollars—"

“Mr. Clarke!” -ejaculated Wilton.
“ For the love of Heaven—don’t keep me
in suspense. Do you mean that I've
proved myself fit—"

His employer shook his hand.

“Not yet,” he said. “But I'll give
you a-chance to begin proving to me—
that you’re worth two thousand.”

END.

INSIDE INFORMATION.

BY C. LANGTON CLARKE.

Incidentally Introducing a Street-Railway Ogre
and Telling what the New Conductor Did to Him.

T was the slack hour in the car-barns
of the Capua street-railway. The
extras for the evening rush stood ready
on the sidings, and a dozen or so of mo-
tormen and conductors lounged moodily
with their backs against the brick wall,
sullenly awaiting their time to be called
to duty.

They were a dull, dispirited-looking
lot. There was little conversation, occa-
sionally an oath or a low-voiced curse be-
stowed on the company. Most of them

were chewing tobacco, and spitting across
the sidewalk into the gutter.

Standing on the curb on the opposite
side of the street, a young man stood
watching them. He was a clean-built,
athletic-looking young fellow, well above
the middle height, with a frank, open
countenance, a clear blue eye, and a de-
termined set of mouth and jaw. He was
dressed in a shabby but well-brushed suit
of tweed, and a brakeman’s cap sat
jauntily on one side of his curly head.
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Presently, as he watched, a big man
strode heavily out through the wide
doors, hurled a volley of profane abuse
at the waiting liné, and vanished again.
The men humped themselves clumsily
away from the wall and slouched into the
barns, whence, a few minutes later, a
string of cars rattled and clanked over
the switches and streamed away to va-
rious sections of-the system.

Of the vanished group only one re-
rained, a tall, thin, anemic-looking fel-
low in the uniform of a conductor, with
a weak, mobile mouth and straggly wisps
of flaxen hair and whisker. With his
hands deep in his trousers-pocket and his
shoulders against the wall, he stood star-
ing in a hopeless fashion at his square-
toed boots, occasionally pursing up his
lips to whistle a few bars of a cheerless
little tune.

The young man crossed the street with
a brisk step and addressed him.

“ Say, ‘mate,” he began breezily, * ex-
cuse me, but can you tell me what chance
a fellow has to get a job here?”

The other raised a pair of watery-blue
eyes, and regarded his questioner drearily
for a full minute. Then he broke into
a thin, cackling laugh.

£ Oh, yes,” he said, ‘ you’ve come to
the right place for a nice, easy job—
big pay and next to nothing to do, and
a nice, civil-spoken gentleman to tell you
how to do it.”

“ Come,” rejoined the young man
sharply, © I don’t want any of your cheap
wit. I asked you a civil question, and I
want a civil answer.”

The other pursed up his lips again as
if to whistle, and then, thinking better
of it, replied:

“ Young man, can you dig?”

“ What’s that got to do with it? " de-
manded the other impatiently.

‘““Because,”” went on the conductor,
“if T had your years and strength, I
would sooner dig sewers from morning
till night on a corporation gang than
work for this rotten, blood-sucking, slave-
driving company. Some day,” and he
cast a glance of mingled hatred and ap-
prehension at the yawning portals to his
right,  there’ll be blood spilled in that
shop. Either I or one of the other fel-
lows is bound to do it.”

“ And, why the mischief,” inquired the
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young man easily, falling into a lounging
attitude beside his companion, ‘‘don’t
you quit it if you don’t like it?”

“Are you married?” queried
other.

“No,” with a laugh. * Not yet.”

“ When you've got an invalid wife and
a family of six children to support, you
won’t be so ready to ask, ‘ why don't you
throw up yeur job?’”

“ What's the matter with the job, any-
way? " persisted the young man.

“It’s ‘hell,” replied the conductor.
“ Simply hell. That’s what it is. When
the old man, President Vandevort—Al-
beric C. Vandevort, you must have heard
of him—was alive, matters wasn’t so bad.
He ran things pretty much himself, and
the men had a show for fair play; but
since he died, six months ago, and that—
that vampire ’—he shook his fist stealth-
ily in the direction of the barn-doors—
“ got the strings into his own hands, it’s
been hell and worse.”

" “ And who is this vampire? ”’ asked the
young man. ‘Is he president?”
 President?” The conductor spit
contemptuously on the sidewalk. “ Him
president? No, but he might as well be.”

The young man drew a couple of ci-
gars from his vest-pocket and handed one
to his companion.

“ Tell me all about it,” he urged. “I
like to know how the land lies before I
apply for a job. In the first place, what’s
your name?”’

* Harris,” replied the conductor, as he
slowly bit off the end of the cigar. “ Al-
bert Harris. What's yours?”

the

* Jackson — William Jackson. You
can call me Bill. Twenty-five years old,
and seen better days. Now, - that’s

enough about me. Spin your own yarn.”

“ Well, it’s this way,” said the conduc-
tor slowly, between puffs. ‘ Six months
ago old man Vandevort, who owns pret-
ty near all the stock in the road, croaked.
His son, young Alberic, who was away
traveling, and hasn’t come back yet, be-
came president; but what's the good of
a president who ain’t on the job? Mr.
MclIntyre is vice-president and general
superintendent ; but he’s an old man and
a weak one, and he’s just so much putty
in the hands of the fellow who calls him-
self -assistant superintendent, and runs
the whole shooting-match—James Grim-
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shaw, may the devil’s curse blight him—
the biggest bully, the biggest liar, and
the biggest thief in these here United
States.”

“ 1 suppose,” ventured fackson, ‘“that
the man who came out just now and
cursed was this Mr. Grimshaw? "

“ That’s him,” replied Harris curtly.
“ He couldn’t wish you a Merry Christ-
mas without an oath tacked on to it.”

“Why don’t some of you fellows give
him a good hammering and knock some
manners into him?” inquired Jackson,
critically examining a hard, white fist.

“ Hammering ! ” replied the other.
“ You'd ought to have seen one or two as
tried it. He beat 'em up something aw-
ful, and then he had ’em up in court and
fined. He stands in with the gang that’s
running this city. No, sir.”

He shrugged his lean shoulders and
settled himself at a more comfortable an-
gle against the wall.

“ Why aren’t you working? " demand-
ed Jackson abruptly.

“ I'm laid off,” replied the other with
a mirthless laugh. * Laid off my regu-
lar run for three days because some wom-
an said I sassed her. Me sass anybody?
Grimshaw says he’ll teach us civility, if
he has to take a pick-handle to do it.
He’s a nice teacher of civility, he is. I'm
hanging around now on the chance of an
hour or two on relief.”

“ Well,” said Jackson briskly, “ much
obliged for the information. I suppose
Grimshaw is the man to apply to?”

“You don’t mean to say,” rejoined
Harris, ‘ that you're going to take a job
here after what I've told you? Well—
don’t say I didn’t warn you. You'll find
Grimshaw in his cubby-hole of an office
to the right just after you get inside the
gate.”

At the door of a small room, parti-
tioned off in an angle of the barn, Jack-
son knocked with a firm hand, and a
hoarse voice within roared out an order
to enter.

In a battered old chair, beside a bat-
tered old desk, littered with papers, time-
tables and fare-boxes, sat a man of ap-
pearance so repulsive that his visitor ex-
perienced a sudden shock of aversion.

He was a very big man, weighing two
hundred at a low estimate. His scanty
hair, his bushy eyebrows, and two little
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dabs of whisker were of a pale, lusterless
red. His red, bloated face and bulgy
neck were eloquent of animal indulgence ;
determination sat in every line of the
thick but closely compressed lips and
massive jaw ; while arrogance, cruelty,
and love of oppression gleamed in the lit-
tle pale-blue, sunken eyes.

“ Well,” said the man in the chair to
the man standing with.his hand on the
door-knob, * what in blazes do you
want?”

“I want a job with this company,”
replied Jackson crisply. :

“ And what kind of a job,” rejoined
Grimshaw bitingly, ““ do you suppose this
company can find for a white-handed
tailor like you? Sewing buttons on the
car-cushions? ”

Jackson flushed.

“1 guess I can hold down a job as
well as the next man,” he said.

“ Suppose,” continued Grimshaw with
his bulldog chin on his chest and his keen
little eyes scanning the other’s coun-
tenance—*‘ suppose you was conductor of
one of my cars, and a tough was to get
on and start a rough-house—what would
you do?"”

“Throw him -off,” replied Jackson
coolly.

“You would, eh?” said the other.
“ Bring that here.”

He pointed to a section of girder-rail
weighing some hundred pounds, which
did duty as a door-prop.. Jackson
stooped, raised it easily with one hand,
crossed the room in a couple of strides,
and laid it by the table.

“Humph!”  muttered
“ Name?”

“ William Jackson; address, at pres-
ent, 151 Cato Street.”

“Any trade?”

“ None,” answered Jackson; “but I'm
a bit of a carpenter.”

‘ Read, write, and cipher?”

“ "'es‘7,

“ Well, Mr. William Jackson,” said
the other, ““ I'm going to give you a trial.
But, you mind what I'm saying now. I'm
a Tartar—that’s what I am. When I say
‘ jump,” you jump, or there’s trouble. No
back talk. No man back-talks to me
twice, as you'll learn if you try it. Hours,
ten a day; pay, thirteen cents an hour.
Do you want the job?”

Grimshaw.
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“It’s good enmough for me,” was the

reply.

“ I reckon it’s a blanked sight too good
for you,” rejoined Grimshaw coarsely,
“but I'll take a chance on you. You
can’t be much worse than some of the
slab-sided fat-heads I've got now. Re-
port here at six to-morrow morning, and
now get to Hades out of this!”

With a parting glare at his new em-
ployee, the autocrat swung around to his
desk ; and Jackson, his blood tingling to
the tips of his fingers, left the office with-
out another word.

Outside, he found Harris still loung-
ing despondently against the wall.

“Well?” queried the latter gloomily.
“ Did he throw plenty of mud at you?”

“ Rough words break no bones,” re-
plied Jackson cheerfully. * He gave me
a job. That's what I was after. I re-
port here to-morrow at six. It looks to
me "—and he shaded his eyes with his
hand—* as if there was a lunch-room at
the corner of that street. What do you
say to taking a bite with me?”

Harris made a faint show of resistance
as Jackson slipped his arm within his,
but suffered himself to be led away.

In the modest eating-house Jackson
learned some more of the interior econ-
omy of the street-railway company.

He heard instances of physical and
verbal brutality by his new employer
which made his blood run hot. He
learned that the men were overworked
and underpaid ; that an attempt to form
a union had been nipped in the bud by
prompt «dismissal of several of the lead-
ers, and the prosecution of one or two
on trumped-up charges; that Grimshaw
had instituted a system of fines which
was rigorously enforced without appeal,
and which considerably reduced the size
of ithe pay-roll.

He also learned that the assistant su-
perintendent had within the last month
established the rule that all fare-boxes
must be turned into him at the barns, in-
stead of at the central office up-town,
whither he himself conveyed them twice
a day.

“ And it’s my belief,” added Harris,
“ that he milks ’em. And I'll tell you
why. A week ago a young fellow
dropped a dime into my fare-box. Then

he raised a holler that it was a pocket
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piece, and wanted me to give it him back.
I looked at it through the glass on the
side of the box, and there was a mono-
gram A L sprawled on it. I told him
he couldn’t get it back unless he went to
the office, and he quit kicking.

“ Well, that evening I was in here,
when one of our fellows comes in and
chucks a dime down on the counter.
‘ Gimme a couple o’ cigars,’ he says. I
spotted the coin at once as the one the
voung chap had dropped into my fare-
box.

¢ Where'd ye get this?’ says the cigar
man. ‘That's one of old Grimshaw’s
love-tokens,’ says the fellow with a grin.
‘He give it me just now to buy him a
couple of cigars.’ ‘Give it to me, I
says ; ‘ that’s a lucky piece,’ and 1 hands
him a dime for it. I've got it stowed
away at home. Some day, maybe I'll
find a use for it.”

“ What good is it going to do you?”
queried Jackson, eying the other keenly.
“You can’t prove anything. You don't
even know the owner’s name.”

“Don’t I?" rejoined Harris. ‘ That’s
where you make a mistake. The young
fellow was on my car next night, and I
spoke to him about it, and said I'd try
to get it back for him. He give me a
card, and wrote the date on it. I got
the lunch-room man to write the date
down, too. Oh, I'm a detective, I am.
I’'ll get him yet.”

Jackson rose and stretched himself.

“ Well,” he said, “ if the man’s a thief
I don’t see as it’s any business of ours,
and if you'll take my advice you'll keep
it to yourself. So-long.”

He paid the check, strode out of the
place, and bent his steps up-town. Op-
posite the portals of the leading hotel,
he paused a moment and looked in.

In the well-lit rotunda well-dressed
men and women were moving about. He
set his foot on the lower step, and then,
with a laugh, shrugged his shoulders,
thrust his hands into his pocLets and
continued on his/way.

At the next corner he bought an eve-
ning paper, and carefully scanned the
advertisements. He was not long in find-
ing what he wanted, and, having made
a note in a pocketbook, he flung the pa-
per aside.

Half-way down Main Street, he paused
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before a small office with a large, gilt-
lettered sign, and, after a hasty glance
to right and left, entered. Half an hour
later he emerged and, with head bent in
thought, struck off into a side street.

Brisk walking brought him to a row
of two-story brick cottages. Before one
of these he stopped, let himself in with
a latch-key, and ascended to a clean but
sparsely furnished room. A well-worn
overcoat- hung on a hook behind the
door, and a battered old suit-case stood
in one corner. He glanced over his sur-
roundings, and laughed almost boyishly.
Then very leisurely he stripped to the
waist, disclosing the arms, shoulders, and
torso of a gladiator.

From his suit-case he extracted a pair
of light dumb-bells, and for the next fif-
teen minutes devoted himself to physical
development, stopping occasionally to
pinch and pound his muscles with an air
of appreciation. This ceremony over, he
completed his toilet.

“T1 guess that’s enough business for
one day,” he muttered.  To-morrow ”
—and he broke into a laugh—* T shall
awake as a street-car conductor.”

He turned out the light and sprang
into bed.

II.

Tue following three days Jackson,
habited in blue and brass, spent on a
street-car, under the tutelage of an ex-
perienced conductor, learning the run of
his duties. Being possessed of .an excel-
lent memory, a good eye for faces, and an
equable temper, he found the work much
less trying than he had expected, and
even earned the grudging encomiums of
his tutor, a lean, hatchet-faced little man,
who nursed a hatred of the assistant su-
perintendent even more bitter than that
entertained by Harris.

From this man Jackson learned more
of the brutality and overbearing temper
of his superior. He heard that Grim-
shaw’s-own family stood in terror of him,
that Mrs. Grimshaw had been frequently
seen with a black eye, and that Vice-pres-
ident and Superintendent McIntyre stood
in such awe of his assistant that he hardly
dared call his soul his own.

Jackson heard more of the same thing
around the barns during the lunch-hour,

and when he came in from his runs, and
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was present on more than one occasion
when Grimshaw treated some unlucky
subordinate to what he called the rough
sidz of his tongue.

Once he himself was the victim. He
was standing on the outside of a small
group at the entrance to the barn, when
a heavy hand was laid on his shoulder
and he received a thrust which sent him
reeling several feet away. He wheeled
sharply round with clenched fists, and en-
countered the baleful glare of Grim-
shaw’s swinish little eyes.

“ Get out of the gangway when you see
me coming, you lubber!” growled Grim-
shaw savagely. “ What do you take this
place for? A society club? T'll learn
you different before I've done with you.”

It took all Jackson’s self-restraint to
bite back the retort which sprang to his
lips and to check the instinct which im-
pelled him to dash his fist into the bloat-
ed face ; but he thrust his hands deep into
his pockets, and, biting his lip, turned
away.

Grimshaw regarded him for a moment
with an evil smile, which showed his yel-
low fangs; and then, kicking open the

door of his office, disappeared. The
other men laughed.
“ That’s nothing,” said one. ‘ Two

weeks ago he kicked Bill Simmons half
across the barn because he told him quite
civil that he didn’t ought to talk to him
in that way. Bill 'u’d have quit there
and then, but he’'d just bought some fur-
niture on the instalment plan, and jobs
ain’t so plenty just now.”

- “Some day,” added one of the others,
“he’ll hit some feller with a short tem-
per, and get a knife slipped into his
inwards. I'd like to do it myself.”

There was a chorus of low-voiced ap-
proval of this sentiment, in which Jack-
son could not help silently joining.

It was on the tenth day of Jackson’s
bondage that matters came suddenly to a
crisis. It was the noonday lunch-hour,
and several men were grouped about the
car-barn portal. Grimshaw, with his back
to them, was giving some instructions to
a furtive-eyed roadmaster.

Presently to the group came Harris's
eldest daughter, a slim, pale-faced child
of twelve years, carrying a dinner-pail.

“Where's my father?” she asked of
one of the men.
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He pointed to the further end of the
barn, and the child turned away. As she
did so, she swung the pail, and brought
the lower edge into sharp contact with
Grimshaw’s ankle.

In a moment the big man had wheeled,
his face ‘aflame with rage; and with the
flat of his hand he struck the girl a heavy
blow on the side of the head.

“T'll learn you manners!” he said vi-
ciously.

The child dropped the pail with a
clang, staggered a few steps, and fell half
dazed on the planked floor.

From the group by the door Jackson
sprang forward, and raised the sobbing
girl to her feet.

“ Let the brat alone, drat you!”
Grimshaw fiercely.

For a moment Jackson made no reply.
He dusted off the girl’s dress with a gen-
tle hand and passed her to one of his
companions, bidding him see her safe
from the premises; then he stepped for-
ward and faced the assistant superintend-
ent. ’

“ Mr. Grimshaw,” he said in crisp,
clean-cut tomes, “I should like to take
this opportunity of telling you that you
are the biggest ruffian and the dirtiest
blackguard I ever came across, and I
have seen a good many.”

While a man might count ten slowly,
Grimshaw stood and gazed upon the mu-
tineer, with his little pig’s eyes blazing
and the veins in his coarse forehead
swelled almost to bursting. Then he
found his voice and poured forth a flood
of invective, in which Jackson’s parent-
age, antecedents, moral character, man-
ners, and appearance were passed upon
in a blast of mingled blasphemy and ob-
scenity.

He paused to take breath, and then
_there came a sound like that made by a
fish-dealer when he slaps a nice moist fish
on his counter; and the big man stag-
gered back, with the white imprint of
four fingers and a thumb slowly fading
away on the unwholesome red of his left
cheek.

There was a gasp of astonishment from
the little knot of spectators as Jackson
whipped off his uniform-coat and flung
it to one of them.

“ Hold this,” he said authoritatively,
“and stand back. Don’t butt in if you
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value your hides, and I'll show you some-
thing worth watching.”

Then he turned to meet the rush of his
employer, who sprang at him with a
howl like a wild beast.

Between the first car - track and the
front of the office there was a clear space
of planked flooring about twelve yards
wide, and running back into the barn for -
some distance. Across this space came
Grimshaw, his red fists brandished and
his mouth pouring curses and vengeance.
About the middle of it he was checked
suddenly, with a white fist planted be-
tween his eyes. His head went back with
the impact, while a companion fist caught
him under the jaw and sent him sprawl-
ing on the boards.

In a moment or two he was on his legs
again. The one - time champion rough-
and-tumble scrapper of the Third Ward
was not to be daunted by a knock-down,
however paralyzing in its mental and
physical effect.

And then began an exhibition which
brought unalloyed delight to the hearts of
the conductors and motormen, who
watched it open-mouthed. Never once
did those huge fists light on the elusive
foe. Never once did those cumbrous
rushes and clutching fingers succeed in
gathering him into an embrace.

To right—to left—backward—forward,
moved the agile figure of Jackson, a smile
on his lips, and the light of battle shi-
ning in his eyes, avoiding, blocking, coun-
tering; and every time he sent a blow
home it sounded as though some one had
kicked an empty tub.

Gasping, choking, his mouth and nose
streaming blood, his eyes fast closing up,
Grimshaw strove in vain to come to close
quarters. At last the one-sided battle was
brought to a sudden termination.

Ducking under a wild swing, Jackson
sprang back half a pace to get his dis-
tance. Grimshaw, half turning with the
force of his futile blow, left his side un-
protected. Crash, clean and square on the
angle of the jaw, came Jackson’s fist with
the whole weight of body and spring of
leg behind it ; the big man’s legs doubled
under him like those of a pole-axed steer,
and he collapsed, an insensate lump on
the planking.

A low hum rose from the spectators,
and they gazed on the form of their
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fallen tyrant with awestruck eyes. Their
feelings were akin to those of a band of
savages who have seen the idol of some
evil god they have been accustomed to
propitiate tumbled from its pedestal by a
‘reckless and sacrilegious hand. Then
their personal interests began to rise up-
permost.

“1 guess this means the sack for the
bunch of us,” remarked one. “ He’ll
never stand to have the fellers around
who've seen him licked like that.”

“I don’t care,” said a younger man.
“T'd lose three jobs sooner than have
missed it.”

Jackson, taking his coat, swung him-
self into it. Then he went up to the pros-
trate figure and applied his toe none too
gently to its ribs.

“ Get up, you lump of carrion!” he
said.

There was no movement in response,
and he picked up a pail and disappeared
into the office, returning in a few minutes
with it half full of water. This he emp-
tied roughly over the head and neck of
his victim.

““That ought to bring him around in
a minute or two,” he remarked. *‘ And
now—I guess it’s me for the outside
world.”

He glanced over the line of anxious
faces.

“ And look here, boys,” he added,
“you needn’t be afraid for your jobs. I
know what I'm talking about. There are
only two people who are going to lose
their jobs over this. I'm one, and the
other is our friend here on the floor. If
anybody else wants to take a crack at him
when he recovers, he don’t need to be
scared of the result. His time has come,
and none too soon.” :

He nodded confidently, repeated his
good-by, and strode away.

111,

Two days later Grimshaw, with a pair
of badly discolored eyes, and his face
decorated with several strips of adhesive-
plaster, entered the private office of Su-
perintendent McIntyre, and stood scow-
/ling on its occupant, a frail-bodied, gray-
haired man, with stooping shoulders and
a weak mouth.

“ You sent for me,” said the assistant
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superintendent in abrupt tones. ‘ What
do you want?”

Mr. Mclntyre, leaning back in his
chair, his long, thin fingers playing nerv-
ously with a paper-weight, returned the
other’s stare.

“Yes,” he said, “I sent for you. I
understood from your wife that you had
sufficiently recovered from that—er—Iit-
tle accident to be able to appear. I
trust "—and there was a suave malice in
the tone which cut the other like a knife
—‘“ that you have not suffered severely.”

Grimshaw’s red face became redder yet.

“ Never you mind about that,” he re-
sponded coarsely. ‘“ Stick to your own

sufferings. You talk enough about them.
Get down to business. What do you
want?”’

“ 1 have received,” said Mr. McIntyre,
picking up a paper and studying it to hide
his nervousness, ‘“ I have received a seri-
ous complaint against you. I am told
that you bully and abuse the men, and
that your treatment in general of the em-
ployees of this company is not to its ad-
vantage. I have sent for you to ask an
explanation.”

‘““And suppose—"" replied Grimshaw,
with one heavy fist on the desk and his
bulldog jaw thrust out — “suppose I
won’t give any explanation. Suppose I
tell you to go to Hades. What then?”

“In that case,” replied McIntyre,
looking straight into the angry eyes of
his subordinate, ‘I am afraid that your
connection with this company will cease
very abruptly.”

For answer, Grimshaw thrust his hand
into his pocket, produced a greasy' old
pocketbook—from which he extracted a
folded paper—flicked the document open
with a dexterous twist, and banged it
down on the desk.

“You cursed old fool!” he said. * Do
you see that? Is that a note? Are those
figures five thousand, or ain’t they? Is
that your signature? You can’t pay it.
You know you can’t. Do you want me to
smash you? Do you want me to sell you
up, and turn your wife and family out
in the street? Talk to me again like that,
and, by Heaven, I’ll do it!”

McIntyre, paling slightly before the
other’s violence, opened a drawer in his
desk with a hand which trembled slight-
ly, and took out another paper.
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“This,” he said, “is an accepted check
for five thousand five hundred dollars,
the amount of the note, and a year’s in-
terest. It is made out to your order. I
think you will not find it quite so easy to
smash me as you seem to think, Mr.
Grimshaw.”

He leaned back in his chair again, and
eyed with unconcealed satisfaction the
disconcerted look on the other’s counte-
nance.

‘ However,” he continued, ‘ this pri-
vate arrangement Dbetween ourselves is
neither here nor there. Let us get back
to the main point. An explanation of
your conduct. I may say that in this I
am acting under instructions.”

“ Instructions? ” said Grimshaw in a
less violent tone. “ Whose instructions,
I’d like to know?”

A door leading into an inner office
opened suddenly, and a young man came
out — a well-dressed, well-set-up young
man, with curly hair and a bright eye.

He advanced to the superintendent’s
desk and stood beside it, his hand resting
easily on the back of Mr. Mclntyre’s
chair.

“ By my instructions, Mr. Grimshaw,”
he said easily.

The assistant superintendent stared at
him with fallen jaw and startled eye.

“ Jackson!” he cried.

“ No, Mr. Grimshaw,” interposed Mc-
Intyre pleasantly. “ Not Jackson. Al-
low me to introduce you to Mr. Alberic
Vandevort, president of this company,
who has returned to his native city after
a very long absence.”

The president and the assistant super-
intendent gazed steadily into each other’s
eyes. Vandevort’s look was cool and
contemptuous ; Grimshaw’s that of a cor-
nered bull. z

“So,” said the latter at last, recover-
ing his speech, “ you've been playing the
spy, Mr.—MTr. Jackson.”

“ Yes,” replied the other, “ if it pleases
you to call it by that name. And I regret
it the less that it enabled me to adminis-
ter a sound thrashing to the biggest black-
guard of my acquaintance. The only
possible appeal to your feelings, Mr.
Grimshaw, is through your hide.”

Grimshaw growled an inarticulate curse
by way of answer.

“It may interest you to know, Mr.
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Grimshaw,” continued Vandevort, * how
all this came about. When my father
died I was shooting big game in the in-
terior of South Africa, and only learned
of his death when I reached the coast,
some two months ago. I came straight
home to take up his duties. It occurred
to me, though, that I should be able to
run this road a good deal better if I knew
something about it from the inside.

“Ten years had passed since I was last
in the city—ten years spent in schools,
universities, and travel abroad — and no
one would be likely to recognize me. The
opportunity was not to be lost. T first
informed my lawyer of my intention. He
was the only man who knew of my pres-
ence in the city, and then I applied to you
for a job. The rest you know.”

He paused for some comment; but
Grimshaw, still regarding him malevo-
lently, kept silence. :

“Of course,” continued Vandevort,
I need hardly tell you that your connec-
tion with this company ceases from this
moment. It can scarcely afford to keep
so thorough-paced a ruffian as you on its
pay-roll.”

Then Grimshaw opened the sluice-
gates of his eloquence and poured forth a
flood of abuse and profanity.

“So I'm fired, am I?” he cried, sha-
king his fist furiously. “ All right. T’ll
quit. ~ But don’t vou think, vou and this
mealy-mouthed, pasty-faced widdlestraw
here, that you've heard the last of Ned
Grimshaw. I'll get even with you if I
have to spend my last cent. I've got a
few friends who help to run this town.
Wait till T get them busy. I can afford
it—I've made money.”

“ Yes,” said Vandevort meaningly, “I
know you have.”

He rapped thrice on the desk. The
door of the inner office opened again, and
another man came out—a hawk-faced,
sinewy man—at the sight of whom Grim-
shaw’s ruddy face paled.

The newcomer stepped silently across
the room and took up his position with
his back to the door leading into the hall.

“I know you have made money,” re-
peated Vandevort, “and I also know
how you made some of it. I got the tip
from one of your own conductors. I
learned that the fare-boxes were being
tapped, and within two hours of the time
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you engaged me I had visited a detective
agency and set the dogs on your trail.

“Not a fare-box has gone into your
office but what had marked money in it.
Not a dime or nickel have you paid out
that the detectives could get their hands
on but has been examined. You can guess
the result. An auditor has been going
through the books at night, with what
result you can also guess. Two hours
ago the cashier was arrested, and here in
this office he made a clean breast of the
whole thing.

“ His confession, signed, is in that
drawer. In it he tells how you tempted
him, prevailed over his scruples, and
pocketed half the illicit gains. You are
a grasping person as well as a blackguard,
Mr.” Grimshaw. No wonder you made
money.”

With every vestige of color shuddered
out of his cheeks, his legs trembling un-
der him, and a glare of apprehension in
his eyes, Grimshaw presented a pitiable
spectacle.

“T don’t think,” continued the presi-
dent, “that we need delay these gentle-
men any longer. Mr. Warriner, may I
sask you to bring this little scene to a
close?”

The detective advanced, and something
jingled as he drew it from his pocket.
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_ “Sorry, Mr. Grimshaw,” he said, “ but
duty is duty. I have a warrant for your
arrest. May I trouble you? ”

Grimshaw gazed at him in a dazed fash-
on.

“ What do you want?” he gasped.

“ Your hands, if you please, Mr. Grim-
shaw,” replied the detective briskly.
“ Thank you.”

There was a sharp, double click, and
a shining steel band encircled each of the
great red wrists.

And then, without another
spoken, the two men left the office.

“ Faugh!” said Vandevort as the door
closed behind them. ! The presence of
a thing like that pollutes a respectable
atmosphere. And now, Mr. Mclntyre,
it seems to me that if some of the officials
have been robbing the company, the com-
pany has been robbing the men. That
must be remedied. Wages must go up,
and, if possible, hours reduced.

“I was long enough in a conductor’s
uniform to find out one thing; at least.
If this company is going to give an ef-
fective service, we must make it worth
our#Men’s while to help us~ That ’—
and he drew a chair to the superintend-
ent’s desk—* is one advantage of getting
your information at first-hand, and from
the inside.”

word

THE ROAD TO TROUBLE.

BY SEWARD W. HOPKINS,

Author of ‘‘ A Blow to Liberty,”’” ‘“ The Secret on’an Island,’’ ‘‘ Done Brown,’’ etc.

A Hunt for Big Game which Unearthed Something Altogether Differ-

ent and Far More Serious.

CHAPTER L

LOST IN THE WILDS.

HICH path led to the camp?
Simple as the question might
seem, it was a most momentous one to
me as I asked it almost aloud, standing
on a knoll and studying a crossing of
almost indistinguishable trails.

There was nothing that to my inex-
perienced eye could afford an answer. I
had never been in that region, the Gray-
horn Range of mountains, until, a week

previous to this opening of a history of
some peculiar incidents in my life, T had
joined a small party of friends and gone
there to hunt big game, if there proved to
be any, or any other game to be found.

And now I was lost! Lost in a region
that to me seemed almost desolate.

From where I stood I could see stretches
of wild and rugged country that offered
plenty of lairs and hiding-places for
beasts that-might be shot if they were
there, but little enough in the way of
food to bring or keep them there.
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As a matter of fact, our party had met
with but little success. A scrawny wild-
cat or two, one deer that was too sur-
prised at our presence to run, and a few
tough - feathered denizens of the mesas,
were all that had come to our guns.

We had relied wholly upon Moreton
to lead us, he having once before visited
the region with his uncle and a guide.

But Moreton’s experience, with old
heads to plan for him, and our expe-
rience, with only Moreton to direct, were
two different matters.

. One or two of the younger members of
the party, myself being the leader, prob-
ably because I was the youngest and knew
the least, had become disgruntled over
Moreton’s failure as a guide, and his
stubbornness in refusing to move farther
up in the hills where we could see, even
from our camp, thick forests that looked
as though they might give shelter to bet-
ter game than we had thus far encoun-
tered. .

But Moreton was obstinate; and after
a few hot words the evening before, and
a night of sleepless rage, I had taken my
rifle and left the tamp early in the morn-
ing before any one knew that such was
my intention. I had tramped away with a
bold resolve to show Moreton what I
could accomplish without his inefficient
aid.

I had not yet shown him, because I
didn’t know where he was. But I had
shown myself to my utmost satisfaction,
even if not my gratification. I had got
myself lost.

It is a great thing for a young man to
have confidence in himself. But once he
has it, it is a still greater thing to know
when to curb it.

I had tramped through brush, wan-
dered aimlessly through trackless forests
of a scrub-pine, scratched my skin, and
almost torn my eyes out through shrub
and cactus; and mnow, without having
emptied a single shell, or seeing an animal
any bigger than a rat, I stood like a ninny
on a point slightly higher than the imme-
diately surrounding country, trying to
decide which way to start from there to
find the camp.

The day was too far spent to permit of
any more search for game. I had come
off without breakfast, but with some
ground coffee, a little sugar, and some
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bread, expecting to feast on venison, or
perhaps a brown-bear steak, before noon.
At three o’clock in the afternoon I had
not even run across water fit to make
coffee with.

I make no boasts of any superfluous
courage. I had seen little hardship,
knew nothing of the wilds; and now, as
I felt and saw the unmistakable approach
of night, I confess I was a little worried.

The slight trails that crossed the spot
where I was standing were too indistinct
to tell me what had made them. Whether
they were old paths of former hunting-
parties, or short cuts between towns far
distant from each other, was a matter far
beyond me to determine.

And, to add to my discomfort and anx-
iety, a storm seemed to be rising. I had
not seen a drop of rain, nor felt a strong
breeze since coming into the region, but
Moreton had told us that the storms were
sometimes very severe, and days in dura-
tion.

Naturally, added to my hunger, thirst,
and weariness, this took away about the
last vestige of courage I had left.

It was not mere physical fear. I knew
there was little likelihood that any person
would pass that way, either friend or foe,
during the night, and I had hunted long
enough for wild beasts without finding
one, to assure me of safety even if I went
to sleep.

But there was the ridicule of my com-
panions for me to face when I returned
to them empty-handed. Worse—if I did
not return until they came to search
for me.

The fear of discomfort from hunger
and thirst was great. I had never suffered
anything of that kind. In fact, I had
spent my life in school, and this hunting-
trip was a sort of recreative break between
school-days and work-days in my father’s
office.

But while T stood there and worried,
the shadows of the pines were lengthen-
ing, and the clouds that had gathered
were growing blacker.

I had no idea how far 1 was from
camp. I had undoubtedly turned and
twisted, doubled on my own track, as
strangers in the wilds will always do, and
the distance I could see from where I
stood was not great. To shout or call
out would have been a waste of breath.
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_ But I thought of shooting. Of course,
there was only a chance that my com-
panions would even hear the report of my
rifle. And if they did hear it, they would
be just as likely to think I was firing at
an animal as making a signal of distress.
Or, they might believe it to be some
stranger, and pay no attention at all.

Nevertheless, it was the only thing T
could think of at that moment, unless I
wished to remain there all night, and I
fired two shots in the air.

Then, after the echoes had died out
among the rocks, T listened intently. I
had some dim remembrance of having
been told that-men who were lost as I was
had a certain system of shooting that was
understood by those trained to the wilds.
But what the system was I had forgotten,
or else I had never known.

I listened for three or four minutes, but
no sound came to my ears that could pos-
sibly be a reply.

In desperation I fired two more shots,
and listened again.

My heart leaped into increased action,
as from some distant place there came
what seemed to be the report of a gun.

I had been heard. I was receiving a
reply. :

But now, to my inexperienced ears, the
sound gave no indication of direction.

1 stood for a moment, irresolute, disap-
pointed, and uncertain how to act. Then,
as another shot came faintly to me, I
seemed to catch the sound floating to me
on the breeze that was blowing; and,
shouldering my rifle, started as rapidly
as I could walk, in the teeth of the wind;
for ‘here, T felt sure, was safety and food.

It proved to be a wearisome tramp. I
found nothing in the landmarks to remind
me of any portion I had come through
before ; but then, I reasoned, I was now
traveling in a straight line, whereas before
I had wandered here and there without
any thought of direction.

While I tramped on the darkness deep-
ened. I quickened my steps. Finally, to
my great joy, I struck into a trail that
was wide, and showed that at some pre-
vious time it had been a wagon road.

I almost sang. As a matter of fact, I
did whistle. T remembered that just
before we had pitched camp we had been
on just such a road as this.

This, coupled with the fact that my
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shots had been answered, cheered me on.
1 turned toward the part of the road that
led nearest where I believed the shots to
have come from.

My thirst was excessive. I began to
think I would have to camp for the night
after all. But suddenly, as I turned a
little bend, I saw a building, and hurried
to it.

When I reached this promise of shelter

-and food my heart sank within me again,

and this time almost with a thud.

There was no sign of food here. What
I had discovered appeared to be the ruins
of an old fort. There were the old crum-
bling towers, the bastions—of no possible
service now, a ruined stockade ; in fact, a
picture of useless decay and desolation.

Yet, even while I stood there in dismay,
looking at it, and wondering how many
vears, or possibly centuries, had passed
since human footstep or soldiery had en-
tered there, and for what purpose it had
ever been built, the clouds opened and let
down the rain. :

I had need of shelter, whether I had
food or not. Taking my rifle from my
shoulder; and holding it in readiness for
firing, though goodness knows why, I
walked up to the old sally-port of the
fort.

Nothing stopped my entrance. Noth-
ing could. The heavy doors hung on
rusted and broken hinges. The silence
was solemn.

It was not yet so dark but what I could
make my way about, and now that I was
secure from the rain I felt like examining
the entire interior before resting. I want-
ed to make certain there was no lurking
beast to cause me trouble.

When the old fort had been deserted it
had been shorn of everything that could
indicate occupation. This, or the con-
tents, had been carried away since.

The old, crumbling walls gave out no
story for me to turn into a romance of
the olden time. The dead floors gave
back no answer to my footsteps nor my
thoughts.

I peered into various rooms, not grown
musty with age, for there was ample ven-
tilation about the place, but grim and
gruesome withal, and, passing from one
to another, I stopped suddenly.

I had heard a groan. Not a loud groan.
It was not the sound of somebody calling,
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or making any attempt to cry for help.
It was the groan of a badly wounded
human being, or some beast who made
sounds just like one.

There was no superstition about me. I
was too young to see, feel, or believe in
anything that was not absolutely material.

Gripping my rifle more tightly, I
stepped to the door of the room from
which the sound had seemed to issue.

At first I thought I was mistaken in
the apartment. It was darker than the
others, the only light coming from the
narrow loopholes that once had perhaps
spit death into the attacking enemy.

But I heard the groan again. Then,
stepping farther into the room, I saw,
huddled in a corner, on a blanket, the
figure of a man.

CHAPTER I
TAKEN FOR AN ENEMY.

THERE are things more terrible than a
sick or wounded man, yet I doubt if I
could have stumbled upon anything that
would have dazed me more than finding
what I did in that place. For a moment
I stood still. Then my reason took
charge.

Why should there be anything strange
about the presence of this man in the old
fort?> Was I not there myself looking
for shelter? And if his presence was a
surprise to me, undoubtedly mine would
be as great a one to him, if he could ever
realize it.

“ What’s the matter, friend? ” I asked.
“ Are you ill—wounded—hungry? ”

I smiled grimly as I waited for an
answer. It was a fruitless question for
nie to ask him if he was hungry. Was I
not hungry myself? What could I offer
him?

But there came no answer. I bent over
him, and tried to discern his features. It
was by this time grown too dark to dis-
tinguish anything, and I struck a match.

Even before I had brought this miser-
able flicker over his face I saw a lantern
resting on the floor near him. I had al-
most kicked it.

I soon had this lit, and then examined
the man more closely.

The face that lay upturned on the old
blanket was so white and still that it

TO
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might have belonged to a dead person.
But there was breath and life in him. He
looked to be about forty-five or fifty,
rugged, and yet with a certain appear-
ance of refinement.

He was—or had been—well dressed,
but his clothing was now soiled. He did
not look like a man who had suffered
illness at all until the present stroke,
whatever it was,"had come upon him.

I lifted one of his hands. It was cold,
but not with the pecuiiar chill of death,
or approaching death. Yet the man was
not far from his end.

And then I found the cause of it all.
There was a red stain on the blanket
where he was lying. ‘And his coat had
been slit, and a wound well and skilfully
dressed and bandaged.

I know nothing—at least, at that time-
I knew nothing—about the materials of
which bandages are made. But there was
a whiteness about this one, and a newness,
that caused me to wonder.

I tried to get the man to speak. But
he did not even moan. The groan I had
heard was the last he would probably
utter unless I could revive him. And
what means had I with which to perform
that miracle?

I remembered the coffee I had taken
from camp. If I had water I could make
him a stimulating cup of it. I took up
the lantern, and gave the room a sweep-
ing survey. On the floor, scattered about,
were crumbs and remnants of food that
proved the man had eaten since his ar-
rival in the old fort. =

I stepped into the next room to con-
tinue my inspection. There was an in-
definable feeling in my mind that this
man was not the full extent of the ad-
venture upon which I had stumbled.

And I found indications that I was
right. In another portion of the fort I
found the ruins of an old fireplace, with
the built-up ovens of long ago, and on an
old bench near the fireplace were cups
and cooking utensils all distinctly modern.

And, counting the cups, the knives, the
forks, and the spoons, I discovered a
complement for two persons.

Now, what was the mystery? What
crime had been committed here? Had
two friends quarreled? Had one gone
off leaving the other to meet an unex-
pected foe, or had he turned enemy him-
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self and shot down, for revenge or gain,
the man who had been his comrade?

My discoveries were not yet ended. I
found a bottle of brandy, and two of
wine. Two loaves of bread untouched,
and a portion of a third. Coffee, sugar,
condensed milk. Then a can of corned
beef.

I did not wait to make coffee, although
I wanted some. I had first to find a
supply of water that was used for this
purpose.

I took the brandy to the wounded man
and poured some down his throat. I
chafed his wrists. I rubbed some of the
liquor on his temples.

I was holding the lantern in my left
hand, still keeping one of his hands in
mine, when he opened his eyes. He looked
“ straight up into my own.

For a second or two he seemed puz-
zled. Then there shot into his eyes a
gleam of hatred that made me recoil.

“ So—curse you!—you’'ve found me
again, have you?” he muttered in a
hoarse whisper. :

He struggled to rise, and before I
could guess his intention he had whipped
a revolver from his pocket.

“ None of that, friend,” I said, and,
reaching out quickly, I grasped his wrist
and turned the revolver upward, just as
it was fired.

“Don’t fire again,” I told him. It
won't do you any good. I don’t know the
man you take me for, but I am not here
as an enemy. Still, I am not yet friendly
enough to let you shoot me. Now, that
you have your senses back, be reasonable
and let us talk matters over.

““Who are you? What brought you
here?”

He relinquished the revolver, and his
look of hatred turned to one more like
fear.

“ [—I—where is—where is—"

He was groping for thought and for
words.

“ Where is what?
want? 7 T asked.

“ Annie. Where is—"

And then he wandered off into a lot of
mumbling that meant nothing.

1 saw his eyes close; the handsome head
dropped backward, and although his
heart was stronger now, I knew that he
had fainted again.

Who is it you
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So, there was an Annie. ‘I had always
liked the name Annie. It seemed some-
how to be associated in my mind with a
little mother. I mean the kind of a girl
who, by reason of good sense and woman-
ly nature, is the one to take the place of
the loved mother gone, and to help to
bring up younger sisters and brothers.

I don’t know where I got this peculiar
idea. I suppose from some book I have
read and forgotten.

I certainly had never conjured up the
picture of an Annie connected in any way
with a ruined fort in a desolate region
like this, and a man who was going to
shoot me because I had saved his life.

But Annie or no Annie, I was hungry,
and there was food. I went back to the
old kitchen and helped myself.

Fortunately for my comfort, I had
taken along some cigars when I left the
camp; and now, after my feast in that
strange place, I lit one, and wandered
out to the old sally-port, leaving the
lantern in the room with the wounded
man, but carrying my rifle with me.

It was a wet, gloomy night, but the
storm had not proven so severe as More-
ton’s stories had led me to fear. I fancied
I could hear the howl of some wild beast
at a distance; but in the entrance to an
old ruin, with a wounded man you never
knew, and a deep mystery surrounding it
all, you might imagine anything.

I was pondering on the strangeness of
the situation, when I was startled by the
sound of a galloping horse, approaching
along the old wagon road.

I was in a quandary what to do. If
this was a friend of the man inside, he
might not prove to be a friend of mine.
If he was an enemy of the man inside, I
did not want him for a friend. ;

I withdrew inside the sally-port. The
rider might pass by.

But, no. Somewhere out in the dark-
ness some one said, in the voice of a
frightened woman: ““ Whoa! ”

The galloping ceased. And then some-
body rushed past'me into the old fort.

CHAPTER IIL
FIGHTING FOR TROUBLE.

Evex before I had cleared my mind,
and come to some reasonable determina-
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tion as to how I should act, I heard a
girl’s voice cry out in alarm. There was
no further hesitation or uncertainty.

Whoever she was, whatever the cause
of her presence there with the wounded
man, she should have what assistance I
might be able to give. I hurried back to
his room.

Standing near him, evidently in great
excitement, stood a girl. The light of
the lantern was very poor, but even by
that feeble aid I could see that she was
young and of fine form. Her face, partly
in gloom, looked to me as ‘though in the
daylight it would prove to be beautiful.

I made a sound. She turned.

“ Who are you? " she cried, leveling a
rifle at me. ‘“ They haven’t come yet.
Who are vou? What do you want?”

She was panting. Her bosom rose and
fell, and her eyes shot fire.

She was like a lioness brought to bay
protecting her mate.

She was dressed in a costume I can
scarcely describe, as I've never seen any
other like it. She was -certainly pictur-
esque, a veritable queen of the wilds, "Yet
she was not of the wilds. I knew that at
a glance.

“I am Harry Vail, of New York, at
your service,” I said. * You may safely
lower your gun. I was hunting, got lost,
and found this place. I entered, came
across a wounded man, and gave him
what assistance I could.”

“You are not a—oh! Here they come!
They followed me. Help me now, and
wait for explanations. Don’t you hear
them?”

I heard horses galloping and men
shouting, and then I heard . three rifle-
shots in rapid succession.

“ Keep them out!” she cried.
hide him somewhere.”

She seized the unconscious man, dragged
him to a spot where he could not be seen
from the door or any of the port-holes,
and threw the blanket over him.

At that moment a man rushed to the
door. .

“ Hands up!” he cried; and then, as
he saw me with my rifle leveled at his
breast, he shot back out of sight.

“ There are more of them!” I heard
him shout.

Then to my ears came a hum of voices.

“Tll guard the door,” said the girl.

S
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“ They will hardly shoot me, and you try
to hit them through the windows. Don’t
kill them—I don’t want blood on our
hands. But keep them off.”

The windows she meant were the nar-
row loopholes. I went to one, and stick-
ing my rifle through, without trying to
aim in the dark, I fired.

There was a scream of pain from a
horse.

*“ Better get away!” T shouted. “ We
are armed to the teeth, and outnumber
you. Get away, or we'll kill you all.”

A volley of rifle-shots was the answer,
and I ‘could hear the bullets rattling
against the old wall.

“We've got to make ’em think there
are more of us,” I'said. * It will take
some dancing. I'll rush around and
shoot from various loopholes, and you do
the same. We'll take care of the door
between us.”

I made better time around than she did,
but between us we kept up a scattering
fire from various loopholes. There was
no change-in the result.

We heard plenty of cursing outside,
and yet nothing that gave us any indica-

“tion whether our firing was having any

effect or not. The fire from the attacking:
party had done us no harm.

The girl was panting, and at times
something that sounded like a prayer
would come bubbling from her lips, ac-
companied by a groan.

It was entirely without reason that we
continued to fight as long as we did.
There was not, from the very start, the
slightest hope that we could defeat such
a force as was arrayed against us. We
might hold them off for a time, but surely
when daylight came we must be overcome.

“ Who are these men? What do they
want? What have you done to them?”
I asked. “ Can’t we parley and buy
them off?”

“ J—they—my father—"" she answered
in jerks, as she kept on firing.

¢ Ts that wounded man your father?

$¥es

“ What is his name?”

“ Jim Taylor.”

I reeled against the wall of the room,
and a bullet pinged on the wall alongside
my head. Tt was the first shot that had
come inside, and the long muzzle of a
rifle was now thrust through a port-hole.



226

“In the name of the law, hold up your
hands! Drop that rifle, or you'll be a
dead man in three seconds. Annie Tay-
lor, drop your gun. We want you all.”

My rifle fell from my nerveless hand.
My head began to throb. I saw visions
of all sorts of trouble ahead, even to the
pleasing one of myself dangling at one
end of a rope, the other end of which
was thrown over the limb of a tree.

I had heard the story, and although I
was acquainted with none of the details, I
knew that Jim Taylor was looked upon
by the eyes of the law. as one of the worst
murderers in that section of the country.

It was the sheriff we were fighting.

“ Now,” said a tall, stern-faced man,
entering at the door with two revolvers
leveled, “ we’ll take care of you all.
Handcuff that girl and this fellow to-
gether. I suppose they're lovers. Where's
Jim Taylor?”

“1 don’t know. He ran,” replied the
girl, and before she could be suspected or
held back by any of the sheriff’s men she
had given a leap and, with a kick,

. smashed the glass in the lantern and sent
it flying.

“ Tl fix you for that!” cried an angry
voice. “ Bar that door—men! If she ever
gets with Jim Taylor, we'll have another
time to find them.” :

1 wasn’t sure whether the girl made any
effort to rush out or not. But there was
no outcry. Whatever happened, she was
firm and true to her father, and while one
of the posse struck a match she and I
were handcuffed together.

What was I to do in the matter?
question burned a hole in my brain.

1 was innocent of anyintentional wrong.
Whether I could prove it or not remained
to be seen. I could go a long way toward
this by making a full declaration of the
facts, and disclosing the presence of Tay-
lor under the blanket.

But, right or wrong, there was some-
thing unpleasant to me in the thought of
turning against this girl who had been
so brave and reckless in the defense of her
father.

As T say, T knew nothing about the
real circumstances. Nobody seemed to
know. I did not even know the name of
the man Taylor had killed, or the reason
for it.

He lay unconscious under the blanket,

)
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and unless some one happened along the
next day there was little doubt that, by his
own death in the old fort, he would
expiate his crime. I resolved to say
nothing.

“ Loomis,” demanded the same com-
manding voice that had spoken. before,
* where was Taylor hit?”

“ In the back.”

“ Do vou think the wound was dan-
gerous?”’

“It would have been instantly fatal
for any other man.”

“ Well, he’s only flesh and blood. He
can’t stand so much more than any other
flesh and blood. Get torches somehow
and search this ruin. He’s here some-
where.”

And just then, probably disturbed by
the tumult, Jim Taylor sent out a groan
from under the blanket.

CHAPTER TV
LOCKED TOGETHER,

“WaAT was that noise?” thundered
the voice of the man in command.

“ Sounded like a groan, sheriff,” came
an -answer in the dark.

“ Who's got the two prisoners?
it the girl?”

“ Wasn’t the girl, sheriff. She’s right
here by me.” :

“ Was it the young fellow? Who's got
him? :

“T've got him, sheriff,” replied the
man, who certainly had me, with one
hand gripping my throat. “ I'll wager
he ain’t made a sound.”

“Then, Jim Taylor’s in this room.
Make a light, somebody. Look out, you
fellows at the door. Don’t let even one
of our own men pass out. It might be
Taylor.”

“ Here he is. 1 stumbled over him,”
said a voice. ‘ He's under a blanket.”

“ Yank him up,” directed the sheriff.

“ Sheriff Bannon,” spoke up the girl,
and I was amazed at the coolness and the
soft sweetness of her voice, ‘‘ please have
your men get a light, so that they can be
careful of my father. He is dying.”

“H'm! Don’t you think you ought to
have thought of that before you broke the
lantern?”

“ He is my father, sheriff. I thought

Was
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I might save him. And he is innocent,
you know.”

 Innocent be hanged!” said a~voice I
had not heard before. ‘ He’s a—"

“ Shut up, Catworth. The girl is right,
and for a plucky girl she’s welcome to
anything she wants—within the law.
Make a light there, somebody, and don’t
hurt Jim.”

Suddenly some one struck a match and
lit the wick of the lantern which he had
found by stepping on it. The flame was
smoky and grimy, but we could see. "Two
men were bending over Taylor.

“ He 7s bad,” said one. * He’s uncon-
scious, sheriff. Bad shot in the back
somewhere.”

“Lay him out on the blanket, and four
of you carry him. Who is out there with
the horses? ”

£ Greeter

“ Where’s that horse you took from the
wagon, Annie?” asked the sheriff.

“ T left him without fastening, but he
won’t be far,” she answered.

“We'll have to find him. We’'ll want
the wagon now, anyway, for Jim.”

# March!” came the order.

I saw at once that the girl walked with
difficulty. She rested her weight, as well
as she was able, on the shackling steel
with which we were bound tog(.ther It
cut into my wrist, but I braced myself to
carry her along.

When we reached the open the rain had

about ceased, but the night was as black
-as ever. Only the ill- smclling wick, still
burning as a torch wound around a rifle-
barrel; sent a bit of light into the gloom.
By its weird rays I saw the horses of the
posse, and by the same illumination they
sought the horse the girl had ridden.

“ Can you walk to the wagon, Annie?”
asked the sheriff.

I felt the wveight increase on my wrist,
and she fell forward. I swung toward
her and caught her in my free arm.

“ She has fainted, sheriff,” I said.

“Two horses here, side by side,” he
called.

“ Can you hold her up straight?’ he
asked of me. * Who the deuce you are,
and what you've got to do with this mess,
I'll be hanged if I know.
to hold her up.”

“ 7 could not hold her up with a cuffed
arm on another horse,” I said. “ Give

_ I placed my free hand around her.

But you've got
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me a strong animal, and place her so that .
the wrists fastened together are outside,
and I can take care of her.”

“ Sure,” said a deputy, with a laugh.
“ Gives him one arm to hug her with, and
looks like holdin’ hands with the-other.”

“ Hold your fool jaw,” cried the sheriff

angrily. ‘ When I want a clown I'll hire
one. - Let’s get started.”

The girl was placed sidewise in front
of me on the horse they gave me to ride.
Our
shackled hands rested in her lap. Her
head leaned against my shoulder.

“ Forward!” commanded the sheriff.

No one had to walk, for the girl’s horse
had been captured, and the one I had hit
was not severely hurt.

Silently, except for a few remarks
made in an undertone by some of the
deputies, who evidently had great respect
for the sheriff’s anger, we rode through
the darkness, the hoofs of our horses
making a sound that showed how soft the
going was.

Once or twice the glrl moved as though
she was coming back to consciousness.
Then she would sink back again.

“Ah!” I heard her breathe, as if
sighing.

“ Are you awake,
asked, in a low tone.

“Yes,” she replied. “I am glad they
let me ride with you instead of one of
them.”

“ Here’s the wagon,” said the sheriff,
who “was ahead. “ Bring that horse
around here.”

“The harness is all here,” replied the
deputy who had ridden the horse.

Somehow in the dark, with the aid of
men holding matghes that would scarcely
burn, they managed to get the horse har-
nessed again to the wagon.

“I couldn’t drive on,” said the girl to
me. - “I had to take the horse away in
order to get to the fort in time. And
then I was too late,” she added bitterly.

“ Here, bring Taylor here,” directed
the sheriff. ‘‘Is he still alive?”

“ He's alive, all right,” was the answer.

They put the unconscious man in the
wagon. :

“ Now,
sheriff.

We stepped from the back of the horse
into the wagon. It was an ordinary long-

Miss Taylor?” I

9

2

you two get in,” said the
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bodied vehicle, lighter than an express-
wagon, and yet heavier and roomier than
a buggy.

The girl and 1 sat with our backs to
the tail-board.

Y Come on,” ordered the sheriff. ‘ We
don’t want to be all night on the road.”

“ What must you think of me? " asked
the girl, after we had resumed our march.

“ Well, to tell you the truth, I don't
know what to think about the whole busi-
ness. One thing seems to be moderately
certain, though. We are probably in a
bad situation.” :

“ And now that we have failed T am—
so sorry—so sorry—that I dragged you
into it.”

“ As to that,” I answered, ‘I am not
sure that you did. It seems to me rather
that I stumbled into it.”

“Into the fort—yes.
have explained the situation.
could have declined to fight.” :

“ T would not have done that. T would
not leave you alone like that. But, now
that we are in the mess together, I'd like
to hear just the truth—the truth, remem-
ber. Then I will know how to act.”

“Yes, you have earned the truth, and
T will tell you as we go along. I wish I
could make them all believe it. But they
don’t, and probably you will not.”

T can listen to it, at least.”

“Yes, there is plenty of time. It will
take us several hours to reach Serena.”

But I should
Then you

CHAPTER V.
MISS TAYLOR'S STORY.

I RECALLED Serema. - It was the town
at the end of the stage-road. Our hunt-
“ing party, under the luminous guidance
of Moreton, had left the stage at Serena
because it went no farther, and had gone
on with our outfit and some hired horses.

Serena was not a town that loomed up
as a probable, or even a possile. me-
tropolis of the future. It’s rude wooden
houses and stores were built along wide
but very muddy streets. The most bril-
Tiant lights were those in- the saloons on
the corners—but they are that almost any-
where, I happen to remember.

“What was it you said your name
was? " Miss Taylor inquired.

“ Vail—Harry Vail.”
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“And didn’t you say you came from
New York?”

“1T said so, and it was true.”

“ And isn’t it in New York where the
Unconditional Life Insurance Company
has its offices? ”

“It is,” I answered, feeling a little
startled. I was a stockholder and policy-
holder in the Unconditional myself.

“ Then,”” she said, “you will under-
stand more about this matter. My father
and I once lived in New York. My fa-
ther, however, was away from the city
much of the time, leaving my mother and
me together in our home, which was
merely a flat on one of the streets—I
think Forty-Ninth or Forty-Eighth, I -
forget which.

“ My father was never a wealthy man,
but from several industries—of which he
was, I believe, the promoter, as they called
him—he derived income enough to keep
us in comparative luxury.

“ He kept extending his journeys and
the length of his absences until I began
to feel that T did not know him at all.
Then my mother died.;

“ You must remember that I knew very
little about my father’s business—in fact,
any business at all. 1 went to the New
York schools, and the high school, and
my father would not permit me to go to
work. - I lived much as other girls live
who are more the companions of their
mothers than of younger people.

“ When my mother died, my father had
just entered into a business partnership
here with a man named Roland—Ste-
phen Roland—also from New York. My
father gave me the choice of going to a
young ladies’ seminary or coming with
him. I had been my mother’s companion,
and I resolved to be his. :

“TIt was necessary for him to live in
Serena, and he had a comfortable house
built, bought me a horse, and did every-
thing he could to make me happy. We
had a housekeeper, and really all I had to
do was to enjoy myself.

“The buSiness that my father and Ro-
land went into was something connected
with mining. They were not miners, but
they organized mining companies, and
floated stocks and bonds, and all that.

“Then came the hard times. Roland
was married and had a family, but they
would not come to such a place as Serena.
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And instead of keeping within the limits
of their income, as my father and I did,
they thought everything was going to last.
But, as I say, the hard times came. You
: know about ‘that — how ever)bodv suf-
fered some,

“ Papa suffered the same as the rest,

and Roland suffered still more. Papa had
made provision for my future, and had
invested some money—his own income—
_ for himself. On the other hand, the crash
found Roland penniless.

“ He appealed to my father, who aided
him as far as he could ; but he had found
Roland out in two or three crooked deals,
and they had had words. At last Roland,
who was addicted much to liquor, made
an extravagant demand, which my father
refused to meet.

“Then Roland got drunk and became
abusive and threatenmv He said he’d
have money from my father somehow.

“He did no work, while my father
went right on and tried to build up a new
business, but refused to have Roland for
a partner.

“That is the history of the relations
existing between them up to two months
ago. My father had opened a new office
in Serena, which is building up quite rap-
idly, and was beginning to be prosperous
again, when Roland demanded that, as
his former partner, he was entitled to half
the proceeds.

“ My father flatly refused to consider
this. They had a terrible quarrel, and
even came to blows. That my father ad-
mits.  And others have sworn they saw
the two fighting, and they were the only
persons 1 in papa’s office w here Roland had
gone to enforce his demand.

“My father told me about it that
night, and I begged him to be careful. I
was afraid of Roland.

““The next night-—it wasn’t exactly
night, but toward the close of the day—
Roland came again, and said he and his
family would starve unless papa helped
him out.

“ Papa said he told Roland he could
not give him money, but that he had a
little mining property he had no time to
work, and if Roland wanted to go in on
that, without any share in any othér busi-
ness, papa would supply the capital and
let Roland manage the work. To this
Roland agreed.

fused
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“ They started off in a buckboard to
see the property, and only papa came
back. He said they had reached the niine
before dark, and everything was satisfac-
tory, and they started home again in the
buckboard.

“ But, on the way home, Roland said
he was too ill to continue, and must stop
at ‘the house of Michael Soro for the
night.

“ Michael Soro is a half-breed who
lives on a farm on the road from Serena
to Veltna. Veltna is a smaller and rough-
er place than Serena. It was a little out
of the way, but papa took him there, and
he did act quite ill. Papa left him with
Soro, and came home.

“ A week after that, papa was arrested
for the murder of Roland.”

“ And—" I began.

“ Wait. Roland did not live in Sere-
na. His friends were in Veltna. Papa
protested against his arrest. He said he
had not seen Roland since the day he left
him at Soro’s. Nobody in Serena did see
Roland, dead or alive. He was taken from
Soro’s house to Veltna, where he died. He
died of a bullet - wound, and told his
friends in Veltna that papa killed him.”

*“ And your father denies the charge?”
I asked. :

“Of course, my father denies the
charge,” she said, with some little indig-
nation. *“ Why in the world should my
father kill Roland? Roland had noth-
ing. My father wanted nothing. Had
it been the other way—had my father been
asking Roland for money. and been re=
there might be a motive. Father
had nothing to gain by killing Roland.

“ He had—and still has—one or two
friends in Serena who do not believe that
he killed Roland. When he was commit-
ted to jail without bail or trial, these
friends helped him to escape. But the
escape was discovered in time for a deputy
to shoot papa in the back. He got away,
though, and hid in caves; or up in the
hills, but he couldn’t take care of his
W ound

*“ Of course, all this time I was dis-
tracted with terror. Then one morning
he managed to crawl into the “old fort,
and I, while scouring the country looking
for his dead body, found him alive and
suffering.

“ I nursed him as well as I could, but
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you know they were watching me, and if
I went to a store to buy what he needed
most, they would follow me.

“To-day I did make up my mind to

take him some stuff, and had some clean

clothing and food—they are up at the
other end of the wagon. I also brought
my rifle. I thought I might have trouble.
But Sheriff Bannon had been watching
me, and brought his posse. I saw them
coming, jumped out, unhitched the horse,
and rode to the fort. You know the
rest.”

“ I know that, whether you have the
right story or not, you are a mighty true
girl, and I'm going to stand by you. You
spoke of the Unconditional Insurance
Company—what has that to do with it?”

“ I don’t know—I am not sure that it
has anything to do with it. But, some-
how, I think Roland was killed for that,
but not by my father. I have heard that
his wife was in Veltna a short time before
all this happened. And I've heard that
Michael Soro had money to gamble with
“afterward.

“If there is any—"

“ Come on!” called the sheriff. “ Un-
lock these two. They’ve come to the end
of their ride and conversation. Hurry
up, there.”

In a moment the handcuffs were un-
locked, and I was hustled out of the wag-
on and into a building, while Miss Taylor
was taken another way.

I did not see what they did with Tay-
lor.

I had heard enough, however, to fur-
nish me food for thought.

CHAPEER=VE
WORSE THAN MURDER.

It was evident that the ends of justice
did not call for any examination of me
that night. And I was pleased at this
fact.

I wanted time to think. The story
Miss Taylor had told with such evident
sincerity had moved me strangely. And
her final argument had sufficient meat in
it to cause me to reserve a decision on my
own actions until I had digested the en-
tire narrative a little more.

The girl’s question had the true ring.
What reason kad Taylor for killing Ro-
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land, unless it was in self-defense? And
that was not a crime that called for pun-
ishment in the region where it happened.

I regretted that we had arrived at the
jail before I found out what idea Miss
Taylor had concerning the
company.

I did not sleep. The lockup at Sere-
na was not a formidable thing, as jails
and prisons go. The worst thing about it
was the filth. A good kick would have de-
molished the door or broken a rusty lock.

But to escape without finding a way to
help Miss Taylor was not, just then, the
thing I was resolved upon doing. Al-
ways in my mind was that girl’s courage
and her devotion to her father.

The peculiar part of my position, even
though I was locked in jail, probably
with a serious charge against me, was
that there was no one with whom I could
feel angry.

Taylor, the man in the case, knew
nothing about me at all, or what I had
done. In the natural agony of anxiety
the girl would feel for her father, inno-
cent or guilty, she would be likely to call
on me, or whoever else she might have

seen in the old fort, to defend her and her

father, even if the pursuing party was the
sherift’s posse.

And it was no more than right that the
sheriff should arrest me and lock me up
after I had fired at him from the fort.

What did bother me was, what would
they do with me now they had arrested
me? I knew it was a serious matter to
assist a prisoner to resist a sheriff, and
the whole thing depended on how strong
my argument could be made that I knew
nothing about the case and thought.the
girl was being pursued by bandits.

But if T took that line of argument, I
would get the girl in a worse fix. She
knew she had no right to resist the sheriff
by force of arms, and no right to ask me
to do it.

If I explained that she did it without
telling me the circumstances, I would add
to the heinousness of her offense.

I had no inclination to remain long in
jail, -and certainly no desire to dangle
playfully at the end of a rope.

I had received scant courtesy thus far,
and had no reason to think my treatment
would be any different until my case was
disposed of,

insurance -
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I knew nothing about the methods in
vogue for dispensing justice, but did not
presume to think that the court procedure
here would be carried on with the dignity
of the Supreme Bench at Washington.

A man with a dark, grizzled face came
to my cell about eight o’clock in the morn-
ing.

“ Well, young feller,”” he said, ‘‘had
any sleep?”

“ None,” I answered.
sleepy.”

“Don’t say? Well, be ye hungry,
then? Most always my boarders git hun-
gr),.”

“ Oh, I don’t care much whether I eat
or not.”

“ Don’t, eh? Well, by gum, ye’'ve got
to eat. We git paid fur feeding prison-
ers. We git(so much a head from the
county. But we don’t git no commission
from undertakers fur starvin’ ’em. You'll
eat some. I'm honest. I won’t charge the
county fur grub I don’t serve.”

Yes, I reflected with a smile when he
had gone to get my breakfast without
asking me what I wanted, justice has a
peculiar way of asserting itself in Serena.

My breakfast came, and it really tasted
good.

“ Before whom will I be taken for a
hearing? ”’ I asked.

“ Why, the judge, of course.”

“TIs there only one?”

“ Well, this ain’t no county seat. We
have a justice of the peace. He'll make
what they call a perlumanary examina-
tion. Anybody held after that goes to trial
at Bangton.” 5

Later in the morning he came again,
accompanied by a raw-boned deputy. I
was conducted into a court-room that was
over a livery-stable.

The judge sat there, smoking a pipe.
He merely glanced at me, and proceeded
with a conversation he was holding with
a powerful-looking man.

“That’s Bannon,” explained the dep-
uty who had me in charge.

I studied with some interest the man at
whom T had been shooting in the dark.

He looked like a man who feared noth-
ing. He had a square jaw, a heavy fist,
and great mountains of shoulders. But
when he turned to look at me I saw he had
the soft, blue eye of a woman.

“ Bring that prisoner here,” he said.

“TI wasn’t very
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There was no_ vindictiveness in his
voice or manner. The justice took his
pipe out of his mouth and stared at me.

“I don’t know this man,” said the sher-
iff. “ Whether he is Annie:. Taylor’s
sweetheart, and just wanted to help her
out, or didn't know I was the sheriff, I
don’t know. I'll let him tell why he fired
about a dozen shots at me and my men
when we went after an escaped mur-
derer.”

He had stated the case so that I could
not avoid making a straight answer.

“I did not believe he was guilty,” I
said. :

As I spoke, Annie Taylor herself was
brought in.

“ You—what's that?” yelled the jus-
tice. “ You didn’t think he was guilty.
Are you the judge and jury and the hull
people of the commonwealth? You didn’t
think he was guilty, eh?”

“ Judge,” said Annie, coming forward
with the deputy, “ he did not know that
my father was an escaped prisoner when
we fought the sheriff. He did not know
my name was Taylor. He did not know
my father was ever charged with a crime.
He was with a party of hunters, and got
lost, and went into the old fort, where he
came across my father. I found him
there, and begged him to help fight; but
I said nothing about the case. I told him
all about it while we were en our way
here to Serena.”

“1 guess that is right,” remarked the
sheriff. “ They talked enough all the
way.”

By this time the judge was leaning
forward and his eyes glared ‘right into
mine.

“ A hunter, was ye?”’ he howled. “I
thought yer face was familiar. Where’s
my hoss?”

“ Your—ryour horse?” I stammered.

“Yes, sirree, my hoss! Ain’t forgot, I
hope. Where’s my hoss?”

“1 haven’t any horse of yours.”

“ His honor runs the livery-stable
down-stairs,” said the sheriff, accompa-
nying the information with a grin. i

“Oh,” I exclaimed, a light breaking
in upon my darkness. “I—"

“Yes. Your crowd came and hired
some hosses of me, and you had one. You
didn’t ride a hoss into that old fort, did
ve 3 (3]
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“ Why—no—I—"

“ Sure, you. I want that hoss inside of
three days, or’ you'll be taken out and
strung up. When I'm here I'm justice
of the peace. When I'm down-stairs I'm

-a hoss-dealer, and we won't have no hoss-
l (To be continued.)

A Joke On the Neighbors.

BY HUGH A, SMITH - Jr.

How the Man Who Once Had Ungratified Dramatic Aspirations
Assisted in a Humble Way at Preparing a Scene for the Stage.
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thieves around here. Take him back to
jail till I git my hoss.”

Marveling still more at the peculiar
ways in which justice displayed itself in
Serena, I went back to the prison with the
deputy sheriff.

O become an actor had been one of
the unfulfilled youthful dreams of
William Backus. Consequently, when
he had an opportunity to send his house
on the stage, he took it gladly, even
though it included a daylight burglary.

It was this way. Jimmy Cantwell was
an old friend of Billy’'s. He also was
one of the human ingredients of the In-
ternational Kinetoscope Company, Incor-
porated.

To his ingenuity and tireless activity
were due many of the thrills dished up
to the populace on ever-increasing miles
of moving-picture films.

On one. of Manhattan’s first spring
days, Billy was beating a hasty retreat
from advancing pangs of hunger into one
of lower Broadway’s crowded quick-
lunch emporiums, when he encountered
Jimmy bent on a similar mission.

“Well, look who'’s here!” cried Jim-
my. “I never supposed that William
Backus, bloated real-estate king, would
deign to feed his sleek countenance in
this hash-house.”

“If you feel that way about it, I will
feed on you,” laughed the other. * That
ought to lift the curse, hadn’t it?”

“You're on, Bill. I tried to get you
on the phone this morning, to have you
do me a good turn, and this will make it
easy. So, go as far as you like. I guess
you can’t break me in this place.”

Accordingly, the two deposited their
feet under a marble slab, and Jimmy ex-
plained thus:

“ My latest spasm is entitled, “Bur-
glars and Their Didoes,’ or words to that

effect. I am going to hatch up a bunch
of fake burglaries of all the varieties
known to old Mulberry Street in its
palmiest days, and take their pictures.
Most of these will be interior scenes,
which we can frame up at the shop; but,
for the sake of our porch-climbing art-
ists, we will have to borrow an empty
house somewhere. Are any of your
shacks vacant now? "

“ No, sir; my shacks, as you call them,
are all full, and I wish I had as many
more to fill. We are only living in half
of one ourselves. - But why has the place
got to be empty?”

“ Well, it would take some crust to
ask any one for the privilege of robbing
his own domicile while he is domiciled.
I'm a seasoned New Yorker, all right,
but my hide is still penetrable in spots.
Of course, though, if you have any offers
to make, we are in a receptive mood.”

“ Why, sure, you can take a crack at
our place any time you want to. My wife
is away on a month’s visit. She can’t
kick. T'll send the maid out, so she won't
tell, and I’ll enjoy the circus.” Billy
had waxed enthusiastic.

“The wife’s got some old silver plate
out there that will make pretty likely
loot,” he added with a laugh.

“I'll send men I know well, who are
warranted Sunday-school Al,” the pic-
ture-man assured him. * Tell me some-
thing about the place.  It’s out at Ben-
sonhurst, where I went once, isn’t it?”

“Yes. We are living only in the up-
per half now, though.”

“That doesn’t matter, if you can pa-



A JOKE ON THE NEIGHBORS.

cify your friends below. It's the upper
half we want to attack. If I remember
rightly, there is a broad front porch with
an upper balcony, just made to order for
our game.”

Billy gave his friend the number, and
arrangements were completed. On Tues-
day of the following week, Jimmy was to
send to his friend’s home one of his pho-
tographers, a man by the name of John-
son, with two assistants to do the villain-
ous part of the work. He would notify
the police captain of the precinct, so that
the *burglars ” might be immune from
entanglements with the law, and Backus
was to tell such neighbors as he deemed
advisable.

As they were going out, Billy sudden-
ly slapped his friend on the back.
“By Jove!” he exclaimed.
have some fun with the neighbors.”

He then unfolded a scheme of delu-
ding Bensonhurst householders into
thinking a burglar gang had gone mad
and attacked a house boldly in broad day-
light. 3
The humorous householder did not go
into town Tuesday morning. - He hunted
up the officer on that beat to make sure
he was “ wise to” the situation. The
latter told him Cantwell had phoned the
station-house the night before.

“Yiz can bet I'll be on the job, Mr.
Backus,” the grinning officer assured him.
¢ Tt will be fun to stand by and watch
a job like that once without having to
get busy and run the chance of getting
a dose of lead in the chist.”

Cantwell had told Backus that day in
the quick-lunch room that his men would
probably reach Bensonhurst about three
o’clock. It was barely two, however,
when there came a vigorous whistle on
his front-door tube.

“This is Johnson, from the Interna-
tional Kinetoscope Company,” said a
voice at the other end. ¢ I'll come right
up, if you are ready.” :

A trooping of heavy steps on the stairs
and Backus confronted Johnson, a decent
enough looking fellow, at the door. His
two companions also had the faces of
respectable citizens of Uncle Sam, but
the make-up they put on at once convert-
ed them into two of the likeliest-looking
“ thugs ” that ever blossomed in the
Rogues’ Gallery.
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They had with them two large sacks,
the contents of which rattled as they came
up the stairs.

Mr. Backus looked out of the window.
The wagon with the camera had taken a
position in the next street, with two va-
cant lots between; offering an undisturbed
VIEW,

He chuckled contentedly. This posi-
tion had been the very one he was about
to suggest, as it would divert the neigh-
bors’ attention for a few minutes, and it
would not be immediately apparent which
house was being taken. That would make
his joke climax the more complete.

He turned to the * thugs,” and ex-
plained his little scheme of playing with
the neighbors. The actor-burglars laughed
immoderately at this suggestion, and
entered at once into the spirit of the
occasion.

They took a swift survey of the lay of
things, placing their stage loot of bits of
scrap-iron under the window they were
to force; and, with their empty sacks in
hand, they followed their host down the
back stairs, hiding in the rear yard with
a ladder Mr. Backus had provided for
them.

Meanwhile, a small crowd of the cu-
rious had collected around the wagon in
the other street, speculating as to its pur-
pose. ;

The portly patrolman, who was an-
swering an occasional question from some
of the more favored neighbors, was mas-
ter of ceremonies. He was kept busy
warding off the persistent clamors of a
swarm of youngsters and shooing them
away from the vehicle.

Hither Backus accompanied Johnson.
It took the latter only a few moments to
mount his big camera and adjust the
film. - He turned it about one way and
another, as if uncertain just what view
to take.

No one seemed to think the Backus
house in particular was to be in the pic-
ture. . Nor had any one seen a moving-
picture camera before, or realized that
this was such an instrument.

“Some real-estate advertisers
ping a view,” ventured one.

That seemed to satisfy the crowd’s cu-
riosity.

Backus, who was engaged in good-na-
tured chaffing with his neighbors, added

snap-
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to his own apparently ingenuous specula-
tions.

Just as the machine began to run, the
two villainous - looking “ thugs” crept
stealthily but swiftly across the Backus
lawn, casting furtive stage-glances about
them. Placing the ladder against a cor-
ner of the upper veranda, one clambered
up with the sacks under his arm, while the
other remained on guard at.the ladder’s
foot, an “ accegsory to the crime.”

Some one in the crowd around the ma-
chine discovered this performance first,
then all stood for a moment silent with
astonishment.

The man on the roof produced a )1m-
my from his inside pocket and proceeded
to open one of the big front windows,
through which he quickly disappeared
from sight. His pal on the ground was
meanwhile keeping a sharp lookout, peer-
ing first up the street and then down,
casting frequent glances at the half-open
window.

Just as the man disappeared, a woman
in the lower part of the house discovered
what was going on for the first time. She
thrust her head from her front door and
screamed. Almost simultaneously her
neighbor next door made the same dis-
covery and joined in the outcry.

The neighborhood awoke in an instant.
Feminine heads appeared in every direc-
tion.

That broke the spell which had for a
moment held the crowd about the ma-
chine, and they made a dash across lots
toward the Backus house, some of them
fairly dragging the grinning policeman
along with them.

The “ thug ” on guard suddenly turned
and, with a great show of bravado, drew
a revolver and faced the oncoming
crowd. For a moment it looked as if
there would be a lynching.

All this time the machine was hum-
ming industriously. Johnson and Back-
us stood by, laughing gleefully at the suc-
cess of the joke.

Now the porch-climber, who had been
inside of the house a reasonable length of
time to accomplish his fell purpose, ap-
peared in the window with his first sack
of “swag.” He placed it carefully on
the roof, and went back for the other.

At this point some one in the crowd
noticed that this performance was not
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causing the householder any alarm. Oth-
ers looked back and saw the grinning men
about the machine. Then the joke dawned
on them, and they ceased their murder-
ous advance before the sentinel suffered
any bodily harm.

The people in the windows, however,
less favored spectators, were still in ig-
norance, and kept up the clamor. The
onrushing crowd quickly swallowed their
own chagrin and waited to enjoy the dis-
comfiture of the women when they dis-
covered the trick.

A moment later the * desperado ” up-
stairs appeared with his second loaded
sack, which he followed through the win-
dow. As he handed the two bags down
to his anxiously awaiting pal, and half
slid down the ladder himself, the crowd
yelled its approval in a grand chorus of
“ April Fool!” and kept it up while the
two “ criminals” grabbed their “loot”
and the ladder and made a hasty exit.

As the facts dawned on the rest of the
neighborhood, there was a sudden disap=
pearance of disgusted feminine faces and
a chorus of banging windows.

“ Well, that was realistic enough to suit
anybody,” remarked Backus to Johnson,
as the crowd closed in around the picture=
machine.

“Yes, that looked. like the real thing,
all right,” put in the officer. “I came
near running them ‘guys in meself when
they skinned away with the goods.”

A moment later Johnson had packed
up his machine and driven off with his
two assistants.

Billy Backus was still lingering in
front of his house, chatting with the of-
ficers and one or two neighbors, when a
one-horse wagon containing three men
pulled up at the curb.

“ Does Mr. Backus live here? ' asked
one of the trio.

“ He sure does, and here he is,”
the reply of the genial householder.

“ Well, we came out from the Inter-
national Kinetoscope Company, to frame
up that burglary stunt on your house. Mr.
Cantwell said you would understand.”

“ What'’s that? " ejaculated Backus and
the policeman.

The spokesman repeated his statement
in perfectly plain English.

“ Somebody must be bughouse up at
your place, or else you have got your wires

was
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crossed,” said Backus. “ How many bur-
glars does Cantwell think I am going to
entertain for him in one afternoon? He's
had one gang up here already.”

It was now the visitor’s turn to look
surprised.

“ Somebody is bughouse besides me,
then,” he declared. ‘‘ Cantwell told me
about this job last week, and he didn’t
have any other gang he could have sent
out, anyway. Did the guy give you his
name? "

“ Sure ; it was Johnson,” replied Back-
us—*“the man Cantwell said he would
send.”

“ Johnson! " cried the other. ““ That's
my name, and I am the only original
around our shop.” :

“ What’s your game, young fellow?”
demanded the officer, now becoming ex-
tremely suspicious.

)
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“ Somebody else trying an April-fool
dodge, I guess,” said Billy Backus. “ I'll
go up-stairs and phone Cantwell.”

As the householder entered his dining-
room, where the telephone hung, he
stopped in consternation. He was con=
fronted by a gaping silver-cabinet abso-
lutely empty, while on the floor in front
still lay, the pile of junk his early visitor
had dumped there.

Sticking up conspicuously from the top
of the heap was an old scrap of paper
with some rude hieroglyphics scrawled on
it. Backus picked it up as a possible clue,
and this is what he read :

April Fool, William! Next time
don’t lay your plans at a quick-lunch
table. Better take a private dining-
room.

Yours,
Tue Rear Crooxs.

THE CAD.

BY CASPER CARSON,

Author of *‘ From Stripes to Shoulder-Straps,’’ ‘‘In the Lap of Luxury,’”’ *“ When Reuben
Came to Town,”’ ete.

The Man Who Vowed in Public that He Was Going to Marry a Certain
Heiress for Her Millibns, and How He Justified Himself
for the Act.
(COMPLETE IN THIS ISSUE.)

CHAPTER I
BEAUTY AND THE BEAST.

“Y MET a dream of a girl last night,”
observed Goodrich suddenly, at
breakfast.

His companion, Mr. Dempsey St. John,
did not seem especially impressed. He
merely lifted his eyebrows, and continued
serenely spooning out the interior of his
grapefruit.

Then, somewhat leisurely, he rinsed his
fingers, and prepared to glance at the
morning paper. Mr. St. John was re-
fined, worldly-wise, and inclined to be a
trifle cynical.

“T say, I met a dream of a girl last
night,” repeated Goodrich aggressively.

“ Chorus or vaudeville?” queried Mr.
St. John, his eyes upon the headlines.

12

“ Neither, by = George! Goodrich
banged his fist down on the table with a
vehemence which made the dishes rattle.
“ But a regular top-notcher, I tell you
—a Newport and Lénox and Tuxedo
beauty.”

“My dear Cadmus”—DMr. St. John
always called the other this, probably be-
cause his name was David J.—‘"my dear
Cadmus,” with a slight frown, ‘there is
no need to call the attention of the whole
dining-room to us by such emphasis ; nor,
I may add, in trying to lie to me. Where,
pray, could you meet any respectable
people, unless I introduce them to you?
And T certainly was not out with you last .
night?”

“ Well, T met this one all right without
you,” boasted Goodrich. “ And you can
take it straight from me, that she’s got
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all the dames you ever steered me up
against looking like a bunch of also-rans.
Looks, position, money — any way you
want to play it—she can give the flag to
all Fifth Avenue.”

Mr. St. John made no remark, but the
very way he poured out his coffee was evi-
dence of his skepticism.

“ Think I'm trying to string you, eh?
Pass it up for a line of bull con, do you?
Well, just to prove I know the sterling
mark when I see it on the goods, I'll hand
you out her name. It's Natica Sherman.
Now maybe you 11 sit up and take no-
tice:

Mr. John did more—he fairly
gasped, for Natica Sherman was the ac-

knowledged belle of the season, the most
* beantiful, exquisite creature that New
York’s smart set had produced in years.

Neither could there be any question as
to her standing in society. She traced
her descent through lines of the purest
Knickerbocker blood. The Sherman for-
tune represented the accumulated millions
of three generations.

“You met Miss Natica Sherman!”
St. John exclaimed, with an incredulity
which was hardly flattering. * Did she
talk with you?”

“ Sure, she did. Oh, we got as chummy
as a ‘sore back and a porous-plaster.
She’s asked me to come up to the house
and see her.”

The other man studied his face hard
for some evidence of a joke, but was
finally forced to accept the statement at
par.

“ Oh, never fear ; it’s all on the level,”

Goodrich went on, rightly interpreting
the analytic glance bent upon him “from
the shrewd gray eyes behind the gold-
rimmed ey eglas»es “ I met her last nwht
at the rehearsal for that Charity Bazaar
I’ve been rung in on. She’s in the ‘ Old
New York Minuet’ they've got up, you
know, supposed to be limited only to
swells.  But young Art Osborne, who was
Natica's partner, mmuetted so-much like
a grasshopper that Mrs. Yeats took him
out and promoted me from being an In-
dian chief in the tableaus to the vacant

job.

“T'm to be Aaron Burr, whoever he
was,” he added complacently.

“Good Lord!” ejaculated St.
helplessly. “ Good Lord!”

John
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Why not pick out Chuck Connors to
enact the courtly, polished Aaron, and be
done with it, he thought?

“Yes,” went on the other, unheeding
the interruption; “and maybe you think
I didn’t get Osborne’s goat with a chance
like that? Oh, you kid! Did I land?
Say, I was the one best bet before we got
twice around. And now, as I tell you,
there’s * Welcome’ wreaths hanging all
over the front door of that big house up
the avenue, whenever I choose to stroll
around.”

““She probably looks upon you as a
freak,” observed Mr. St. John thought-
fully, “and wants to study you at her
leisure. But, never doubt, your shrift
will be over as soon as her curiosity is
satisfied. No girl of cultivated instincts
could possibly stand long for you, you
know.”

These two never hesitated to tell each
other home truths, no matter how un-
palatable.  Their intimacy, extending
over a period of three years naw, was a
strange one, inexplicable to most people

W h\ it was asked, should Dempsey St.
John, ‘the esthetic dilettante, whose word
was the final authority on art, literature,
and the stage—why should he, lonely
though he might be in his confirmed bach-
elorhood, have taken up and made his
constant companion this raw, uncouth
cub, who must have set his teeth on edge
a dozen times a day?

Perhaps it was, as Dempsey sometimes
averred, smiling cynically under his short,
grizzled mustache a penance for his sins,
lll\e the haircloth shirt which the monks
of old used to wear next their flesh.

Perhaps the association was due to the
attraction of unlike temperaments; per-
haps, because the older man saw, or
thought he saw under Goodrich’s rough
exterior, something fine which needed but
to be developed, a glint of gold in the
forbidding quartz.

If this last were true, certain it was
that no one else had been able to discern
it. Goodrich was a cad, a boor, a primi-
tive savage, and bade fair to remain such
to the end of the chapter.

- Why he consorted with St. John was
equally incomprehensible. It might have
been supposed, for the purpose of im-
proving himself, and gaining a knowl-
edge of polite practises.~ But he openly
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flouted the advice and instruction of his
mentor, ridiculed the other’s dignified
punctilio, and went his own objectionablc
way.

“ Mrs. Verrage told me to-night not to
bring you to her house any more,” ob-
served St. John on one occasion, with
that outspoken candor which distinguished
their alliance. * She says you are not a
gentleman.”

“ Well, she’s right,” retorted Goddrich,
entirely unabashed; “I'm not. I am
David J. Goodrich.”

*That was the keynote to the fellow, an
insufferable and abounding conceit. He
was David J. Goodrich; take him or
leave him, as you choose. He intended

to change neither his ways nor his man-

ners to suit anybody..

As for the rest, he had come up to New
York some five or six years before from a
little village out in New Jersey, seventy-
five or a hundred miles away, and after a
season of searching for a job had finally
landed as porter at a big arf store.

Shrewd enough ina way, and naturally
observant, he soon recoghized that the
artists who came there to dispose of their
wares were, as a rule, poor business men,
unequal to driving a hard bargain, and
usually taking whatever price the dealers
saw fit to give them. Therefore, since he
had begun to tire of hard work, as well
as to cherish certain aspirations for a
higher niche in the world, he proposed to
one or two of these, whom he had come
to know, that he should sell their output
for them on commission, and happening
to make good, was able to take this up as
a regular means of livelihood.

His association with the artists led him
into Bohemian haunts, and an acquaint-
anceship also with writers, singers, and
actors, with the result that he gradually
extended the field of his operations and
took these, too, under his wing.

Besides his “ stable ” of painters, as hc
called his original clientele, he also had
a “stable” of authors whose work he
disposed of to the magazines and news-
papers. He made it his business to get
acquainted with theatrical managers, and
for a consideration could generally secure
a position for an actor temporarll} “at
liberty,” or for a singer whose voice was
wasting its sweetness on the desert air of
a boarding-house.
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T'here are all sorts of occupations fol-
lowed in New York which would land a
man at starvation anywhere else in the
country. Goodrich’s was of this char-
acter, He toiled not, neither did he spin,
in the ordinary acceptation of the term.

He had no profession or specialized
knowledge of any kind. He was even
ignorant concerning the literary and ar-
tistic values in which ‘he dabbled, except
for a certain intuitive sense of knowing
what would * go.”

Yet he managed for all that to live at
a fashionable hotel, dress stylishly, and
comport himself generally as a man of
wealth and leisure.

His curious friendship with Dempsey

John—originating in the course of
some of his art dealings, and continuing,
as already said, nobody knew why—had
thrown open doors to him others would
have given their ears to enter, and had
-made free to him New York’s aristocracy
of brains. But if Goodrich felt any grati-
tude for such privileges, he never deigned
to show it. ;

He flatly contradicted critics upon their
own ground, sneered at the claims of
noted men to their faces, introduced the
language of the  street” into the moste
sclect assemblies, and made himself gen-
erally offensive wherever he went.

Nor, with all he had gained, was he in
any way satisfied. He was constantly
grumbling over  his lot, complaining at
the happy-go-lucky shiftlessness of his
craftsmen. He would have driven them
like slaves had he been able; but the
artistic temperament is naturally -procras-

_tinating, and only so much work could he

wring out of his unwilling serfs—not
enough, he realized, no matter how large-
Iy his business might expand, to give him
the automobiles and steam-yachts and
country places and houses on Fifth Ave-
nue, and other luxuries of the millionaire
he was determined to have.

Hence he had unblushingly announced
his intention of marrying for money.

“ What's the use of slaving and sweat-
ing for the big bank-roll, when there’s
such an easy short cut to it as that,” he
used to say to St. John. ‘“ The first skirt
I see tagged with the million - dollar
mark, me for it, and I don’t care who
kmm\ what T am up to.”

“ Nothing less than a million \\ould
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do, T suppose?” St. John would query
derisively. “ And, of course, the lady
herself will have nothing to say in the
matter. Indeed, how could any woman
decline such an honor?”

“ You're jolly well right,” Goodrich
would grin in reply. ‘A million is my
figure ; more if I can get it, but not a
darned cent less. ‘And as for the girl "—
with braggart self-confidence—* the one
I pick out will toe the mark all right;
rever fret about that. I get what I want,
when I want it, son. Put it down on
paper, if you want to.”

“By Jove, I Will!” cried St. John;
‘“ just to catch you once in your conceited
impudence.”’

And, accordingly, he drew up the fol-
lowing statement, which both of them
duly signed:

David J. Goodrich hereby pledges
himself to marry within one year from
date a girl worth not less than one mil-
lion dollars, or in default thereof to
pay for a dinner for Dempsey St. John
and six friends, which shall be held at
a time and place, and ‘with a menu to
be selected by Dempsey St. John.

And in case David J. Goodrich does
redeem his said pledge and marry a
girl worth one million dollars within-
one year from date, then Dempsey St.
John agrees to provide a dinner for
him and six friends upon similar terms
and conditions.

That had been months before, however,
and as Goodrich had not recently referred
to the subject, nor managed to make the
acquaintance of any heiress, St. John sup-
posed the fellow had seen the futility of
the attempt, and was preparing to pay
for his boasting. =

Now, though, when the other scoffingly
observed that Miss Natica Sherman was
probably only interested in him as a freak
of which she would soon tire, ¢ Cadmus ”
looked up at him from across the table
with a peculiar expression of triumph.

“No,” he said. “ To tell you the
truth, St. John, I'm rather banking on her
to win that dinner for me.”

Even St. John’s usually impenetrable
calm was shattered by so audacious a
declaration.

“ You mean—"" he gasped.

“T1 mean that I think I shall marry
her. She’s got ten millions, they say, and

/
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that’s ten times more than I agreed to
show up ; so you've got no kick coming.”

“You fool!” St. John had somewhat
recovered himself by this time. “ To say
nothing of the absurdity of her possibly
considering you, don’t you know that
Natica Sherman is already practically be-
trothed to Arthur Osborne?”

““To Art Osborne, eh?”

“ Certainly. Why, that is an under-
stood thing, settled almost from the time
the two were in their cradles, and a highly
appropriate arrangement, too, in view of
the T&lg and extremely close intimacy
between the families. Judge Osborne was
Mr. Sherman’s executor, and has had
entire charge of the estate ever since the
latter’s death, twelve years ago.”

“ What’s that?” demanded Goodrich
with a start. “ Judge Osborne has charge
of all that mazuma, you say?”

“‘ He has, indeed. What’s the matter? ”
mockingly. “ You are surely not afraid
to have your prospective dowry in his
hands, are you? Why, idiot, big as the
Sherman fortune is, it is not a drop in the
bucket to Judge Osborne’s wealth.”

“ Oh, I don’t need you to tell me how
old Osborne’s rated,” interrupted Good-
rich impatiently. * Everybody in New
York knows that he’s in the Rockefeller
and Morgan class all right; but, just the
same—"’

He paused, and frowningly contem-
plated the remains of breakfast on his

plate. :

“Yes?” suggested St. John. “ Just
the same— "

- ““Ah!” and Goodrich favored him

with an enigmatic wink; “1I think T'll
wait to tell you that, my boy, until—”
Again he paused.

* Well? Until what?

“ Until the Sherman millions belong to
me,” concluded Goodrich, with a boister-
ous laugh, as he rose from the table.

S GEEAPTERER-TT:

THE CHALLENGE.

For several days thereafter, Mr. St.
John saw little of his lofitish “ side-part-
ner.” Goodrich was evidently engaged
on some affairs which occupied the most
of his time; and, although it was his
custom to blow and bluster about any

4
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transactions in which he was concerned,
he remained in the present instance
strangely secretive.

Sometimes, when he came in at night,
or on the rare occasions when the two
now took their meals together, he would
speak swaggeringly of having been up to
* Natica’s house,” or of having been to
this, that, or the other place with “ Na-
tica,” thus showing that he was not neg-
lecting his' wooing; but, for the most
part, he was preoccupied and thoughtful.

Once or twice St. John ran into him<

outside, sitting in a restaurant in close
conference with fellows the older man
did not know ; but, as he showed no in-
clination to include his friend in the par-
ty, and did not afterward refer to their
meeting, the other felt a certain delicacy
in alluding to the matter.

In truth, he really thought very little
about it. Goodrich was always picking
up with new people, or starting some
fresh scheme which, as a rule, ended in
smoke ; and St. John's curiosity in regard
to whatever new ventures might be in
contemplation was, consequently, a trifle
blunted.

Besides, there was a wonderful ex-
hibition of Spanish paintings just come
to town which engaged about all of the
critie’s interest and enthusiasm, and left
him scant opportunity for any detached
or separate reflections.

However, the two got together on the
night of the big ¢ Charity Bazaar” ; for,
like almost everybody else in New York,
St. John felt this was an event he could
not well afford to miss, and had drawn
himself away from his beloved pictures
to be in attendance.

It was held in the Metropolitan Opera-
House, and the chief event on the pro-
-gram was to be the minuet presenting
characters famous in the history of old
New York, the different parts being ta-
ken in many cases, by direct descendents
of the personages portrayed.

St. John had: looked forward with a
good deal of quiet amusement to seeing
Goodrich in the role of Aaron Burr; for
he could not conceive of “ Cadmus’ an-
swering in one single respect to the re-
quirements of the character.

Yet, when the minuet was finally
danced, he was bound to admit that the
“woman who picked Goodrich out had
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been wiser than he. Whether it was the
Colonial costume — the black silk coat
and knee-breeches, with the ruffles and
powdered hair—or whether it was the
excitement of the occasion rousing him
up to the demands of his part, the chap
undoubtedly made good.

Courtly, dignified, debonair, he moved
through the stately figures of the dance
with a grace and ease which would have
done credit to the real Aaron himself.

Ordinarily, too, Goodrich was a_de-
cidedly commonplace - looking person—
the type of which one sees hundreds on
Elevated or Subway trains, or about the
streets, and never thinks of giving a sec-
ond glance; but to-night he looked posi-
tively distinguished. There was a flash
in his eye, a poise in his bearing, a firm
set to his lips which had worked a veri-
table transformation in his appearance.

There was no question but that he and
his partner scored the hit of the spec-
tacle. Miss Sherman was cast assTheo-
dosia Burr, and in her sweet young
beauty and slender grace, as she swayed
to the rhythm of the music, the spirit of
that traditional belle seemed again to live
and breathe.

Each time the measures of the minuet
brought this pair to the footlights, they
were greeted with rounds of applause;
and at the conclusion they were called
out again and again to stand bowing to
a house which rose at them as to a Caruso
or a Melba. : ?

It was not, however, the success of
their pageantry, or even the unexpected
gallantry of Goodrich, or the loveliness
of his companion, that held St. John's
glance riveted upon the twain, and caused
his eyes to narrow slowly behind the
gold-rimmed glasses.

It was rather a significant downward
flutter of Natica’s dark lashes every time
her gaze turned in the direction of her
partner, the coming and going of a deep-
er color upon her cheek than that of the
rouge which her make-up demanded.

“ By Jove!” St. John said to himself
in amazement. * Incredible as it may
seem, she has fallen in love with the
beggar! Good Heavens! In love with
‘Cadmus’! A beautiful, exquisite crea-
ture like that! And he, the soulless clod,
only values her because she is worth ten
millions!
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“ It must not be permitted,” he assert-
ed fiercely to himself. ‘I should have
stepped in and put a stop to it long ago.
I must do so now. I must find some way
to prevent so flagrant an outrage. Yet,”
and he frowned, mindful of how often
interference in a love-affair will provoke
the very result one is seeking to avoid,
“what shall I do? What can I do?”

St. John saw little of the rest of the
performance. Seldom had he been so
-~ disturbed and upset over a matter which

did not directly concern himself, and for~

which he was in no way responsible.

He was given, too, to attending strict-
ly to his own business. But failure to
intervene in this case would be nothing
less than a crime. - The girl must be saved
from so monstrous a sacrifice.

He knew Goodrich, he told himself—
none better ; and on no account could he
be considered a worthy or even permis-
sible mate for Natica Sherman.

Ignorant, clownish, totally mercenary
in his aims, what hope of happiness could
there be for her in such a union? The
fellow cared for nothing except her
money. She might be drawn to him now
by a girlish infatuation or whim; but
when she came to know him, she would
not be able to stand him for a minute.

Yes, St. John decided, tugging at his
mustache ticklish though such a propo-
sition was, he must’ interpose and stop the
affair at any hazard.

A dozen plans to that end suggested
themselves only, upon consideration, to
be discarded. He knew he must be wise,
wary and tactful if he were to avoid rous-
ing the girl’s spirit and thus playing di-
rectly into Goodrich’s hand ; and, conse-
quentlv he put aside all sud1 1d.€”l% as
that of appealing to her mother, or en-
deavoring to- have any compulsxon
brought to bear.

He also knew it would be idle to pro-
test to Goodrich. The latter would only
tell him impudently to go to the dickens,
and continue, unheeding, in his purpose.

Indeed, the more St. John pondered
the situation the more puzzled he be-
came. He was still as uncertain and at
sea as ever when the entertainment came
to an end, and he wandered out with the
crowd so absorbed in his meditations that
he did not notice at least a dozen bows
of recognition extended to him.
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There is a rather famous chop-house a
short distance down Broadway where one
can usually get a quiet and undisturbed
corner to himself, and thither St. John
decided to go and thrash out his problem
over a light supper. 55

He had hardly thoroughly settled him-
self, however, and given an order for
grilled bones, before the quiet of the
place was invaded by a noisy crowd of
young fellows, performers from the ba-
zaar, with Cadmus among them.

The latter was manifestly preening
himself over his triumph, blatantly ex-
ultant and vainglorious. He spied his
comrade immediately, and, rushing over
to St. John's corner, seized him by the
arm, loudly insisting that he must join
their party.

It was on the tip of the critic’s tongue
to refuse with the curt announcement that
he preferred to be left to his own com-
pany when, raising his eyes, he observed
that Arthur Osborne was one of the
crowd with Goodrich, and an inspiration
flashed into his mind. He rose without
a word, and followed over to the big
table around which they were seating
themselves.

“ Here "—Goodrich roughly pushed
two of them aside to make room for St.
John, and thrust him forward—“1I guess
most of you chaps know old Dempsey
here without having to be introduced ;
but to such of ypu as don’t, I'll simply
say that he’s the duck who tries to play
the part of guardian to me.

“ Yes,” he went on, gleefully slap-
ping St. John on the shoulder, “ he
thinks I can’t do anything right, you

know, and is always telling me how the
game should” be played according to
Hoyle. But I guess I handed him one
to-night that’ll make him be good for a
\\hlle Eh, old sport?

L He thouoht I couldn’t p]ay Aaron
Burr, if you please ,he went on. “ Did
I show him? Well, say! Wasn’t I the
goods? If I'd been any more Aaron-y,
I'd have been old Aaron himself!”

Nobody made any reply to this bois-
terous bit of self-glorification, but all
looked a shade disgusted.

Fimally St. John broke the silence.

“ My dear Cadmus,” he said dryly,
“far be it from me to attémpt to be-
little your triumph of this evening. In-
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deed, after this, I am ready to believe
almost anything of you; even—” He

paused ; then, speaking more distinctly,
added: “ Even your threat to marry a

girl worth a million dollars!”

Goodrich started, and shot a quick,
questioning glance at St. John, but the
latter met it with absolute composure.

“What's that? What’s that?” rang
out a half-dozen voices. ‘ Goodrich
*is threatening to marry a 0‘11'1 worth a
million? ”

“Why, certainly,” ]ohn smiled
around upon the group. “ Do you mean
to say none of you had heard about it?
Well, I am surprised. It is the truth,
though. = See,” opening his pocketbook
and producing the fateful dinner agree-
ment, “ I have the documents to prove it.”

The “kidding” and * joshing” of
Goodrich that followed! He was far
from ‘popular, and none there but wel-
comed the chance to take the wind out
of his sails, puffed up with conceit over
his success at the bazaar.

One wanted to know when the “ open
season '’ for heiresses started; another
asked him what methods he should fol-
low in his hunting, and whether he in-
tended to capture his prize with a net or
in a trap. They dubbed him * Roose-
velt”; and one fellow, with a turn for
drawing, executed a sketch on the back
of a menu-card in which he was repre-
sented as stalking his game through the
jungles of Central Park.

Goodrich, however, took all their teas-
ing with arrogant indifference.

“ Well,” he drawled at length, “ laugh
if you want to. I don’t deny that I have
declared myself, as St. John tells you;
and, what’s more,” with a bang of his
fist on the table, “ I intend to make good.
As for how I'm going to get my heiress,
I've got her already.”

A perfect roar of derision went up at
this announcement. Nobody believed
him for a moment ; they merely supposed
that, in order to hush them up, he was
making a colossal bluff.

= Rats' " scoffed one of the leading
tormentors. ‘‘ Don’t tell us that any girl
with a million is overlooking the fine line
of foreign dukes and counts to take up
with a bargain-counter remnant like you,
Goodrich. You'll have to produce evi-
dénce on that score, my boy.”

-4
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chimed in the rest
Name

sVes;
lustily.

that’s it,”
“ We're from Missouri.
her, if it’'s so. Name her.”

“ Oh, that’s easy,” sneered Goodrich,
flinging back his* head. * Since you're
all so_bent on knowing, it’s my partner
of to-night—Natica Sherman!”

A dead silence succeeded his words for
a moment. They had no other idea than
that his words were intended as a joke,
but this was carrying a joke too far.

Somebody attempted to give a half-

“ hearted laugh, and turn the subject; but

the sentence he started ended abruptly,
for Arthur Osborne had sprung excited-
ly to his feet, and was leaning across the
table.

Always a handsome young fellow, St.
John thought he looked like a demigod
as he stood there, towering pale and stern
over the other, his blue eyes flashing in-
dignation, his yellow hair swept back
from his brow.

“ Goodrich,” he said, his voice choked
by passion, ““you are a lar!”

David J. never changed his careless,
insolent pose for a second.

“So!" with a glance up at Osborne,
“in what way, please?”

“ In daring to assert that you are en-
gaged to Miss Sherman, or that she—"

“ Hold on, there,” interrupted Good-
rich. “ Hold on. Don’t put any words
into my mouth that I never used. I'll
leave it to anybody here that I never
made any such claim.”

“You did,” insisted Osborne wrath-
fully.

“ I did not. All I said was that I al-
ready had my heiress; and by that I
stand. Maybe we’re not engaged; but
I guess a fellow knows without having
to be told when a girl’s so stuck on him
that she’s ready to snap him up the min-
ute he says the word.”

“ And do you dare to say that such is
the situation between—"

“ Between me and Natica? Sure, son.
T've got her lashed to the mast.”

Osborne’s face was dark with rage, but
he managed to control himself.

“ Look here,” he said, “ the young lady
whose name you have been using so free-
ly has no brother or natural champion to
resent your conduct; but, as a friend of
the family, I take the duty on myself. I
don’t know whether this is your elownish
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idea of humor, or whether vour over-
grown conceit has led you into the be-
lief that you are speaking the truth, but,
whichever it is, you are going to apolo-
gize right here and now, or else take a
thrashing that you’ll remember to the day
of your death!”

“That's right! ” joined in a chorus of
the others. “ And we’ll help you! Don't
wait for an apolegy; soak him, anyway.
He deserves to be licked within an inch
of his life, the dirty cur!”

John alone attempted to pour oil
on the troubled waters, but his voice was
lost in the tumult. It was growing late,
and their party was alone in the little
restaurant, except for the presence of a
hovering waiter or two. He began to
fear that his associate might be roughly
handled before the impending fray could
be stopped.

“ Boys, boys,” he protested, *“ don’t let
this affair degenerate into a vulgar brawl.
Apologize, Cadmus. Apologize at once,
I tell you.”

“Shut up!” growled Goodrich, strug-
gling to his feet and facing the ring of
menacing faces. ‘‘ There ain’t going to
be any scrap, and there ain’t going to be
any apology, either. o

“ What are all you fellows butting into
the game for, anyhow? " he demanded of
the crowd. * This is a private matter
between me and Osborne, and I guess we
can settle it for ourselves.

“ He’s stuck on the girl himself. Ab,
touched you on the raw there, didn’t I,
son?” as Arthur flushed and then went
pale again. * He’s stuck on the girl him-
self, I say. Well, so am I, or on her
money, w hich amounts to the same thing :
and is a questlon like that to be settled
by all of you Jumpmw on me and pound-
ing me into a jelly?, Not by a jugful.”

“ Then, settle it \nth ()abornef urged
the crowd vociferously. * Stand up to
him like a man and take your medicine.”

“ No.” Goodrich shook his head. * He
is bigger than I am, and would plolnhl\
do me, although I fancy I could give a
fair account of myself ;: but how would
that help matters?”

“He’s afraid! He's
velled. “ Make him fight,
him!”

S ¥ ah
risive chin at them.

afraid!” they
Arthur. Smash

Goodrich thrust out a de-
“You chaps claim
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to be gentlemen, and I don’t; but T've
got just enough consideration for this girl
not to want to see her name dragged into
a police-court scrap and flaunted in the
head-lines of to-morrow morning’s yel-
lows. It wouldn’t look well for the fu-
ture Mrs. David J. Goodrich,” he added
impudently.

“No,” he reiterated, “I won't fight,
and that goes as it lays. It ain’t fair to
the girl, and it wouldn’t settle a thing.
Osborne would be just as much stuck on
her as ever, and I would be just as much
stuck on—her money.

“ What I say is, leave it to her. That’s
the way to prove whether I'm a liar or
not. Osborne’s got everything on me.
He's a gentleman born and bred. He's
got looks—I've heard St. John, here, call
him a Greek god, and an ‘ Apollo Bel-
viderey,” and a bunch of other art-mu-
seum things.

“ He's got money, too, and family, and
he’s a cotillion leader, and been through
Harvard College. I'm just David J.
Goodrich, a one-hundred-to-one outsider.

“ Then, let him leave it to the girl, if
he dares. He’s out to marry her—he
won’t deny it; and I'm out for her ten
millions. My hand’s spread out on the
table; now let him play to it, and see
which she chooses.

“That’ll do a dern sight more toward
settling the question of who’s the liar
than a couple of bloody noses and a pair
of fines down at Jefferson Market in the
morning.”

Arthur Osborne hesitated a moment,
then picked up the gauntlet flung down
to him.

“ 1 may be wrong in demeaning myself
to your caddish level,” he said contemptu-
ously, “but perhaps it is the best way to
teach you the lesson you deserve. I ac-
cept your challenge, not on the terms that
Miss Sherman will accept me, but that she
will certainly refuse you; and until that
time I am willing to defer the thrashing
I have made up my mind to give you.” !

“ All right,”” Goodrich nodded care-
lessly : ““ you're on, any way you want to
frame it up. Are you coming, St. John?
as he rose and swaggered to the door, fol-
lowed by the black looks and muttered
execrations of the entire party. “1I guess
this bunch is a bit too select for a razor-
back like me.”
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Outside the door, he paused and laid a
hand upon his companion’s shoulder.

“Very cute of you, Dempsey,” he said
—“very clever indeed. You think now
that when the girl hears of this affair to-
night, as she’s sure to, all bets’ll be off,
eh? Well, let me give you the tip, my
son. It was just what I wanted.”

CHAPTER IIL
ONLY A FORTUNE-HUNTER.

THERE was a stiff, square, white note,
addressed in angular feminine handwri-
ting, awaiting Goodrich when he returned
to the hotel the following evening.

“ H’'m,” he grinned, as he tore it open
and ran his eye over the contents. * Just
about what I expected. - I" could have
come pretty near dictating it in advance.”

“Ts it from her?” queried St. John.

“ Of course.”

“What does she say?”

“Qh, just a bunch of guff—ducky-
daddles, and sweetie-weetie, and all that

_sort of thing—with a string of round O’s
down at the bottom for kisses. Like to
see for yourself?” And he flung the
missive over with a teasing laugh.

Long as St. John had known Good-
rich, he was never able to tell just when
the other was joking and when in earnest.
So it was with considerable relief he saw
the note was not the described  bunch of
guff, with a string of round O’s,” but a
very formal little epistle requesting the
recipient, if he could possibly find it con-
venient, to call that evening at Miss Sher-
man’s home.

“Evidently the wireless is in good
working order,” commented Goodrich.
“T,ate as it was, I'll bet we hadn’t been
gone fifteen minutes last night before she
had a C.Q.D. message from that chop-
house, with a full account of all that had
taken place. Trust to little Arthur for
that.”

“ Nothing of the kind,” demurred St.
John quickly. “TI'll wager my life that
if she’s heard anything it never came from
Osborne. He’s a clean-cut, manly young
fellow—not at all the kind to carry tales,
no matter how much it might be to his
own advantage.”

“ Sure, he wouldn’t,” sneered the other
—‘“not in a case like this, anyway, where
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he knew he had a dozen good friends only
too anxious to do the dirty work for him,
without any need of him soiling his lily
fingers.

“ However,” he broke off, ‘it doesn’t
make any difference how it got to her. It
was boundl to, anyhow, sooner or later,
and it’s a cinch that she knows now. The
weather predictions for me, I guess, are
squally, with sharp thunder and lightning
and heavy rains.”

“You are going to call, then, as she
requests? ” 2

“ Surest thing in the world. But not
to-night, bo—not to-night. She’ll have
to sit on the anxious-stool for a while and
wonder what I'm up to. Maybe, if I feel
like it, I shall saunter around there to-
morrow afternoon.” 7

“ But you can’t do anything like that,”
protested the horrified St. John. “A re-
quest of this kind from a lady is like re-
turning a partner’s lead of trumps at
whist. Only sudden death or an absence
of trumps in one’s own hand can excuse
the failure to comply. You must either go
or consider your acquaintance with her at
an end, and break off any semblance at
cordial relations. You can’'t—"

“ Well, I can,” asserted Goodrich im-
perturbably, “ and what’s more, I'm going
to. I'm playing this hand, I tell you, and
if she wants to see me she’ll have to wait
until T am good and ready to drop
around.”

St. John could only throw up his hands
in the face of such utter insensibility to the
demands of propriety.

¢ Well, there’s one good thing, at
least,” he remarked. ‘“ When you do go,
you'll find the door shut in your face.”

“ Not on your life,” rejoined Goodrich
easily. “ On the other hand, I'll lay you
ten to one she’ll be watching for me so
close that she’ll be down to open the door
for me with her own hands.”

And, it must be confessed, that is just
exactly what happened when David J.
finally decided that the time was ripe for
him to pay his postponed visit. There
was, however, a certain angry luster in
the girl’s dark eyes, a proud set to her fair
young head, a touch of hauteur in her
manner as she admitted him—which
boded, indeed, the squally weather he had
predicted. 2

The visitor seemed, though, to take no
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note of these danger-signals. He en-
tered the drawing-room jauntily and at
ease, carrying his hat and stick with him,
and, after an observation or two upon the
beauty of the day, started to describe an
amusing street incident he had seen while
on the way up there.

Quite uninvited, he had drawn forward
a chair and seated himself in it while she
remained standing; but he was not able
to proceed far in his funny story before
she stopped him with a quick, impatient
gesture.

“ Mr, Goodrich,” she said icily, “ I did
not ask you to come here to entertain me,
but to put to you a very serious question.”

“ A serious question, eh? ” he returned
flippantly. “ That generally means mon-
ey in the crowd I train with. Is it possible
that you want to make a touch?”

He drew out a handful of small
change from his pocket, and gazed at it
with mock melancholy.

“ Only one dollar and thirty-seven cents
left,” with a shake of his head ; “but you
can have half of it if you really are in
need. Come, I'll be generous. I'll do
without the new diamond tiara I was
thinking of buying, and give you the
whole thing.”

She, however, was evidently in no mood
for foolery.

Her foot tapped impatiently on the
carpet, a quick, ominous frown gathered
on her brow.

“Oh,” she broke out angrily, “ I told
you I wanted to consult you on a serious
matter. Will you not, then, please cease
this frivolity, and—and—"

“ Get down to business? ” he supplied.
“With all my heart. But, first, won’t you
sit down? It makes me nervous to see you
fidgeting around on your feet that way,
when all these chairs are going to waste.”

She hesitated an instant, but finally
somewhat reluctantly took the seat to-
ward which he waved a lordly hand, al-
though he still did not offer to rise.

“ Now,” he said, *“ we can talk. If I
am not mistaken, you want to ask me in
regard to a little incident which took
place the other night?”

‘A little incident!” Her eves blazed.
“Is that what you call the entirely un-
warrantable use of my name you made in
a public place? If I had any male rela-
tive capable of acting for me, instead of
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having to take the matter up myself, I
think you would find it a pretty big inci-
dent. A little incident!”

“ Why, yes,” assented Goodrich, “ that
is all I should term it if you had been
out in a crowd of girls and happened to -
make casual mention of my name. I
wouldn’t go threatening to call in all my
sisters and my cousins and my aunts on
account of it.”

“ Casual mention!”
“ Casual mention !

she stormed.
Did you not openly

assert— Oh,” she broke off, “I cannot
repeat it! It is too degrading, too insult-

ing to me!”

“ Let me help you.” Goodrich’s voice
was bland, his expression unchanged.
“ You were about to ask me if I didn’t say
that I expected to marry you, and there-
by win an agreement with St. John that
I would have a wife worth a million in-
side of a year? That was about the sub-
stance of what Osborne reported to you,
was it not?”

“You are mistaken, sir,” she denied

sharply. * Arthur Osborne did not tell
me.”

“What?” His eyes narrowed skep-
tically. * Are you prepared to say he did

not mention the matter?
now-?

“ Well,” she confessed; “ not until aft-
er T had heard it from another source.
Then, when I asked him the pointblank
question, he could not help, of course, but
admit that it was so.”

“ Ah,” commented Goodrich, “a good
game, that. Have another fellow do the
tattling, and then appear merely to cor-
roborate his statement.”

Natica felt that this would never do.
By an ingenious twist of the conversation,
the main issue had been side-tracked, and
she and Arthur were being put in the
wrong.

“ After all.,” she said hastily, it mat-
ters little who told me. What I want to
find out is whether you have any excuses
to offer?”

“ None,” returned Goodrich.

“ You admit, then, that you said these
things? ”

“That I want to marry you? Yes.”

“That you wanted to marry me—for
my money.” she amended, with dignity.

“Well,” and he smiled slightly, “I
raise no objections on that score.”

Honor bright,

y
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“Oh!” She flung out her hands with
a passionate gesture. “ What a creature!
He sits there and calmly admits that he is
a sordid, scheming fortune-hunter. Ad-
mits it, and feels no shame!”

“ Exactly.” - Goodrich leaned forward
and spread out his hands, palms upward.
“1 lay my cards face upward on the ta-
ble for you or anybody else to see. I
have no cuffs to deceive you, and nothing
- up my sleeve. I'm a regular Pure-Food-

Law article, with everything printed
plainly on the label.” S

“ Ah, that’s just it,” she cried half hys-
terically. I mistook your bruskness and
uncouthness for honesty of character. I
thought there was something fine in you
underneath your rough shell ; but now I
find you are only a cheap, pitiful excuse
for a man—a fortune-hunter who has not
the brains to conceal his true purpose, a
cad who mentions women’s names in pub-
lic places and boasts of the courtesies they
may have shown him.

“ How dared you?” She turned on
_him ‘suddenly. “ How dared you assert
such a thing as that I was in love with
you—ready to jump into your arms the

moment you chose to give the word, was

the expressive language you used, I be-
lieve?> How dared you say it?”

“ Because,” he answered coolly, *it is
the truth.”

“ What! "

“ Tt is the truth, and you know it,

Natica. Oh, a man doesn’t have to be the
seventh son of a seventh son and born un-
der a veil to see a thing like that. All
this stuff you read in novels.and stories
about the uncertainty of lovers is pure
slush, When a chap is Mr. Right, he
doesn’t have to be told about it. Yes,
gir, you are in love with me, and you
can’t deny it. You are in love with me,
just the same as I am with you.”

A wave of color swept over her face.

“ Tt is not true!” she protested hotly,
and demanded again:

“ How dare you! How dare you!

“ Why, that very word, love, is a profa-
nation from your lips,” she blazed out at
him, her voice trembling in scorn. “ You,
who have openly bragged that your aim
in life was to marry a rich wife, who have
even had the audacity to admit it to my
face! Pah! You in love with me? You
are in love with my money ! "
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“No!” He rose to his feet at last,
and stood before her, but his voice did
not change from the even, composed tone
he had maintained throughout. * You
are wrong. As I told you, I have no ob-
jection to your money. Ten millions
would make things very pleasant for a
chap like me, with automobile instincts
and a street-car income. But, just the
same, if the ten millions were on one side
and you on the other, I'd take you every
time, Natica. I'm a poor man, and money
means a lot more to me than it does to
folks like you and Art Osborne, who have
never had to hustle for it ; but that would
be my choice.”

The earnestness of his speech caught
her attention for a moment, and she half
wavered ; then there rose within her a
surge of bitter scorn. He was weakening,
she thought—trying to placate her with
this cheap appeal.

“A very easy claim,” she sneered,
“ since there is small danger of the choice
being offered. I do not think I shall
give away my fortune just to test your
sincerity, Mr, Goodrich.”

“ Hardly,” he granted; ‘“and yet the
choice may come to me all the same.
Many a time have I traced the line,
‘ Riches have wings,” in my copy-book at
school, and although I'll admit ten mil-
lions is a pretty heavy load to lift, this is
the day of air-ships, remember.

“ Mind you, I am not expecting any
such streak of bad luck to fall your way,
I see no immediate necessity for you to
apply for admission to the poorhouse.
But should such a day ever come, should
those dollars of yours ever flutter away,
you'll find that I am still Johnny-on-the-
spot, ready to pay a dozen dinner wagers
to St. John for the sake of claiming you.”

An ironical smile curved her lips.

“As you say, Mr. Goodrich, there is
scarcely any necessity to discuds the re-
mote contingency you name. However,
I am willing to give you the benefit of
the doubt, and promise that if the time
ever does come when I am penniless, vou
shall have the opportunity to prove your
disinterestedness.

“In the meanwhile, though ’—she
spoke with considerable spirit—*1I trust
vou will understand without further ex-
planation that we must be absolute stran-
gers—our acquaintance is at an end.”
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“You mean—"

“I mean just what I say. I neither
care to receive you any longer at my
_house, nor to recognize you, or be recog-
nized by you, should we meet outside.”

Goodrich gazed at her a long moment

without speaking, but he could see no
sign of relenting in her proud bearing or
in the firm set of her jaw.

“The outer darkness for mine, eh?”
he said at last.
¢ We strive to please.” Since such is your
wish, so be it; but don't forget the con-
tingency. If the ten millions does the
Wright Brothers’ act, I shall surely be
around—unless, in some unguarded mo-
ment intervening, another girl with. a
million comes along and gathers me in.”

She made no answer to this bit of per-
siflage ; and so, after another moment of
waiting, he picked up his hat and, with
an airy bow, jauntily left the room.

She heard his steps pass through the
hall, and the closing of the front door.

“ He is utterly mercenary,” she mut-
tered through her tightly compressed lips.
“ He merely said what he did in order
to save his face. He has not real heart
enough to go upon the point of a cambric
needle.”

Then she flew to the window, and
watched with straining eyes his form as
it receded down the avenue.

“ T wonder,” she murmured—* I won-
der, if I should actually become penni-
less, what he would do?”

CHAPTER /IV.

RICHES TAKE WINGS.

St. Joux mercifully forbore to “ rub

it in” on Goodrich over the cropper
which the latter had come with his vault-
ing ambition to get rich quick via the
matrimonial route; still, he was sorely
tempted on more than one occasion to do
so, for, instead of appearing cast down
by the fiasco, Cadmus became, if any-
thing, more insufferably bumptious than
ever. ;

“ Washington and Napoleon and all
the other great men of history got it in
the neck at the start, my boy,” he said;
¢ it's the finish that counts. That agree-
ment of ours has still three months to
run, and I wouldn’t advise you to order

“Well, our motto is,
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the dinner on me until the very last min-
ute of the very last day. I'm apt to hand
you a surprise at the eleventh hour.”

In the same way he took every oppor-
tunity, too, to annoy and exasperate Ar-
thur Osborne. The latter had consistent-
ly refused to speak to him since the scene
in the chop-house, and tried to appear
oblivious to his existence; but Goodrich,,
with a sort of diabolical ingenuity, was
forever getting seats close to him in res-
taurants and places of public resort, and
there repeating in tones which could not
fail to reach the other’s ears such home-
ly proverbs as, “ He laughs best who
laughs last,” and * The winner is the
man who wins.”

St. John, shocked at such undignified
conduct, and made miserable by being
constantly dragged into it, sought vainly
to protest; but Goodrich only laughed
at his exhortations and upbraidings.

“You all call me a cad,” he would
say; ‘“and if I am to have the name, I
might as well get the game.”

He also continued the mysterious busi-
ness—whatever it was—which kept him
away from home so much; and which re-
quired so many conferences with un-
known young men.

Indeed, his whole behavior at this pe-
riod was so enigmatic that St. John’s cu-
riosity was considerably piqued. How-

.ever, as already stated, it was not the

critic’s habit to pry into others’ affairs;
and since Goodrich did not seem willing
to give him his confidence, he made no
effort to find out what was in the wind.

When his associate came to him,
though, with the request for a line of in-
troduction to a certain great financial
magnate whom St. John was in the habit
of advising upon art matters, the older
man felt justified in inquiring what was
wanted. §

“ Mr. Soderberg is a very busy man,
vou must understand, Cadmus,” he said,
somewhat reluctantly handing over the
desired passport. “ He is not only head
of the clearing-house and president of
two or three banks, but he is connected
with nearly every public institution of
any note in the city. His time is really
so thoroughly taken up that I shall feel
I have done wrong in giving you that
note unless you have something of actual
importance to present to him.”
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“ Something of importance?” ex-
claimed Goodrich. “ Well, I guess he’ll
think so, all right, when he’s heard what
I have to spring on him. Say, do you
think you can keep a secret,”St. John?”

“ Of course I can. Did you ever know
me to breathe anything which was told
me in confidence? ”

‘ All right, then ; but, mind you, not a
word to any one until the deal is pulled
Oﬁ-,” e

St. John was by this time all attention.

“ What is it?" he questioned breath-
lessly, as the other seemed to hesitate.

“You know this corner down below
here?”

“Yes,” with visions of some prospect-
ive big transaction in real estate.

“ Well, it has struck me that there
would be a most desirable point for a
peanut-stand, and I was wondering if old
Soderberg didn’t want to invest.”

And that was all St. John could get
out of him; for, laughing in high glee
as though he had perpetrated some stu-
pendous joke. he stuffed the credentials
into his pocket and made off without
vouchsafing any information as to his true
mission.

That it must have been something of
weightier concern than the location of a
peanut-stand was evidenced, however, by
the fact that the great magnate gave him
a private interview a full hour in dura-
tion, and also made an appointment with
him for the following day.

Moreover, at this second conference,
other financiers of high standing were
called in and paid eager heed to the airy
young man, who talked to them with as
much sang-froid and absence of timidity
as though he had been holding forth to
a bunch of his submissive writers or
painters.

A week or ten days later, St. John
came rushing excitedly into the room,
waving an afternoon extra, and roused
Goodrich from the nap he was always
in the habit of taking before dinner.

“ Good Heavens, man!” he cried. “I
never expected to find you here quietly
sleeping. Don’t you know what has hap-
pened? Why, the whole town is in an
uproar!” ;

“What has happened?” repeated
Goodrich, sitting up and sleepily rubbing
his eyes. ‘“ No. Has the Black Hand
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kidnaped the mayor, or has the Metro-
politan Tower collapsed?”

“ Neither ; the Invincible Trust Com-
pany has failed!” '

“ Oh, is that all? I thought, from the
way you came bursting in here, you had
some news.”

“ But surely you don’t understand? I
tell you, the Invincible Trust has failed,
closed its doors, gone to smash!”

“Yes, yes; I understand, all right. -
It's no particular surprise to me. I
heard at noon that there was a run on
down there, and that they probably
wouldn’t be able to weather it.”

“ But think of it, Cadmus. Why, it's
a public calamity. The Invincible Trust
gone. One would as soon have expected
the Rock of Gibraltar to collapse.”

“H'm,” commented Goodrich dryly;
“but the Rock of Gibraltar, you see,
hasn’t had all its underpinning and foun-
dations carted away to bolster up a lot
of wild-cat schemes. Anybody with an
eye in his head could have told what was
going to happen to the Invincible.”

“What are you talking about? With
a financier like Judge Osborne at the
head of the concern, and a dozen big for-
tunes back of him, who could have
dreamed of such a thing? Why, all the
papers say it came as a complete sur-
prise.”

* The papers never do get hold of any-
thing until after it is all over. Let’s see
what they have to say about it.” Good-
rich picked up the extra which St. John
had brought in and ran his eye down the
column.

“ ¢ Fifth Avenue hard hit,’” he read.
“You bet it is.  Old Osborne worked his
society pull for all it was worth, and
there’ll be several of the smart set that
won't be buying any new automobiles
this season.”

“That’s so.” St. John glanced sudden-
ly over at him. “ And, by the way, the-
Shermans are included in the list, aren’t
they? They must be ; for Judge Osborne
had the entire handling of the estate.”

“By Jove,” exclaimed Goodrich, as

-though the thought had just occurred to

him, “so he did! Well, well. How-
ever, since we can't help it, St. John,
suppose we dress for dinner?”

“You seem to take-the affair pretty
coolly,” the other remarked with a puz-
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zled frown. “I expected to see you go
clear up in the air. Didn’t you carry a
deposit in the Invincible yourself?”

* Well, never so much,” laughed David
J., “Dbut what the teller would have my
account looked up before he would cash
me a five-dollar check. Besides—" FHe
paused to struggle with a refractory col-
lar-button.

¢ Besides what?”

“ I drew out the little I had on deposit

/ there over a week ago.”

CHAPTER V.

DI SIS

DespiTE the show of indifference
which he manifested to St. John, that
astute observer noted that Goodrich was
far from being as unconcerned as he
strove to appear.

For one thing, he dressed with ex-
treme and unusual care, betraying marked
_irritability over every little detail of his
attire which, went wrong, and appealing
constantly to his friend for advice on
such moot points as the style of collar
most becoming to him, and the prefer-
able choice of sleeve-buttons. :

Then, too, at dinner he seemed absent-
minded and preoccupied, eating little, al-
though some of his favorite dishes were
on the bill of fare; and immediately the
repast was over, he announced his inten-
tion of going out.

“ Any particular place in view?” in-
quired St. John.

“ No,” snapped Goodrich, as though
fired with suspicion at the innocent ques-
tion. * Why do you ask?”

“ Oh, nothing,” glancing up in sur-
prise at the tone. ‘I merely thought if
you had nothing especial on hand, I
might go along with you.” This is a sort
of off-evening with me, as it happens.”

“ Well, 'you can make it an ‘on’ eve-
ning, then, with somebody. else besides
me,” scowled the other. “ I am not hunt-
ing company to-night, if you are.” And,
without further explanation or enlighten-

_ment, he snatched up his hat and coat,
and made a hurried departure.

The critic could only gaze blankly at
the door which had slammed behind his
friend and scratch his head in utter in-
comprehensiveness.
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“ Is the fellow going insane?” he mut-
tered to himself. ‘ Surely, I said noth-
ing to provoke such an outburst. No,
there’s been something wrong with him
ever since I came home. I shouldn’t
wonder if he had been caught in- that
Invincible smash after all, and doesn’t
want to let me know for fear of being
teased.”

St. John, it must be remembered, was
a bachelor of long standing, and had,
perhaps, forgotten the fantastic effects -
which a certain microbe shaped like a
little boy with bow and arrow can pro-
duce in the hot, impetuous blood of
youth.

Besides, he knew of no girl toward
whom Cadmus seemed attracted, since

_the close of the Natica Sherman affair;

and that, of course, he regarded as defi-
nitely off the boards. He had never been
informed of the ‘“ contingency,” you see.

Goodrich, however, was not unmind-
ful of it. Indeed, it had been the one
thing in his thoughts ever since he had
learned that the Invincible Trust Com-
pany was trembling to its full; for, well
he knew that when that great financial
structure went down, the Sherman for-
tune would be buried in its ruins.

And now the thing he had prophesied
had come to pass. Natica was penniless.
Her ten millions had vanished as easily
as a child might wipe the figures off its
slate. The chance had come to him to
prove the sincerity of his claim that it
was not alone her money he was seek-
ing. >

No wonder, then, that he did not de-
sire St. John’s society that evening; for
he had determined to waste no time in
redeeming the pledge he had made, but
to present himself before her that very
night.

As fast as he could transport himself,
therefore, he made for her house. When
he reached it he saw that all the win-
dows were dark, not a light visible ; and
for a moment he hesitated, wondering if
it were possible the family were away.

There came over him, too, a strange
feeling of diffidence very foreign to his
usual cock-sure self-confidence. It had
been three months since he had descend-
ed those steps with her sentence of dis-
missal ringing in his ears, three months
since he had seen her; and in all that
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time there had been no sign or indication
of relenting on her part.

He had affirmed that she was in love
with him, and he had believed it; but
could he be sure? Certainly, this con-
tinued silence and indifference did not
tend to bear him out.

And now the was risking all his chances
upon this one throw ; for he knew if she
declined to see him to-night, all was over.
It would mean his final and definite re-
jection,

Whether she would receive him then,or
not, was a momentous question. Was he
perhaps pushing the game too hard, he
asked himself? Was he coming too
soon? Might it not possibly be better to
wait, and let events shape themselves?

For a moment he wavered, seized by
the temptation to run away and hide
himself in the park across the road;
then, mastering the inclination, and
frowning down his coward fears, he
boldly mounted the steps.

He had anticipated some trouble at
the door, and had ready a bill in his*hand
wherewith to bribe any uncomplaisant
servitor who might appear; but, to his
surprise, the portal, as on a former occa-
sion, was unbarred by*Natica herself.

In his confusion over this circumstance
and the difficulty of getting his money
back into his pocket, he permitted her
unresistingly to catch him by both hands
and draw him inside, albeit wondering
at the warmth of her unexpected greet-
ing,

He was speedily undeceived, however,
of any idea that pardon and absolution
were so easily o be won ;~for, as he came
within the full circle of radiance from
the chandelier in the hall, she gave a
sudden gasp, and dropped his two hands
as though they had been live coals.

“ You? " she demanded,recoiling wide-
eved before him. “ You?” :

“ Why, yes,” he stammered. ‘ You
don’t mean to say vou took me for some-
body else?”

She had somewhat recovered herself by
this time.

“ Naturally,” she said with frigid
poise; “ since, in view of our last inter-
view, I could hardly have expected—"

She broke off in sudden agitation, her
eves falling, a wave of color sweeping
-across her cheek.
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She had evidently just recollected the
terms upon which their parting had been
made, and the change which this day had
wrought in her worldly condition.

“I was waiting for Arthur Osborne,”
she explained hurriedly. * 1 thought you
were he when I saw you come up the
steps, and hastened. to open the door. I
sent for him in the hope of getting some
understanding of this terrible thing that
has happened.” :

¢ Strikes me you applied at a rather
poor shop,” said Goodrich slowly. “ Ar-
tie could give you some very wise tips on
waistcoats and ties, I have no doubt; but
I hardly think he would shine as a heavy-
weight financial oracle. Why didn't you
tackle the old man?"”

“T did, but he told me he was very
busy and would send Arthur in his stead.”

“ Probably hasn’t got his little story
quite fixed up yet, and is trying to stave
vou off. Art, of «course, can’t do him any
harm, because he doesn’t know anything
to tell.”

*“Then, do you mean I must remain in
this state of uncertainty,” she cried, ‘‘ not
knowing where I stand, or anything about
the condition of my affairs? This blow
has fallen on me like a thunder-clap out
of a clear sky, and I seem absolutely un-
able. to get any information in regard
tov it

“T guess I can tell you all there is to
know,” Goodrich_suggested ; “ perhaps a
straighter story, at that, than you would
get from Judge Osborne himself. I hap-.
pen by chance to be pretty well on the
inside.”

She never thought of doubting him.
In her present panic-stricken state she
would have listened to a hobo if he had
claimed to have information; but Good-
rich’s assured tone carried absolute con-
viction,

With a look of quick relief, she mo-
tioned him toward the little reception-
room.

“It is very good of you,” she said
gratefully. * Won’t you step in here, and
speak low, please. Mama has one of her
attacks of heart-trouble to-day, and I am
trying to keep the news from her until
she is a little better. That is why I was
so anxious to meet Arthur myself.”

Goodrich followed her into the

room,
and stood facing her. =
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“Well,” he asked, ‘“in the first place,
- how much do you know already? ”

“ Nothing. Absolutely nothing, except
that the papers say the Invincible Trust
Company has suspended.”

He gazed at her thoughtfully in si-
lence.

“ Have you grit enough to stand some
bad news? ” he said at length.

“ How bad?”

¢ Pretty bad.”

2fry me?

He paused a moment. -

“ Do you remember what you said to
me the last time I saw you? ”

“ Yes,” "she faltered; “I told you, if
the day should ever arrive when I was
penniless, you might come back.”

“ Well ”—he threw out his arms sig-
nificantly—* I am here!”

“You mean—"

“ Exactly what my words imply.”

She grew pale to the very lips, but she
did not flinch.

“ There will be nothing left? " she de-
manded. : ‘

“That I cannot say. It depends en-
tirely upon how slick old Judge Osborne
has been in his manipulation of accounts.
I hope for your sake he can be forced to
disgorge, but to recover will be a long
and difficult process at best. As things
stand, you are, as I tell you, pennileSs.”

“ But,” she gasped, “I do not under-
stand. You seem to insinuate that Judge
Osborne has made away with our funds
dishonestly. Surely, surely, that cannot
be. Why, everybody knows that he is a
man of the strictest-integrity. My father
trusted him absolutely and—"

“T can’t help what your father may
have thought about him. He is a thiev-
ing old crook.”

“ Oh, no, no! ”” she protested. I can-
not believe that. I am sure you must be
mistaken.. And if mistaken on that point,
~ why not also in regard to my losses?

“ Ah!” A sudden suspicion flashed
into the look she bent upon him, and her
tone changed. * Are you sure, Mr. Good-
rich—forgive me if I am wronging you,
but does not the past give me reason to
doubt?—are you sure that you have not
taken advantage of the opportunity to
appear more of a friend to me than you
really are?”

“You mean, am I stringing you on this
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* down-and-out ’ gag, so as to take the
spot-light myself and show up as a nice
little matinée hero, eh? Is that the way
you've got it sized up?”

She nodde reluctantly.

“I'm sorry, but I am afraid I shall
have to ask you for stronger proof of
what you tell me than your mere unsup-
ported statement.”

‘ Better proof? ”” he demanded. * What
better proof do you want than that I am
here? What kind of a play would it be
for me to come here and tell you a pack
of lies, only to have them nailed when the
facts come out? Then, you would be
justified in throwing me down good and
hard.”

“ But you may be mistaken,”
more gently.
honestly believe what you have told me,
you may be mistaken. How can a young
man like you, of no particular position or
standing, know the inside of these great
financial deals, and tell things which the
newspapers have not even hinted at?

“How?” he cried. “How? TI'll tell
you how. See here,” snatching up an
evening paper which lay upon the table.
“ What does this say? ‘The run upon
the Invincible and its subsequent suspen-
sion was precipitated by rumors which
got abroad early in the day and was sub-
sequently confirmed, that the clearing-
house had been closed to it; and that in
consequence a number of other banks
were making heavy withdrawals. On be-
half of the clearing-house, President So-
derberg stated that action had been taken
as the result of very damaging reports
which had come to them,”and which the
Invincible seemed unable to explain.’

“Very damaging reports,” repeated
Goodrich grimly. “ And do you know
where those ‘damaging reports’' came
from? Why, right from little old me.
I may be a white chip financially, as you
say ; but, just the same, I proved to Pres-
ident Soderberg and the New York Clear-
ing-house that old Osborne was a thief
and his concern rotten to the core; and
if my proof was good enough for them, it
certainlv ought to be good enough for

ou.’

You d1d that?” Her eyes wefe slow-
ly dilating. *“ You wrecked the Invinci-
ble with your malicious stories, making
me a beggar, and then have the hardihood

she urged

“ Even granting that you ~
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to come here and tell me about it—nay,
to boast as though it were something you
were proud of having done? ”

“ But, my dear girl,” he attempted to
interpose, ““ don’t you see that it was for
your good, that you were already—"

“ For my good?” she broke in. * For
the sake of your own paltry, pitiful re-
venge, you mean. Oh, I see your whole
conscienceless scheme! Angered by my
refusal of you,+and the exposure of your
purpose to marry a rich woman, you de-
liberately set out to wreck this great in-
stitution, heedless of the ruin and misery
and suffering you would cause, caring
only to humble and get even with me.

“And now you come here to gloat over
your success!” she stormed on. “ You
gained admission and imposed on me at
first by your show of hypocritical sympa-
thy ; but you could not keep up the decep-
tion long. Your expanding self-conceit
led you to blurt out the truth!”

It was useless for Goodrich to attempt
to justify himself, or to argue with the
angry girl. She recognized only that he
had admitted his responsibility for the
downfall of the Invincible and the loss
of her fortune, and she poured out upon
him the full vials of her resentment.

She seemed to imagine, too, that he had
come to her with some ulterior aim in
view—to enlist her on his side as against
the Osborne party with the plea of being
able to recover some of her money for
her; and she indignantly scorned the
supposed proposition.

“No,” she asserted proudly. “I do
not believe you or trust in you for a sin-
gle instant; but, even though I did—
‘even though I knew you could make
good your promises—I would not listen,
or turn against those who have befriend-
ed and stood by me in the past. Under-
stand once and for all, sir, that I thor-
oughly despise and abhor you, and will
have nothing to do with any of your
shady schemes.

“The Invincible Trust Company may
be the wreck that you say, and I as pen-
niiess as you insist; but I-would sooner
beg in the streets and eat the crusts
thrown out to the dogs than accept one
favor from a man who by his own con-
fession has shown himself so malicious
and revengeful!”

T'here came a sudden gasping cry from
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the doorway, which caused both of them
to turn and stare in that direction. Mrs.
Sherman, white-faced and horrified, stood
there clinging to the lintel for support.

So absorbed had the two been in their
own affairs, that they had failed to note
her entrance when she was drawn to the
scene by her daughter’s high-pitched, ex-
cited voice; and she had stood there for
some minutes, taking in all that was said.

* Natica,” she quavered now, ““ what is
that you are saying? That the Invinci-
ble Trust Company has failed, and we -
are penniless? Obh, it cannot, cannot be
true‘t”’

The girl hurried forward with fond,
eager denials, and sought to support the
invalid’s tottering form to a couch.

“It’s all a mistake, mama,” she urged.
“You don’t understand, dear, and- you
are exciting yourself unnecessarily. There
is nothing to get alarmed over, and—""_

But, as she guided her mother’s steps
past the table, Mrs. Sherman’s-eye fell
upon the newspaper spread out there with
its flaring head-lines clear across the top
of the front page.

She stopped abruptly, stared, pointing
at the legend, “ The Invincible Goes to
Smash!"” then, with a shrill scream, top-
pled to the floor in a swoon.

Goodrich would have rushed forward
to pick up her inert form and carry it to
the lounge, but Natica fought him off.

“No,” she cried, “ you shall not touch
her. - If she is dead, it is you who have
killed her. Ring that bell, and then go.
Leave the house, I say. I never want to
see your face again!”

CHAPTER: ViE
TROUBLE BREWING. -

MRs. SHERMAN neither died nor sus-
tained any ultimate bad effects as a result
of the shock she had received.

Goodrich, although obeying Natica’s
injunction so far as to leave the room
when the servants arrived to give her all
the assistance she required, waited outside
in ‘the hall until assured by the hastily
summoned doctor that there was no dan-
ger of serious results. Then, recognizing
that in the girl’s present excited state of
mind it would avail him little to remain,
he quietly took his departure.
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Natica, however, was ignorant of this.
She believed that he had run away at her
command, and she despised him for the
desertion. Innocent as he was of causing
her mother’s disability, she blamed him
for it, and blamed him the more that he
had not, as she thought, stayed afterward
to render any help that might be in his
power.

In fact, there was very little she failed
to blame him for as she sat thinking over
his visit after the invalid had been taken
“ back to her room and made comfortable
and quiet, and the house had once more
become composed. :

And while she sat nursing her displeas-
ure, piling up accusation after accusation
against Goodrich, Arthur Osborne was
announced. His tactful, courteous greet-
ing seemed to the hurt and resentful girl
like the application of some soothing
balm to a raw and angry wound.

“ Oh, Arthur,” she cried, warmly clasp-
ing his hand, *it is such a relief to see
a gentleman again! That terrible Good-
rich man has been here, and I feel as
though a troop of cavalry had swept
through the house.”

“ Goodrich?” Arthur drew back with
a frown. “But I thought he had been
forbidden the door?”:

“So he was; but, mnevertheless, he
pushed his way in here to-night, to roar
and exult over us, because he said we
were ruined, and he has half killed mama
and set the whole place by the ears. I
have only just now been able to get rid
of him.”

Natica was a truthful girl, extraordi-
narily so; but even the most scrupulous
feminine tongue, when craving sympathy,
is always inclined a bit to overstate the
facts.

Osborne, however, willing to believe
anything discreditable of his dearest foe,
never doubted for an instant that the af-
fair had been exactly as she described.

“ The dirty cad!” he commented fierce-

ly. “If it were not for your sake, Nat- -

ica, and the notoriety it would bring you
into, I should certainly give him ‘the
thrashing so richly his due.”

“Oh, don’t mind about me!” she
urged. * Give-it to him, Arthur, and
make it a good one. A sound beating is
the only rebuke that a boor of his sort
could understand.”
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But Osborne, finding that she was so
eager for the fray, began to back down
from his pugnacious attitude. He was
bigger and heavier than Goodrich, yet he
had a sneaking suspicion that in a fistic
argument the latter might readily get the
better of him.

To himself he used such arguments as
that a man of David J.’s caliber would
never fight fair, and that a gentleman
had no right to soil his fingers on such
carrion; but his real reason, just the
same, was a disinclination to try conclu-
sions.

“ No,” he said firmly now. * No, Nat-
ica. My fingers fairly itch to get hold
of him, and it is all I can do sometimes
to restrain myself; but I am forced to
hold back on your account. You don’t
realize the lengths to which such a crea-
ture might go. Nothing would -please
him better than to give it to the papers,
making a huge sensation of it, represent-
ing it as a duel which he and I had
fought for your favor.

“ Come,” deftly veering from the sub-
ject, “tell me what he was saying that
so stirred you up, and caused this shock
you speak of to your mother.”

Accordingly, Natica recounted the
doleful tidings which Goodrich had
brought, adding perhaps a little by way
of emphaﬂs to the dlsconcertmrr charac-
ter of his disclosures.

“ But it isn’t true, is it, Arthur?” she
questioned. *“ We aren’t quite paupers,
are we, and matters are not as bad at the
Invincible as he tries to make out?”

Now, young Osborne, as Goodrich had
shre\\dlv suggested, Lne\\ nothing con-
cerning the situation except what his
father had told him ; and,’since it was the
latter’s purpose, as Goodrich had again
surmised, to allay the apprehensions of
the Shermans for the present,.a report
emanating from that quarter was bound
to be consoling.

The old man had been caught, as it
happened, with several matters — which
he did not care to have known about—at
loose ends, and the less investigation or
inquiry he was put to in the next few
days the better ‘chance would he have to
tuck the said loose ends out of sight. He
was, therefore, quite anxious that his old
friends and clients, the Shermans, should
be lulled into a feeling of security, and
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the representations he had made to his
son were given with that purpose in
view.

So Arthur, although perfectly honest,
was far from the truth when he indig-
nantly pooh-poohed Goodrich’s revela-
tions as outrageously false and mislead-
ing.

“ No, Natica,” he asserted positively,
“ there i5 not the slightest need for you
or your mother to feel the least alarm or
uneasiness. The governor told me to
warn you that vou would see all kinds of
- sensational reports in the newspapers for
the next few days, and would probably
hear a lot of exciting rumors, but to pay
no attention to any of them.

“Of course, he is issuing no public
statement as yet; but he told me I might
give such old friends as you .a positive
assurance ‘that the Invincible is perfectly
solvent, and will resume business practi-
cally at once. Your funds, he says, are
only slightly involved in the failure, any-
how, and consequently the loss to you
could only be trifling at the worst.

‘“ He, therefore, hopes that you will not

press him for a detailed statement just-

now when his hands are so full of other
matters; but he promises that you shall
have a full accounting just as soon as he
can get down to it, and hopes in the
meantime that you will rest easy in the
knowledge that everything is all right.”

“Why, of course,” assented Natica un-
hesitatingly; “tell him to take all the
time he needs. I did wrong, I suppose,
in bothering him at all at a moment when
he has so much else to annoy him, nor
did I really entertain much fear until that
Goodrich man came here aith his vile
accusations and inuendoes. Stll, it is a
comfort to. know that everything is all
right. T can never thank your father
enough for sending me such prompt and
satisfactory guarantees.

“ Oh,” she broke out vindictively, “it
is a shame that so good and upright a
man should have to suffer for the spiteful
lies that have been told about him! Can
nothing be done to punish the perpetrator
of such an outrage? ”

“ That’s just it,” Arthur assented heart-
ily. ‘“Here a great financial institution
has been wrecked on the strength of ut-
terly unfounded and baseless reports, and
yet we can do nothing.
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“It would be a different matter, of
course, if we could find the man respon-
sible for starting the rumors ; but as they
sprang up all over town, seeming to come
from a dozen different sources at once,
that seems practically impossible.”

“ But don’t you know who is responsi-
ble?” cried Natica excitedly; “or, at
least, who claims to be?” :

“ No,” and Arthur shook his head rue-
fully. “ Father says he would almost
give his right hand to find out; but, so
far, we—"

He broke off suddenly; struck by the
peculiar expression on Natica’s face.

“ What?” he gasped. “ You don’t
mean—"’

“Yes,” she nodded her head; it was
Goodrich.”

“ But that is impossible.
fellow like that—"

“So I would have said, too. But he
boasts that he did it, and for once I be-
lieve him. You would also, Arthur, if
you had heard him bragging of his suc-
cess; there was a ring of truth in his
voice which was not to be mistaken.”

“ But how could he contrive to do such
a thing?” .

“Why, he says he went direct to the
officers of the clearing-house.”

“The officers of the clearing-house?”

“Yes. He got a hearing from them in
some way, and succeeded in making them
believe his story. Oh, he can be very
convincing, if he wants to, as I know
myself. With that blunt, honest-seeming
style of his, he can almost persuade one
that black is white.”

“But the officers of the- clearing-
house? " Arthur repeated. ‘ The idea of
their being hoodwinked! "

“ Nevertheless, he did it. He had
proofs, he says, which he presented to
them. What proofs, I don’t know ; prob-
ably forged papers or something of the
kind, since I believe he is capable of any-
thing. At any rate, he declares they
credited his story, and on the strength of
it came down on the Invincible and
forced the suspension.”

“ But why,” stammered Arthur, “ why
did he go to all that trouble? What had
he to gain?” g :

‘“ Revenge! A mean, cowardly re-
venge upon you and me. It was the way
he felt he could strike at us most surely.

How could a
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Besides, he had, no doubt, some deep-
laid scheme of benefiting himself.

“ Pérhaps,” as her eyes flashed, “ he
calculated on inducing me to marry him
by making a seemingly chivalric offer
when I Dbelieved myself ' penniless, and
before I should learn that his representa-
tion of my losses was only a hoax.”

“ Sure enough,” agreed Osborne. *“ He
might have thought that, and a low, un-
derhanded trick of the sort would have
been just to his liking.

“ But T must let father know. of this at
once,” he added excitedly. “I don’t
know whether he will want to take any
steps in the matter or not, but at least he
should know who is to blame.”

Hurriedly, he rushed to the telephone,
" and began clamoring for the number of
Judge Osborne’s residence.

CHAPTER VIL.
A CALL ON THE TELEPHONE.

Owrp Judge Osborne sat in his luxurious
library, his head bowed on his chest, lines

graven deep on his crafty, old face— -

thinking, thinking, thinking.

And, as he thought, the frightened,
hunted look grew more desperate in his
eyes. He raised his hand from time to
time to stroke his chin, in an effort to
control its unsteady trembling.

Time was what he wanted. Time! He
must have it. This crash had come upon
him so suddenly that he had had no op-
portunity to clear his decks, as it were,
and there was all sorts of loose litter
lying about which would not bear inspec-
‘tion,

He had long known, of course, that the
day of reckoning must come, but he had
not expected it so soon—oh, not for
. months yet. Here it was, though, and, as
it happened, at about as inopportune a
moment as could possibly have been con-
ceived.

A dozen transactions were on the stocks
—desperate hazards in which he had
engaged in the wild hope of retrieval—
and none of them could be covered up.
Given a few more weeks, and he could
have faced the situation with equanimity.
Win or lose at the speculation into
which he had plunged with other people’s
money, he could then have emerged with
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little damage to his personal pocketbook,
nd no more than he could stand to his
reputation.

If he won, everything would be all
right, the money of his dupes would be
returned, and the Invincible Trust Com-
pany be once more on a solid foundation ;
while if he lost, although the great insti-
tution of which he was the head would
fall, and the funds he had misappropri-
ated be gone, still he himself would have
been able so to manipulate matters and
cover up his misdeeds as to escape scathe-
less from the ruins.

But now he was caught with the goods;
so to speak. He did not dare face the in-
vestigation which must come.- He quailed
at the thought of the public scorn which
would follow upon an exposure of his
methods.

Before his mind’s eye rose painfully
distinct the vision of a prison cell, with
himself inside, shorn of his respectable
white side-whiskers, and garbed in the
striped suit of a convict.

He shuddered, and his hand crept
nearer and nearer the locked drawer, on
the right side of his desk, wherein reposed
a loaded revolver.

He controlled himself, however, and
drew back. That was only to be used as
a last resort, and he still had not entirely
given up. :

Had he not many a time in the past few
years, with the aid of his scheming wits,
wriggled out of holes almost as tight as
this? Alone and unaided, he had main-
tained the credit of that rotten shell, the
Invincible, when if he had once weakened
or relaxed his pose as a great financier
and pillar ofs integrity, all men must have
known the truth.

Was his inventive faculty to fail him
now, when he most sorely needed it?
Was he to give way at the crucial moment
of his career? Taken unawares as he
was, he yet surely could devise some
method of escaping from the toils, and
throwing dust in the eyes of his pursuers.

It was for this reason he had retired
to the seclusion of his library to-night,
and caused himself to be denied to even
his closest associates and advisers. He
felt that he must thrash out the situation
alone ; he could trust to nothing now but
his own talents for craft and cunning.
Would they be able to deliver him?
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Yes, as he brooded and schemed, he
saw a dozen artful strategems by which
he might be saved. But the trouble with
them all was that time was required for
their execution.

“Time!” he groaned. “If I had but
a week at my disposal I could foil them
all. They could investigate and be hanged
to them, for all they would ever find out.
But I have not a week, nor even a day.
To-morrow morning they will be down
on me like a pack of wolves.”

In vain he racked his brains.

“ If there was only some way of turn-
ing thHe newspapers and the public off on
a false trail,” he muttered, “I believe I
could manage the rest. But there is no
chance of doing it. The late evening
editions show that the reporters have al-
ready: caught the scent of blood, and they
will never rest until they have dragged
me down.”

Lower and lower sank his head upon
his chest; deeper and deeper grew the
lines in his face; more and more fre-
quently his hand crept toward that fate-
ful drawer on the right side of his desk.

At last he reached in, and took out the
shining toy which lay inside. The reflec-
tion from the shaded electric lamp over-
head gleamed and twinkled on the barrel,
and seemed to hold him fascinated.

For a long time he sat staring at it,
motionless, spellbound; then his finger
curled around the trigger, and he started
to raise the weapon slowly toward his
temple._

At that moment the bell of the tele-
phone on his desk rang out a sharp, im-
perative summons.

He frowned, hesitated a second, then,
laying down the pistol, drew the tele-
phone instrument toward him. The call,
as he knew, came from his private secre-
tary down-stairs; for, not wishing to be
annoyed, he had directed that the exten-
sion to his library be cut off that night
from the main wire running into the
house.

“ Vernon,” he therefore chided, I
thought I told you I was not to be dis-
turbed upon any pretext.”

“T1 know, judge,” came back the an-
swer, “and I wouldn’t have dreamed of
doing so for any ordinary reason: but
Mr. Arthur has jvst phoned in, and in-
sisted on it. He seems very much excited,
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and says he has news of importance which
he must talk over with no one but you,
at once.” .

“ Oh, it’s Arthur, eh?” returned the
old man. To himself he muttered:
“ Probably wants to tell me that even the
Shermans can’t be put off, but are stand-
ing on their rights and demanding an
immediate accounting.”

He considered a moment, then, with a
sigh, instructed the secretary to switch
him onto the wire, and a second or two
later was listening to the sound of his
son’s voice.

“Eh? What's that?” he demanded
sharply; for, in his agitation, Arthur
proved a trifle incoherent at the start, and
the old man could make neither head nor.
tail of what he was trying to say.

“T tell you, I've located the man who
sprcad the damaging rumors about the
Invincible, and started the run on us to-
day.”

“You've done what?” ‘The father’s
tone was distinctly incredulous.

He regarded Arthur very much as he
might have a show- trotting-horse, or a
prize-winning bull-terrier—something to
be proud of in a way and to spend money
upon, but never to be looked to for any
practical help or assistance.

“T've found the chap who put out
those malicious lies about the Invincible’s
condition.”

The old man could hardly refrain from
a grim, cynical smile at the other’s inno-
cence. Lies, indeed! The stories rife
that day had been only too well founded
on fact, as the consequences of the run
had so speedily shown.

“H'm!” he .grunted. He still was
not taking any especial stock in his son’s
alleged discovery. ‘ Well, who is he?”

“ David J. Goodrich.”

“Don’t know him. Never heard of
him before. What does he do? ”

“ Oh, yes, you do know of him, father.
Don’t you remember that cad I told you
of once, who bragged that he could marry
Natica? I pointed him out to you after-
ward on the street. As to what he does,
I think he is a sort of agent for artists and
writers.”

“Oh!” The judge’s tone showed a
tremendous fall of interest. “ That sort
of a young fellow, eh? I guess you must
be mistaken in regard to him, Artie. It
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took somebody of bigger caliber than
that  to set off the bomb that exploded
under us.” —=

“ That’s what I thought, too, dad ; but
Natica believes that he is responsible all
right. " At any rate, he has been up here
boasting to her that he was the one.”

“Eh? The old man seemed struck by
a sudden idea. “ What’s that? You say
he has been boasting of it?”

“Yes, sir. He takes the entire credit
to himself for what has happened, and
claims that he induced the clearing-house
officers to act through the proofs he was
able to present to them.”

“Hah!” The judge leaned forward,
and with his free hand thrust the revolver
back into its drawer.

A gleam of malicious triumph shot
into his eyes.

At last he saw a possibility of gaining
the time he so urgently needed for the
development of his plans.

A scapegoat he had needed—some one
to draw the hue and cry of public clamor
away from himself, and to occupy the
attention of the newspaper men. He had
needed a scapegoat, and here was one
ready-made to his hand. He could not
have had the circumstance fall out better,
if he had planned it himself.

Instantly his cunning old brain recog-
nized the advantages to be derived from
the story. At present he was the target
" for all the rage and indignation of the
defrauded depositors; but suppose he
could say to them:

“Why, I am not to blame for your
losses. The Trust Company would still
have been solvent and doing business to-
day had it not been for the reports spread
abroad by this irresponsible fellow. He
caused the run on us. Call him to task
for it.”

Immediately their resentment would be
switched, and they would rave at the new
victim, leaving the judge to burrow un-
derground and perfect the artifices by
which he could eventually secure his own
safety.

The newspaper writers, too, would find
such ample material for their facile pens
in this new development that they would
have no space to devote to him.

Why, it would be a bait that no re-
porter worthy of the name could think of
passing by. He could already see the
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head-lines in which they would splurge
over the sensational details:

Unknown Agent for Writers and Painters Wrecks the
Mighty Invincible! Fiction-Pedler Deals in
His Own Wares!

What zest, moreover, would be added
by the introduction of a love interest, by
ascribing the act of this David J. Good-
rich to revenge against Arthur, his suc-
cessful rival in the contest for Natica
Sherman’s hand.

Judge Osborne shared none of his son’s
compunctions .against bringing the name
of the girl into notoriety, it was evident.
Indeed, the more melodrama he could
pile on, the better he would be satisfied.
With him it was anything to divert the
public eye from himself and his project-
ed designs.

“ Tell me more about this fellow Good-
rich, and what he said to Natica,” he
demanded of Arthur over the wire; and
while he listened he ran over in his mind
the expedient which had suggested itself
to him, testing it at every point, and
fitting in new details to the general
scheme as he gathered them from his
son’s revelations.

He did not for a moment believe the
claims put forth by Goodrich. Better
acquainted with the methods of high
finance than his son or Natica, he regard-
ed it as practically impossible for a rank
outsider to set the agencies in motion
which had wrecked and ruined the In-
vincible.

He considered it rather a concerted
movement on the part of certain jealous
rival concerns who, acting more on sus-
picion than actual knowledge, had man-

.dged by striking in the nick of time to

lay bare the big institution’s weakness.

As for Goodrich’s assertion that he
had presented the proofs which had led
to the interference of the clearing-house,
the judge put that down to mere theatri-
cal vaporing on the part of a bumptious
boy desiring to impress an ignorant girl
with his importance.

But it was not a question with Judge
Osborne as to whether or not he himself
believed the story. It was whether the
public and the newspapers could be in-
duced to take it up and accept it as true;
and from his experience in various times

%
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of panic and popular excitement he had
an idea that they would. =

There was one point, however, which
bothered him not a little, and which he
was afraid might prove fatal to the whole
project.

It would be necessary, in order to give
proper éclat and importance to the story,
for him, as president of the trust com-
pany, to have Goodrich arrested on a
charge of wilfully and maliciously dis-
seminating slanderous statements calcu-
lated to affect the standing and credit of
a financial institution.

But he had no evidence to support such
an accusation beyond the young man’s
own unsupported statement that he had
done so;-and he had, as already stated,
a doubt amounting almost to certainty
that any such testimony could be ob-
tained.

Was it not more than probable, then,
that when the prisoner protested his in-
nocence, and averred that he had only
been “ fooling ” in his boasts to Natica,
-as he was almost certain to do when ar-
rested, the magistrate before whom he
should be brought would discharge him
with a reprimand, and thus knock the
attempt to create a sensation in the head?

There was only one way to get around
this that the judge could see, and that
was by introducing perjured witnesses, a
thing he disliked to do not only on ac-
count of the immediate danger involved,
but because the men he might suborn
would forever after have him in a black-
mailing grip.

It was Arthur who again came to his
rescue, and furnished- him a solution to
the problem which he was not slow to
seize upon. '

The son was just concluding his nar-
rative.

“ 1 know this must all sound like in-
sanity to you, dad,” he said; “ but Na-
tica is so firmly conyinced that the fel-
low did just what he says, I thought I
ought to report it to you.”

“ Perfectly rtight, Arthur, my boy.
Perfectly right. And insanity— Ha!”
He gasped at the inspiration which came
to him. “ Of course, it is insanity. But
insane people who cause such damage by
their wild statements should be put out
of the wway where they can do no further
harm.”

5A

CAD. 257

He had got all that he wanted out of
Arthur now, and. cut off the connection
with a jerk. Then he waited a second,
and again lifting the receiver, called up
the private secretary in the room below.

“Vernon,” he said, and his tone was
almost joyously exultant, “ order the
motor around at once, will you, and you
yourself get ready to accompany me to
police headquarters.”

CHAPTER VIIL
‘ FOXY GRANDPA,”

SoME people, both in and out of the
magazines, contend that there is no such
thing as telepathy, or thought-transfer-
ence. -

Be the real facts as they may, it was
a peculiar coincidence well worth nar-
rating, although it has no especial con-
nection with the present narrative, that
St. John, dreaming that very night that
he was just about to commit suicide,
should have had his hand suddenly halt-
ed by a ring on the telephone.

Why St. John, as sane and serene a
human being as ever was determined to
live out his allotted span of, days, should
have been the recipient of such a psychic
flash—if that be what it was—and why
the peculiar dream should have  come
just at the moment the real telephone in
his chamber gave out a clanging sum-
mons, may be left to the explainers and
critics of such phenomena.

The incident has no other concern for
us than that St. John was wrapped up in
his “ downy,” sleeping the sleep of the
just, and that he was awakened by the
shrill ting-a-ling-ling from the little
black box on the wall.

Still but half aroused, and rather puz-
zled to know what had become of the
dream-revolver he had been clutching in
his hand only a moment before, he strug-
gled out from under the covers and made’
his way to the instrument.

“Hallo!” It was Goodrich’s voice
which ‘hailed” him. “Is that you, St.
John?”

“Yes,” with drowsy indignation.
“ What do you mean by waking me up
at this time of night? I shall probably
toss around now for an hour or more be-
fore I get to sleep again.”
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“Well, at that you haven’t got any-
thing on me, bo; I shall probably toss
around all night, and not get to sleep at
all. And while we're on that score, I'll
bet you can’t imagine where I am—not
even if I give you three guesses.”

“You're in jail,” hazarded St. John
crossly ; “or, if not, you ought to be.”

“No, you're wrong; but you're get-
ting warm. I'll have to admitf, my boy,
that you're very warm. However, I'll
not keep you in suspense any longer, St.
John, out there on the cold floor, with no
protection but your pajamas. To tell you
the bitter truth, I am now on my way to
the observation pavilion at Bellevue, to
undergo examination as to my sanity.”

“What!” St. John had no other idea
than that-he must be in the midst of an-
other of those fantastic dreams, and sol-
emnly swore that he would exclude
mince pie from his dinner menu hence-
forth and forever:.

A good, hard pinch upon the calf of
his leg, however, produced no other ef-
fect on +his mentality than that usually
resulting from a pinch, and convinced
- him that he must be awake ; while Good-
rich’s voice over the wire continued to
give him assurance that what he had
heard was nothing less than the cold, un-
varnished truth.

“ But it is absurd,” protested St. John
eloquently. “ One could understand it
if you had been taken to an institution
for the feeble-minded; but to have you
under examination for losing your wits,
when you never had any to lose, is with-
out rime or reason. Who had it done?”

% Ah ” — Goodrich’s voice had a cu-
rious snap to it—‘ that hasn’t been told
me ; but I have quite a'shrewd suspicion
—a very shrewd suspicion, indeed. How-
ever, I don't think I'd better mention
names over the wire; I'll wait for that
until I see you.”

“ And what can I do to help you?”
inquired St. John, who, for all his pro-
pensity to rail at this companion of his,
would have taken the coat off his back
at any time to aid the latter if in trouble.
“Shall I come right over there? ”

“ No, it would do you no good: they
wouldn’t let you get within gunshot of
me before to-morrow, anyhow. What I
called you up for was to ask you to get
hold of that young lawyer, Ned Pem-
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broke, and chase him around here the
first thing in the morning. And you
come along yourself, prepared for a
council of war.

“They're after me now,” he broke off ;
“so I'll have to say so-long. Don’t for-
get; get hold of Pembroke and come
around here with him the first thing in
the morning.”

At that the connection was cut off, and
St. John burrowed down once more un-
der the. covers, although not to sleep.
The news he had just received was suffi-
cient to banish slumber effectually from
his pillow; for, cudgel his brains as he
might, he could glean no satisfactory
reason why Cadmus should be taken to
a madhouse, or why any ene should have
gone to the trouble to put him there.

Nor did morning bring any light on
the subject, until he reached the break-
fast-table and saw in the paper a lurid
account of how Goodrich, by insane
maunderings, had stirred up unfounded
apprehensions among the depositors of
the Invincible Trust Company, and thus
succeeded in creating the run which re-

sulted in suspension.

“I wonder if he could possibly have
done it with some of his foolish chatter,”
questioned St. John—* some remark, for
instance, like that idiotic one about get-
ting Soderberg to invest in a peanut-
stand? By Jove! come to think of it,
he’d better not call me as a witness to
prove his sanity. If I should tell half
the silly things he has said to me at one
time and another, nothing could save him
from a strait-jacket.”

However, he wasted small time upon
conjectures. The main thing, he real-
ized, was to give what aid lay in his
power to the luckless captive, and the
only way he could do that was by carry-
ing out the other’s behests of the night
before.

With a hasty swallow of coffee and a
bite or two out of a roll to serve him in
lieu of breakfast, he was off ; and, hav-
ing succeeded in getting the young law-
ver down-town a full hour earlier than
his usual time, the pair presented them-
selves at the gate of Bellevue at the very
first minute allowed for visitors.

When- audience with Goodrich was
granted to them at last, it was plain to
both of them that he, too, had passed a
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sleepless night. His face was pale and
wan, and he had deep, black circles un-
der both 'his eyes; but, nevertheless, he
bore himself with an air of suppressed
elation.

“T’11 never doubt that I am sane to
the longest day of my life!” he ex-
claimed with a sigh of relief as he
grasped the outstretched hands of his two
friends. “ Any man who can go through
all the stunts that I've been put to, and
still retain his senses, is a copper-riveted,
blown-in-the-bottle Solomon, and no mis-
take. They tried to get me to bail out
the bowl of a wash-stand, instead of
pulling the plug in regular fashion, and
they’'ve had me doing Marathons round
and round the room to get on to my gait
and knee-action, and they've pinched me
and stuck needles into about every square
inch of my anatomy, and they’ve talked
Invincible Trust Company and Arthur
Osborne to me until I am plumb wuzzy.
But,” he cried triumphantly, “ they didn’t
get me! I registered up rational on every
test they tried.

“ But you needn’t think it's any joyful
cinch to keep your head when they're
after you that way. - I tell you, the temp-
tation which comes over you to cut loose
and jump out of the traces is something
fierce. And, gee!” he added with em-
phasis, “you don't know how good it is
to talk to some one again who isn’t watch-
ing you out of the corner of his eye and
making a note of every twitch to your
fingers.

“ But enough of that for the present,”
he broke off sharply. “ I'm only allowed
a half-hour with you fellows, and I've
got too much to say to be wasting any of
it. Tell me, what is doing outside? Have
they got anything about me in the pa-
pers?”

“ Have they?” cried the lawyer, ta-
king it on himself to answer. * Why,
my dear boy, there is hardly anything
else. But look, you can see for your-
self.”

He drew a morning paper from his
pocket and handed it over for the other’s
inspection.

Goodrich hurriedly ran his eye over
the two or three columns devoted to him,
occasionally smiling at some passage
‘which tickled his fancy, or indulging in
short, broken ejaculations, but making
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no extended comment, until he had com-
pletely finished.

“ Oh, what a ‘ Foxy Grandpa’ the old
beggar is!” he said then with uncon-
cealed admiration. ‘I thought I was
ready for him on every play he could
possibly make, but I'll have to admit he
had me faded when it came to this. He
is certainly a tarnation cute one, the
hoary-headed old sinner; but we’ll get
him just the same, Pembroke; we'll get
him, just the same.”

“ Who is this that you're calling ¢ Foxy
Grandpa,” and ‘hoary-headed old sin-
ner’?” frowned the lawyer. “ Judge
Osborne? As I understand it, he doesn’t
claim to have had any first-hand knowl-
edge of your case, but simply had you
taken into custody on the strength of in-
formation which had been furnished te
him that you were responsible for the
wild reports which caused the run upon
the bank. What is there especially foxy
or Machiavellian about that?”

“Ah, but can’t you see the clever
scheming” back of it all?” protested
Goodrich. “He doesn’t really believe
that I had any more to do with busting
his old bank than you, or St. John, or
three million nine hundred and ninety-
nine thousand nine hundred and ninety
of the other inhabitants of New York.
All the information he has about me
is what he got from little Arthur regard-
ing what I said up at Sherman’s last
night, and he naturally thinks that was
only hot air.

“If he don’t think so, and really has
any idea that I was the one to start the
bank troubles, why didn’t he have me ar-
rested for it in the regular way, as he
could easily have done.

“ But, no ; he figured that I stood too
much show to get away on a deal like
that. Either I would be tufned loose on
a squeal that I was only joking when I
claimed to be the villain of the piece, or
else I could give bail.

“ Now, that didn’t suit his program at
all, don’t you understand? What he
wants is a goat—a good, big goat to fill
up space in the papers, and keep the pub-
lic talking, while he is down in the cellar
feeding incriminating evidence into the
furnace and doctoring up his accounts.

“That is why he framed up this in-
sanity charge; and, to give him his due
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credit, it is certainly a peach. Here I
am, cooped up with no chance to talk, or
any one willing to listen to me so long as
I am supposed to be dotty; and he gets
all the chance he wants to fix up things
while the doctors are making up their
minds as to whether I've got depresso-
manic mulligrubs, or just plain brain-
storms. An ordinary criminal case would
be rushed to a head right away, but a
~thing like this can be held off for weeks.
And, best of all, I am good for one or
two columns a day, with nothing said
about anybody else, nor any inconvenient
prying into the question of ‘ How old is
Ann?’ :

“ Him not a ‘Foxy Grandpa’!” he
concluded “vehemently. “ Why, he’s got
all the others who ever existed rushed to
the ropes.”

“ Well,” questioned Pembroke, after a
pause, ““ what are you going to do about
it? I suppose you've sent for me in or-
der to get you out of this place?”

“You surprise me,” grinned Goodrich.
“ How did you ever guess it? "

“ Then answer me one question, please.
Did you say anything to anybody which
might have resulted in causing this fail-
ure? ”

“Did I say anything? ‘Why, man, I
said it all. I am ‘it,” the coon in the
wood-pile, the whole show. If it hadn’t
been for me, the Invincible would be do-
ing business right now at the same old
stand.”

_Pembroke glanced at him as though he,
too, were fast being converted to a belief
in his insanity ; but, after a somewhat em-
barrassed pause, evidently eoncluded that
he must at least pretend to regard his
client as rational and accept his state-
ments at face value.

“ All right, then,” with a shrug of the
shoulders; “ the only advice I can give
you is to take your choice between the
asylum and the penitentiary. If you are
not crazy, then, according to yolr own
confession, you have been guilty of dis-
seminating damaging and slanderous re-
ports against the credit of a financial
institution, and that you will find is a
pretty serious offense.”

The prisoner, however, seemed in no
way disconcerted.

“ Ah.” he demurred, “ but it makes a
big difference to whom the reports are
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made, and whether or not they are backed
up by competent evidence.”

“True,” admitted the lawyer; “ but
you surely don’t make the claim that your
statements were of that character, do
you?”

“Well, you can judge for yourself,”
grinned Goodrich.. “ The reports I am
accused of spreading were charges of ille-
gal conduct, supported by sworn affida-
vits, and the persons to whom they were
made were President Soderberg and the
other officers of the clearing-house.”

Pembroke could only express his relief
and chagrin by seizing the other across
the shoulders and giving him a sound
shaking.

“You worthless scamp!” he scolded.
“ Why didn’t you tell me that in the first
place? And now, I suppose, you want
this inquest in lunacy pulled off just as
soon as it can be managed? ”

“Yes, and still sooner. There must be
no delays or postponements, Pembroke.
I look to you for that.”

f —_—
CHAPTER: IX:
ST. JOHN PLAYS CUPID.

THE morning paper was also rather
eagerly perused in another quarter that
day. 3
Natica Sherman’s attention was caught
the moment she came down-stairs by the
sight of her own name staring up at her
from the printed page. Snatching up
the sheet, she never relinquished it until
it seemed to her as though every word of
the long article was burned into her brain.

Rage, resentment, hurt and angry pride
filled her as she read, and this time her
indignation was not directed against the
hapless “ boor,” but against those patri-
cian paragons, the Osbornes, both father
and son ; for, knowing what she did, she
could not well doubt whence had come
the reporter’s inspiration.

Surely, she thought with writhing
shame, Goedrich would have had to try
hard before he could have brought her
into more distasteful notoriety, or more
thoroughly distorted the facts to her dis-
advantage than had these so-called old
friends.

Friends? She began to wonder if they
ever had been friends. Was it possible,
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perhaps, that they were enemies? A wom-
an’s intuition, if she chooses to follow it,
will sometimes lead to surprisingly ac-
curate results; and all of a sudden Nat-
ica, she knew not exactly why, felt cer-
tain that Judge Osborne had been
defrauding her. - :

That * piling on of the melodrama,”
upon which the old schemer had so
plumed himself, was possibly not the
wisest move in the world, after all.

And with the conclusion that Judge
Osborne was deceiving and plundering
her, followed, as a necessary corollary, the
conviction that Goodrich had been trying
to act the part of an ally and helper.

Free from!outside influence, and trust-
ing only to her own clear vision, her senti-
ments veered. squarely around from those
she had entertained the night before.

Then she had been filled with animosity
toward Goodrich, and a sense of grati-
tude and partizanship toward the Os-
bornes ; now the conditions were exactly
reversed.

Her pity and sympathy were aroused,
too, by reading of the plight into which
the poor literary agent had fallen. She
looked upon it as a martyrdom he was en-
during for her sake, and in her thoughts
enthusiastically raised him to the pedestal
of a hero, while the Osbornes assumed
the ‘guise of cruel and heartless monsters.

For all her intuitions, however, a
strain of caution warned her that she
might perhaps be going too far. She had
swung far out on one false and exagger-
ated estimate the night before. Might she
not now be in danger of swinging too far
to the other extreme?

She began to be doubtful, uncertain,
distrustful of her own judgment. If she
only had some one to advise her. But
there was no one.

Then the thought of St. John suddenly
popped into her mind. She did not know
him very well, it is true; but she felt that
she could trust him, and certainly no one
was in a better position to give her coun-
sel on the very points she wished decided.
He knew both Goodrich and the Osbornes
well and intimately, and he was not a
man to have his judgment warped by
either friendship or dislike.

Actingaupon impulse, she sat down and
wrote him a hurried note, asking him to
call on her at once, if convenient; and,
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before she could repent of her purpose,
sent it off by a messenger.

St. John had just returned from his
visit to Goodrich at the hospital when it
arrived, and, although he could not im-
agine what in the world Miss Natica
Sherman might want of him, he lost no
time in responding to her summons.

“Mr. St. John,” she said apologetic-
ally when the greetings were over and
they had both settled down in their re-
spective chairs. “ I have no possible claim
on you, and the only excuse I can offer
for inflicting my troubles upon you is
your own well-known chivalry and kind-"
ness of heart.” :

He bowed gravely and bade her go on,
assuring her that he would be only too
happy if it lay in his power to render her
any assistance.

“You see,” she explained further,
“ hitherto I have always carried my prob-
lems and perplexities to Judge Osborne ;
but in this case I am debarred that re-
course, for Judge Osborne himself is the
problem and, perplexity. Is it asking toe
much of you, Mr. St. John, if I should
request you to tell me your honest and
candid opinion of Judge Osberne? ”

St. John reflected a moment.

“ Miss Sherman,” he said, “ yesterday
I would have declined to answer such a
question, or, if T pretended to answer it,
would have put vou off with vague and
unmeaning generalities; but I have
learned some things this morning which
persuade me that I would be playing a
base and unmanly part if I failed to sat-
isfy your curiosity.

“T will not answer you directly, or in
so many words, but I will give you a sug-
gestion from which you may draw your
own inferences.”

“Yes,” she queried eagerly, *“ and what
is the suggestion? ”

“ Simply this, that I would advise you
to lese no time in demanding an account-
ing of your estate, and in withdrawing
your affairs from Judge Osborne’s hands.
If T were vou, I would consult an attor-
ney in regard to the matter at once.”

“I thank you, and I will follow your
recommendation to the letter; but,” she
broke off, struck by asnew difficulty, “I
don’t know of any attorney to consult. I
have always gone to Judge Osborne, of
course, when I needed a lawyer.”
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“ Let me suggest again, then, that you
try young Ned Pembroke. I am sure you
will find him perfectly satisfactory ; and,
in addition, he has the further advantage
of being already retained in a matter
somewhat connected with this, so with
him you will not be required to go into
any lengthy explanations.”

Natica very -gracefully thanked him,
and promised that she would communi-
cate with Pembroke without delay; and
then, there being apparently no reason
to remain, St. John picked up his hat
and prepared to go.

Still she detained him, however, and
continued to do so on one pretext or
another whenever he started for the door,
although each time after he resumed his
seat she would apparently have nothing
more to offer than the ordinary banalities
of conversation.

At last he rose with a determined air,
and announced that he really must de-
part; and then she finally spoke what
had been uppermost in her mind all the
time.

“Oh, just a moment, Mr. St. John,

if you.please,” she said with an air of-

pretended indifference.  You have given
me your estimate on one of the men in
the affair of which to-day’s papers are
so full, and I am curious to know your
opinion of the other before you go. Tell
me, what do you really think of Mr.
Goodrich? ”

St. John turned and looked at her so
quizzically with his shrewd, gray eyes
that, in spite of herself, her own glance
faltered and fell in confusion.

“ What do I think of Goodrich?” he
repeated. ‘ Why, I think exactly as you
do.”

‘“ Exactly as I do? " she stammered.

“Yes; that he is a cad, and a boor,
and—"

“And what?”

There was no faltering nows of the
dark eyes with the violet shadows. They
were raised steadily to meet his own, and
in them was the light of a cold and as-
tonished disapproval.

“ And what?” she challenged.

“ And,” finished St. John with a smile
flickering across his lips, ‘the best
friend, and the truest, straightest, squar-
est fellow that ever lived.”

“Oh!” she gasped, and, turning, fled

_with little delay.
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from the room, leaving the amused bach-
elor to find his way out as best he could.

CHAPTER X.
BEFORE THE COURT.

NEp PEMBROKE was a hustler. There
was no draw-down on that proposition,
as Goodrich breezily observed in express-
ing approval of his efforts.

Despite the utmost endeavors of the
crafty old complainant in the case to
gain delay, the inquiry was set for two
o’clock that same afternoon; and when,
in a final attempt to have it deferred,
Judge Osborne sent word that he was
ill, Pembroke went to his house, accom-
panied by a physician appointed by the
court, and compelled him to put in an
attendance.

During the preliminary stages of the
hearing the old man sat glowering at the
young lawyer like a storm-cloud; but
presently his expression changed to one
of wholesome respect, if not of fear, for
during a short lull in the proceedings
Pembroke took occasion as the attorney
for Natica Sherman to serve upon him
a demand for an immediate accounting
of her estate.

The aged banker’s face turned ghastly
pale as he glanced at the contents of this
paper, and his hand trembled percepti-
bly. A few moments later he arose and,
addressing the bench, asked for permis-
sion to go home on the plea that in his
haste to come away he had overlooked a
very important matter, which required
his inmmediate attention.

As he declined to explain the nature of
the “important matter,” the court re-
fused his request, and ordered him to
resume his seat. Thenceforward, he ap-
parently paid no heed to the proceedings
which he had invoked, but sat preoccu-
pied and distrait, his head sunk upon his
breast in the same despondent attitude
as he had sat while alone in his library
the night before.

The case of the prosecution progressed
The lawyer who had
been engaged to conduct it evidently re-
lied chiefly on the testimony of Natica
concerning Goodrich’s behavior at her
house, in order to substantiate his conten-
tion ; for the only other witnesses called
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were Arthur. Osborne and the crowd of
young fellows who had been at the chop-
house on the evening of the- Charity
Bazaar, and St. John, who was required
merely to produce his copy of the fa-
mous dinner agreement.

The claim attempted to be set up was
that Goodrich had long been demented,
as shown by his overweening egotism and
conceit, and that brooding over his re-
jection by Natica had produced an acute
stage of the mania which caused him to
regard the Osbornes as his enemies, and
induced him to circulate his damaging
rumors against the trust company.

“ We have not bothered, if your honor
please, said the lawyer representing the
other side, “ to introduce any persons to
whom these rumors were actually repeat-
ed. This is not a criminal prosecution
against the prisoner for wrecking the
bank, but a lunacy inquiry, and we be-
lieve We can amply show this man to be
insane.’

He had, however, rather a rough road
to travel in doing so; for his main wit-
nesses were openly sympathetic toward
the prisoner, and Arthur Osborne was
the only one of the entire array who
would unreservedly admit that he be-
lieved Goodrich actually crazy.

The question was put to St. John, if
he did not consider it evidence of mania
for a man to_sign such a pledge as was
contained in the dinner agreement?

“ Well, - scarcely,” replied the critic,
“since my own signature graces the same
document.”

The answer created a laugh, for St.
John was on the face of him as sane and
rational an individual as could be found
in a day’s travel.

Natica, also, handed the prosecution
something of a solar - plexus jab; for
when she was asked if she did not con-
sider Goodrich’s conduct at her house as
that of a lunatic she replied with a fine
show of spirif:

“ No, I should call it the conduct of a
true and faithful friend,” a retort which
caused the prisoner to look up with a
suddenly transfigured face, and brought
a great wave of red to her own cheeks
although she bravely repeated the state-
ment when the lawyer, thinking to catch
her at a disadvantage, pretended to be
unable to hear.
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This, except for the expert medical
testimony—which, as usual, was eontra-
dictory and divided — practically com-
pleted the case against the accused, and
so little harmful had it been to his client
that Pembroke had scarcely taken the
trouble to indulge in the most perfunc-
tory sort of a cross-examination.

Indeed, there is hardly any doubt but
that if he had asked the court to dismiss
the complaint upon the showing made by
the Osborne party the request would
have been granted; but that would not
have suited Goodrich at all. He had
other fish to fry than merely the clearing
himself of an unwarranted stigma.

“If your honor please,” said Pem-
broke, rising and addressing the court,
“ I shall make no introductory statement
of what we expect to prove on our side.
That I believe will be better presented
in the rather startling evidence which I
propose to submit.

“ My first witness for the defense, if
your honor please, will be the defendant
himself. Mr. Goodrich, please take the
stand.”

CHAPTER XT.

THE STORY OF A ‘‘ cap.”

E

THE prisoner, having been duly sworn,
was left to his own devices by Pembroke,
except for a general direction that he
might tell his story in his own way.

He had hardly started, though, before
everybody in the court-room who had
previously known him turned and stared
in utter amazement; for his familiar
boorish manner and bearing had dropped
from him like a garment. His speech
and demeanor were both marked by an
easy grace and perfect aplomb.

“If your honor please,” he began, “I
have been described here as a creature
utterly devoid of manners and scoffing
at all the proprieties; but I may explain
that this has been merely a pose with me.
When I came to New York' I had my
own way to make in the world, and I
saw that T would never get ahead by
being one of the crowd. . I had to make -
myself distinctive in some way; and,
since I had neither brains nor good
looks, I chose this method. I do not
recommend it to others; it has caused me
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some pretty uncomfortable moments at
times,” but neither do I entirely regret
my course.
pose, at least, as you shall hear later.

“1 do not believe my impersonation
has ever been suspected by but one man,
Mr. St. John, and I am positive he was
never really certain until this moment.

‘I, therefore, ask your honor to con-
sider whether the consistent assumption
of a character not my own for a period
of seven years, and for a rational and
reasonable purpose, is not in itself evi-
dence of a pretty shrewd quality of mind.

“ Having explained this point, and as-
sured you that my dinner agreement with
~St. John was not intended in earnest, but
merely as carrying out my general scheme
of impersonation, I will now pass on to
matters which have been brought out
here in testimony.

T should, however, first relate, I sup-
pose, an incident which has considerable
bearing on what will follow. Some
months ago I was calling on one of the
writers whose wares I handle, and hap-
pened to hear his roommate, a young
clerk in a down-town office, announce
that he had signed a note that day for
two hundred thousand dollars.

“That struck me as rather peculiar,
for I knew he had no other resources
than his salary of fifteen dollars a week,
so I started to_question him.

“¢Oh, we do that for Foxy Grandpa
all the time,” he told me. *‘Whenever
he needs any money in his private busi-
ness, one of us slides a note into the
Invincible, and they fork out the long
green to him, or rather he forks it out to
himself. We never even get a bowing
acquaintance with it, it goes by so fast.’

“‘Yet you are supposed to be respon-
sible for it,” I said. ‘What would hap-
pen if one of those notes failed to be
paid?’

“¢Well,” he laughed, ‘they'd have a
healthy time collecting it off me.” Then
he added: ‘I suppose it is a kind of off-
color proposition, and liable to get one
of us into trouble some day; but, by
Jove, if we want to hold our jobs, we've
got to stand for it.’

“¢Who is Foxy Grandpa?’ I then
asked him.

“¢Oh, he said, ‘that is our pet name
for old Judge Osborne.’

It has served one good pur-
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“That, if your honor please, ended
the conversation; and, as it was no con-
cern of mine, other than offering a rather
interesting side-light on methods in high
finance, I thought no more of the matter
until some time later.

“I had then become—er—had fallen
—had—" He faltered confusedly, then
suddenly threw back his head with a
bold, assertive gesture.

“I am not ashamed to say it,” he cried,
“and, since so much has been told here,
what need is there of any petty evasion?

“To resume, then, I had by this time
fallen deeply in love with Miss Natica
Sherman, and, being naturally on the
lookout for her welfare and interests, I
was horrified to learn one day that her
entire estate was under the control of
this same Judge Osborne I had heard
irreverently designated as Foxy Grandpa.

“I was satisfied from what I knew
that her funds were in jeopardy; yet,
what could I do? It would be idle for
me to warn her against him—me, practi-
cally a beggar, and he the great financier
and head of the Invincible Trust Com-
pany. Besides, I could see that she trust-
ed him absolutely.

“ Nevertheless, merely to satisfy my-
self, T determined to find out what actual
basis there was, if any, for my fears. I,
therefore, hunted up the young clerk of
whom I have previously spoken, and, by
chumming with him and others of the
same kind to whom he introduced me,
was soon able to learn all I wanted.

“It is no exaggeration, your honor, to
say that the results of my investigation
fairly appalled me. The conditions were
far worse than I had ever dreamed or im-
agined. The outstanding loans, made
ostensibly to these twelve-dollar and fif-
teen-dollar-a-week clerks, aggregated into
the millions. It did not take me long
to decide that the Invincible, for all its
flaunting appearance of prosperity, was
a looted sham, bound eventually to fall;
and when the crash came I knew that the
Sherman millions would have vanished.

“ I resolved then to pit myself against
the great Judge Osborne, and save for
Miss Sherman what I could. T recog-
nized that it was a David-and-Goliath
fight; but I knew the right was on my
side, and I did not despair.

“From that time every step I took,
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which you have heard described here as
.evidences of my insanity, was a carefully
planned move in the game I was play-
ing. I deliberately provoked that scene
in the chop-house in order to blind the
eyes of the Osbornes and keep them from
suspecting me.

“ Finally, when I had the proofs I
wanted in hand, and felt that the time
was ripe, I was ready to act. I played
Samson, I admit; I pulled down the
mighty structure of the Invincible. But
it was time for it to come down. The
money was gone, and only by the institu-
tion’s fall could the little that was left
be saved for those to whom it belonged.
Had I withheld my hand, the result
would have been the same, only Judge
Osborne would have had time to feather
his nest.

“1 deny, though, that I spread dam-
aging rumors abroad on the Street. I
carried my proofs to those who had a
right to see them; and when they real-
ized the true situation, they agreed with
me that it was time for the Invincible
to close its doors. =

“ This, your honor, is my story. If
to track down and expose villainy in high
places, and to protect the interests of the
orphan and fatherless, is insanity, then,
vour honor, I humbly plead guilty to be-
ing insane.”

He halted; and Pembroke, turning,
nodded to the other lawyer.

“ Cross-examine,” he said.

But the attorney for the prosecution
had about lost stomach for his task. He
already saw plainly the handwriting on
the wall.

He glanced questioningly over at the
frowning, silent figure of the old man on
the other side of the table, and breathed
a sigh of relief as he received in return
a quick, negative shake of the head.

“ We have no questions to ask the wit-
ness,” he said.

CHAPTER XIIL
HUNTED DOWN.
“ OuRr mnext witness,” announced Pem-
broke, ‘is President Soderberg, of the
clearing-house, who will corroborate the

statements of the defendant in regard to
the reports made by him concerning the

- condition of - the Invincible.
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Does your
honor desire to hear him? ”

But * his honor” did
hear President Soderberg. In fact, “ his
honor ” made it pretty plain that he did
not care to hear any more testimony at
all, but was quite ready to render his de-
cision.

“ Just one more witness, your honor,”
pleaded Pembroke. * There is a matter
I want to bring out in justice to the de-
fendant.”

“ Very well,” assented the judge reluc-
tantly. ‘ But cut it short.”

Pembroke turned around.

“ Judge Osborne, take the stand,” he
said. :

The silent, shrinking figure, which had

not desire to

.sat seemingly insensible to all that went

on except for that one brief shake of the
head, roused up at the summons of the
magistrate.

He half rose in his chair, his shoulders
shaking, his lean hands clutched together,
his eyes wide in appeal to the court.

“ No, no,” he protested, “ I cannot be
a witness for that side. I am the com-
plainant in the case.”

“Nevertheless, we call him,” asserted
Pembroke, “ and I insist that he take the
stand.”

The court hesitated a moment.

“ What do you want to prove by
him? ” he finally asked. * He does not
even know this defendant.”

“But he knows something else that I
want shown up,” thundered Pembroke.
“ He knows that the arrest of my client,
and the bringing of this insanity charge,
is a fraud and a conspiracy plotted by
him in the hope that thereby he might
escape the punishment impending over
him for his many crimes.

“I want to ask him about that.
And "—the lawyer paused an instant—
“1 want to ask him, too, what he thinks
of the sanity of a man who, being en- .
trusted with the estate of a dead friend,
should deliberately rob the widow and
orphan child, hypothecating their valu-
able securities, and blinding them for
vears by paying their alleged interest and
dividends out of the principal in his
hands. That, if -your honor please,
seems to me more like the insanity of an
avarice-mad demon than the conduct of
a sane and normal human being.”
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The denounced man bent and quiv-
ered before this accusation. Then he
suddenly flung up his arms.

“T will not go on the ‘stand!” he
shrieked. “I will not testify! I with-
draw the complaint!” And with a dash
toward the door, he fled from the court-
room, as though he feared the officers of
the law were already at his heels.

He flung himself into the gorgeous
motor-car waiting outside.

““ Home,” he directed with a terrified
glance behind him. ‘‘ Home, as fast as
you can go.” :

Up-town swiftly glided the fleet vehi-
cle; yet, fast as they went, he kept urg-
ing all the time more speed. He was

desperately afraid that he might be fore- -

stalled, that he would find the detectiveg
waiting for him on the door-step.

But, no; his big, showy house just off
the avenue was as yet uninvaded. He
hurried inside, and stole, panting, up the
stairs to his library.

At last, safe there, and with the door
locked, he felt that he could breathe
freely once more. He threw himself into
the big chair before his desk, and dropped
once more into his familiar brooding at-
titude. °
~Hark! He started. What was that?
A step coming along the hall toward his
door?

No. It was merely a sound from the
street outside. The tension relaxed, and
his head sinking te his breast, he fell

. once more into his bitter reflections.

Slowly his hand crept along the desk,
nearer and ever nearer to that locked
drawer on the right-hand side.

At last he turned the key with a click,
and drew out the shining weapon which
lay inside, his gaze, seemingly spell-
bound, fascinated by the gleam of the
polished barrel.

Once more, as on the night before, his
finger curled about the trigger, and he
started to raise the weapon toward his
temple.

— This time the telephone-bell did not

ring to interrupt!

It took weeks to strdighten out the tan-
ygle in which Judge Osborne’s affairs
were involved, and for a long time it

_ looked as though Natica and her mother
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" cheap, either.
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would recover absolutely nothing from
the wreck of their estate.

Goodrich, however, had fallen square-
ly on his feet, the interest of President
Soderberg having been aroused in him—
for millionaires do sometimes take penni-
less youngsters under their wings, even
in real life. So, since he was amply able
to care for a wife and mother-in-law at
once, and had still brighter prospects for
the future, there seemed no sense in de-
laying the wedding.

Accordingly, it was celebrated very
quietly, but very happily, none but the
very closest friends of the pair being in
attendance.

St. John was there, of course; but
Pembroke, who. had also been invited,
was very late, and did not show up until
the marriage ceremony had actually been
started.

He came in strong on the congratula-
tions, however, seeming almost more en-
thusiastic in extending his good wishes
than anybody else, and at an early op-
portunity took occasion to draw Goodrich
aside.

“Old man, I didn’t want to tell you
or Miss Sherman before. Excuse me;
Mrs. Goodrich, I mean—for fear of only
causing you unnecessary disappointment ;
but for a considerable time back we have
been hoping to realize quite a sum of
money from certain mining-stocks which
we found among Osborne’s effects, and
which we had at first listed as absolutely
worthless. o

“At last, though, I am free to tell you;
for very opportunely a deal was closed
to-day, and as a result your bride comes
to you with a dowry of one million dol-
lars.”

“ What?” gasped Goodrich, unable to
believe that he was not in the embrace of
a dream. -

Then he caught sight of St. John
across the room, and, making a wild dive
in that direction, caught jthe other by
the arm.

“Bo,” he said with the old twang,
“you're elected to pay for a dinner for
me and six; and it doesn’t go on the
You can bet your bot-
tom dollar on that. Not with the hus-
band of a millionairess. Well, I guess,
nit!”

END.



The Toughness of Bill Kelly.

BY "~GEORGE C. JENKS,
The Enmity Incurred at Rehearsal, and How It Was

Paid Back on the First

“CAN’T you stop that hammering? ”
Bill Kelly, driving nails into a
platform to go behind a set rock in the
mountain scene of. the third and fourth
acts, pounded away noisily without re-
plying.

A rehearsal was in progress, and the
young stage-manager, Russell Howard,
who also played the “ heavy” in the new
piece, “ For Love of Gold,” repeated his
admonition in a sharper tone:

“ Quit that racket, will you? ”

Bill looked up with an insolent grin,
his hammer poised for another clanking
blow, as he replied:

“T've got to do my work. You can’t
have no mountains wit'out platforms—
not if you want ’em practical. Wot’s de
matter wit’ yer?”

And, as if this settled the matter, Bill
resumed his hammering, louder than ever.

“ Great Heavens, Russ! Can’t that
din be shut off?” snapped Marshall Eas-
ton, the leading man, who, having re-
cently escaped from a sick-bed, on which
he had lain for five weeks, was little more
than a sheaf of wire-edged nerves in a
fragile frame. “ 1 can’t hear myself or
any one else. It's an outrage to have a
carpenter disturbing a rehearsal in this
way.”

“Aw! Cut it out!” interjected Bill
Kelly. “ Youse actors makes me tired.”
And he kept on hammering.

This was too-much for the choleric
Easton, and he made a quick dash for
Bill. But Howard got in his way.

“ No, Easton ; you're not strong enough
for that sort of thing just now.” Then,
turning to the defiant carpenter, he add-
ed: “Kelly, I've told you to quit.”

“Dat’s all right. I heard yer, but I
ain’t goin’ ter do it,” replied Kelly with-
out looking up.

Then something happened. To Bill
Kelly’s angry surprise, he was abruptly
lifted by both shoulders and swung vio-
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lently into the wings. It was the stage-
manager who had done it.

For a moment it looked as if Bill were
about to spring on the young man with
the hammer. But if he had such an
idea, he changed his mind, and, stalking
to a flight of winding stairs in a corner,
was soon lost in the gloomy shadows of
the * flies.”

Russell Howard went on with the re-
hearsal.

The play wasn four acts. The scenes
of the first and second were in New
York, while the third and fourth showed
a mining-camp in Nevada. This after-
noon they were running through the
Western scenes ; and Easton was in a bad
temper over the stupidity of half a dozen
supers who represented miners, because
they seemed to have no comprehension of
the breezy demeanor required of them.
They were as wooden as onl\ inexperi-
enced supers can be.

“ These fellows are not a bit like it,
Russ,” grumbled Easton. ‘‘ They’re noth-
ing but city Hooligans, and they look it.
I wish we had one or two who knew
something about Western mining-camps,
even if they’d only picked it up from
dime-novels. These sticks are going to
ruin the third act.”

“Oh, no, Marsh,” Howard assured
him cheerfully.. “It'll be all right.
We'll have the dress-rehearsal to-morrow
and straighten things out. We’ll give a
good performance on Monday night.”

Easton moved toward the wings an-
convinced, leaving Howard alone in the
middle of the stage.

Thud!

A heavy bag of sand, one of the coun-
terweights of a “drop,” came shooting
down from the wilderness of ropes over-
head and struck the stage with, a sullen
slam. It had missed the stage - mana-
ger’s head by a few inches.

Sixty feet above, Bill Kelly knelt on
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the * gridiron,” rigging-lines. It was he
who had let the thirty-pound bag fall.

“My! That bag might have killed
you, Russ!” cried Easton, glancing up
with a pale face at Kelly. “I believe
that’s what he meant to do.”

“Aw! Can dat!’” snarled Bill. *“I
couldn’t help it. De bag slipped.”

“T'd like to thrash that scoundrel,”
declared Easton in a lower tone. ‘‘ Stage-
. hands generally are decent fellows, but
‘he looks like a thug.”

“ They call him ‘ Tough Bill '—main-
ly on account of his hard face, I sup-
pose,” remarked Howard indifferently.

Bill Kelly’s visage was 7nof preposses-
sing, it must be confessed. He had a
protruding jaw, high cheek-bones, a short
nose—which had been broken in a scrap
—wicked little eyes, outstanding ears,
and a complexion like a yellow boot.

“He’'s well named,” ‘said Easton.
“ What’s more, he hasn’t forgiven you
for throwing him off the stage. You'll
have to look out for him, Russ.”

“I can take caresof myself,” laughed
Howard. “I'm more concerned about
our bum supers than anything Bill Kelly
may do to me.”

But the stage-manager was not al-
lowed to forget that he had incurred the
enmity of Tough Bil. At the dress-re-
hearsal the next day — Sunday — there
were many evidences that Mr. Kelly was
seeking vengeance.

For example, a “flat” suddenly shot
out from the wings, hit Howard behind
and nearly knocked him over on his face.
It was an “ accident,” of course. A row
of border-lights, tin shades and all, came
swooping down to the stage in the mid-
dle of his best scene with Easton.

A kitchen wall, with saucepan - lids,
brooms, and mops hanging on it, ap-
peared as part of a gorgeous drawing-
room. Worst of all, a. pot of green paint
was left on a sofa, half hidden by a
newspaper, and the leading lady, in her
costly white - silk  gown, would have
plumped into it if Howard had not
chance? to see it just in time.

Bill Kelly could not be actually con-
nected with any of these characteristic
bits of mischief—except as to the pot
of paint, which Elsie Jordan, the in-
génue, had seen in his hand a minute be-
fore it was found on the sofa.

ARGOSY.

But Miss Jordan, a very pretty girl,
was the fiancée of Marshall Easton; and
she said nothing about it, because she did
not want to excite him. He was near
collapse as it was. As she had told him
that very day, he had no right to be try-
ing to play so soon after his illness, for
the rehearsals had almost worn him out.

The third act, with its mining-camp
in the mountains, was about to begin.
The stage-manager had been drilling his
supers all the morning, and was rather-
hopeful of them.

Before the curtain rose for the act, he
lined them up and looked them over.
Then he-called forward one of their num-
ber, whom he had chosen to speak a line
in the play.

The line was short, but important in
its bearing on the action of the story, and
Howard had selected this particular su-
per to say it because, although his-intel-
ligence did not seem to be of a high
order, he had a loud voice. His daily oc-
cupation, when not at the theater, was
selling vegetables from a wagon.

“ Now, Martin,” said Howard briskly,

“ you know what you have to say?”

ceoure calhoped Martin, as if he
were shouting “ Potatoes!” to. a fifth-
floor w’indow.

“ All right.. But you needn’t speak
quite so loud. When Mr. Easton points
to me and says, ‘ What shall we do with
him?’ that’s when your line comes in,
‘ Hang him, and we ll all pull the rope.’
Got that?”

Martin nodded energetically, while the
other supers listened open-mouthed, and
perhaps envied their gifted associate who
was about to become a real actor.

“You know, Martin,” went on How-
ard patiently, “ Sam Blacklock—that is
myself—has been ecaught in the act of

“trying to carry off the wife of Roy Es-

Mr. Easton. Under-
stand? Well, Mr. Easton has me a pris-
oner; and he turns to you men, who are
his pards in the mining-camp, and, after
talking about what a rascal I am, he
asks: ¢ What shall we do with him??’”

“Aw! Hang him, an’ we’ll" all pull
de rope,” roared Martin out of the corner
of his mouth.

Only that the theater doors and win-
dows were closed, he might have been
heard a block away. But, at least, he had

mond— who 1is
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spoken the line, and Howard thought it
better to have it too loud than inaudible.
The audience could not-fail to catch the
words, and that was the important point,
after all.

So, after causing Martin to repeat it
twice, to make sure it was in his memory,
he rang up the curtain and the rehearsal
proceeded. Martin took his cue prompt-
ly in the scene, and Howard decided that
if he did it as well at the regular per-
formance, the incident ought to go with-
out a hitch.

It was late on Sunday night when the
rehearsal ended, and the few friends of
the management who had been privileged
to witness it filed out, predicting a success
for the new piece.

Bill Kelly, “striking” the last act
and piling the scenery out of the way
against the rear wall of the stage, looked
with evil eyes at Russell Howard, who
stood talking over the darkened foot-
lights to the manager of the theater.

“ Dat fresh guy’s goin’ ter git his afore
de curtain falls ter-morrer night,” growled
Bill to his assistant, Jim Morris, as they
stacked away the last of the ﬂats “He
can’t shove me off'n no stage wit'out me
gittin’ hunk, an’ dat’s no lie.”

“ What are you going to do to him,
Tough?” asked Jim. “ Put a head 6n
him?”

“ Never mind. You jest watch me,”
replied Kelly darkly.

SPm bettmrr he’ll wish he hadn’t been
so gay with you," responded Jim Morris,
humbly admiring Tough Bill’s aggres-
siveness. =

Then, as he saw Marshall Easton stag-
ger across the stage and fall weakly into
Russell Howard’s arms, he said curious-
ly: ‘“ What seems to be the matter with
his leads?”

¢ Dat’s nuttin’. He’s been sick, an’ he
gits a swimmin’ in his nut when he’s been
workin’ hard. I seen him dat way two
or t'ree times since de rehearsals begun,”
was Kelly’'s careless answer.

Kelly had diagnosed the trouble with
Easton correctly. Howard helped the
half-unconscious leading man to a chair,
and told him to stay there while he got a
taxicab.

“ Where's Marsh?” asked Elsie Jor-
dan, in an anxious tone, as she met How-
ard near the door of her dressing-room.

1]
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“1I heard one of the stage-hands say he
was sick.”

“It’s only one of those dizzy spells of
his. He'll be all right soon. See! He’s
looking over at us sensibly enough. A
night’s rest will bring him around all
right.”

“I don’t like that wild glare in his
eyes,” replied Elsie. “ He’s not himself.
I'll go with you to get the cab, and then
you'll take him home, won’t you?”

- “ Of course I will. Poor old Marsh!?”
rejoined Howard sympathetically.

The two went out together, Easton
watching them with lack-luster eyes as
they disappeared. Howard fortunately
found a taxicab just outside the theater,
and, helping the exhausted leading man
into it, he took him home and put him
to bed, waiting till he saw him in a calm
sleep before going to his own room in the
same hotel.

The next day Easton was as well as
usual, and when night came Howard was
sansﬁnd that the leadmnr man would give
a good performance of Roy Esmond,
\\hate\er might be the fate of the new
play.

There was a good house,
usual gathering of well-dressed regular
“ first-nighters ” in their places. Those
who were there merely for entertainment
chatted gaily, while the newspaper critics,
somew hat ostentatiously weary of play-
going, crouched low in their aisle seats
and )awned over their programs. The
manager of the house, in evening dress,
welcomed those he knew in the lobby, and
the ushers, full of business, banged down
the chairs noisily.

On the stage, Russell Howard, made
up as the villain, Sam Blacklock, with
heavy, black eyebrows and mustache,
stood with his back to the curtain, in-
specting the first scene—a library in Roy
Esmond’s home in New York. As the
orchestra finished the overture, Howard
gave the order, “ Clear the stage,” and
touched a button in the first entrance.
Up went the curtain, and ‘ For Love of
Gold ” was on.

It was toward the end of the first act
that Howard was reminded that Bill
Kelly still “ had it in for him.” As the
villain, Howard had just come to the cli-
max of a tempestuous interview with
Easton, and, with a fierce, “ I'll leave you

with the
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- now, but you'll hear from me, Roy Es-

mond!” dashed to the door R. 2 E.—
right second entrance—which was sup-
posed to lead to the street, intending to
fling it open dramatically and rush out.
It was to be what is known in stage par-
lance as a “ strong exit.”

But the door wouldn’t open! It was
firmly secured with a button on the other
side. Howard rattled frantically at the
handle and banged on the panels, but
without avail.

The _audience began to titter; and
there was nothing for it but to cross the
stage and go out by a door on the left,
which, as had been made perfectly clear,
belonged to the bedroom of Esmond’s ex-
ceedingly prim maiden aunt. In fact, the
good lady had gone in there not more than
ten minutes before.

It couldn’t be helped, however, and
Howard, with a hasty “ gag-line,” “ I'll
let myself out of the window,” went into
the bedroom and slammed the door, the
titter out front becoming a gale of laugh-
ter. The exit, if not the scene, was com-
pletely spoiled.
~ Bill Kelly "was not to be found just
then. Afterward he declared he knew
nothing about the door being fastened,
but he winked slyly at Jim Morris as he
made the denial to Howard.

The second act, a drawing-room, went
through without interference by Bill—
probably because Howard directed every
member of the company to keep an eye on
him. But the setting of the third act gave
Tough Bill another chance.

Most of the characters had to make
their entrance down the steep side of a
mountain. At the last moment it was
discovered that one of the platforms was
missing, leaving a gap in the “run” six
feet wide, so that it was impossible to get
down to the stage from above..

No one knew where the platform was
except Bill Kelly, and he had gone under
the stage for something. When they got
hold of Bill, it took ten minutes to find
the platform and set it in place, and then
Howard noticed a trap open behind a set
rock, just where he would have to walk.

“ Another of your tricks, eh, Kelly?”
he remarked. . “ You and I will have an
important ten minutes together after the
show to-night.” \

“T was fixin’ dat trap when you called
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"me up,” returned Bill in a surly, defiant

tone. ‘‘ You don’t have ter fall down it
'less yer careless. As fer de talk arter
de show, why, I'm wit’ yer if yer wants ter
start somet’in’.”

Howard did not reply to this, but told
him bruskly to go down and shut the trap.
Bill went, and then there was more
trouble. ,

One of the supers reported that Mar-
tin had been arrested an hour before * for
holdin’ up a souse in de Bow’ry on Sat’-
day night,” and was at that moment in a
cell at police headquarters. Thus there
was no one to go on in this act and shout
“ Hang him, an’ we’ll all pull the rope.” -

“ Good Lord, Russ, what are you go-
ing to do?” cried Easton wildly. “ None
of thezz men can speak that line.”

“ Don’t worry, - Marsh; I’'ll manage.
Keep yourself quiet. You're all un-
strung.”

“I know it,” replied Easton, passing
his hand across his forehead. ‘I hardly
seem to know where I am. I wish this
night were over.” >

Easton went to his dressi?lg-room, and
Howard looked = disconsolately at his
hopeless crew of supers.

“Can any of you stage-hands go on
and speak a line?” he asked suddenly,
addressing Jim Morris.

“ Sure! Bill Kelly can do it.
mighty good actor,”
without hesitation.

The stage-manager knew Bill Kelly
had been trying to ruin the performance,
and that he was not called Tough Bill
for nothing. But the curtain had been
down nearly twenty minutes, and, al-
though first-night audiences are used to
unconscionably long waits, there is a limit
even to their patience.

““ Where is Kelly?” he demanded in a
loud tone.

Bill came up from beneath the stage
at this instant, and the scowling look he
gave Howard would in itself have made
the young stage-manager decide not to
ask his services if there had been any alter-
native. As it was, he called: -

“ Kelly !

“Well2

“Will you go on in this act and the
next as a miner, and, at the cue, say,
‘Hang him, an’—”

“ Dat’s 'nough. I know dat line back-

He's a
replied Morris,
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wards,” interrupted Bill. “ I’ll do it fer
ten plunks.”

“T11 -give you the ten dollars.”

Bill Kelly had one great ambition, and
that was to be an actor—notwithstanding
that he often expressed his scorn for act-
ors in general. He had gone on many
times as one of a mob and in similar in-
significant characters — as stage-hands
often do in an emergency—but never had
he made a speech by himself in a play.

He still “ had it in” for Howard, but
his vengeance could wait. He’d play this
part, and show what he could do. Be-
sides, there was the ten dollars.

So he hustled to the supers’ dressing-
room, and, just as Howard rang up the
curtain, reappeared in traditional West-
ern miner’s costume, with a big revolver
and bowie-knife hanging at his belt. All
the other men in the play, including Eas-
ton and Howard, carried similar weapons.

The act was a lively one, with plenty
of “hyars” and “thars” and other
Western * atmosphere.” Bill Kelly got
his line over the footlights in good style,
his toughness fitting well into the part.

He pulled and hauled Howard around
with much more violence than seemed
necessary, and at the end of the act, after
Blacklock had escaped by dashing up the
mountainside, with every one blazing
away at him with blank cartridges, How-
ard went to Kelly in the wings and told
him about it.

“ Don’t do it in the next act, Bill,” he
said quietly. ¢ You've gone as far as
T'll let you.”

“Aw! Who cares for you?" snarled
Kelly.

“Well, don’t do it. I'm giving you
sound advice. Understand?” replied
Howard as he turned away.

The next instant Howard felt a sharp
pain in his shoulder, and, as Bill Kelly
hissed a fierce oath behind him, he knew
he had been slightly cut. He swung
around, and there was Bill, with a bowie
uplifted in one hand, struggling desper-
ately with Marshall Easton.

“ Gee! Bill’'s getting hunk with him.
I knew he would,” shouted Jim Morris,
rushing forward with the others who had
been attracted by the noise of the fray.
“TLook out, Bill! You've give him

(B}
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“Wot’s de matter wit’ you?” was
Bill’s response, as, still holding the knife,
he thrust Easton back savagely.

‘““Oh, Howard! He'll @ kill Mar-
shall!” cried Elsie Jordan, running to-
ward the excited group with her hands
out imploringly.

“No, he won’t!” shricked Easton—
and the voice was nothing like his own.
“ He won't kill me. But I'll rid the earth
of the scoundrel who has been trying to
rob me of you. He didn’t think T saw
him hanging about you, but I did. And

you, too. TI'll kill both of you. I al-
most had him then. Give me that
knife ! ”

The leading man, obviously stark mad,
tried to snatch the bowie from Kelly's
hand, but his false strength gave "way,
and, with another awful scream, he lay
flat upon the floor in convulsions.

“Why, who struck me with
knife? ” asked Howard, bewildered.

“He did,” answered Kelly. * You
see mine is in its sheath in my belt. This
one in my hand I took away from him.
I don’t care nuttin’ about you, Mr. How-
ard, an’ I'm goin’ ter git even wit’ yer
fer shovin’ me off'n de stage on Saturday.
All de same, I ain’t tough enough ter see
no man bein’ killed from behind wit’out
him havin’ a show fer his life. Dat’s all.”

that

“It was a sudden attack of insanity,”
said the dector who had been called in
hurriedly from the front of the house:
“It's a common thing when excitement
and overwork follow too closely on con-

valescence after a fever. Mr. Easton
must rest for at least a month. He’ll get

over his delusion probably by to-mor-
row.” :

Russell Howard went before the cur-
tain and announced that, in consequence
of the sudden illness of Mr. Easton, his
understudy, Mr. Roberts, would play the
part of Roy Esmond in the last act. Then
he bowed and retired, after acknowledg-
ing the sympathetic attitude of the au-
dience.

The first person he ran against as he
stepped back was Bill Kelly.

Howard held out his hand, saying:

“I owe you a debt of gratitude, Kelly.
Will you shake? ™

“Aw, g’'wan!”

growled Tough Bill,
walking away. :



INSANE ISLAND:

BY CROMWELL KNOX.

The Riotous Proceedings, Set to Musi;: and Otherwise, that Took Place
in Latitude and Longitude Unknown, After Some of the Orienta’s
Passengers Left the Ship Not Wisely but Too Soon.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

Aboard the liner Orienta, bound from San Francisco to Australia, is a certain German
band: that helps pay its passage by making night hideous for the passengers. The only
one of the latter who appears to enjoy the sort of music it discourses is one Lewis Sping,
an American acrobat, earning a huge salary on the vaudeville stage, and now bound to fill
a ten weeks' engagement in the antipodes. In the midst of one of the deck concerts,
while Sping is telling Schweitenheim, the leader, how much he admires the band, there is
a crash and all the lights aboard the ship go out. Feeling that the vessel is sinking, Sping
calls to the musicians to follow him aboard one of the life-rafts, which they drop cver the
side, and to which the acrobat and all the members of the band, plus their instruments,
transfer themselves and cast off. A little later they discover that nothing serious has
happened to the steamer, which, after vainly trying to pick them out with its search-light,
steams away and leaves the castaways to their fate.

After enduring an unpleasant night of storm, they are landed gently the next morn-
ing, amid sunshine, on some unknown shore. Here, after discovering that there is
nothing eatable to be found, the members of the band announce that they have decided
to eat Sping, as being directly respansible for their plight. But Hagenbusch, the emissary, has
barely finished the delivery of this ultimatum when a huge spear whizzes through the
air from some mysterious source and neatly carries Mr. Hagenbusch’s cap out to sea
on its point.

CHAPTER V. The acrobat’s lips opened—and closed
again ; for the spear seemed but to be the
first of many more. They began to whiz
FROM the sixteen remaining members through the air, and arrows as well. One
of the band, as they gathered to- of the latter passed through Mr. Hagen-
gether and came for the quartet on a run, busch’s sleeve without in any way in-
came a sudden shout. juring him; another tried hard to re-
From Mr. Schweitenheim, as he move Mr. Winkleburger’s ear without
dropped back on the sand in a.rather damaging the rest of his portly anatomy
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shaky sitting - posture, came' a faint —and missed its goal by the barest frac-
squeak. From Mr. Sping came a gasp tion of an inch.
of sheer astonishment. Still another flew for Schweitenheim’s

He side-stepped nimbly as the canni- ample back and, being mercifully spent,
balistic musical aggregation came upon dropped away harmlessly—and brought
him. They, however, seemed to have a wild yell from the seated bandmaster.

lost their evil intentions, for they hud- Faces, too, began to appear among’ the
dled in a group and stared about, chat- leaves —ten of them, then twenty and
tering wildly in German the while. thirty.

“ Did that thing come out of the skies, They were queer faces, regularly
Hagenbusch?” Sping asked somewhat formed and hardly negro-like. The skin

tremulously. * Or did—" upon- them was of a sort of café-au lait
He was answered suddenly. From the shade, too dark for a white man and too
thicket on the little hill a second spear light for a colored person. The hair was
hurtled through the air—passed within thick and bushy, the eyes bright and
an inch of him and stuck, end up, in the eager, the arms that appeared were bare.
Sand. And, above all, the arms held spears
S * Began April ARGOSY. Single copies, 10 cents.
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in reserve, and the eyes seemed to be

- searching for places to plant them effec-

tively ; and while the band clutched their
instruments in helpless terror, the spears
waved thoughtfully and—the master
mind of the assemblage sprang into ac-
tion. é

“ We're up against it,” Sping said rap-
idly. “ This ain’t any more a desert is-
land than Broadway. The bunch here’s
as full of man-eating instincts as your
band, Schweity. And if we don’t make
good in quick order, we're due for steaks
and chops at to-morrow morning’s break-
fast and—play, play, play, play!”

“ \,’ot? ”

“ Play! Play!” repeated the acrobat.
* Something—anything—only play/”

With a flourish the cornet went into
position. Instinctively, the band brought
their instruments into action.

“Try ‘ Vot You Goin’ To Do Ven Der
Rent Comes Round?’” commanded the
bandmaster chokingly.

With a blast the brass went into action.
With a leap, Sping went into action as
well.

Heads were rising from the bush now
in greater numbers. Spears were waving
still, but palpably with not so hostile an
intent. The savages, or the islanders, or
whatever they might be, were growing
distinctly confused. :

They took to flocking down from the
beach as the first few bars of music tor-
tured the air. They took to staring, too.

For, with one leap, Mr. Sping had
given his body a violent jerk.- The body
obligingly performed three distinct somer-
saults—and landed upon its head with-
out apparent discomfort.

For a tense instant it remained thus,
while the band blared on furiously. The
acrobat’s hands found the ground. On
them, ‘he began to walk—and straight to-
ward the tall and imposing person clad
in feathers and skins who appeared to
head the attacking band.

Slowly, solemnly, as the band walked
behind him as if rehearsed in the part,
Sping came upon the semiclothed gentle-
man, heels in the air, grave face turned
upward and firmly fixed ahead.

The islanders were there now to the
number of some three dozen. They
grouped closely, and watched and lis-
tened, their mouths open, and their eyes
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open wider. Omne by one, they paled as
the acrobat advanced upon them.

A tall person at the border of the
group gave a seream then, and fell flat
upon his face. His nearest neighbor fol-
lowed the example briskly, and prostrated
himself on the sand. Again, the man
next to him seemed to find the thing
worthy of imitation, for he, too, went
down, and with something of a crash,
for he was armed with a heavy shield
and several spears.

The band played on madly. Mr.
Sping walked forward solemnly until he
was within half a dozen yards of the im-
posing leader of the strange crew.

They were succumbing rapidly, these
partially clothed persons of the island.
One by one, two by two, they were drop-
ping flat, some silently, Some crying
aloud. Fear or amazement or admira-
tion was conquering them.

The big man, however, seemed to pre-
fer his feet. The band neared the close

of its fifth rendition of the beautiful bal-

lad, and still the big man gazed at it in
pale and haughty fashion. The Ilast
strains were coming now, and—

Mr. Sping shot into the air again.
a moment he hurtled thrillingly. Then
he landed on both hands. A pause, and
he thad spun to his feet and seemed to
have turned inside out; for, while he
walked on both hands and feet together,
his head was somewhere between his legs
and facing the chief of the band with a
grin a little more than hideous, and he
was still advancing steadily.

A chorus of shouts went up. The acro-
bat kept on—and he conquered.

For the chief of the strange crowd cast
away his spear, and threw up his hands
as he dropped flat.

With a sigh of relief that fairly whis-
tled, Mr. Sping regained his normal pos-

For

tupe, and murmured: :
“ Chuck - the -toot-toot  business,
Schweity! Cut it out! I've got to give

’em the cold and dignified steer now.”

The music died away. Mr. Sping
straightened up frigidly and surveyed the
prostrate figures on the sand.

“ Say, if you could get that bunch to
Coney Island for just one season, what
a hot little collection of coin you could
carry off!” he intoned impressively.
“ Hey, Schweitenheim!”
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“ V-vot?” asked the bandmaster.

“ They’re takin’ it all in, the way a
blotting-paper eats up ink,” the acrobat
chanted monotonously. *“ Now pass ’em
out something dismal — something to
make the chills chase up and down their
back-bones. Go on.”

Mzr. Schweitenheim gulped.

“ She is der Chopin ¢ Funeral March,’
I guess. Ve know it good enough. Go
ahead, boys.”

The dismally beautiful strains began.
Mr. Sping folded his arms and bowed
his head slightly, frowning profoundly
the while. From the prostrated three
dozen came occasional wails as the mel-
ody proceeded, with such variations as
musical ignorance suggested.

And then it died away, and Mr. Sping
unfolded his arms and met the eye of the
leader as it was raised from the sand.

The acrobat’s hand went out haughtily.
He said sharply:

“ Lobster! Arise!”

The islander seemed in doubt. Mr.
Sping reached to his pocket, produced a
half-dollar, and tossed it to the sand be-
fore him. The imposing gentleman
snatched it and caressed it as he rose
nimbly to his feet and stood with bowed
head.

“ Never saw a darky yet you couldn’t
move with a tip,”” Mr. Sping observed
complacently. “What's next, Schweity?”

“ By Himmel! 1 dunno,” replied the
bandmaster dazedly. ‘ You vant more
music? "’ ;

“ Um—yes—no—never mind. I'll try
this freak on some high signs and see
whether he’s wise,” said the acrobat
thoughtfully, as he turned to the person
of feathers and skins.

He considered for a moment or two;
then, with a sweet smile, he asked faintly :

“ Could you direct me to a restau-
rant? "

The islander bowed low and made
strange sounds. The acrobat scratched
his head and turned to Mr. Schweiten-
heim.

“What was that last thing he said?”

¢ Hoolah, woolah, goolah, I guess.”

“ That's vhat I made out of it, too.
D’ye understand it, Schweity? ”

“Vot?” inquired the bandmaster in-
dignantly. .

“Well, we'll have to forgive him—
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he’s a foreigner,” sighed Sping. “ Any-
way, I suppose it's all rot trying to talk
English to him, ain’t it? I—"

“Wah hoo hee falookah,” remarked
the islander. with a profound bow.

The acrobat started — and looked at
him—and smiled.

“Thank you, brother. Thank you
very much for those kind words. You
haven’t any idea how touched and proud
we are to be here, and to be received in
this fashion by so many eminent citizens
of your delightful city, but—oh, rats!
Say!” His voice rose to a roar. “I—
we—want something to eaz/ Eat! Un-
derstand? ” :

The chairman of the reception commit-
tee bowed again more profoundly than
before, until his long and well-shaped
fingers scraped the sand. He made fur-
ther remarks, too, of the same lucid char-
acter as his first. Sping gritted his teeth.

“ Aw—what’s the use!” he muttered

angrily. “ Here, you! Get up there!
Hike! Stand up and look a man in the

face. There—that’s right! Now!"”

He worked his jaws energetically, sta-
ring at the islander the while with a con-
centration which was meant to accom-
plish some telepathic results, even if they
were of different tongues.

And apparently the results came on
time ; for the big man bowed low to the
little one and remarked: -

“ Ong foh hollah, googah!”

He arose and, with one arm, pointed
energetically inland. Mr. Sping bowed
wearily. :

“Thank you,” he said politely, as he
turned to Schweitenheim.

The tall man also turned to his own
followers, and, with a brisk word or two,
brought them to their feet. Swiftly, in
snapping fashion, he spoke to them, and
a dozen disappeared suddenly into the
undergrowth. The acrobat paid little or
no attention to them.

‘‘ He says dinner’s served in the black-
oak grillroom from six to nine,” he ex-
plained to the bandmaster. ‘“ One dol-
lar with music, a dollar and a half with-
out. If you want anything to eat before
six, you'll have to order a /a carte. Say,
Schweity! "

e X’es? 2"

“How the dickens are we going to
make an impression on it?”
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~ “T dunno,” said the bandmaster grave-
ly. “Der vay it looks to me, he is ma-
king impressions himself. He speaks
pretty brisk to dem fellers—yes? s

L But_‘”

“Dey are doing somet’ing in dem
bushes, I bet you,” pursued Schweiten-
heim sagely. “ Also, he iss making an-
odder. speech to der rest of der bunch.
You see it?” 2

“1I see it,” said the acrobat pensively.
“ But I wish®l could see the way to put-
ting a dent in his brain to the effect that
we're in line for the large feed.”

“ Dot comes, maybe. Meanwhile—"

‘ Meanwhile, we can pull our little
belts four notches to the windward and
make a noise like roast lamb, eh? Bah!”
snapped Sping. “I want some chow!”

“Und now I bet you you get it,” said
the bandmaster seriously. * Dot big fel-
ler ain’t make a foolishness with all dot
talk. He has got business on der brain,
und don’t you ferget it. Whatever it is
he is saying, he is saying somet’ing.”

Sping’s hands went into his trousers-
pockets, and he watched the large gen-
tleman with the corners of his mouth
down-turned.

The islander did, in fact, seem to be
engaged with something far from Aflip-
pant. At the very top of his lungs, he
was haranguing the rest of the gather-
ing, waving his arms the while and wag-
ging his head.

He seemed to be talking to eager ears,
too, and minds open to,conviction; for,
after a short while, joyful shouts arose
from the scantily clad gentlemen. Spears
were thrown into the air and deftly
caught again. Shields were tossed aloft ;
feather head-dresses also went skyward.

And at last they lined up in almost
military fashion, and approached the
acrobat and the band.

There was a dramatic pause. The big
man cleared his throat and bowed low be-
fore Sping. He rose then, and began to
speak.

It was doubtless a remarkable bit of
oratory. At least it was sonorous and
thrilling in its intonations, and very evi-
dently grave in import, for the faces of
the islanders were funereal to the last
degree. At the end of it the entire aggre-
gation fell prone before the acrobat; and
remained thus.
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Mr. Sping scratched his head and
groaned.

“ Friends,” he said, ‘ fellow citizens
—members of the twenty-third election
district—I thank you. From the bottom
of my heart I thank you for the honor
you have tendered me this evening. I
don’t know what is it, but it looks like
an honor; so I thank you, anyway. And
I want to state that— Say! I want to
state that we're hungry, and that we want
something to eat!”

The big man arose with alacrity, smi-

ling. The rest followed suit more slow-
ly. The big man bowed low, and point-

ed toward the woods.

“ Der restaurant’s up dot vay, Mr.
Sping,” Hagenbusch observed facetious-
ly. “Dot’s der vay he always points.”

“ Quiet ! " said Schweitenheim. ‘ Dere’s
somet’ing going on.”

That, too, seemed to be the acrobat’s
opinion. The group of islanders was all
around him now, and a man or two from
the thicket had joined them. They bore
flowers and vines, and some of the for-
mer had been woven into a wreath.

The big man took it tenderly in his
hands.

Slowly, impressively, he walked to-
ward the acrobat and gave his familiar
imitation of a jack-knife in the act of
closing. He rose with dignity, and, as
his associates broke into a chant, he
placed the wreath upon Mr. Sping’s
somewhat abused derby hat.

It tilted rakishly as the acrobat caught
his breath and balanced the thing aloft.
The assemblage fell prone once more, and
the chant went on—until at last it seemed
to have reached its logical conclusion,
and the whole gathering rose slowly.

soyvell; I'm dummed!” observed Mr.
Sping. ‘ They've handed me something!'
What is it, Schweity? ”

“T1 gif it up,” muttered the bandmas-
ter. \
“ Dey haf got you spotted for a May-
pole,” observed young Mr. Fluegel.

The acrobat regarded him severely.

“ Say, look here—” he began.

“ Und den some more!” cried Schwei-
tenheim under his breath. * Um Gottes
Willen, look at dis!”

From the thicket some five or six men
were issuing, bearing between them what
looked like a sagging stretcher made of
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flowers—or, possibly, a floral palanquin.
It was seven or eight feet in length, and
palpably newly made of the saplings and
vines of the undergrowth, wonderfully
decked with tropical blossoms; it was
capable, too, of carrying a man or two
in comfort.

It bore down straight on Mr. Sping.

It was halted before him and laid
upon the ground. The big man came
forward and bowed as he motioned to-
ward it. :

“ Me—me for the—the luxurious ride,
.Bill? " the acrobat inquired wonderingly.

“ Dot’s vot he means—it’s for you to
get into!” said Schweitenheim breath-
lessly.
—yes! :

“ 1 always make a big hit, Schweity,”
murmured Mr. Sping. I always take
the whole business by storm; but this—
this is the limit!”

“Well, hurry up!- He's vaiting for
you.” -

“Would you do it, Schweity?” asked
the acrobat as his last doubts began to
waver.

“Vot? Get in? Sure!”

“Will you fellows stick by me, and
stick close?”

sSTe.”

“ Done!?” said the acrobat as he
stepped gingerly into the palanquin.

It was a limber sort of contrivance.

It sagged so promptly that Mr. Sping
seated himself without ceremony, his
crown of flowers toppling down over his
eyes.
" But the thing seemed really comfort-
able then, and he essayed a stretch. It
was wholly satisfactory. The acrobat
reclined at full length and lighted one
of his few cigarettes.

“ Schweity,” he called blissfully,

1)

o

at

last I'm being appreciated without hav-

ing to work for it!”

“ Dot big feller wants somet’ing,” con-
tributed the bandmaster curiously.

Mr. Sping raised his head and studied
the waving arms for a moment.

“ He wants you to play something, old
man,” he said as he sank back. * Sure.
That’s the idea. We're going on a march,
and he wants a little music on the side.
Aha!  See that!” :

He raised himself slightly once more,
as the palanquin was picked up bodily

“You haf made der big hit here.
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and the group of islanders formed in line
and headed slowly toward the thicket.

“That’s it. We're going to do the
walking act, and we have to do it to
music.”

The group halted expectantly. Their
leader turned to Schweitenheim and mo-
tioned almost impatiently.

“ What’ll we give 'em?” asked the
bandmaster.

The acrobat sank back in his luxurious
palanquin and inhaled a deep puff of
cigarette-smoke.

“Oh—give ’em °‘Everybody Works
but Father,”” he yawned.

CHAPTER VL

THE MUSIC-MARCH AND THE NEW MAN.

THE band struck up brilliantly.

Apparently, they were going some-
where, and wherever that was, there
might be food; and, since even a horse
will move in more lively fashion when
headed toward home and the stable, the
enthusiasm of Mr. Schweitenheim’s band
was not without its own reason.

The more or less melodious strains
rending the air, the native bearers of
the palanquin started off briskly, keep-
ing a certain measure of time. In the
palanquin, Mr. Sping crossed his feet
and squinted at the slowly fading blue
of the sky through a veil of cigarette-
smoke.

Straight into the thicket they moved
without hesitation. Here there seemed
to be a trail of some description, for the
bearers headed unerringly up the slope,
chattering softly in their musical tongue.
Behind them came the big man and the
band, which was beginning to perspire
freely in its thick uniforms. Behind the
band came some twenty or more natives,
who, in their light attire and with their -
lithe muscles, jogged up the slope with-
out a hint of effort.

Schweitenheim seemed bound to the
faithful performance of his part. Three
times did he put the band through its
paces before he stopped—and, when the
last note died away, a little prayer of
thanks went up from the musical aggre-
gation ; and—

“If dey vould haf a inclined railroad
up dis way, I bet you business vould be
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better!” puffed Hagenbusch.
js—!,

He ceased speaking, and looked about
with the rest, in some wonderment. The
entire procession had halted, their faces
directed inquiringly toward the ban# in
general and Mr. Schweitenheim in par-
ticular,

The acrobat partly rose and gazed
about in some annoyance.

“ What’s the matter?” he
“ Something busted? ”

“ Dere’s a ice-wagon crossing der line
of march!” suggested Winkleburger.

“ Huh? What is it, anyway?”

Smiling in deprecatorv fashion, the big
man came to the side of the palanquin.

He pointed animatedly toward the
band. He raised his hands to his mouth
and imitated their playing. He pointed
anew and waited humbly.

“As it

asked.

. “ Oh, that’s all, is it? ”’ asked the acro- .

‘“ Pump ’em out some more tu’nes
Schweity. I guess that’ll move ’em on.’

Hesitatincly, wonderingly, almost re-
luctantly, the bandmaster “raised his cor-
net. A faint rumble of protest came from
the perspiring musicians—and Schweit-
enheim shrugged his shoulders.

“ Dey ain’t heard der newest pieces dis
year, I guess. We'll gif ’em some more,
anyway.”

“ But it’s so derned hot—"" began Flue-
gel.

“ Nefer mind.
tonio.” ”’

The blast of brass broke forth anew.
As if worked by automatic machinery, the
bearers of the palanquin resumed their
burden and jogged steadily ahead, up the
hill. The big man fell into step behind
the band—and the latter was forced to
climb more rapidly.

A bare one-eighth of a mile was cov-
ered, tramping through the hot thicket,
when the last musical selection was fin-
ished and the band thankfully removed
their instruments from their lips and
gasped for breath through the rain of
perspiration that had started on every
brow.

And the parade stopped short.

Not more than ten seconds had passed
since that last note, yet they were once
more at a complete standstill. Mr. Sping,
who had gone more than half -way to
dreamland, roused and stared about.

bat.

We gif dem ‘ San An-

ISLAND. 21T
“ What’s wrong now? " he inquired.
The big man pointed impatiently to the

band, where handkerchiefs were mop-

ping up superfluous moisture from faces
and foreheads.

“ Tooty-tooty-tooty-toot ? "
acrobat wonderingly.

The big man bowed
laughed aloud. §

“ Hit her up again, Schweity!” he
called back. “ We've got to have the mu-
sic to travel by.”

“ By Himmel! 1 tell you, it’s too hot,

Mr. Sping!” came forcibly from the

“It ain’t possible to blow

asked the

low. Sping

bandmaster.
out dem tunes und elimb dis mountain at
der same time, und—"

“ Oh, forget it!” was the retort. “It
has to be done, Schweity. Go on. Im-

agine you got to Australia all right, and
you’re out on a practise march now. Let
her rip!”

‘o Bllt_”

“ Say, try that
thing over again,”
diplomatically.

The eyes of the islanders upon them,
the band hesitated for a last instant.

Then Mr. Schweitenheim’s cornet came
to bear again, and slowly the other pieces
followed until the full measure of mel-
ody floated forth on the hot, late afternoon
air. =
Nimbly the procession took up its way
once more.

The gentlemen of the island, apparent-
ly having grown to like music, declined
to walk \vithout it. They may have fancied
that it was some personal attachment
which Sping carried with him habitually ;
they may have loved it solely for the
pleasure it gave them.

Over and over and over again the band
blew forth the inspiring notes, and punc-
tuated them here and there with exhaust-
ed bursts of breath. At last, however,
human endurance came to an end. The .
band stopped short in the middle of a
piece.

The procession also stopped abruptly.
Mr. Schweitenheim, his face purple to the

‘ Watch on tlre Rhine’
the acrobat suggested

point of apoplexy,  tottered forward,
gripped the side of the palanquin, and
gasped :

“Tt ain’t no use, Sping. Ve can’t do
no more.”

¢ What?"
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“No, sir, by chingo! Eferyt'ing has
a limit, und we’ve got to der limit of dis.
Tell yer frient to go on, if you vant to.
. Me und der band is going to haf a rest.”

3 But—”

“ Dere ain’t any buts here!’ the band-
master declared angrily. * Dis is vere
ve go on strike!”

Mr. Sping took a final puft of his ciga-
rette and sat upright. He considered
matters for a minute or two ; then he mo-
tioned the big man to proceed.

The big man smiled and bowed.

Also, he took to imitating the band
again and to pointing at Schweitenheim.
The latter burst into a torrent of German
profanity, stayed finally by the acrobat
with :

“You might as well drop it, Schweity.
You're going to play, or we're going to
stay here.”

“ Den ve stay here! " shouted Mr, Ha-
genbusch.

“ But don’t you see what a blamed non-
sensical thing it is?” demanded the acro-
bat sharply. * This crowd wants the mu-
sic, and they won't move without it.
You'll have to pass it out.”

For answer, Mr. Schweitenheim se-
lected a rock, and sat down with a vio-
lent puff. Several of his band followed
the example.

The big man smiled and bowed fur-
ther, and, finding a rock of his own, seat-
ed himself upon it complacently. One
by one, too, his islanders imitated the ac-
tion until at one side of the trail were
some three dozen calm and smiling half-
clothed men, and at the other seventeen
red-hot and scowling uniformed men.

Matters, it appeared, had reached a
deadlock.

From the palanquin came a shout of
anger:

“TLook here, Schweitenheim, you start
that band going, or there’ll be trouble!”

“ Dere couldn’t be no more trouble dan
if we were going up dot hill und playing
some more.”

“ Und dese are musicians, not cart-
" horses! ” Hagenbusch contributed sav-
agely.

“ Und, furdermore, dey are hungry
musicians, dot don’t vork ven dere stom-
achs is empty! " called young Fluegel.

Mr. Sping rose in his wrath.

“ Well, d’ye suppose anybody’s going
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to bring you a ten-course dinner here, you
chumps? D’ye see anything to eat
around here? No, of course you don’t—
and you won’t,seither, until we get to
wherever this crowd lives. Is that horse
sensé, or isn’t it? ”

Slowly Mr. Schweitenheim’s hot face
came up, and there was a distinctly
mournful expression in his eyes as he mut-
tered :

“ Dere is a certain amount of sense-in
dot, Mr. Sping. I—I guess you got it
right.”

“ Then, you suit yourselves about when
you want to start,” snapped the acrobat.
“ Take your time. I'm comfortable.”

A long, long five minutes draggéd by.
From the region of the band came mur-
murs and mumblings in all the German
gutturals. There were swear-words ga-
lore, too, rich in letters and probable sig-
nificance.

From the other side of the road came a
series of soft remarks, peaceful, and not
altogether unlike the cooing of doves.

Then rose a prolonged groan, as
Schweitenheim struggled to his feet and
the rest followed.

“If we stay here, we die because we
don’t eat nuddings. If we don’t stay,
we die because we blow out of us der

- last breath. Are you retty, boys? " choked
the bandmaster. “ ¢ Hail, Columbia, Hap-
py Land!’ und blast der whole bunch!”

A frantic blare of sound came instant-
ly. Galvanized, the islanders were on
their feet and moving—and again the pro-
cession proceeded.

Mr. Sping crossed his legs and blinked
anew at the sky as he smiled. It was hard
on Schweitenheim and the rest of them.
he reflected ; but some of us are bound to
do the hard work of life, and others are
bound to have the easier side—and he was
entirely grateful that the islanders had
chosen him for the latter role. It was fit-
ting and proper, and it satisfied the acro-
bat thoroughly.

He had been going to Australia to be
hailed as the greatest contortionist of the
age, just as he had been hailed all over
America and Europe. Now that he had
landed on a desert island, the same old
enthusiasm over him had broken out.

“ Hail, Columbia,” was over with. Mr.
Schweitenheim’s field music was engaged
with * Marching Through Georgia”
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now, and if the notes were becoming
slightly tangled, through sheer exhaus-
tion, traveling underfoot was at least
growing rather easier. :

The procession had reached the top of
the incline. They were jogging along
now upon a wider, more level road, run-
ning, as it appeared, along the ridge of
the island. The trees were higher and
more numerous, the undergrowth less
heavy.

Far, far ahead rose another hill, which
amounted almost to a mountain, and to-
ward it the bandmaster and his men were
throwing occasional fearful glances.

That hill, Sping opined, would end the
band forever, and he prayed gently that
their course might not lead over it.

“ America”’ came in shrieking gasps,
from end to end. Willy Fluegel was tot-
tering along unsteadily, with one hand
on the shoulder of the hardier Hagen-
busch, as Schweitenheim, with a dismal
word or two, struck up “Nearer, My
God, to Thee,” and slowed down the pace.

It was a bright little inspiration, that
hymn-tune. The first selection was fol-
lowed by others, and the band began to
breathe again, after a fashion; and the
gait became so slow that Sping was about
to rise and command a change of tac-
tics, when his eye happened to travel
ahead.

A wild shout left him and rose above
the sound of the band.

“ Schweity ! ”’

“Vot?” The cornet was swiftly re-
moved.

“There’s the city
whang-ho-punk ! ” cried
“There's where we cat!”

“Hey?"” The bandmaster landed be-
side him in a leap and shaded his eyes.

There, some five or six hundred yards
ahead, to be sure, were houses. They
were strange affairs, built of rude logs, in-
terlaced with vines, thatched with the
bark of trees, as mnearly as one could
judge.

But they were houses, and they signi-
fied human habitation—and that, in turn,
signified food. And the band had broken
ranks, and was upon the verge of a dash
forward when Sping cried:

of Chow-chow-
the acrobat.

“ Here! Hold on! Hold on! That
won't do! The big guy doesn’t approve
of it.

Wait ! ”
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The big man was frowning apologet-
ically and motioning toward the field mu-
sic. They halted. The islander approached
the palanquin and gave a further imita-
tion of music, and Mr. Sping nodded
calm acquiescence. :

“You'll have to do the final toot,
Schweity,” he said. ‘ There’s no help
for you and yours. Pass out something
red-hot, too. Oh—give ’em ‘ Poor John’
for the finish. You do that fine, any-
way.”

For the last time in that amazing
march the band struck up, faintly and
irregularly, to be sure, but with a certain
fluttering hope that had not been present
in their former selections, and the walk
was resumed rapidly.

Three minutes, and a startling vista
opened before them.

They were at the edge of a huge clear-
ing, natural or otherwise, dotted with a
hundred of the huts and thronged with
fully two hundred people. There were
children, hanging back by the dwellings
or fleeing together ; there were women by
the Score, and tall men who stared in awe,
and— :

“ Get onto the chorus of village maid-
ens,” screamed the acrobat suddenly. .

He seemed to be entirely right on the
first estimdte. Some twenty young wom-
en were dancing toward them in double
column, bearing baskets laden with flow-
ers and chanting melodiously as the band
stopped.

At a little distance, tom-toms began. to
beat and other voices to rise. Flowers
suddenly fluttered into the air, and came
down in a shower about Mr. Sping, who
straightened his wreath and smiled gra-
ciously.

The village maidens fell prone in
adoration as the procession came up with
them. On every side the example was
followed until, as they reached a halt in
the center of the clearing, the entire vil-
lage, bearers and all, were prostrate upon
the ground.

The acrobat’s intake of breath was a
long whistle.

“ Well—well
New York!”

“ By—by chingo! I-—I-—tell you, ve
are popular people in dis burg!” stam-
mered /Mr. Schweitenheim,

“We?” The acrobat’s voice went up

I—this—say, this beats
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indignantly. ‘“This is my celebration,
Schweity! This all belongs to me.! ™

“Vell, didn't we—"

“That's all right. Nobody’s been
planting any flowers on your head, have
they? Nobody’s been chucking a whole
conservatory at you, have they? All
-right, then. This is my show.”

“Vell, dot’s all der same to me,” re-
sponded the bandmaster wearily. * So
long as ve get somet’ing to eat soon,
und—"

“ Here she comes, old man,” said the
acrobat more gently.

He was right again; for from a little
distance a new line of girls was approach-
ing. ‘They bore what appeared to be
deep gourds ; also the rudest of earthen-
ware pots and jugs and wooden plates
and huge leaves heaped with mysterious
dainties.

But, more than all, they came swiftly
to the band, which seated itself about the
palanquin; and with much low bowing,
with many prostrations and more curious
glances, real food was put into their
hands. :

It mattered very little just what its
composition or original source might be;
it- was something to go between anxious
teeth and be masticated and passed to
yearning stomachs. Furtherniore, it was
all distinctly good, from the nameless lit-
tle brown cakes to the wild, wet hash in
the gourds. <

Heads down and the world forgotten,
the eighteen men fell to, almost unaware
of the steadily chanting crowd about
thém, wholly unconscious of the flowers
that still rained upon them, save when it
became necessary- to flick one of the trop-
ical blooms from the soup.

And at last the chanting and the meals
came to an end together; and very ab-
ruptly the palanquin went into the air
again. Mr. Sping stared around in some
uneasiness, for divers motions toward the
band indicated that it was to stay behind.

“Well, here’s where your fond pap’s

L]

going to be torn from vyour side,
Schweity,” he remarked. “I don’t like
this one little bit, either. I—say!”

HSYes et

“ Don’t start any rumpus about it, but
just keep your eye on where I'm going,
and don’t forget the street and the num-
ber. 1f—”
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The jog-trot had carried him out of
anything but shouting distance. The
acrobat gazed back regretfully as he was
hurried across the clearing — and then
gazed no more, for he had been carried
bodily into one of the largest of the huts.

Swiftly the palanquin was lowered for
him to step out. More swiftly, palan-
quin and bearers vanished together.

The tall master of ceremonies allowed
himself several more elaborate bows be-
fore the visitor. He motioned to the
couch of small skins—he indicated the
chair, woven of vines, and the big earth-
enware bowl and water-jug in the corner
—he encompassed the whole; then, with
a fral wave of the hand, he vanished.

Weakly, the acrobat sat down upon his
couch.

Dazedly, his eyes wandered from one
corner of the dusky little place to the
other, settling finally upon the- little
patch of gray sky revealed in the small
opening above him.

For a long time he regarded it pen-
sively. . Then, with much deliberation,
he removed the ornate diamond pin from
his necktie and thrust it into his thigh.
The vyell that followed satisfied even
himself of ‘the realness of things in gen-
eral.

It also caused the flap of the door to
be raised, and a new, dark face to ap-
pear questioningly. It remained there
for a moment, and, seeing that all was
well, seemed on the point of vanishing,
when Sping called suddenly:

SeHey=—youlis

The man entered and bowed low.

“ Please give my card to Professor
Schweitenheim, and inform him that I
wish to see him here and—bosh!_ You
can’t climb around that, can you, little
bright-eyes? Well—let’s see. Um. Toot,

toot! See? Tooty-tooty-tooty. That's
right. The large, shiny cornet. Also—
some of this.” :

He indicated a rotundity of girth

which none on the island but Schweiten-
heim could claim.

Further, he pointed at the door and
beckoned toward himself. And the man
seemed to understand, for he bowed again
and vanished; and the acrobat seated
himself somewhat wearily.

He had not long to wait for develop-
ments. Some three or four minutes
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passed ; and a heavy tread approached
from without, accompanied by a whistled
version of some Wagnerian bits. As the
flap was lifted, there was a grunt; and
Mr. Schweitenheim stood within the
shack, blinking amiably.

In leisurely fashion he made his way
to the couch and settled down with divers
puffs, removing a tcothpick from his
mouth and remarking:
soup ! ”

I EI]? b}

“Und for dot chop-suey stuff — dot
stewed hen hashed with green-gages, or

whatever it was — a feller could leave

home for dot without regrets,” the band-
master purred on contentedly.

“Well, never mind that now,” the
acrobat said in some irritation. “ We
can forget the eating part for a while and
talk things over.”

o SO.”

Mr. Sping snorted a little.

‘ Schweitenheim, what are we going to
do?”

“ DO? »

$¥eszdo.”

“Vell, I dunno,” said the bandmas-
ter, somewhat wonderingly. “ Vot iss
dere to do?”

“Vell, do you suppose we're going to
spend the rest of our.natural lives in this
place?” Sping demanded sharply.

“Vell —I dunno!” muttered
Schweitenheim.

“Say! Don’t look so much like a
blasted block of wood with a bunch of
features painted on it. How the dickens
are we going to set about getting away? ”

His tone was so incisive that the band-
master suddenly stiffened out of his
sleepy state. s

“Mr. Sping,” he said with colossal
dignity, “I like to haf you understand
dot I haf nefer been in such a similar
position before. I am not so schmart as
you. I am not so bright dot people make
me der crowns of flowers und sling rose-
buds at me ven I am brought along der
street. I pass up.”

“ Then, you're going’ to leave it all to
me? -

“You haf been elected district leader
by dis bunch. Go on und manager it in
der vay you like best.”

Mr. Sping rose to his feet, his hands

Mr.

“Spingy, I tell you, dot was good
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upon his hips. His eyes sparkled in the

gloom with real anger. :
 Schweitenheim ! ”” he began.

And there he stopped, for a new voice
had intruded itself into the situation with
an amazing nasal:

“ Waal, gol durn yer measly hide, ye
consarned runt! Z7'%at’s you, is it?”

With a jump, both men turned toward
the doorway.

There, wholly visible in' the light from
the upturned flap, clad in an aged linen
duster and the remnants of a straw hat,
his hands also upon his hips, stood the
chin-whiskered incarnation of the middle-
aged hero of a typical New England
drama.

CHAPTER VII:
THE INTERVIEW EXTRAORDINARY.

“VELL, by Himmel!” and Mr. Schwei-
tenheim collapsed limply upon the couch.

“Well,by—" began Sping,as he stared
toward the strange figure in the doorway.

And there he stopped, and contempla-
ted the phenomenon.

Of all things that floated back out of
his varied past, this figure suggested only
the typical Massachusetts or Vermont
backwoods farmer, arriving at the county
fair after a twenty-mile drive through the
harvest country. :

His broad-brimmed straw hat was
shredded by wear. His ancient duster,
dear to the heart of the bucolic gentle-
man with his Sunday-go-to-meetings be-
neath, was only a little better. Here and
there huge holes had been worn; else-
where extensive slits appeared.

The chin-piece, too, was extremely fa-
miliar ; and the remains of a pair of
heavy shoes brought back bygone times
to Signor Luigi Spingara, nominally of
Turin, actually of Patagonia, Maine.

All in all, the apparition was neither
more nor less than astounding; and Mr.
Sping stared at it steadily, and was al-
most disinclined to believe in its reality
untii s : :

“So you'’re the one, €h?”

The acrobat braced himself.

“ Evidently I am.”

“Um!” said the apparition.

It walked into the shack swaggering-
ly. It came within ten feet of the acrobat
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and surveyed him critically. And then,
\\‘th a sniff, the nasal twang proceeded :

“Waal, by gum! I thourrht they had
bad taste w hen they picked me; but you
go about six points over the limit.”

“Yes?"” muttered the acrobat ques-
tioningly.

Dizzily he reflected that this was an-
.other white man—a map of his own coun-
try. A man also who should have fallen
into his arms with tears of joy at seeing
again one of his own color and nation-
ality.

According to all tradition of fact and
fiction, this freak should have rushed at
him and begged for news of home and a
chunk of tobacco or a cigarette, or some-
thing of the sort. He should have
evinced that wildest of friendliness which
a man can feel only under such circum-
stances.

And yet—well, to put it baldly, this
particular gentleman seemed very nearly
on the verge of a fight.

The acrobat was staggered. -Slowly he
retreated to the couch and sat down heav-
ily beside Mr. Schweitenheim, whose
lower jaw refused steadily to return to
its proper place, and w hose eyes bulged
as he stared and stated at the visitor.

Slowly, too, he gathered himself as,

-

with a snert of suppressed indignation,.

the stranger made for the chair and seat-
ed himself. He tried to speak, and found
that the words stuck in his throat. He
tried to think—and, semehow, the cog-
wheels of his mental machinery refused

to revolve. The stranger must open the
conversation, if conversation there were
to. be.

And the stranger, on his own part,
seemed to be searching for a point of
starting.

“For a time he considered Mr. Sping
solemnly in the gloom. His gaze shifted
then to Schweitenheim, and he grunted
suddenly.

“ Who's the fat one?”

S Vot?

“ What's
itor.

“T am Chulius Schweitenheim
Wiesbaden ! "’ replied the bandmaster.

“ You're the fat one that has the band
I hear about?”

“I am a bendmester!” announced Mr.
Schweitenheim’” icily.

yer name?” rasped the vis-

yvon

snapped Mr. Hodge.
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“ Hum!”

The caller seemed to have lost interest
in Schweitenheim. His gaze turned
again to Mr. Sping. —

“ What’s your name?”’

“ My name’s Sping, but it’s none of
your blamed busmess‘ » the acrobat
rapped out with a sudden return to con-
sciousness. ‘““ Who the dickens are you,
and why do you walk in here in this fash-
ion? What?"”

“Hey! Heigh-ho!” The stranger
laughed cacklingly. “ Got our head reel
swelled up,-ain't we? Waal, waal, waal!”

CHEhp 2

S bring that swellin’ down putty
soon, sonny.

“ Dot feller s bughouse!” w h]\pered
the bandmaster.

“ I guess you're right there, .all right,”
murmured Sping.

“Iss it safe mit him?”

“Eh? Oh, sure! I've got the gun, if
he gets gay. It ain’t much, but it'll do
to scare him.” :

“Yes, but if he should maybe haf—"

“I guess that'll be about enough o’ that
private conversation business, gents!”
the visitor broke in sharply. “ Look here,

- I want you-to listen to me for jest about

seven minutes.”

“I'm willing,” said Sping gently.

“ All right.” The stranger crossed his
legs and cleared his throat. * Jest keep
yer ears open then, an’ I'll try to en-
lighten ye a little bit.”

The acrobat selected a cigarette, and
lighted the second he had enjoyed upon
the island. The visitor regarded it Tather
enviously, made no comment—and then
proceeded :

“ My name is Hiram Hodge.”

“That’s a real nice name,” Mr. Sping
commented flippantly. *

“I could write a tune about dot name,”
added Mr. Schweitenheim. * Somet’ing
on der order of ‘Oh, Mr. Austin, since
I came to Boston—""

“Psst!” commanded Mr. Spm"

“ What’s more, I'm king o’ this here
island ! ” pur sued the visitor impressively.

“Bh??”

‘“ Straightest thing ye ever heard!”
“This bunch here
elected me king mighty nigh onto four
year ago, an’ I’ve been rulin’ 'em to the
best o’ my humble ability ever sence.”
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“ Ah?” Sping rubbed his eyes. “ And
‘how did you get here?”

“That ain’t any pertic'ler concern o’
your'n, but I ‘s’pose I may as well tell
ye. I was on the Chiny Queen, bound
fer Singapore eventual, when she went
down near four vears ago. I reckon we
must 'a’ blew about for four days before
she sank. They all went down but me,
an’ I hung on to the captain’s empty
‘medicine-chest an’ floated here.”

- Got sort of a water-cure out of the
empty box, eh?” asked Sping.

“What?” Mr. Hodge stared hard at
him. ¢ Waal, I got here, and—"

“ And where the dickens is here?

“ How do I know? It’s somewhere in
the South Pacific, ain’t it? That’s all
I'm able t’ tell ye. It's a durn nice is-
land, an’ mighty nice people, only they
ain’t no ships seem to pass this way.”
He cleared his throat again. ‘ Anyway,
I got here, an’ these here citizens got
stuck on me an’ made me king.”

He paused impressively. Mr. Schwei-
tenheim was suddenly convulsed with
tactless laughter.

“ By chingo! YouJdook der part!” he
wheezed. ““ If T should efer see a man
vot didn’t look like a king—"

“ That'll “do!  ‘That’ll=dol”
Sping. “ Go on, Hodgy; go on.”

“ Kin that Dutch sassidge keep quiet? "’
asked Mr. Hodge raspingly.

. Say; vot—"

‘ Shut wup! Sure.
Go on with the story.”
The stranger glowered for a minute.

“Waal, I guess they ain’t much more
to the story, voung feller—Sping, did ye
sey ver name was? They ain’t much
more to the story of the past, anyway.
What I came here t’ see you about was
the present.”

He cleared his throat again with a
long whistle. He leaned forward and
glared at the newcomers with:

“\o'unﬂ feller, your game ain’t goin’
to go.’

“Eh?

“1 say, it ain’t goin’ to go!" snarled
King Hiram. “I'm the bo s here, an’
I'm goin’ to stay boss.”

“ Meaning? "

“ Jest what you know.’

“ Well, that's nothm«r at all.
of it. Thank you.”

cut in

He’ll keep quief.

1

I'm glad
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“ Are you intendin’ to insinuate that
ye ain’t wise to what this gang means
to do?”

“I'm about as sure about what they
mean to do as'I am about your sanity,”
murmured Mr. Sping.

Mr. Hodge rose to his feet. His hands
went back to his hips and his teeth bared
savagely.

“This here crowd, Mr. Sping,
to make you king.”

The acrobat got onto his feet.
“What?”
“Yes. An’ I
b2}

“ Well—"
King Hiram sat down again, and talked
on rapxdl_\. .

“ Oh, ye needn’t do the innocent-baby
act,” he snarled. “ They’s one or two
o’ these natives that I've drilled down to
talk putty good English, these last four
vears. I've got a full report of all that’s
been going on this here afternoon. I
know all about ’em findin’ ye on the far
beach thar, an’ bringin’ yve here. I know
all about the band an’ the rest of it.
An’, more’n all, T know all about the
scheme to make ve king of the island.”

“ Well, that—"" the acrobat began.

“An’ I tell ye, it won’t go;,” Hodge
roared excitedly. “1I tell ye, I've been
the whole squeeze here too long to be
made city chamberlain. er whatever it is
they're intending, under vou. =~ Ye hear
that? I ain’t goin’ to play no second
fiddle under a pint o’ dishwater like you,
an’ the quicker ye get yer mind made up
to that fact the better.”

He sank back, puffing angrily. For a
little time Mr. Sping considered him in
silence. Then:

“ Now, as I take it, the gentle popu-
lace of this café parfait colored commu-
nity intended to ask me to rule over
them?:"

“That’s the idee,
before it was born.”

“Ab! And you object?”

“1 not only object, but I'll hang yer
everlastin’ liver on top o' my shack two
days after ye try it!” said King Hiram
pleasantly. :

o He}’? "

“If ye could be alive,
snarled the New
business, too.”

intends

ain't' goin’ to stand fer

it.

an’ I came to kill it

ye'd see it,”
Englander. “ That’s
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He folded his hands across his knees,
bared his teeth again and fixed his pale
blue eyes upon the acrobat.

“Now, ['ve got jest one proposition
to make to you,” he went on.

i \765? ”

“1 ain’t saying that this bunch hasn’t
got stuck on you, mister. They're a lot
o’ simple-minded kids, an’ I guess this
band o’ music I hear about must have
struck their fancies. An’ I wish I hadn’t
been off huntin’ when ye was found, er
I’d have smashed the hull notion quick,”
he added savagely.

“Well, go on with the proposition,”
said Sping calmly.

“You bet I will. As I was sayin’,
they ain’t no doubt but what you've made
a hit. All the samey, they’s some o’
these tall gents that’ll stick to me through
thick an’ thin; an’ if you start to takin’
possession o’ the kingly dignities o’ this
island, they’s goin’ to be bloodshed, an’
somebody’s comin’ out second best—an’
that somebody ain’t old King Hiram
Hodge. That all clear to ye?”

¢ Passably—passably.”

“ All right. Now, here’s what I pro-
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pose: You take yer band and git over to
the north of the island. Thaf’s the near-
est to the steamship course, anyway, as
I take it. You kin live the best way you
can. Mebbe some day you'll find a ship
to take ye away from this place. Ontil
then—"

He paused dramatically.

““Waal, ontil then, ye keep yer feet
an’ yer fingers distinctly offen my pre--
serves here, er ye’ll get into trouble that'll
result—um—er—fatally.”

He set his jaw and contemplated the
acrobat. The acrobat also set his jaw.

“You're a United States citizen? ” he
queried.

soL-mster Jbe.”

“ Nice, friendly one, aren’t you?”

“ That’s accordin’ to the way you look
At

He frowned anew.

“ Jest now, I'm king of this here is- -
land, an’ I say, in plain English, thet
ye've gotter go!’ he finished.

*“And if I don’t feel that way about
itd

“ Heaven help ye!” murmured King

Hiram.
-

(To be continued.)

A Matter of Twenty Dollars.

BY RALPH

ENGLAND.

What Came of Accommodating a Lady, with Side Re-
marks by the Switchboard-Boy and the Hotel Detective.

WAS standing near the public tele-

phones, in the lobby of the Plymouth
Hotel, when she stepped into the end
booth, carefully closing the door behind
her. ~ ;

“ By Jove!” I exclaimed to the young
man at the switchboard. ‘ What a stun-
ning girl! Who is she?”

“T-don’t know,” he answered. “ I've
never seen her before. She isn’t a guest
of this hotel. I reckon she just dropped
in here to use the phone. She’s a peach,
isu’t she?”

“ She’s the sweetest girl T have ever
seen!” I declared enthusiastically. “What
eyes! What a pure, innocent face! She
looks like a saint.”

“Yes,” said the telephone operator,
with a broad grin. “That's the only
thing against her.”

“ What is the only thing against her?”
I demanded in surprise.

“ Her innocent face. She looks much
too good for this wicked world. Beware
of girls who look that way. They're gen-
crally the most knowing and the most
dangerous kind.”

“ Nonsense,” I replied angrily, for the
young man’s cynicism jarred on me.
“ Don’t talk that way, my friend. It isn’t
at all funny.”

“If you knew as much about the other
sex as I do—" he began, with an air of
superiority.
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I could not_refrain from laughing.
This smooth-faced chap could not have
been more than twenty years old at the
most, and I was fifteen years his senior.
His cynical, worldly-wise air, so out of
keeping with his youthful appearance,
was vastly amusing.

“So you know a whole lot about wom-
ankind, do you, my son? " I chuckled.

“Yes, sir,” he answered earnestly.
“ Holding down this here job makes me
pretty wise concerning the other sex. All
sorts and conditions of women come here
to use the phones, and I gets a good
chance to study 'em.”

“ And it is your opinion that those who
look the most innocent are really the very
ones who are to be most feared, eh?” I
laughed.

“ Yes, sir.  You take the girls who look
as if they know a thing or two, and

* they’re generally all right. It's the baby-
faced, butter-wouldn’t-melt-in-the-mouth
kind that mostly causes all the trouble.
They ain’t to be trusted. They assumes
that innocent air as a mask to hide their
real characters. Take it from a man who
knows.”

I laughed again ac this funny young-
ster. The girl who had been the cause of

_our conversation; having finished her tele-
phoning, stepped out of the booth just
then and approached his desk.

“ How much do I owe you? "’ she asked
in a sweet voice.

“Ten cents, miss,” he answered.

As she took the coin from a green
leather hand-bag and handed it to him I
studied her face intently, and was even
more impressed with it than T had been
at first.

““ She is innocence personified,” I re-
flected. “ That young man ought to be
thrashed for suggesting otherwise. FHis
knowledge of the other sex, indeed!”

I noticed that the girl carried a
stamped and addressed envelope in her
right hand. She was just walking away,
when she seemed to recollect something,
and turned to the young man at the
switchboard again.

“1 beg your pardon,” she said, * but
do you happen -to have a twenty-dollar
bill in exchange for small bills? T want
to put it in this letter.”

“ No, miss,” he answered readily. “ I'm
sorry, but I ain’t got any big bills at all.”

TWENTY "DOELARS:
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I was amazed to hear him say this, for
I had been standing at his side when he
had opened his cash-drawer a few min-
utes before, and I had noticed several
twenty-dollar bills in plain view.

I glanced at him reprovingly, and he
returned my look with a knowing wink.

The girl was walking away, so I post-
poned asking him what he meant by such
churlishness, and ran after her.

“ Excuse me,” I said, doffing my hat;
“T overheard vou asking the telephone
operator for a twenty-dollar bill just now.
Perhaps I can be of service. I have some
twenty-dollar bills in my pocket, and I
shall be glad to accommodate you.”

“ Oh, thank you so much,” she an-
swered gratefully. I want to send some
money to a friend immediately, and I
haven’t time to buy a money-order. If
vou could let me have a twenty for small
bills T should be ever so much obliged to
vou. .

“ Certainly ; ” and producing my wal-
let I selected a vellow-back of the desired
denomination. * Here it is.”

She took the bill and placed it inside
the stamped and addressed envelope,
which she sealed with her tongue. It
was a very pretty little tongue, and she
looked so enchanting as she moistened the
flap with it that I quite envied that
envelope.

Then she opened her hand-bag and
took therefrom a roll of bills which she
began to count:

“ Dear me!” she exclaimed, with a
frown of dismay. *This is very un-
fortunate.”

“ What's the matter?” I inquired sym-
pathetically.

“1I find that I have only eighteen dol-
lars with me,” she explained. “I thought
I had more. I'm afraid I will have to
tear open that envelope and give you
back your twenty-dollar bill.”

“ Not at all,” I answered quickly.
won’t let you do any such thing.

“ I will give you my card, and you can
send me the missing two dollars by mail,
when you get home.”

She shook her head decidedly.

“No. I am afraid that would not do
at all. T could not think of placing
myself under such obligations to a per-
fect stranger.

“1I think I know, though, where I can

HI
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get the necessary two dollars,” she added,
with a smile of relief. ‘I have a girl
friend who is employed in an office in the
building across the street, and I am sure
she will lend it to me. Perhaps you

wouldn’t mind waiting here a few minutes

while I go and ask her?”

“Not at all,” I assured her. “If you
like, instead of waiting here, I will ac-
company you across the street.”

“No,” she answered hastily, “ I would
prefer that you stay here, if you please.
Here is the letter. You can hold it until
I return. - I'll be back in a couple of
minutes.”

She thrust the sealed envelope into my
hand and departed before I could say
another word.

I sauntered toward the young man seat-
ed at the telephone, with the intention of
asking him why he had told the girl that
he did not have a twenty-dollar bill, when,
as a matter of fact, he had several in his
cash-drawer.

He greeted me with a grin.

“ Gee whiz! You were dead easy!” he
exclaimed. “ How much did she sting
you for?”

“T beg vour pardon,” I retorted, with
a frown of displeasure. “I don’t quite
understand you, my young friend.”

He laughed boisterously.

“ Jumping Jehoshaphat! You don’t
mean to say you don’t realize yet that
you've been trimmed?” he demanded in
surprise. ‘I sized her up for a grafter
right away. That’s why I refused to let
her have that twenty. I can tell ’em
at a glance. They can’t fool me. I would
have tipped you off, only I thought you
was surely wise. You certainly was a
fool to fall for that game. How much
did she get out of you, sir?”

“Not a cent,” I answered angrily.
“You are a very bright young man—I
don’t think. If you dare to say another

word reflecting on that young lady I shall’

report you to the management and have
you fired.”

“ Oh, very well! " he muttered sullenly.
“1 was simply tryin’ to put you wise—
that’s all. It ain’t any of my business, of
course, but perhaps it ain’t too late yet to
run after her and catch her before she
gets away with your money.” .

T have already told you that she hasn’t
got away with any of my money!” I cried

\
\
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indignantly, and I walked off, thoroughly
exasperated. f

For half an hour I waited\patiently in
the hotel lobby. The girl did not return.
I wondered exceedingly what could be
keeping her.

I glanced at the stamped and sealed
envelope in my hand. It was addressed:
“ Mr. Harry Mortimer, care Flaherty’s
Hotel, Helen Street, Providence, R. 1.”

The superscription was in a neat, de-
cidedly feminine handwriting. In the
left-hand lower corner of the envelope
was written, “ Strictly Personal.” These
words were heavily underscored.

“I wonder who Mr. Harry Mortimer
is, and why that fair creature is sending
him twenty dollars? " I said to myself.

An hour went by, and still the girl did
not come back. I began to grow very
uneasy. I felt sure that something serious
must have happened to her.

I went in search of my friend Flannery,
the house detective of the Hotel Plymouth.

“ You haven’'t heard of any accident
happening in front of the hotel within the
past hour, have you?” I inquired anx-
iously. >

He shook his head.

“ What kind of an accident? ” he asked.

“ I'm waiting for a lady,” I explained.
“ She should have returned long ago. I
am afraid she must have been knocked
down by a street-car, or something.”

And I explained the circumstances to
him.

To my surprise and indignation he re-
ceived my story with derisive laughter.

““Well, T'll be hanged if you ain’t a
joke,” he chuckled. * You don’t mean
to say that you really expect that gal to
return, do you?” =

“Of course I do,” I answered. “Haven’t
I got her letter here? TUnless something
serious has happened to her she’s bound
to come back for it.”

“She'll do nothing of the kind,” as-
serted Flannery, with positiveness. “ How
green you must be. You've been up
against one of the oldest swindles known
to the police. It used to be a good game
years ago, but it finally became so well
known that they ain’t been workin’ it for
some time now. I supposed that every
man, woman, and child in the United
States had heard of that bunco game, and
would know enough not to bite.”
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“ It wasn’t a bunco game,” I insisted.
‘I haven’t been swindled. I am willing
to bet every dollar in my pocket that that
young lady is honest. Unless she’s met
with an accident she’ll be back soon.”

“ Take my word for it, you'll never see
her again, nor your twenty-dollar bill
either,” he declared, with a laugh. -

“You're talking through your hat,” I
retorted angrily. “ How can you say that
I have been swindled, when I have my
twenty-dollar bill right here in this en-
velope? Where does the bunco game come
in, I should like to know? The young
lady was so very honest that she insisted
on my holding her letter until she re-
turned.” :

““Ha, ha!” he laughed. “Do you
really mean to tell me that you believe
your twenty-dollar bill is in that letter?”

“ Of course it is,” T retorted. “I saw
her put it there. She inserted the bill and
sealed the envelope right in front of my
eyes. You are making a mistake this time,
my wise friend.”

“ Not a bit of it,” answered he. ‘It is
you who are making the mistake. That'’s
where the bunco game comes in. Your

lady friend was a clever sleight-of-hand
performer. She switched envelopes on
you and gave you a duplicate in place of
that in which she inserted the bill.”

“ Nonsense,” I answered indignantly.
“ Do you take me for a fool? I tell you,
I was watching all the time. She couldn’t
have done it without my noticing it.”

*“Oh, yes, she could. The quickness
of the hand can deceive the eye, you know.
Haven't you ever witnessed a shell game
at a county fair? Those crooks are
mighty clever with their fingers. She’s
got your twenty all right, and you've got
a lemon.”

“You're wrong,” I declared stoutly.
“ 1 flatter myself that I'm a pretty good
judge of faces, and I am confident that
that girl is thoroughly honest. She was
a perfect lady. Why, as a matter of fact.
she need not have handed me this envelope
at all. T offered her my card, and told
her that she could pay me the two dollars
at her convenience, but she wouldn’t agree
to that.”

“Of course she wouldn’t,” answered
the house detective. * That wouldn’t
have suited her at all. Can’t you see that
if she had allowed you to trust her for
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the two dollars she was short she wouldn’t
have had any legitimate excuse for not
handing you the eighteen dollars she had
in her hand-bag? She would have made
only two dollars by that transaction, and
this way she has done you out of the entire
twenty. Of course, she refused to con-
sent to that proposition.”

I could not help seeing the logic of this
argument. As Flannery had stated, the
girl would have had to give me the eight-
een dollars which she had in her hand-
bag, if she had consented to owe me the
two dollars she lacked. She wouldn’t
have had any excuse for owing me the
entire twenty when she had eighteen of it
with her. 3

“ It’s too bad you didn’t insist on hold-
ing her eighteen one-dollar bills while she
went across the street to get the remaining
two,” said the house detective regretfully.
“You would have lost only two dollars
then.”

“ It never occurred to me to make such
a demand,” I replied. “T thought then,
as I fully believe now, that the girl was
thoroughly honest—every inch a lady.
And, besides, why should I have asked
her for any security when I had my own
original twenty-dollar bill in my hands,
enclosed in this envelope? ”

““And you still think that that envel-
ope contains your twenty dollars?” he
chuckled. :

“I am sure of it,” I replied emphatic-
ally.

“ My word, but you are an obstinate
fellow. Well, it is very easy to convince
you. Tear open the envelope and see for
yourself. If there’s any money inside,
I’'m .willing to resign my job as  house
detective of this hotel.”

“ What!” I cried indignantly. “ Do
you suppose for a minute that I am cad
enough to open a letter which is marked
¢ Strictly Personal ’—and a letter written
by a lady, too? I should say not, indeed.
No man with gentlemanly instincts would
do that.”

He gave vent to another coarse, derisive
laugh. :

“ Say,” he exclaimed. “if you ain't the
very limit I'll eat my hat. Gentlemanly
instincts is all very well, my dear sir, but
they’re quite out of place when you've got
crooks to deal with. If you don’t open
that letter, how the divvle are you goin’
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- to convince yourself that you've been
stung? ” : i

“If I were sure the young lady was
really a swindler, I should not hesitate
to tear open this envelope,” I said. *“ But
I am still firmly of the opinion that she
is honest, and therefore I can’t open it.
Suppose I should tear it open, and she
should return here soon and hand me the
twenty dollars in small bills and ask me
for her letter? Just think of the painful
position in which my act would place
me.” |

He shrugged his shoulders impatiently.

“T tell you there ain’t any more chance
of her comin’ back with that twenty than
there is of me bein’ elected President of
the United States. You can take my
word for it, she’s a crook. As a matter
of fact, I think I recognize her from the
description you give me. It sounds very
much like ‘ Baby - face Blanche,” whose
picture is in the rogues’ gallery of nearly
every big city. If you like, you can go
down to police headquarters and look the
pictures over. Perhaps you'll be able to
identify your lady friend.”

“T guess I'll do that,” I said. ‘““It'sa
good suggestion. If I find her picture
there, I'll open this envelope and convince
myself that I've been swindled out of
twenty dollars.”

~‘““ And if you don’t find her picture in
the rogues’ gallery, you'll not open the
letter, eh?”” he chuckled.

“ Of course not.” :

“ Well, in that case, what do you intend
to do with it?”

“ Hold it, of course, until I hear from
the young lady.”

“ But, if you really believe she is a
lady and sttictly on the level, have you
any right to hold on to that letter?” he
inquired, with a mischievous smile.
“ Didn’t she tell you that it was very im-
portant—that it should be mailed at
once? Have you any moral right to de-
lay its delivery? ‘Surely, as a man of
gentlemanly instincts, you must see that
it is your duty to drop that letter into the
nearest mail-box right away.”

His tone was sarcastic; but it struck
me, neverthéless, that his words were
Jaden with a great deal of truth.

If, as I still firmly believed, the sealed
envelope which I held in my hand really
contained my twenty-dollar bill, I should
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be placing that money beyond my reach
by dropping it in the mail-box ; but I was
fortunate enough to enjoy a good income,
and, while twenty dollars was by no
means an insignificant amount to me, I
felt that I could afford to sacrifice it
rather than disappoint and cause incon-
venience to'a lady by withholding an im-
portant letter.

“You are quite right,” I declared to
Flannery. “ The point you have raised
is a good one. While, I suppose, I have
a perfect legal right to hold on to this
letter, inasmuch as it presumably con-
tains my own money, I don’t believe that
I have a moral right to do so. I am go-
ing to drop it in that mail-box over there.”

“ Well, I'll be hanged if you certainly
ain’t the very limit!” he ejaculated. I
was only joking just now, of course. I -
didn’t think that you’d take my sugges-
tion seriously. If you mail that letter,
how the dickens are you ever going to
find out whether your twenty-dollar bill
was or was not inside? You ought to open
it just to satisfy yourself as to the lady’s
guilt or innocence.”

“ It really is too bad that I can’t set-
tle that point,” I sighed. “I'd like to
do so—for the young lady’s sake. I
can’t help despising myself for enter-
taining even the slightest suspicion con-
cerning her.”

“ Well, take my advice and open that
envelope,” urged the house detective.
“ That will convince you that you've been
done.”

“I've got an idea!” I exclaimed joy-
fully. “ Perhaps if I hold this up to
the light I may be able to see my twenty-
dollar bill through the envelope. The
paper is pretty thin.”

I walked over to a hanging incandes-
cent globe and proceeded to carry out this
plan; but was disappointed to discover
that the thickness of the folded letter in-
side prevented me from discovering
whether my money was or was not en-
closed,

“It’s too bad,” T sighed. “ Well, it
can’t be helped. I suppose I must go on
having faith in the lady without being
able to prove that my faith is justified.
Here goes.”

With these words, I walked over to the
mail-box in the hotel lobby and dropped
the letter inside.
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A few hours later I went down to po-
lice headquarters and looked over their
collection of rogues’ photographs.

It was with great relief that I dis-
covered the girl’s picture was not among
them.

I saw the photograph of the notorious
‘“ Baby-face Blanche ”"—swindler, forger,
and diamond-thief ; and it needed only
one glance at it to assure me that she was
not the sweet-faced girl who had borrowed
the twenty-dollar bill from me.

I returned to Flannery, with a {ight
heart and a triumphant air.

“You're quite mistaken,” I exclaimed.
“ They haven’t her photograph at police
headquarters. That picture you mentioned
doesn’t look anything like her. Now, will
you admit that you're wrong, and that
my twenty-dollar bill was in that letter I
dropped in the box?”

“Not by any means,” he retorted
stubbornly. * Of course, they haven't got
every female crook’s picture down at po-
lice headquarters. The young weman who
victimized you has evidently been fortu-
nate in eluding the police camera so far.
She’s probably too slick an article to al-
low herself to get caught. Maybe she
doesn’t take any chances, and only tries
her game on exceptionally easy marks like
you.”” ~

My face flushed at this taunt.

“We shall see,” I replied angrily.
“ Probably time will tell which one of us
is right. I feel confident that that young
" lady will return and pay me the money
she owes me: By the way, if she should
come back while I am not around, will
you kindly take the money and hold it for
me, Flannery?”

“ If she returns to pay you that money,

I sha’n’t be able to take it from her—I

shall drop dead with surprise,” he an-
swered with a laugh.

A week passed without my hearing a
word from, or of, that sweet-faced girl.

I could not get her out of my mind.
Her face haunted me night and day. The
thought that, after all, she might be a
thief distressed me exceedingly. It wasn’t,
of course, on account of the twenty-dollar
bill from which I had been separated. I
would have given ten tiymes that amount
to know positively that she was honest.

I couldn’t help having misgivings on
that score. I found myself beginning to
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believe, much against my will, that Flan-
nery had formed the right estimate of her
character.

My doubts concerning her were in-
creased by an item I found in my morn-
ing newspaper, which read as follows:

AN OLD SWINDLE REVIVED.

Many Persons Victimized by Bunco Game So
Played Out That It Should Deceive Nobody.

That there is a sucker born every
minute is proven by the fact that for
the past few days police headquarters
has been visited by many sad-looking
persons with a tale of wo to tell.

These unfortunates have been victim-
ized by the ancient *stamped-letter
swindle,” a bunco game which was
worked quite extensively in this town
years ago, until people got too wise to
make it safe.

During the past few days, it seems,
the old swindle has been revived, and,
judging by the reports at police head-
quarters, the perpetrators seem to be
reaping a rich harvest. The police be-
lieve that the game is being worked
by an organized gang of swindlers,
which includes women crooks as well
as men,

The article went on to describe how the
swindle was managed, The details ap-
peared to be very much the same as in
my own case.

After reading this article, it seemed un-
reasonable to refuse to believe any longer
that T had been the victim of a female
sharper. =

And yet I could not bring myself to
feel positively that that girl was guilty.
I wanted so much to believe in her.

I began to regret exceedingly that I
had not opened that letter and ascer-
tained whether my twenty-dollar bill was
inside,

I think that if T had had that chance
over again I should have yielded to the
temptation. But the letter was gone, and
doubtless, by this time, in the hands of
the person to whom it was addressed.

Suddenly I had an inspiration. Al-
though I had dropped the letter into the
mail-box, I fortunately still remembered
the name and address written on the en-
velope.

It occurred to me that it would be a
good plan to take a train to Providence,
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Rhode Island, and pay a visit to Mr.
Harry Mortimer, care Flaherty’s Hotel,
Helen Street.

He, of course, could tell me whether or
not he had found my twenty-dollar bill
in the letter addressed to him. Doubt-
less, he also could tell me the name and
address of the girl, and give me some in-
formation concerning her character.

When I mentioned this plan to Flan-
nery, he laughed at me.

“ Take my word for it, you'll have your
trip for nothing,” he said. “ You won’t
find any such name or address in Provi-
dence. That letter is probably in the
dead-letter office by this time. It ain’t
reasonable to suppose that that young
woman would go to the trouble of put-
ting a real name and address on the en-
velope when a fake one would answer.

But he was wrong. When I reached
Providence I found Flaherty’s Hotel on
Helen Street without much difficulty. It
was situated in the most squalid section
of the town, and was a very disreputable-
looking sort of place.

In response to my question, the dirty-
faced proprietor informed me that a
young man named Harry Mortimer had
been stopping with him for some weeks.

“Ah!” I exclaimed excitedly. ‘ Can
I see him? ” :

“ No, you can't,” he snapped. “ You're
too late. He ain’t here any more. The
police arrested him to-day.”

“ Arrested him! What for?”

“ Swindling,” he answered. ‘ They
say he’s one of a gang of crooks, and I
guess they’re right, for he owes me five
weeks” board, to say nothin’ of a phony
check he passed on me. He's a mean
crook, and I hope they give him all that’s
comin’ to him.”

I returned home with a heavy heart.

“You win,” I said sadly to Flannery.
“ I'm willing to admit now that I've been
done. It's awfully hard to believe any-
thing wrong of a girl with such a sweet,
pure face; but I am satisfied now that
she belongs to a gang of swindlers.”

“ At last!’” he chuckled. “ Gee, but
it took you a long while to get your eyes
opened.”

1I.

Four years later I went to spend a few
weeks with my married sister down South.
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Bob Graham, my brother-in-law, met me
at the depot with the rig, and drove me to
the house.

“ How are the kiddies getting along?”
I inquired. “ It's three years since I last
saw them. They must be fine children by
this time.”

“The greatest ever!” he answered
proudly. * They’'ve changed so, old
man, that you won’t recognize them.
They're the prettiest kids you've ever
seen, if I do say it myself. And they’re
as sharp as needles, too. You ought to
see how advanced they are in their stud-
ies. By the way,” he went on, “we've
got a new governess.

“ Had her two months, She’s a peach,
too. She’s the best governess we've ever
had, and, in addition, she’s awfully good
to look upon. I shouldn’t be surprised,
old man, if you fall head over heels in
love with her while you're with us. She’d
make you a good wife, too, I think. Be-
atrice considers her the most charming
girl she ever met.

“1I guess she comes of a good family,
too, although it’s hard to get her to tell
anything about herself—she’s one of the
reserved, quiet sort, you know.”

When I reached the house, my sister
added to her husband’s enthusiastic
praise of the new governess.

“She’s truly wonderful,” she ex-
claimed. “If you don’t lose your heart
at first sight I'll be very much surprised.
She’s so pretty and attractive that if Bob
wasn’t such a dear, devoted husband, I'd
be afraid to have her in the house. The
children just worship her.”

“ Where are the kiddies now?” I in-
quired eagerly.

“ Out taking a walk with Miss Birdsall
—that’s the new governess’s name, you
know. Wait until you see her. I'm sure
you'll be staggered.”

When I saw Miss Catherine Birdsall I
was indeed staggered—but not in the way
my sister meant. :

She came in a little later, and as soon
as I saw her I realized that I was face to
face at last with the girl who had done
me out of a twenty-dollar bill four years
previously.

My cheeks turned white as I acknowl-
edged the introduction. She appeared
to be calm, and met my gaze boldly ; but
I fancied that I detected a puzzled look
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in her eyes, as though she found my fea-
tures familiar, but could not remember
where and under what circumstances we
had met before.

I did not enlighten her, nor did I make
any reference to the fact that this was not
our first meeting.

She was indeed good to look upon. She
had grown even more beautiful than she
had seemed when I met her in the lobby
of the Plymouth Hotel. Her face was
serene and almost Madonna-like in its
purity.

Oh, it was hard to believe that such a
girl could be a sinner. And yet I knew
that that innocent face was but a mask.

“ Well, what do you think of her, old
chap?” inquired my brother-in-law a lit-
tle later, when he and I were alone in the
smoking-room. “ Isn’t she superb?”

“Yes,” I answered slowly. ‘ Where
did you find her, Bob?” _
“ Through an advertisement. We in-

serted an ad in the local papers, and she
applied for the job.”

“ Did she give you good references?”
I asked.

He laughed.

“ As a matter of fact, old chap, we
didn’t look up her references at all,” he
said. ‘“ She gave us the names of some
people she had worked for ; but we didn’t
bother to write to them. Beatrice and I
pride ourselves on being good judges of
faces. There couldn’t be anything wrong
about a girl with a face like that, you
know.” :
de-

‘“ Appearances are sometimes very
ceptive,” 1 answered gravely. “ Bob,
you've got to fire that governess. You
must get rid of her at once.”

“ Good Heavens!” he gasped.
“ What's the matter with you? Have
you taken leave of your senses? What

can you know about Miss Birdsall?

“ Not very much, I must admit; but
what T do know concerning her forces
me to speak as I do. I assure you, Bob,
that it is painful for me to have to say
anything against the character of any
woman ; but I deem it my duty to tell
you what I know about your governess—
for the sake of my nephews and nieces.
I couldn’t reconcile it with my conscience
and my love for those children to allow
them to continue under her care when I
know that she is a professional swindler.”
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My brother-in-law was so amazed at
this that he allowed his lighted cigar to
fall to the floor and burn a hole in the
rug, unheeded.

“ Pshaw!” he exclaimed. “ You must
be crazy. You don’t know what you're
talking about. I'll bet every dollar I've
got that that girl is no swindler.”

“You'd lose your money,” I assured
him sadly, and thereupon proceeded to
tell him of my experience.

To say that he was astonished would
be to put it mildly. He was inclined to
believe, though, that I had made a mis-
take—that Miss Birdsall was not the
young woman who had swindled me, but
somebody who closely resembled her.

“Don’t say anything about this to
Beatrice,” he begged. I am sure that
it would distress her exceedingly. Give
me a week to think it over, old man. I
don’t want to act rashly. Perhaps by
the end of that time you will have con-
vinced yourself that our governess is not
the same girl who buncoed you.”

I shook my head decidedly.

‘1 am sure I have made no mistake,”
I insisted. “1I couldn’t forget that face,
Bob, nor mistake it for another. It was
just as hard for me to believe her guilty
four years ago as it is for you to do so
now ; but after I had visited Providence,
and learned that that fellow Mortimer
was a member of a gang of swindlers, I
could believe in her innocence no longer.”

That night, when I retired to my bed-
room, I found a sealed envelope lying
on the bureau.

It was addressed to me, and there was
something strangely familiar about the
handwriting. I tore it open eagerly and
read :

I knew that I had met you before; but
at first I was puzzled to recollect where.
Now I have suddenly remembered. For
Heaven's sake, be merciful, and don’t
say anything about that letter.

CATHERINE BIRDSALL.

“Ah!” T exclaimed. “TI knew that I
was not mistaken. Poor little girl, your
appeal comes too late.”

I began to wish then that I had not
said anything to my brother-in-law. If
I ‘had not already done so, I think I
should have complied with that pitiful
appeal and kept her secret. Perhaps,
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after all, the poor-girl had reformed,
and was trying to lead a straightforward,
honest life.

I was sitting with the letter in my
hand, regretting that I had been so hasty
in exposing the girl to Bob, when there
suddenly came a loud knocking at my
door.

“ Open, old man!” cried my brother-
in-law’s voice excitedly. ‘ Let me in.
Something serious has happened.”

I threw open the door, and Bob rushed
into the room:

“ All Beatrice's jewelry has been sto-
len!” he cried. “ She’s just discovered
that her jewel-box is missing. We've
got to find the thief.” :

~ ‘““ Miss Birdsall!” I said with a groan.

“ Impossible! ” he retorted. ‘ I'll not
believe it of her. I tell you, you must be
wrong about that girl. She couldn’t—"

“Read that,” I said grimly, and
thrust the letter into his hand.

“ Good Heavens!” he gasped. * That
settles it. I doubt no longer; and, since
she admits that she swindled you, there
is every reason to suppose that she has
stolen Beatrice's jewels.” :

“Yes,” I murmured sadly. “If the
jewels are missing, I am afraid there can
be little doubt that she is the thief.
What are you going to do, Bob? Will
you call in the police? ”

“ Not unless it is absolutely necessary.
I am sure Beatrice will not want to pros-
ecute her. I will give her a chance to
return the jewels and leave the house first
thing in the morning.”

“Where is she now?” I inquired.

“ In her room,” he answered. ‘' She
retired an hour ago. She’s probably fast
asleep. I hate to waken her. It seems
so deucedly brutal.”

“ Why not postpone the matter until
to-morrow morning,” I suggested. *She’s
probably got the jewels in her room, and
she can’t very well get rid of them dur-
ing the night. I'm a light sleeper, and,
if vou like, I'll sleep down-stairs, so that
she won’t be able to leave her room with-
out my hearing her.”

‘He agreed to this plan, with a sigh of
relief. It was easy to see that he shrank
from the ordeal of charging that sweet-
faced girl with such a serious crime.

Miss Birdsall made no attempt to es-
cape from the house during the night.
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In the morning she came down to break-
fast looking a trifle pale, but otherwise
composed.

We were waiting for her in the li-
brary, Bob and I; and as she passed the
door my brother-in-law called to her
somewhat nervously :

“ Miss Birdsall, if you don’t mind, we
should like to have a few words with
you.”

As she entered the room we both rose
and stood confronting her sadly.

“Miss Birdsall,” began Bob, “this—er
—this is a very painful duty. We—er—
we desire to be merciful. If you will re-
store my wife’s jewels, we will allow you
to go free.”

“Your wife’s jewels!”
“ What do you mean?”

“ Come, that won’t do!” Bob ex-
claimed more sternly. ‘It is useless to
dissemble, Miss Birdsall. I don’t want
to call in the police if it can be avoided ;
but my wife’s jewels are gone, and—
you must have stolen them.”

“ How dare you?” she cried indig-
nantly. “I am not a thief. How dare
you accuse me of stealing?”’~

“T tell you this won't do!” exclaimed
my brother-in-law angrily. “I would
not for worlds question your integrity,
Miss Birdsall, unless I had good cause.
The fact that your character is not above
reproach is well known to us. This gen-
tleman here—"

“ Ah,” she exclaimed, looking at me
scornfully, “ he has told you about that
letter, after all.”

“I had to,” I explained, half-apolo-
getically. ““I deemed it my duty to do
And, besides, I had told my brother-
in-law all about that letter before I re-
ceived your note begging me not to.”

Before she could make any reply to
this, my sister burst excitedly into the
room, brandishing a red-leather box.

“It’s all right,” she cried joyfully.
‘“The jewels were not stolen, after all.
I have found them. They had fallen
down behind my dressing-table.”

“ Thank God!” exclaimed the govern-
ess fervently. “And to think that if
they had not been found you would have
accused me of taking them! It is terrible.
I swear to you that I am honest. I have
never in my life stolen anything.”

“Heow can you say that?” I said re=

she gasped.
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proachfully. * Surely you are not going
" to pretend that you dealt with me hon-
estly four years ago whzn we met at the
Hotel Plymouth.”

“1I can’t see that I did anything dis-

honest,” she answered boldly. “ I didn’t
steal a cent from you, did 1?”
“No,” -I answered grimly. * You

didn’t steal a cent, my dear young lady
—you stole a twenty-dollar bill.”

“That is not true,” she replied an-
grily. “ Your twenty-dollar bill was in
that letter, and I left it in your hands.
How can you say that I stole it from
you?”

“What!” T gasped. ““ Do you mean
to tell me that that twenty-dollar bill was
in that letter, after all?”’

‘ Of course it was!” she cried. “Don’t
you know? Didn’t you open that en-
velope and find it there? ” :

“ T certainly did not,” I answered. “I
mailed that letter, unopened, to your
friend, Mr. Harry Mortimer, at Provi-
dence, Rhode Island; and I have been
under the impression all along that it did
not contain my money.”

“You mailed the letter wnopened!”
she exclaimed joyfully. “ Oh, how good
of you—how very kind of you! Then
you did not read what was inside? "

“ Of course not,” I replied indignantly.

“I can scarcely believe it,” she said.
“T thought for sure that when you found
that I did not come back, you had opened
that envelope in order to get your money
out. And I did you the injustice of
thinking that you also read the letter it
contained, and thereby learned my ter-
rible secret. That is why I wrote you
that note last night. I have been so
happy in this place, and I didn’t want
you to tell my employers about my poor
brother.”
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“Your brother?” I gasped, regarding
her with astonishment.
“Oh, dear,” she
words slipped out. I suppose I would
better tell everything now. Yes, that en-
velope in which I enclosed your twenty-
dollar bill was addressed to my unfor-
tunate brother at Providence. He was
going under the name of Harry Mortimer

then.

“He has been wayward ever since he
left school, and he got in with bad com-
panions, who ruined him and made him
a bad man. He wrote me that he was in
great trouble and must have money im-
mediately, and that was why I was send-
ing him that twenty dollars, When I
went out to borrow two dollars from my
friend to make up the twenty, and left
the letter, meanwhile, in your hands, I
was unavoidably detained from getting
back to you, and so I felt sure that you
had opened that letter in order to get out
your money.

“I didn’t dare come back later to
claim my letter, for I was afraid that you
had also read what I had written to my
brother, and I was naturally ashamed to
face you.”

“ And that was what you referred to
in your note of last night?” I said.

“Of course,” she answered, with tears
in her eyes; “I was afraid that my em-
ployers would not care to have a govern-
ess whose brother is a criminal.”

 Miss Birdsall,” said Bob gently, * we
shall be proud to have you stay with us,
if you will consent to do so in spite of
my brutal conduct toward you.”

But now that I know she did not swin-
dle me out of that twenty dollars, she is
not going to stay with them very long in
the capacity of governess—not if I can
help it.

sighed. ‘ Those

A WARNING.

Dax Cupip, was a bow upon four strings,
Begins a wondrous witching little &ir;

Ah, when such soft, illusive music wings,
Good sirs, beware!

But when the fair

Dorinda (with four beaus upon a string)
Assumes a wondrous witching little air—

This is yet more heart-ensnaring thing!
Good sirs, take care!

Millicent Catell.
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What Came of a Friendly Attempt to Smooth the Path for a Railway Seat-
Mate Temporarily Incapable of Looking Out Satisfactorily
for Himself.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

Morris APPLEBY, just appointed head-chemist for the United Wood Pulp Company, is
starting out to spend a two weeks’ vacation with his friends, the Powells, at Hampton
Lake, before entering on his new duties. The only vacant seat in the train is next to a
young man rather the worse for liquor, who becomes unpleasantly chummy with Appleby,
tells him that he is David Grant, from Horton, on his way to teach school in Milton Center.
He even shows him the picture of a pretty girl, explaining that she is Eloise Donnell, to
whom he has been engaged for a long time. He is about to tell more, when the brakeman
calls out “ Milton.” Appleby precedes Grant with his bag, thrusting the photograph into
his own pocket. But Grant, too fuddled to care, remains on the cars, leaving Morris, with
Grant’s luggage and the picture, on the platform. There is no other train that night.

Pitying the girl, and eager to save her the humiliation of having her fiancé’s condition
exposed, Appleby resolves not to correct at once the mistake of being taken for the new
school principal when the stage-driver deposits him at David Graham’s house in Milton
Center, where he is evidently expected. Here there is a sort of reception, and, half for
the adventure of the thing, Morris suffers the masquerade to continue, feeling that it will
give the real David Grant time to sober up, although he is made rather uncomfortable by
the piercing black eyes of a Miss Mercer, who is introduced as one of his assistant teachers.

For one reason or another, Appleby is compelled to continue the deception, until finally
he makes a desperate break and gets away, only to discover that, for some inexplicable cause,
his family have thrown him over, and he has been deprived of his position. Feeling that
his impersonation of David Grant is at the bottom of this, he decides that he must return to
Milton Center and continues his masquerade a while longer, in order to straighten out the

tangle.

CHAPTER IX.
UP ON CHARGES.

O it came about that the Saturday
S morning stage arrived in Milton
Center, bearing as its only passenger Mr.
Morris Appleby, more firmly than ever
bound by the chains of Fate to the little
village to which he had first come only
four days before, and from which he had
twice vainly sought to escape.

This time he was back to regain the
reputation which, in some mysterious
manner, he had lost. He had stayed the
first time to save the name of another.
He returned to rescue his own.

“ Howdy, professor!” greeted the old
stage-driver. No hint of hidden scandal
there.

“ Ain’t seen nothin’ of that cousin of
yours,” announced the station-agent.

. ¥ Began March ARGOSY.

“ Well, if he'comes, gives him my note,
please, and tell him to call me at the
Center,” replied Morris; “and here’s
that box of cigars I promised you.
They’re good ones, I'll guarantee, though
I don’t suppose a school-teacher ought to
know anything about such things.”

As they trundled into the Center, at
last, several acquaintances greeted him
pleasantly. Apparently his reputation
was still good with the villagers,

Mrs. Graham welcomed her boarder
warmly, and asked anxiously regarding
his bad tooth. She learned that heroic
treatment had reduced the ulceration al-
most immediately, and did not express
any surprise at such a remarkable cure.

Nor did the official head of the school
board, when he arrived at dinner-time,
seem to be harboring any secret knowl-
edge of his boarder’s identity.

Single copies, 10 cents.
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That afternoon Morris, once more
“ Professor Grant,” spent in the school
building, busily preparing for next week’s
class-work against the possibility of
having to ‘ bluff it out” in the school-
room a day or so longer. All the while
he kept an ear open for the telephone,
hoping, but in vain, for a call from the
long-lost Grant.

Mr. Graham was late at supper that
night, and when he did arrive something
was plainly wrong.

He had been most hearty hitherto in
all his greetings of the * professor.”
Now he merely nodded coldly as he sat
down, and ate in embarrassed silence, the
emphasis of which seemed only intensi-
fied by the well-meant conversational ef-
forts of Mrs. Graham. Then she, too,
seeing her attempts were lame, grew per-
plexed and embarrassed, at the same time
losing the use of her generally nimble
tongue.

Morris grew momentarily more scared
and uncomfortable, as there was little
doubt in his mind that he was vitally
interested in this change of official tem-
perature.

“ Exposed at last!” he thought; * but
how like a countryman to hold off till
he’s good and ready to spring his charges,
and in the meantime not be able to keep
from exhibiting his intent in his man-
ner!”

Appleby was seized with an impulse to
excuse himself for a moment, go to his
room, escape by the window, and depart
hence, never to return.

That unworthy project dwelt in his
mind for only an instant, however. No,
indeed, he would act the man, whatever
the penalty. Why not make a clean breast
of the whole thing and depend on the
local sense of humor to let him off light-
ly? Then he might make a plea for the
absent Grant and offer to continue as
substitute till he appeared, or he might
modify ‘the tale in some way so as to
excuse Grant. Possibly he could leave
Grant out of the affair’ altogether; not
mention that he had seen him, or he
might tell the story that he was plan-
ning to have Grant tell, namely, that he
had come out as a supply on account of
Mr. Grant’s illness, intending tosact en-
firely on the square; but, being taken
for the duly constituted principal, he had
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enjoyed the joke so well that it had gone
further than he had intended.

Then there was another possibility.
He might refuse to talk until he had
seen Bronson, before whom he would put
the whole story. He hoped to be able to
win his protection, inasmuch as he had
got into all this trouble in a well-meant
effort to square Bronson’s friend, Grant.

Morris even thought of pretending that,
by a reasonable coincidence, his own
name was really David Grant. All these
things flashed through his mind while the
uncomfortable meal was dragging to a
painful conclusion. He found himself
unable, however, to settle on any defi-
nite campaign.

At length, supper was ended. Mr.
Graham pushed back from the table,
coughed two or three times tentatively,
then confirmed Morris’s worst fears.

“ There’s going to be a board meeting
to-night, professor, that we’d like to have
you attend. A little matter has come up
that we want to talk over with you, and
we’ll meet at eight in the school build-
ing.”

There was no hint of the purpose of
the meeting in what Mr. Graham said,
but his manner was sufficient for Ap-
pleby.

A half-hour later, Morris, attempting
to keep an outward appearance of calm
—but inwardly, it must be admitted, bad-
ly scared—accompanied Graham to the
school building. = Had there been any
way of bolting at the last moment, with-
out complete loss of dignity, he would
have done it; yet he felt that, after all,
the only thing to do now was to sift the
matter to the bottom and, if possible, put
himself in a true light, rather than to
allow what he believed must be a dis-
torted story to be going around the coun-
try, injuring his reputation beyond what
was justified.

As they entered the office where the
meeting was to be held, Appleby paused
for a moment, astounded. He saw a
great light. There, in the room with the
members of the board, was the disap-
proving old lady he had noticed that
evening on the train when he and Grant
first made their unfortunate acquaint-
ance. She was looking as disapproving
as ever.

“ Evidently,” thought Morris, ‘“ this is
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the person whom I have to thank for all
my trouble of yesterday, and I have been
slandering Miss Mercer outrageously.
Apparently the old girl grew suspicious
through what she overheard on the train,
investigated a little, and in so doing the
story got around among my friends be-
fore she saw fit to expose it here.”

Morris braced himself and prepared
for the shock.

The president solemnly called the
meeting to order, as though he was pre-
siding over the funeral obsequies of a
public man. “ Professor,”” he began,
“we have a very serious charge to bring,
I am sorry to say. Perhaps you'll be
able to explain it in some way, so it
won’t look quite so bad as it came to us.
It has to do with the conditions under
which you arrived in town first, last Mon-
day night. Do you think that everything
was just as it should be? We'd like to
hear what your idea is, and if you have
any explanation.”

For a full moment Morris thought
again of the different possible methods of
defense. None of them seemed adequate,
and at length he decided that the sim-
plest thing was to tell the whole truth.

“I shall have to admit, gentlemen,”
- he said, unconsciously omitting the-lady
in his address, *“ that my manner of com-
ing here was not as it ought to have been,
but I think I can make an explanation
which won’t make it appear quite so bad
as it seems on the surface.”

“What!"” exclaimed the old lady,
breaking in at this point. ‘ You think,
young man, that you can easily explain
coming here as principal of our school in
an intoxicated condition? Do you be-
lieve that anything that you might say
would make that kind of an example for
our innocent children anything but the
most heinous offense? ”

Mr. Appleby’s jaw dropped. He
stared at the good lady in the utmost
amazement. He intoxicated! Then he
was not going to be accused of imposture,
after all!

Mr. Graham here saw it was necessary
gently to take the floor, while the good
lady calmed herself. He interposed, and
in a few words stated the specifications
brought against Professor Grant, who,
it became apparent, was still supposed to
be that for which he had been first taken,
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but who, in that capacity, was seriously
under suspicion.

It seems that Morris’s accuser was a
Mrs. Amos Richardson, president of the
local W. C. T. U. She had come out on
the train that Monday evening, and, ac-
cording to her story, two young men—
apparently great cronies — occupied the
seat ahead of her, and both were in a
shamefully intoxicated condition.

She noted that one of the young men
got off at Milton Station. She observed
that he was so intoxicated that he stum-
bled about, seemed uncertain where he
was, then appeared to change his mind
about getting off there at all, and made
a mad dash after the train, as though he
thought he could catch it when it was
already well under way to the next sta-
tion. 3

What was her horror to find that the
young man was her fellow traveler in the
bus as well, and that he had turned out
to be none other than the new principal
of their high school.

At this point Mr. Graham interposed
other evidence. The stage - driver had
been interrogated after the complaint of
Mrs. Richardson had been received, and
the old man had admitted that his pas-
senger had acted very queerly. Mr. Gra-
ham himself, now that he thought of it,
bad noticed that ‘ Professor Grant”
seemed uncertain and dazed that evening
at the sociable, but at the time he had
only thought of it as embarrassment.

To cap the climax, the board president
produced the telegram which the genuine
Grant, in a really intoxicated condition,
had sent from Brandenburg to explain
his being a day late at Milton Center.
The telegram read:

Mr. GrRAHAM,
President Board of Education,
Milton Center, Canasagua County,
New York.

I wish to explain regretfully, that I
have been unavoidably delayed from
assuming my arduous duties in your
village. I have met some friends here
and am very unwell, otherwise am en-
joying myself.

Most sincerely yours, and regretfully,

Davip GRANT.

Morris laughed loud and long as he
read this most remarkable telegram. It
was a semihysterical relief from the ten-
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sion under which he had been for the last
hour.

The circumstantial evidence was all
very much against him. He rather won-
dered that this telegram had not been
used as an accusation before. Then a
bright idea occurred to him, and he
plunged into another ingenious lie.

“ It certainly was unfortunate that I
should be late in taking up my work, and
that I should be involved in this dis-
turbance on the train, but, as I said, I
can explain. I don’t wonder you thought
I was somewhat xrrespo'mble when you
received this profuse wire. As I said be-
fore, I was suffering from an ulcerated
tooth, and stayed over a day with a
cousin of mine in Brandenburg, who was
very much of a practical joker. I asked
him to wire you, and told him what to
say. This is what he actually sent.

“As for what Mrs. Richardson saw
on the train, that is easily explained-
The person with whom I sat was, indeed,
very thoroughly intoxicated. I never saw
him before in my life; but he at once
claimed my friendship, and succeeded in
attracting a great deal of attention to
both of us before we reached Milton Sta-
tion. I was perfectly sober myself, how-
ever, and refused his offers of a drink.

“1 did try to overtake the train just as
it was starting, and in doing so stumbled
over my coat. I discovered, in hurriedly
leaving the train, I had taken with me a
photograph which the young man had
urged upon my attention, and in the
course of the excitement of trying to keep
him quiet, I'd forgotten it for the mo-
ment. Any other strange actions of mine
you may have observed, I shall have to
lay entirely to my embarrassment and nat-
ural curiosity.”

This e\planation was listened to atten-
tively by the board, apparently with every
inclination to give the young man the
benefit of the doubt.

The face of Mrs. Richardson, however,
was adamantine. At the close of Mor-
ris’s burst of inspiration Mr. Graham
said :

“ We're very sorry, professor, that this
thing has come up. Of course, we
couldnt afford to have a principal here
with such habits as that. Even if this
was a rare exception, and you didn’t get
drunk during school hours, this story has
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gone around among the mothers in town,
and we'll have to look into it. We have
great confidence in what Mrs. Richard-
son tells us, but we can see how the mis-
take might have been made and lead to
misconception.

“We have also great confidence in
Mr. Bronson, and don’t think he would
have recommended you if you had been
a man of such habits. Yet you must
have made things look a little queer, and
if you will retire now and let us go into
executive session, we will talk the matter
over by ourselves.’

Morris spent a half-hour pacing back
and forth in front of the building, his
amazement and amusement growing at
every pace.

“Talk about poetic justice!” he re-
flected. ‘“ Here’s a young scapegrace en-
dangers his future reputation by going
on a jag at an inopportune moment.
Fate thrust me into the breach, and for
the time being I perjure myself and stand
in the young man’s shoes to give him a
reputation for sobriety. Now, as a pun-
ishment, I, as a representative of the in-
ebriate, am accused altogether falsely of
the very thing from which I have been
attempting to shield the man who com-
mitted that breach of propriety.

“ This, then, must be the story that in
some other still mysterious version got
around to my friends and my dear pa-
rents. I'm caught for fair. I can’t ex-
pose myself further here, or anywhere
else, until the real David Grant appears
on the scene, frees me from my involun-
tary alias, and at the same time restores
my reputation for sobriety.”

A moment later the board meeting
broke up. As Mr. Graham joined the
accused man, who had remained on the
outside, he said:

“Well, professor, I don’t take any
stock, between you and me, in the story
of our good W. C. T. U. president. As
far as I'm concerned, I'd drop it right
there with your explanation. But some
of the board seem to think that, just to
satisfy the mothers of the town, you'd
better get your friends in Brandenburg,
with whom you stayed over last week, to
write us and testify as to yvour sober con-
dition when you took the train that after-
noon.”

“ And that,” the

thought dismayed
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Morris, “is a thing which, under the cir-
cumstances, I stand a swell chance of
doing.” :

CHAPTER X.
LETTERS FROM A PHOTOGRAPH.

THEN dawned the Sabbath.

It is probable that never did human
heart so long for Sabbatical peace and
rest as did the much-harassed organ with-
in the bosom of Morris Appleby. His four
days in Milton Center had nearly wrecked
that sturdy young man. The church-bell
was tolling a last call to the pious vil-
lagers as he was ushered by Mr. and Mrs,
Graham into the family pew. He flushed
red, and seemed to feel the accusing eyes
of all the congregation. There could be no
doubt that the austere Mrs. Richardson
had spread throughout the town the story
of his alleged debauch.

At length came the sermon. Leaning
impressively over the pulpit and looking

odirectly at Morris, as if to give point to
his theme, the pastor announced as his
text:

“ Wine is a mocker, strong drink is
raging, and whosoever is deceived thereby
is not wise.’*

Appleby felt the hot blood rush to his
temples. It was now impelled by indig-
nation. The service was, then, to be for
the express benefit of himself. Had the
parson preached a violent denunciation
of fraud and deception; Appleby, amateur
impostor, would have shrunk with con-
sciousness of guilt.

Now that he found himself placed in
the pillory for an offense of which he
had not even dreamed, his heart was filled
with defiance, and for the time being he
forgot that he was in reality a most guilty
person, none the less worthy of denuncia-
tion because his true crime was undiscovs
ered.

In his defiance he must have flattered
the clergyman that he had at least one
attentive listener, for he sat bolt upright
through the whole sermon, his eye never
leaving the speaker’s face.

Still breathing to himself words not at
all in keeping with the reverential
themes, Morris heard the benediction pro-
nounced, and the little congregation was
astir,
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Several persons whom he had met
earlier in the week came up and greeted
him pleasantly. Some of them were pa-
rents, and found remarks to make about
their young hopefuls. It was evident,
after all, that the report of his misdeeds
had not yet attained universal circula-
tion. : :

One elderly man came up and intro-
duced himself as superintendent of the
Sunday-school.

‘It is customary, Professor Grant, for

-our professors here to help us out with

the teaching in the Sunday-school, too.
Professor Killup left a very fine class of
boys when he went away so suddenly, and
I hope you will be willing to take them
up for us.”

The superintendent beamed upon his
prospective assistant, and certainly seemed
to have no idea that he was trying to
enlist in a pious cause a young man who
had a reputation of looking very atten-
tively upon the wine when it was red.

But Morris was saved making a deci-
sion. An elderly lady at that moment
stepped up and touched the elbow of the
superintendent. Morris recognized her
at once as Mrs. Richardson. ' She gave
Morris only a curt bow, and then said to
his companion: “ Deacon Lamb, may I
speak to you just a minute?”

She drew the good deacon one side,
and Morris turned away to make his
escape. A moment later the deacon,
somewhat embarrassed in manner, stepped
up to him again with: * Well, Professor
Grant, I find we have a teacher already
supplied for this Sunday for that class,
and perhaps you would rather wait until
you're a little better acquainted before
you help us out.”

Whereupon Deacon Lamb sidled away
quickly, - evidently not anxious to con-
verse further.

Morris turned on his heel and walked
away. If the Milton Center folk did
but know it, they were fortifying the
nerves of Morris- Appleby to continue,
without further vacillation, his campaign
of imposition upon them, and to harden
his conscience to the point where he felt
no further qualms at any deceit he might
practise on them. As he walked back to
his boarding-house, he felt a secret ex-
ultation at having tricked this most un-
just community, and swore to himself
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that he would stay among them till he
had proved their charges false, no matter
if the real David Grant never came back.

There was one Sunday afternoon train
each way at Milton Station, and Morris
had hoped that on one of these Mr.
Grant might appear. The stage made no
Sunday trips from Milton Center; but
he kept a lookout down the road that
afternoon, watching every carriage that
entered town, but in vain.

Toward evening he remembered he had
in his room a little stack of mail, mostly
circulars and business communications to
the principal of the high school. He had
got them at the post-office after the board
meeting the night before, and hadn’t yet
examined them. Now he looked them
over, more to pass the time than any-
thing else. Among them was a personal
letter, addressed to David Grant.

Morris gazed at it for a moment, and
almost opened the envelope, so accustomed
had he become to making free with the
principal’s business correspondence. He
realized, then, at once that this was a
private letter for the real Grant, with
which he had no right to tamper.

As he looked at the fine feminine hand-
writing, however, it had to his mind a
certain vague familiarity. The suspicion
of the truth suddenly dawned, and he
wondered that he had not thought of it
at once, the thing was so obvious.

He opened Grant’s suit-case and took
ou. the photograph of the girl. He
compared the writing on the back with
that on the envelope. It was the same,
of course. Wherever Grant was, and
whatever had happened to him, he had
not notified his fiancée of any change of
address.

Reflectively, Morris turned the card-
board over, and looked at the sweet face
imprinted on its surface. The first fas-
cination that had come to him on the
train five days before, and had been the
motive behind his quixotic conduct in al-
lowing himself so long to be taken for
Grant, returned to him in full force.

“ Poor little girl!” he said to himself.
“ Perhaps all this time you've been get-
ting ready for that long-planned wed-
ding with that worthless scamp, and now
he has no doubt lost his chance of pro-
viding for you the home he has promised.
Well, I'm doing the best I can for you.”

v
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Again he looked at the envelope, and
the temptation was strong upon him to
open it and learn more of the girl of the
photograph. It was postmarked, ““ Pine-
ville, North Carolina.”

“ A little Southern girl, perhaps,” he
thought. ‘ Maybe only visiting there,
however.”

The letter had been delayed, for the
postmark was ten days old.

Resolutely he tossed it into the suit-
case. Opening another man’s private cor-
respondence was a depth to which he had
not yet sunk, thank Heaven.

All the rest of that afternoon and eve-
ning, however, despite every effort to put
it out of his mind, he kept thinking of
the belated letter and wondering about
its sender. The temptation to read it

kept growing stronger and stronger. He
resisted it, however.
The next morning, after opening

school, the thought suddenly occurred to
him that the girl might become worried
over the failure of Grant to reply, and
be writing again. ~What he could do
about it he didn’t know; but he felt im-
pelled, nevertheless, to go to the post-
office and see if by any chance there was
a letter.

He thought it would pay him, at any
rate, to keep close watch of the mails for
any warning of unexpected danger that
might come from that source. So, tell-
ing his preceptress that he was going out
to the post-office for a few minutes, he
left the building, promising to bring her
mail also, if there was any.

Morris was just leaving with a small
handful of letters and circulars, some for
himself and some for Miss Mercer, when
he suddenly stopped short with a gasp.
In his hand was a postal-card, addressed
to David Grant in the same unmistakable
feminine hand that he had seen on the
letter the day before. '

He had no qualms in connection with
a postal, so turned it over and read this
brief message:

I do not understand your failure to
reply. Am starting for Milton Center
Will be there Monday afternoon, the

date we agreed on. ELo1sk.

The postal had been sent the Tues-
day before, and had also been evidently
delayed a little. The postal service at
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Milton Center was notoriously bad. The
card had arrived only a little before the
time when its se(xilfjer herself was due.

This was, indeed, a grand climax to
his little farce of a week! Here was the
mysterious lady of the photograph about
to appear in person, and he must there-
fore make a sudden exit from the scene.

All the\way back to the school he de-
bated in his mind whether he should meet
the unfortunate little woman at the sta-
tion and break the news to her that her
fiancé was missing, or let her come to
Milton Center and find it out for herself.

Miss Mercer was in the office when he
returned, and began going over the mail
at her desk, while Morris stood looking
vacantly out of the window and continu-
ing to debate the matter that was so per-
plexing him. At length he turned with
decision just as Miss Mercer was folding
the letter she had been reading.

“T shall have to try your patience
again, Miss Mercer,” he said. “I am
expecting a friend on the train at Milton
Station whom I will have to meet, so I
will ask you to take charge of the school
for the afternoon.”

At that moment his eye caught the en-
velope, which the girl had dropped on
the desk while she read her letter. He
had not noticed it when he had brought
it in, as it had been with several others
addressed to her. Now, as he looked at
it, he started with surprise.

Was it imagination or merely a strange
coincidence? He could swear that the
writing on the envelope, addressed to the
preceptress, was in the same handwriting
as that on the postal-card he had just
read.

Could it be possible that Miss Eloise
Donnell was writing to Miss Mercer?
What in Heaven’s name could it mean?
For a full moment he stared at the en-
velope without speaking.

“ That is pretty writing, isn’t it, Pro-
fessor Grant?”

The voice of the preceptress broke in
upon his daze. She was looking at him
with that same inscrutable glance he had
seen the first evening he had met her the
week before. It was only for a moment.
She picked up the envelope and restored
the letter to it.

“1 hope you will meet the lady all
right, Professor Grant,” she remarked,

'

and her tone had a strange, sarcastic em-
phasis.

Then she turned and left the room,
Grant staring after her helplessly.

CHAPTER XI.
THE PHOTOGRAPH MADE REAL.

As Appleby paced the platform at
Milton Station that afternoon, waiting
for the Brandenburg train, he fought
with himself a furious moral battle.

In the first place, that real or imag-
ined coincidence of the handwriting on
Miss Mercer’s letter worried him greatly.
It might be only fancy. Could it be,
however, that by another queer coinci-
dence Miss Mercer had all along been
acquainted with Miss Eloise Donnell,
and likewise presumably with her fiancé,
the real David Grant? He recalled all
the suspicious eircumstances of the week,
and saw them in a more suspicious light
than ever. :

Yet the extreme probability of the
woman knowing he was an impostor, and
not exposing him at once, seemed a con-
clusive denial of his theory. Probably
there was nothing to the letter incident
but an unusual similarity in handwri-
ting. Yet there was her parting remark,
“ I hope you will meet the lady all right.”

He tried in vain to remember whether
he had spoken of his friend as “a lady ”
whom he was expecting to meet. He
could have sworn he hadn’t; yet, if not,
how did Miss Mercer know, unless she
had just heard from the lady herself?

But all that was, after all, a little be-
side the point, as it was not clear to him
how he could return to Milton Center
again, after the arrival of the girl who
certainly knew David Grant.

How he should meet that girl, and
whether he should meet her at all, was
the main issue of the battle. The two
afternoon trains from each direction
passed at that station. On the train from
Brandenburg would be Miss Donnell.
Why could he not board the other and
depart to points unknown?

That would mean leaving his reputa-
tion forever shattered and, as far as he
could see, cut him off indefinitely from
any future association with his friends,
as he had depended entirely on being

e
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able to remain in Milton Center till the
mystery was all cleared up, and he could
go back to his own circle with a satis-
factory explanation of the perplexing
charges against him.

Then, too, it seemed like a particularly
unfeeling and cowardly thing to do, to
leave the helpless girl to face alone the
shock of finding that her fiancé had dis-
appeared. No, he must meet her at all
hazards, make the best explanation he
could, and then trust to getting away
before he was exposed. Perhaps she would
credit his generous impulse and help him
in the matter.

He had just come to this conclusion
when the train arrived. The only young
woman who alighted stepped off at the
other end of the platform. She wore a
veil, and for a moment Morris was unde-
cided as to whether she could be the girl
of the photograph.

At that instant she turned to the sta-
tion-master, and to his dismay he heard
her ask: “Is Mr. David Grant here?”

Appleby rushed forward to avert what
seemed an inevitable ‘catastrophe and ro-
mantic exposure then and there. The
gir]l had raised her veil as she spoke.

There was no doubt about her being
the girl he was expecting, but she was
even more attractive than the photo-
graph had promised.

Before Morris could interpose and pre-
vent an answer by the station-agent, the
man turned to him with a wave of the
hand, and said: “ Right there, miss.”

Morris froze in his tracks, helpless.
The girl looked at him a moment, blush-
ingly; but to his surprise, instead of a
scene, she stepped quiétly forward and,
holding out her hand hesitatingly, said,
“ How do you do?”

Morris, in a daze, took the little hand
in his for just an instant, then it flashed
over him what had averted the scene.

The girl, seeing a strange person point-
ed out, had supposed the station-agent
meant that he, Morris, was some one
whom Grant had sent to meet her, prob-
ably thinking that her fiancé could not
leave school at that hour, so Appleby al-
lowed himself to breathe again. Here
was a respite that would enable them to
get away where they could talk alone.

Nevertheless, he stood there feeling
quite helpless. unable to think what move
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he should make next. The girl, for some
reason, was evidently as embarrassed as
he, but she recovered her self-possession
first.

“Is it far,” she asked, “or can we
walk? Hadn’t we better start?”

That roused him.

“ Yes—it—is quite a way; I'll have to
get a horse,” he replied, suddenly pos-
sessed with a bright inspiration. “ The
livery-stable at the hotel is just up the
street, and you can sit on the porch there,
where it is quiet, while I engage a car-
riage.”

He took the girl’s suit-case, which the
station-agent brought up at that moment,
and they started out, Morris in embar-
rassed silence, and his companion fever-
ishly trying to bridge over the awkward-
ness by talking volubly about her trip
and incidents along the way.

It occurred to Appleby as strange that
she should think it necessary to be so-
ciable with a man who was a mere mes-
senger, as it were, from her fiancé—a fel-
low who had not yet introduced himself,
and who, for all she knew to the con-
trary, might be merely the village hostler.

“Isn’t it all so strange?” she said as
she sank into a chair on the piazza of
the village inn. “ How queer we should
meet for the first time like this!”

Morris stared at the girl in amaze-
ment. She was certainly bent on making
herself acquainted with him. Such for-
wardness did not seem in the least in
keeping with her evident refinement.

“ Why—yes—I suppose it is,”” he
stammered. “I'll be right back,” he
added hastily, “after I order the car-
riage.”

When he returned, the girl looked up
pensively and, to his still greater surprise,
remarked : “ I suppose we ought to feel
better acquainted than we do. You seem
almost as scared about it as I do.”

Morris gained a little time while he
selected a chair from the two or three
rickety pieces of furniture on the piazza
and sat down. She was certainly a puz-
zle. She was now looking at him so
strangely that he began to wonder if he
was dealing with a young woman who
was not altogether in her right mind.

Perhaps it would be just as well for
him to humor her and lead the conver-
sation into general lines while he made
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up his mind. ‘Accordingly, he launched
off irrelevantly on a description of the
town and the school, to which she lis-
tened with apparent impatience.

The only horse available was out at
the moment, and it might be some little
time before they would be able to get

_away. He prepared, therefore, to fill it
in by dodging personality. He did not
wish to have any scene until they could
get well out on the road, where they
would be unobserved.

In a moment when his inspiration for
topics of conversation flagged, the girl
broke in with: ‘Do you know, it’s
strange, but you look exactly as I expect-
ed you would. I've been forming a pic-
ture in my mind of what you would be
like. Perhaps I should say, of what I
wanted you to be like; but, all the while,
I was a little afraid that you might turn
out to be just the opposite. But here I
find you just the kind of man I wanted
you to be.”

Appleby, who had been about to make
some commonplace remark about western
New York weather, stopped and stared
at her with obvious astonishment, and his
mouth open.

At that instant they were interrupted
by the announcement that the carriage
was ready. And nothing more was said
until they were well out on the road,
Morris all the time painfully silent, and
wondering what this strange girl would
say next.

“ David,” she suddenly broke in,
“why don’t you talk to me? I'm afraid
your disappointed in me. You had my

picture long enough to know what I
looked like, and we've certainly written
to each other so long that we ought to
feel at least a little acquainted, and not
have to begin our strange courtship all
over again.”

Appleby was thunderstruck. Twice he
tried to speak, but could only stare at
her.

What in Heaven's name could the girl
mean? Was it not enough that he should
come to Milton Center and have every
one in the village take him for another
man? Now the one person in the world
who should know that other man best had
also mistaken Morris for him.

There could, of course, be only one
conclusion. The girl was insane. He
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wondered if she had been so long. What
could he do about it? _

He could not take her to Milton Cen-
ter, nor could he drive around the coun-
try aimlessly with an insane woman. He
must meet her whim at all hazards while
he devised some means of getting out of
the difficulty. She was looking at him
expectantly ; so he said:

“Yes; isn’t it all strange? Of course
I've seen your picture, and I'm not in the
least disappointed in you. You're much
more beautiful, in fact, than your pic-
ture promised. I never knew, in fact,
that you had such pretty auburn hair and
attractive brown eyes. How did you
come to think of me as looking the way
I do? Hadn't you ever seen my pic-
ture? ” 5

“Why, David Grant, you know I've
never seen your picture. Haven’t I tried
for years to get you to send me one, and
you’ve always replied with some nonsense
about being so homely that you didn’t
dare send me a photograph. You just
allowed me to imagine how you looked.
You know mother hadn’t seen you since
you were a baby, and grandfather, natu-
rally having nothing of the sentimental
in his nature, never wrote anything about
your appearance.

“Isn’t it queer and unfortunate that
we never managed to see each other,”
she went on; “and yet, perhaps we’ll
like each other just as well when we get
really acquainted. It seemed like an aw-
ful thing for a nice girl to come clear up
here to the North Woods to marry a man
she had never seen, but what can I do?
I've no home any more, and no one to
care for me; and you know the reason as
well as I why we cannot wait any longer,
and how important it is to do as you
agreed.”

As-she talked, Morris looked at her
searchingly. There was, to all appear-
ances, a calm light of reason in the girl’s
face. She spoke in a quiet and logical
way, which would never have suggested
insanity had it not been for the remark-
able things she said.

“ David,” she exclaimed suddenly, “I
believe you’ve been falling in love with
another girl. You haven’t written to me
lately, and—and—what shall I do if you
have—where can I go? I can’t blame
you for not caring for a girl you’d never
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seen, and—and-— David, who is Kath-
erine Mercer?”

The girl thereupon burst into a passion
of tears.

CHAPTER XIIL
A NEW COMPLICATION.

“ WHao is Katherine Mercer? ”

The girl repeated the question again,
after some moments of hysterical weep-
ing. Meanwhile, Morris had sat, over-
come with astonishment and apprehen-
sion, unable to say or do anything either
to check the torrent of tears or to make
any explanation, being himself utterly in
the dark as to what he was expected to
explain. 2

Indeed;, who was Katherine Mercer?
And how did she come to be injected
into the life of this little Southern girl
at this time?

Appleby recalled the surprising simi-
larity in the writing on his letter and the
one of his preceptress, now convinced
that the similarity had been due to the
fact that the addresses were written by
the same person.  But why had Eloise
Donnell been writing to Katherine Mer-
cer, if she did not even know who Miss
Mercer was?

The theory that had come to him while
he was waiting for the train, that she
might be an old friend of Grant’s fian-
cée, was now exploded, unless, indeed,
Miss Donnell’s mania had also made her
forget another old friend in the same
way that she had taken an utter stranger
for her fiancé.

One thing was certain; there was no
longer any doubt but that Miss Mercer
possessed some mysterious information
about the affairs of David Grant, even if
she did not know Mr. Grant himself.
Could it be that she kuew Grant inti-
mately? If so, would not Grant have
told his fiancé about her before coming
to teach in the same school?

On the other hand, there might be some
reason for his not wishing to tell her.

While Appleby was thus trying to get
his bearings, the girl, now dry-eyed, was
looking at him tensely and awaiting a
reply.

“ David, why don’t you answer me?”
she demanded. ‘Is there some reason
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why you can’t? That's what I suspect-
ed; and yet I do not understand why
that girl should write to me as she did.”

So Miss Mercer had first written to
Miss Donnell. Morris now recalled his
vain theory of a week ago, that his pre-
ceptress had been in danger of falling in
love with him.

Could it be possible, after all, that
Miss Mercer really thought him David.
Grant, and, having learned in some pe-
culiar way that the real Grant was en-
gaged to Eloise Donnell, had become vio-
lently jealous of that innocent young
woman? He recalled, also; the strange
look she had given him that very morn-
ing, after reading the letter he now knew
had come from the girl at his side.

Morris stole another look at that young
woman. ‘There was a sign of return of
hysteria in her face. Anyway, there
could be no doubt but that she was suf-
fering from an insane delusion.

Had it been caused by something writ-
ten to her by another jealous woman?
Appleby had heard of such things before.
He must humor the girl, at any rate;
though just what he was going to say
to her must depend entirely on some
kindly inspiration, if he was not to make
matters even worse than they were.

He would act just as though he were
David Grant, and, meanwhile, devise
some plan for getting her away.

“Why, my dear—" he began.

“Don’t! Don’t call me that—yet.”

Morris drew back, and was silent again.
He had made a false step. But when one
is unexpectedly taken by a strange young
lady for her fiancé, how is he to know
how to act if he wishes to oblige her?

“ Don’t call me that yet,” she repeat-
ed. ‘“That’s all right in a letter—at
least it seemed all right when we were
only letter-lovers; but we seem to me to
get better acquainted now that we have
met. It seems so different from what I
had ever thought. I had looked forward
so long to seeing you, and learned to be-
lieve I cared so much for you from read-
ing your letters. Then the moment I met
vou, and found you were as I dreamed,

-it seemed that I cared more than ever;

and, now, you may not care for me after
all. I come here alone, with nobody else’
in ‘the world to care for me, and find
that another woman has come between.”
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This ended in another flood of tears.
‘Appleby pulled himself together, re-
solved to use the utmost diplomacy at his
command, if he ever possessed that qual-
ity. :

“ Why, let me tell you who Miss Mer-

~cer is,” he began in a tone that was
meant to be soothing. “ She’s simply the
preceptress of my school. I never saw
her before in my life until a week ago
to-night, and have only seen her around
school a little over three days since. I
don’t care in the least for her; so don’t
mind in the least about that. What gives
you the idea? What has she been wri-
ting to you?”

“I have the letter in my suit-case,”
was the reply. “ If you will get the case
out, I will show it to you now. It is
just as much of a puzzle to me as I hope
dEi5:10-yoult i U :

In a moment the letter was at hand.
Morris found it to be in the handwriting
of Miss Mercer, and dated last Monday,
the very evening that he arrived. It read
as follows:

Miss Evoisg DoNNELL:

I take the liberty of asking if you
have heard from David Grant lately?
If I am correctly informed you are en-
gaged to him. It will be to your in-

terest, if that is the case, to come
out here at once. Something very
strange has taken place.

Sincerely,

KATHARINE MERCER.

“ Now, David Grant, what on earth can
that girl mean by writing me such a let-
ter? You tell me you do not care for
her at all. We will grant that that is
true—then does she care for you? If she
does, why should she write such a letter
as that? Why should she take such an
interest in you if she doesn’t?

“ If you had never seen her before, and
do not knew her at all well, as you say,
how does she know anything about me?
If this letter does not concern herself, is
there any one in town in whom you are
interested? Tell me the truth now,
David. The happiness of our whole
future depends upon it. If you do not
care for me, and do care for some one
else, what a horrible thing it-is! We are
bound to each other, in any case.” .

The girl had dried her tears again while

‘covered her self-possession.
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she was talking, and seemed to have re-
She was now
speaking in a quiet tone, and her reason-
ing seemed so logical that Morris could
hardly believe he was listening to the
wanderings of a lunatic. Yet she per-
sisted in believing that she was talking
to her missing fiancé,

“Well,” he said, “this is all as much
of a mystery to me as ever, More of a
mystery than ever, in fact. I—"

In his haste to say something, Morris
had started in to remark that he had been
surrounded all the week by mystery, but
caught himself in time as he realized that
he had been about to confess his unfortu-
nate situation in Milton Center, and he
knew that the young woman was not in a
state of mind to listen to such a confes-
sion.

Instead, he proceeded to give a guarded
report of his week in Milton Center, osten-
sibly telling all he knew about Katherine
Mercer. His compahion listened eagerly
to the recital, which lasted till they were
far out in the open country. When he
stopped at length the girl said, with point-
ed emphasis:
~ “T must see Katherine Mercer at once.
I will find out for myself what all this
means. There is something behind it you

have not told me. How far is it? Are
we on the way now?”
This was an unexpected blow. Morris

had thought of all sorts of possibilities in
the last half hour, in the way of humor-
ing the girl, till he could get her some-
where where she could be cared for. He
thought of taking her back to Branden-
burg, and inducing her to go to a sana-
torium for a few days, in the hope that
this was only temporary aberration.

How could he do that? How could he
explain his interest in a strange young
woman, in the town where he was so well
known? There was no other place to
which he could take her. To go with her
to Milton Center seemed impossible.
What could he do?

And now she was making a demand
that seemed to him the very last thing in
the world that he could comply ‘with.
What sort of a scene would follow in the
little village if the two young women
were brought together? Yet, if he re-
fused to grant her request, she was likely
to become violent at any moment.
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‘ Are you sure,” he asked hesitatingly,
“ that you want to see Miss Mercer to-
night? Hadn’t you better wait till you
are rested a little? ” :

“ At once!” she exclaimed.

An emphatic little stamp accompanied
this ultimatum. Appleby, in a panic, saw
that he could not trifle with her any
longer, and turned his horse’s head toward
Milton Center, wondering what, in
Heaven’s name/ would come of it. They
were just entering the village, when a
possible compromise occurred to him.

The week before he had met and had
a long conversation with Dr. Milton
Spencer, a kindly old gentleman, who had
been the village physician for twenty-five
years.
at once to the doctor’s home, explain to
him privately that the girl was a cousin
of his, who had evidently been seized with
dementia,and ask him to take her in for a
few days, and keep her under observation.

“This is my town,” he said to Miss
Donnell. “I know a very pleasant home,
where I think they will take a boarder,

~and I will drive you right around there
now.”

He halted in front of the doctor’s office
on the next street, and left the girl in"the
carriage while he went in and explained
the’ situation to the physician. The old
gentleman readily agreed to the arragge-
ment, and in a few moments Eloise Don-
nell; apparently all unsuspicious of the
fact that she was in a temporary sana-
torium, was established in a comfortable
little room.

“ This is all very pleasant, David,” she
said, as he turned to go, explaining that
he would have to attend to his school
duties. ““ Now, if you will tell me where
I can see Miss Mercer immediately after
school we will have that unpleasant inter-
view over with at once.”

There was no hint of insanity in the

Morris decided to take his charge ~
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steady gaze of those brown eyes. Morris

saw rather a look of quiet determination,
and knew that he must do something to
satisfy that demand or there would be
unpleasant consequences.

As he entered the school building the
afternoon session was just closing, and a
moment later he met the preceptress in
the office. She gave him a searching look.

“ Miss Mercer,” he said finally, ‘ there
is a young lady in town I met at the train
this afternoon. .You know to whom I
refer, though I do not understand at all
your interest in her, or what you know
about her. Some recent shock, I fear, has
affected her mind. You are concerned in
it. She wants to see you at once. What
the result jvill be I do not know, but I
must ask you to come over to Dr. Spen-
cer’s, where she is staying, and see her.”

Morris braced himself, expecting an
outbreak and an unmasking of Miss Mer-
cer’s position. He was disappointed.
She looked at him in astonishment for a
moment. :

“ Do you mean to say that Eloise Don-
nell came up to Milton Center with you?
The only thing that can astonish me more
than that is your unbounded nerve in
asking me to go to see her. Will you
accompany me, or is this a ruse to give
you an opportunity to escape?

“T suppose you think that I am in no"
position to speak. I cannot account for
vour unparalleled audacity otherwise. I
am simply a woman, and all alone. You
have powerful backing. If this goes much
farther I s%all speak, though I know what
the consequences to me will be. It is all
very well to act the part of a spy, but I
have gathered evidence, too. There 1s
such a thing as a spy overstepping the
law.”

The girl turned and swept out of the
room, leaving the astonished Appleby in
a complete daze.

R (To be continued.)

FIREFLIES.

THE flowers of maiden Spring are flung aside,
So fair and frail they lasted but a day;
And in their place is set this brave array

Of jewels the matron Summer wears with pride.

Tk

Anonymous.



Another New Panama.

BY GEORGE M. A. CAIN.

What Happened When a Hatter Made an Exchange of Goods, and the
Subject Thereof Called Soon After on a Usually Complaisant Uncle.

H ANG that hat, anyhow,” Billy
growled as he took his Panama
from the rack in the tiny hall.

“ To think that I could buy a hat like
that only six weeks ago—and now we
haven’t got enough to pay the rent.”

“ Didn’t you sell anything yesterday? ™
his wife asked sympathetically.:

“ Not a five-cent iron-holder. The
stores seem to be just lying dead. Don’t
want a thing. I never saw such business
in my life.”

“ And Blumberg called yesterday. I
told him I'd have it ready by to-mor-
row.”

“You don't need to tell me that. I
never knew Blumberg to get here a day

~late yet. But we had it for him before.
I guess I'll have to go see Uncle Tom,
and touch him for a little more.”

“Oh, dear— I hate so to borrow
money. It's awful. But we've got to
have that rent. Blumberg said he

couldn’t wait any longer than to-mor-
row.”

When Billy and Louise were married,
six months before, they had taken that
venturesome step upon a long-expected
raise of Billy’s salary as salesman for the
novelty concern, Barrows & Field. Since
then there had been so many things to
get for housekeeping—those thousand
and one little things nobody guesses he
needs until he tries to do without them—
that the salary had had to go week by
week.

The Panama hat had been one of the
unexpected things. It was one of the
least expensive of its kind. Billy had
got out his old, last year’s straw when
other straw hats became numerous on the
sidewalks.

“ You can’t wear that,” Louise had ex-
postulated. “ You look like a tramp.
You must get a new one.”

Billy had taken the hat off and exam-
ined it, and concluded that she was right.

“And get a Panama,” Louise advised.
‘“ Father bought one four years ago, and
it’s as good as new yet. They’re econ-
omy in the end. We can do without
something else for a week.”

They had not known how many things
they w ould have to do \\1thout7 nor ho“
many weeks they would be obliged to do
without them. The very day after Billy
bought the Panama, the manager of Bar-
rows & Field told him that he would
have to work on a commission basis from
then on if he wished to work for them
at all. And working on a commission
basis in those times was little better than
not working at all.

He had worked hard, though. Part of
his time he looked vainly for a new job.
In the rest, he had managed to earn
enough to pay the butcher, the baker, and
the grocer—also the milkman. But when
Mr. Blumberg, the rent-collector, came
around, Billy had had to pay a humilia-
ting call upon his Uncle Tom and bor-
row the money.

And here they were again—without the
wherewithal to keep the roof over their
heads. All week, Billy had seen it com-
ing. He had started early, let his lunch
go, worked till late—but he had sold just
enough to give him a commission of eight
dollars and seventy-five cents.

Uncle Tom had expressed some will-
ingness to help Billy again if he needed
it. But Billy would rather have gone
hungry all next month than go back to
Uncle Tom.

Yet, he must keep some place for
Louise to live in. And he didn’t know
of anything that would be much cheaper
than the eighteen-dollar flat. Anyhow,
moving would be more expensive just
now than pavmo the rent.

“Well,” he said, “T’ll keep on the
job till nbon, and if T don’t make a sale,
I’'ll have to go see Uncle Tom again.”

“Don’t put on that hat till I brush
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the dust off the band!” Louise ex-
claimed as she took the Panama from the
rack.

“ Why, Billy, look here,” she went on.
“Your new hat is breaking. What do
you suppose has caused that?”

Billy took the hat from her, and
looked at the spot on the crown to which
she pointed. Sure enough, there was a
crack about an inch long.

i A Panama ought not to do that,”
Louise insisted. “ You're supposed to be
able to-roll them up and put them in
your pocket without breaking them. It's
a shame. You ought to take it back and
make them do something about it.”

“T believe I will. Stewart & Phelps
are good hatters, and I think they will
be on the square about it.”

It was with some misgiving, however,
that Billy went into the hat emporium
and stood waiting for one of the busy
clerks to come to his aid. When one did
come, he sent Billy over to the aisle-man.
The aisle-man went to consult some one
else.

“ Give this gentleman another hat of
the same price,” he said to the clerk when
he came back.

Billy felt pleased. This was fair
treatment indeed. He resolved to patro-
nize Stewart & Phelps for all his hats in
future. Of course, that was exactly what
Stewart & Phelps wanted him to resolve
to do.

“I'm afraid I haven’'t any more of
your size in those very large styles,” the
clerk said apologetically whén he had
looked over his stock for a few moments.
“ They are wearing much smaller ones
this year.”

Billy remembered the trouble he had
had in getting the broad-brimmed affair
that had taken his fancy before he
bought. Since then he had frequently
realized that his hat was not quite as
fashionable as he wished.

“ Well,” and he spoke dubiously, “I
liked that big brim, but let me see some
of the others.”

He saw some of the others. When he
left the store he was wearing a hat of
distinctly different style from" that with
which he had entered it.

He glanced at his watch, and saw that
it was already mnoon; so he hurried
straight down to the office of his uncle.
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There was no business to be done after
noon on Saturdays in summer.

He knew that he could depend on his
uncle to stay a little late at his office.
His uncle was the kind who always work
a little overtime.

‘ Ah, hallo, Billy,” Uncle Tom greet-
ed him.

He looked at Billy’s new hat as he
spoke. Billy tried to raise his courage
to answer heartily.

* Good morning, Uncle Tom.”

“ Came in to pay that little loan, did
vou?” Uncle Tom went right to the
point. ‘“I'm glad you're doing so well.”

He still eyed the new hat as Billy laid
it down on the corner of the desk and
took the chair at the end.

“I wish I could pay you up,>Uncle
Tom,” Billy said fervently. * But T've
earned just thirty dollars and sixty cents
this month.”

The older man puckered his lips into
a whistle of sympathy, but his eyes wan-
dered to the hat on his desk.

“I'm afraid—if it won’t inconvenience
vou—of course, you know I don’t like to
ask it—but I’ve got to pay the rent this
evening. I hope I won’t need to trouble
you again,” Billy continued. “I can get
along, if you'll just let me have fifteen.”

Uncle Tom’s lips had lost their pucker.
They had drawn down into a very thin,
neat line across the lower center of his
face. He looked coldly at his nephew.

“ William,” he said, “ I'm afraid you-
and Louise have not learned how to econ-
omize. 1 suppose it will seem like a
pretty hard lesson, but you will thank
me for it some day. I had to learn it in
a hard school, and it has put me where
I am.

“ 1 want you to succeed—to get to the
point where you will have plenty. But,
in order to do that, you must learn the
value of every penny. You must find out
how to get along without extras.. Ex-
cuse me now, please. I have several
things to do before lunch.”

Now, if you ever found yourself in a

position where, you absolutely did not
have something you absolutely had to
have, and, instead of gelting it, were
handed out a nice, stern bit of avuncular
advice—you know how Billy felt.

He picked up his hat and started for
the door without a word. But, as he

(
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reached it, something impelled him to
offer one more plea.

“ Uncle, I don’t know how Louise or
I could have economized any more than
we have. We've done without every-
thing. We haven’t spent a cent for a
thing we didn’t positively have to have.

Billy’s Uncle Tom was the sort of hon-
est man who grows very angry when he
thinks any one is trying to deceive him.
He got up from his desk, and walked
swiftly toward Billy and the door.

“Don’t try to fool with me, young
man,” he snapped. “ You leave me, and
do it quick.”

Billy got outside.

“ But, Uncle Tom—" he cried.

“ A man that can afford two Panama
hats inside of two months can afford to
pay his own rent,” Uncle Tom growled
through the crack of the door as he shut
it and turned the key.

Thunderstruck, Billy walked away.
He did not put his hat on, but gazed at
it abstractedly as he moved to the ele-
vator. He was having the struggle of
his life to keep from throwing it down
on the tiled floor and trampling on it.

Finally, however, his better judgment
prevailed, and he put the hated head-
gear where it belonged as he went down
the six flights to the street.

He was so blue that he wanted to
pour his tale of wo into somebody’s ears,
so he chose Fred Horton, who, he knew,
would be leaving the office of Sternberg
& Co. at about this time.

" Fred lived up Billy’'s way. He was
poor enough to sympathize with Billy’s
present misfortune.

It was old Mr. Sternberg himself who
came forward, sleek and plump and pros-
perous, to tell Billy that Fred had al-
ready gone home. The president of the
company was somewhat acquainted with
the salesman from Barrows & Field, be-
cause the Sternberg line of novelties
sometimes crossed the Barrows-Field line.

Mr. Sternberg looked at Billy’s hat
while he spoke.

“You're doing a fine business for Bar-
rows & Field these days, ain’t it?” he
said.

Bllly s salesman instinct prevented him
from tellmg the truth.

“Yes; it's a good line we carry,” he
answered noncommittally.
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“ But I think it was also a good sales-
man what sometimes make the good busi-
ness for a good line, don’t it?”

Billy smiled good-humoredly at the
flattery, in spite of the bitterness in his
heart.

“ How much salary do you get by Bar-
rows & Field?” Mr. Sternberg asked
suddenly.

“I'm on commission,” Billy replied,
trying to keep the misery out of his voice
as he made the confession.

Mr. Sternberg took another admiring
glance at Billy’s new Panama.

“ That’s a new hat you got, ain't it?”
he said, growing rather personal, Billy
thought.

At all events, it did not seem to Billy
that it was any of the old man’s business
how he had got the hat, so he merely
said : ““ Yes, it’s a later style than the one
I had at the beginning of the season.”

Mr. Sternberg was thoughtful for a
moment.

“I need a good salesman,” he said fi-
nally in a tone quite impersonal, but still
looking admiration at the hat. “T like
your looks,” he added, with his gaze fixed
on the new Panama.

Billy smiled. He was wondering what
on earth might be up. But, whatever it
was, he felt sure that the new hat had
something to do with it.

“ Maybe you don’t like to work for a
salary?” Sternberg spoke again with an
interrogative drawl.

“ It would depend on the salary,” Billy
said, suddenly seeing a rift in the fog of
Mr. Sternberg’s conversation.

“How would twenty-five dollars a
week look?”

Twenty-five dollars a week looked lxke
a small fortune to Billy just then. But
it flashed into his mind that it was a new
Panama hat that was at the bottom of
the deal—the second in a season. He
must live up and demand up to a proper
financial basis for two new Panamas a
summer.

“I would have to have forty-five,” he
said, after pretending to do some mental
calculating.

“ Well, you come in by my partner,
Mr. Marks. Maybe we can talk some
business,” Mr. Sternberg spoke still more
admiringly, now that Billy had set a good
price on his services.
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“Did Uncle Tom let you have the
money? "’ Louise asked when he got back.

“ No,” he shouted. ‘ But look at this.
It’s the kind of a contract I've been
dreaming about.”

After a while he told her the story
of his interview with his uncle.

“But we can't pay the rent this eve-
ning,” Louise stili mourned.

“ Don’t worry about that, dear. Blum-
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this. And what do you suppose it was
really got it?”

Louise could not guess.

“Well,” Billy told her, “as I was
leaving, after signing this paper, I said
something about doing my best to make
good. And Mr. Sternberg looked at the
hat I had on, and said: ‘ You'll make
good. A man that can buy two Panama
hats, working on commission this year,

burg will not turn us out if I show him would make good anywhere.’”

A Submarine Enchantment.’
BY GARRETT SWIFT,

Author of ‘“ Tracking It Down,’’ ‘‘ Guarding the Treasure,’’ ‘‘ Mrs. Curtis’s
First Husband,’’ etc.

The Search for a Dangerous Derelict, and How It Came to Result in a
Case of the Hunter Hunted.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

CarTAIN MEeRrriLL, of the United States navy, who tells the story, is sent out in com-
mand of the Otter to look for a dangerous derelict, but in a fog his vessel rams this same
derelict, is wrecked, and the crew put off in the small boats, while Merrill remains with the
Otter until she goes down, and then escapes at the last moment in the cutter. After a
period on the open sea he sights an island, whereon he sees a woman, dressed in the height
of fashion, standing on a rock. But the girl suddenly disappears, and Merrill can find no
trace of whence she came or where she went. He lands and finds himself among a queer
lot of people, little, if any better, than pirates, under a rough fellow, Huggers, whom they
call king, and who has a ship on which he makes frequent cruises. Huggers gives Merrill
to understand that he is a prisoner, and places him under guard, Merrill, it appears, having
once tried to arrest him in the course of his duty.

Meantime Merrill receives a note signed “ Mildred Symes,” which he realizes must
have come from the mysterious woman. This note bids him get away as soon as he can
contmve to do so. But there is no hint of where the writer keeps herself concealed.

Finding a short iron bar on the shore one day, Merrill conceals it in his trousers-leg,
stuns therewith the two men who keep guard over him, possesses himself of their pistols,
and wriggles his way through a small hole he has discovered at-the back of the cave.

This leads him through a long passageway to caverns sixteen fathoms under water
between two islands, where Mildred Symes, and her father, have lived since they had come
there on a small yacht, with two sailors, to view their possessions, for these islands belonged
to-Mildred’s grandfather. Huggers had captured the two seamen, and Mildred has been
in concealment with her father ever since, Mr. Symes’s back having been sprained. Their
oil gives out, and Merrill hopes to replenish it by going to the surface. There are two
exits to the tunnel, and Mr. Symes is placed on guard with a rifle at one of them. Mean-
time, Ben Hake and another of the bandits make their way into the retreat, and, are
captured. Later on, Mildred is missing, and Hake, wriggling loose, seizes a gun, while
Merrill is bemoaning the girl’s absence, and springs up with the cry: * Now we’ll have
another story to tell!” :

up and wriggling himself free of the
ropes, and myself standing there perfect-
ly helpless, with the muzzle of a rifle
pointing at me, about six inches from my
nose.

CHAPTER XXIT.
A LITTLE FRACAS.
ERE, indeed, was the“very mischief
of a situation. Symes unconscious,
Hake at liberty and armed with the only “ Now, Mr. Smart Guy, from Wash-
gun in-the place, the other fellow sitting ington,” went on Hake, “ we'll see what
* Began February ARGOSY. Single copies, 10 cents,
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the boss has to say to this. You'll be in
the hands of Jim Huggers in about ten
minutes.”

“ It would appear so,” I replied.

I maintained, with difficulty, I admit,
some semblance of calmness. I also ad-
mit that my inward emotions were far
from calm.

“Yes, you'll be the prisoner of the
cruelest man on the Atlantic Ocean in ten
minutes,” added Hake gloatingly.

‘“Alive or dead?”

“ Alive if you obey me; dead if you
don’t. But it won’t make much differ-
ence—a day or two.” .

“ That’s encouraging. But, at least,
you will permit me to attend to Mr.
Symes.”

‘ Mr. Symes nothin’. He’ll be killed,

anyway. Huggers won’t stand for no
such nonsense as this. We're two of his
best men.”

Hake knew nothing about what had
taken place since he had been struck
down.

~““ Ah!” exclaimed the other wretch, as
he struggled to his feet.. * So— we haf
him good. Now we kill. Good! In ziz
place where nobody see we shoot—stab—
kill! Is it notso?”

“ No, it ain’t so,” snarled Hake. * See
here, Banilla, this is my affair, not yours.
The boss’ll take care of him.”

“ What cares I for ze boss? He knock
me just when I kiss ze pretty girl. I kill
him sure.”

“1 say no. He’s my prisoner, and if
he obeys orders he’ll go to the boss.
Whatever revenge you and I want we'll
get watchin’ the boss. He knows more
ways to kill a man by inches than you or
I could guess in a year.”

“ No—mno. It would be ze boss’s re-
venge—not mine. He strike me down, I
tell you, when I go to kiss ze pretty girl.”

“ Well, didn’t he knock me, too? And
I wasn’t tryin’ to kiss his girl. I was only
tyin’ up that poor devil there. Guess he’s
got his all right. Looks kinder dead now.
Have to drag him out somehow.”

“Drag out? Why? Zis just as good
tomb as any. Save trouble burying.”

“ Look here, Banilla!” cried Hake in
exasperation. ‘T tell you I'm boss of this
affair. Get a move on and drag that
man toward the hole. We'll shove him
through.”
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“ U-r-r-g-h! You know I do not like
to handle dead men. Do it yourself.”

“You'd turn a saint into a devil,”
growled Hake. “ You ain’t got your
nerve back to handle a gun, and I can’t
uncover this man. He’s not hurt. He’s
strong as a bull. I know what he is.”

““Hah! Like a bull? Strong like a
bull? Well, we kill him like a bull.”

Hake cursed roundly.

“1I tell you no. That crack you got
on the nut has made you crazy. What
would the boss say if we went back and
said we killed him, when we could have
taken him in alive just as well. The boss
wants his own revenge.”

“And I tell you I care nothing for
what ze boss wants!” Banilla almost
screamed. ‘I will kill him. He struck
me when I was—"

“ Will you shut your jaw about kissing
that girl? You didn’t kiss her, did you?
I’1l be rewarded when I tell the boss that.
I wonder where she is now. Say—you
spy—where is she? ”’

“ Find out,” I answered.

“ Oh, don’t worry. I'll find out all
right. I don’t really blame Banilla for
wantin’ to kill you. It ain’t because I
really /ove you that I don’t let him do it.
But I know the boss, and he’d like as not
kill me if he knew I had you as foul as
this and didn’t bring you in alive. He's
great on bein’ his own executioner.”

“I will be ze executionair,” said Ba-
nilla, stupidly persistent in his one idea to
have his own revenge.

And he did not seem to want to kill me
so much because I had knocked him sense-
less, as because I had prevented him from
kissing Mildred.

I could not quite make out the fellow’s
nationality. But the nationality in this
gang made no difference. The Americans
among them were as criminal and brutal
as any of the others could be. There was
not a spark of true manhood or honor in
the lot.

Of them all, Grover, the New Jersey
criminal, seemed the best; and that, per-
haps, was because he had the restraining
influence of two daughters. And even
these were completely under his domi-
nation. 2

“ Will you do as I tell you? ” demand-
ed Hake of Banilla. “ Drag that man to
the hole.”
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“No! I will not touch a dead man.
I touch a live man to kill him.”

“ Well, then, I'll do it myself. Mer-
rill, you’ll have to go first. —March
straight to that hole and climb through.
You did it coming this way, and you can
do it goin’ back.”

“ How do I know you won’t shoot me
in the back?”

“Aw! Didn’t I just tell you? I don’t
need to shoot you in the back. I could
pump lead into you right now if I wanted
to. I don’t. I want to take you ¢o the
boss and then see the fun.”

I started. There was nothing else to
do. The rifle had been kept at that six-
inch distance from my face all through
the colloquy with Banilla, and I knew if
I made any attempt to fight the rascal
would shoot me anyway. |

As I started toward the opening to the
cave Banilla let out a snarl like a wolf.

“ No!"” he said shrilly. * I'll kill him.
He strike me when—"

He drew a long-bladed knife and
raised it. Hake was taken by surprise.
With a curse, he leaped toward Banilla,
forgetting in his sudden rage to keep me
covered with the rifle. 'With a powerful
blow he sent the weaker man reeling
against the wall, while his knife rattled
down the steep incline. Banilla fell.

Seizing this—my only chance—I sprang
at Hake, and let drive for his exposed
jugular with all the strength I could put
into my right arm.

He went down like a log.
was once more in my possession.

The rifle

CHAPTER XXIII.
ALONE AND UNARMED.

Haxke’s blow had not been as effective
as mine, and Banilla struggled to his feet
again, with mighty curses, and began
feeling around for his knife.

All feelings of humanity had been
forced out of me by this time and, swing-
ing the clubbed rifle, I smote him as I
would a mad dog, and he fell across Hake.
The two lay there, either dead or uncon-
scious. I neither knew nor cared which.

I next turned my attention to Mr.
Symes. While listening to the angry talk
between Hake and Banilla I had heard a
groan escape him.
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A Dbrief examination showed that he
was still alive. The lantern was burning
low, and I knew the oil must be about
exhausted.

I took this and placed it handy, with
the rifle. Then I lifted Mr. Symes, and
threw him over my shoulder.

He was a light man, and I was a
strong one, and his weight was no more
to me than carrying a deer I had shot.

Then, picking up the lantern and rifle,
I returned down the incline to the cavern.

Here 1T placed Mr. Symes on the-bunk
I had occupied, and began with all the
skill T had to resuscitate him. I knew
there was wine; and I supposed, being
a sporting Englishman, he had brandy
somewhere, though I had not seen it. I
rummaged around in old wooden cabinets
and shelves, and finally found some.

The water used for cooking and drink-
ing had to be brought from a rippling
spring, about a hundred feet from the
Najoid mouth, and what there was in the
cavern was stale. I used it, however,
rather than take the time to go for more,
to bathe the old man’s face and hands.
Then I rubbed some brandy on his lips.
After a time I had the gratification of
seeing him open his eyes. -

At first he looked at me blankly, as
though he either did not recognize me or
did not see me at all. Then a little in-
telligence came into his glance.

“ Oh, Merrill—you here?
you reach Christiania?"

I was startled. It seemed certain the
man’s mind was gone completely.

“ This is not Christiania, Mr. Symes,”
I answered. ‘“ Don’t you remember?
This is the cavern between Faljford and
Najoid.”

“ Oh, yes! True. And I was watching
the hole to the outer cave. Why—why
am I back here?”

“1 brought you back, Mr. Symes.
Things have happened, you know.”

“ Yes. Things—they happened. Two
men looked in. I fired. I don’t know
whether I hit them or not. I heard
nothing.”

“ You fired at two men in the hole?”

“ Yes—they looked in. They swore
terrible oaths.”

“ Did they see Hake and Banilla?”

“ The two men you brought? One did,
I fancy. He had a light.”

How did
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This was unpleasant news, indeed. But
the tunnel was well known by this time,
and it really made little difference.

“Toke a little of this brandy, Mr.
Symes,” I said, pouring him out a drink.

He gulped it down.

“T feel better now,” he said.
came cver me?
think?

“ Hunger might have been a factor.
But I told you about Mildred, don’t you
remember? "

“ Mildred? Where is Mildred?”

¢ She is gone. .Judging from signs, I
think the men from Faljford have dis-
covered the Najoid end of the tunnel and
have taken her away.”

“ My God, Merrill!
do to my poor girl?”

“ Nothing, if I live to prevent it,” I
said. “ We have got away with several
of their dastardly crowd now. I can
count seven. Now, if you hit even one of
the two you fired at that makes eight;
and giving Mildred, who had a revolver,
credit for one, that makes nine.”

“ Nine. And how many men did you
judge Huggers had with him? "

“ Oh, I should say about fifty—perhaps
sixty.” =

“ Heavens! And only nine?
girl—my poor girl!”

Weakened by almost everything that
could happen to a man, he began to weep.

“Don’t give way, Mr. Symes,” I begged.
“We need all our fortitude and our
strength and our wits now. Mildred must
and shall be saved. Take a little more
brandy.”

He drank this more slowly, and the
color came back to his cheeks, and he
seemed to brace up in spirits.

“You spoke of hunger, Mr. Symes,” I
said. “ I'm half starved myself, and we
must eat if we expect to accomplish any-
thing. I'll cook a meal for us.”

After the strenuous night I had put in
a good meal certainly would be very
gratifying. But here a new difficulty
arose. .

Symes could not leave his bunk. The
oil-stove was outside the tunnel on Na-
joid. We had only one rifle. If I took
the rifle with me to the oil-stove Symes
was left helpless and unarmed against
attacks from Faljford. If I left the rifle
with him for his protection I was at the

“ What
Was it hunger, do you

What will they

My poor
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mercy of anybody who came to Najoid.
It was a pretty fix to be in.

“T'1l leave the rifle with you, Mi.
Symes,” I said, “while I go bring the
stove. It won’t matter now. They know
we are here, and if they smell the cooking
it will make no difference.”

I made all the speed I could up the
slope to Najoid and, seizing the stove,
put back down the slope as fast as I could
carry it without falling.

I was not an adept at cooking, although
I had got many camp meals when a young
officer.

.I went at it, however, and with some
deer meat, some potatoes left over by

" Mildred, and some good steaming coffee

and white bread, we made a decent meal.

“What about the two fellows up
there?” asked Mr. Symes. ‘‘Are they
dead?”

“ T don’t know,” I replied. “TI had to
knock them down again.”

“ Even if they are enemies it seems in-
human to starve them, Merrill.”

I made a gesture of impatience, but
knew he was right. So I fixed up a decent
bite for the two, should I find them alive.

I arranged Mr. Symes so that he could
command, as well as his crippled condi-
tion and weakness would let him, the
entrance from Najoid. Then I started,
with the lantern still getting lower, to
the Faljford end with the food.

When I got there neither Hake nor
Banilla was to be seen. I stood stupidly
looking at the hole. Then, realizing that
I was in danger, I made my way back to
where I had left Symes.

I fancied I heard the report of a gun
echoing through the tunnel, and hastened
my steps.

When I reached the big cavern Symes
and the rifle were gone. I was left alone
and unarmed.

CHAPTER XXIV,
HOPE DEFERRED.

THE situation was now worse than it
had been at any previous time. Not only
were Mildred and her father prisoners in
the power of Jim Huggers, but I was de-
prived of all means of giving them any
assistance.

Even with one rifle left, T would be
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but one against half a hundred; but by
using craft and stealth I might do some

damage, and possibly kill Huggers him-

self. If that could be accomplished, I
believed the rest of the malodorous crowd
would not be so bloodthirsty.

But I had absolutely no chance of get-
ting at Huggers.

It was with a heart like lead that I sat

down and pondered -over the horrible ™

predicament.

It was not so much for myself I feared.
‘The broad sea was around me, and there
were ways by which a sailor could rig up
some kind of craft and make at least an
effort to save himself.

But I did not propose—in fact, the
idea did not enter my head—to save my-
self and leave Mildred to any such fate
as now seemed in store for her.

And yet—there I was—as helpless as
the rude piece of wood on which I sat.

One thing was perfectly clear, and it
was the only clear idea I seemed able to
scrape up. That was the danger of re-
maining in any portion of the tunnel.

The report made by the crew of the
launch, or presumably made, that I had
been drowned among the rocks, would be
refuted by Hake and Banilla if those de-
lectable gentlemen should prove to be
For it certainly was no dead man
that gave them the last knock-outs.

Huggers, I could easily imagine, was
now exasperated almost to the verge of
real insanity, if he had not been insane
before. He had Mildred, but I knew
his nature so well that I felt sure his
boiling hate would keep him from sail-
ing until he had me in his clutches as
well.

This I knew would be fatal to all
three of us. To Symes and me it meant
death, while to Mildred, compelled to
marry such a wretch, it meant worse.

The thing I must do for a time, until
some plan asserted itself, or providential
relief came, was to keep myself -hidden
so that I might be free to take advantage
of whatever opportunity offered.

I left my seat and wearily paced the
large chamber. I felt the dragging need
of sleep, but sleep just then was out of
the question.

The Norwegian peasants, if Mildred
had pictured them correctly, were practi-
cally useless. If they had taken no fur-

.
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ther interest in her plight than to sell her
foodstuffs at a profit, they would prob-
ably take no interest in mine at all.

I knew there was plenty of game in
the woods, if I had a way to get it. But
this was not like a tropical, or even semi-
tropical, forest where I might gather
yams, or papaws, or bananas, or other
fruit. There was nothing wild but ani-
mals, and they must be trapped or shot.

There was good fishing, and by some
mistake the invaders had overlooked some

tackle. I would not starve on Najoid—
if T was let alone. But this was too much
to expect.

The first thing to be done was to make
my camp somewhere on the island away
from the mouth of the tunnel. I would
then have some chance of running away
from pursuers. Whereas, if they entered
the tunnel both from the Faljford and
Najoid ends, there was no possibility of
escape.

It was an easy move. All I had to do
was walk out. I left the tunnel with an
aching head, and a heart even worse, and
wandered about Najoid with the idea that
I was hunting a safe place for a camp.
But T wasn’t.

I suppose I passed a dozen suitable
spots, well shielded from view and near
clear cold water. But I don’t remember
that I even thought of them. My mind
dwelt constantly on Mildred.

What was she doing? Had she been
harmed when attacked in the -cavern?
Had Huggers been cruel to her? Had
she found a friend in Sally Grover?

These questions presented themselves
in rotation time after time, and my in-
ability to answer any of them almost
drove me wild. 3

I finally broke through the forest and
came out on a little headland from
which with the naked eye I could see, at
the very limit of vision, what appeared
to be an inhabited island. I seemed to
be able to make out masts of fishing-
boats, but Mildred had said the peasants
there had no boat that could make the
mainland. I felt that I could make the
mainland in any kind of a boat, and es-
pecially in one large enough to carry a
sail.

Then another thought came to me.
What good was I to Mildred, unarmed;<
skulking through Najoid’s forests, trying
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to hide myself? And the end could only
be capture.
agony.

Mildred, unless she had heard other-
wise from Hake, probably was under the
impression that I was drowned.

Suddenly I saw a boat—1I judged about
twenty-two feet long—evidently a cab-
ined fishing-boat, shoot out from the dis-
tant island. It was carrying a lug sail,
and was bearing toward Najoid. Invol-
untarily I let out a shout of triumph.

Here was a craft in which I felt my-
self quite capable of making the trip to
the mainland. Once there, it ought to
be easy to enlist the sympathy of the au-
thorities and bring back a force sufficient
to rescue Mildred and drive Huggers,
with his gang of criminals, from Faljford.

I waved my hand to attract the atten-

_tion of the fishermen. The boat contin-

" ued to draw nearer, but slowly, and no-
body in her seemed to be paying any at-
tention to me.

I took off my coat and waved that. I
waited till they were within hearing dis-
tance and shouted. One man in the bow
heard me, and turned to see who called.
I beckoned, and the boat headed my way.

- When it came near enough the man
who had seen me spoke, but it was in
Norwegian, and I could not understand.

“Don’t you talk English?” I called.

¢ Little, yaas,” came the reply.

‘I want to hire your boat.”

“ My boat? For what you want?”

“T want to go to Christiania.”

“ Boat too small.”

“ No, it will do. T’ll buy it. T’ll pay
you a good price, and sail it myself.” /

“Wait. I see you.”

The boat was steered in my direction.
My heart beat fast now, for: there was
no danger of Huggers leaving until he
had me, and Mildred would be compara-
tively safe until I returned with help.

Suddenly something struck me in the
head, a ringing shout of triumph smote
my ears; then there came another blow,
and I sank unconscious on the rock.

CHAPTER XXV.
CAPTURED.

THE blows I had received had evi-
dently been intended merely to stun me,

I was merely prolonging the-
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for when I returned to consciousness the
only reminder I had of them was a
splitting headache.

I was lying in the bottom of the launch,
which was speeding toward Faljford.

‘“ See, the conquering hero wakes,” said
one of the crew with a shout of glee.
“ The great United States spy has come
back to life.”

“ Well, spy, how dost feel?” asked
another. “This is your wedding-barge.
We are taking you to see the fair lady.”

At this the entire six burst into loud
ribald laughter and jokes.

“ He'll see his Yady-love, all right—in
Jim Huggers’s arms,” said one.

“ Huggers is well named,” added an-
other.

“See here,” I broke in, knowing that,
no matter what I said or did, my fate
would be none the worse, “ you fellows
don’t like Jim Huggers any better than
I do. You stick to him for what thete
is in it, and you have each committed

_some crime that made you run away from

America. Now, I'll tell you what I'll
do. TI'll pay you well, better than Hug-
gers, and promise you immunity from all
punishment, if you will take me to Chris-
tiania instead.of Faljford.”

“Ha! You! A sailor? Even a cap-
tain in the navy couldn’t pay us what our
share with Huggers comes to.”

“ But I have more—a great deal more
—than my pay as captain in the navy,”
I replied, feeling hopeful from this an-
swer. ‘“ My father is a rich man. I can
promise you any reasonable sum, and he
will make good.” :

“ What do you call a reasonable sum? ”

“ Well, you can name your own fig-
ure,”

‘ Say, Blaker, shut up!” bawled the
man who seemed to be in ‘command of
the party. “ What's the use parleying?
You know blamed well nobody is going
back on the boss.”

“ Why not?” asked the fellow called
Blaker. * He'd go back on us quick
znough if he could gain anything by it.”

“Shut up!” roared the other. “1I'll
report you.” -

“ But listen to reasom,” persisted Bla-
ker. “I don’t know how it is with you
fellows, but I've got a wife and two kids
back home. I skipped out because I
didn’t want to go to prison for forgery.
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I heard of you chaps through another
like myself, and, knowing you kept free
from the law, I joined you. It was a
sorry day. I might better have served my
term, ‘and then joined my family and
have begun over again. Heaven knows
if I'll ever see them now. But this man
is an officer, and knows what he’s talking

about. He offers immunity from all pun-
ishment. - Is that what you meant, Mer-
rill?”

“ That is exactly what I meant. If
you will take me to Christiania, not one
of you shall ever be punished, and I will
give you money enough to set you all up
in business.”

“ Hear that?” asked Blaker. * Think
what it means to be a free and decent
man again. I'm for taking the offer.”

“Oh, you are, are you? Well, take
that instead, and the boss’ll give you
more.”

The speaker struck Blaker with an
iron fist and laid him flat in the bottom of
the launch with me.

“ That’s the way we deal with trai-
tors,” commented the brute. ‘ Anybody
else want to take up the offer of this
hound?”

Evidently nobody did, for no one spoke.

The launch rounded the end of Falj-
ford, and ran into the same cove where
I had moored the cutter. I was kicked,
yanked, and hustled ashore; and then,
aided by kicks and prods, marched to-
ward the town.

Huggers was sitting with Grover out-
side the latter’s house when he saw us
approaching. He stood up and folded
his arms.

There was no explosive jubilation. He
simply stood there with folded arms,
waiting.

I was marched up in front of him,
with a blackguard on either side.

His face was hideous in its leering grin
of triumph. His eyes glared with a hate
that no words could possibly express.
Murder was written in every line of his
face. His lips curled. He showed his
teeth, which were like the fangs of a wolf.

He spoke at last.

“So, Sydney Merrill, we stand face to
face,” he said, and there was a husky
rattle in his throat from suppressed emo-
tion. “ After giving me all the trouble
you could, and disabling nine of my men,

315

three of whom have died, I have you in
my clutches. You'll die a living death
for every man you've hurt.”

I had no reply; it would be useless.

‘ But here’s something, captain,” broke
in the boss of the launch. * He offered
us a bribe to take him to Christiania in-
stead of bringing him here. And Blaker
was for accepting. I knocked him down.”

‘ Blaker!”

Blaker stood within five feet of Hug-
gers. The boss, chief, or king, whatever
he chose to call himself—and he was evi-
dently all three—took one stride, and a
blow from his mighty fist sent Blaker
unconscious to the ground.

‘“ See, Merrill, the way I treat a trai-
tor? But I wouldn’t use you that way. I
know that mere physical pain wouldn’t
make you wince, and you ain’t afraid of
death. So, before you die—oh—before
you die —you'll see something. Bring
out the girl?”

Grover rose. In a moment Sally and
Minerva Grover appeared, Sally looking
at me with tears in her eyes. Then came
Grover with Mildred.

The poor girl’'s eyes were red with
weeping.

“See,” said Huggers, putting his arm
around her, * she will be Mrs. Jim Hug-
gers as soon as we can get somebody with
full power to marry us. Before you die
you shall witness the ceremony. That will
be worse than death to you. Ha! Ha!?”

His manijacal laugh rang out on the
frosty air, and my blood ran hot with lust
for murder.

“Will you spare his life? ” asked Mil-
d_redZ turning to him. “ Will you spare
his life if I become your wife willingly?

A great roar came from Huggers.

“Spare /Zis life! What do I care
whether you're willing or not? Why
should I bargain when I've got you both?.
No, by Heaven! I'll spare neither his
life nor yours unless you obey me. Take
her back. And put him where he can’t
get away. We sail in two days.”

Mildred was led back into the house,

CHAPTER XXVI.
UNDER GUARD.

“WHAT'LL we do with him, cap-
tain? " asked the boss of the launch-crew.
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The half - crazed, bloodshot eyes of
Huggers swept the group.

“ Here, you, Crabbe; and you, Sm}th-
ers, take him with you. You ain’t got any
women folks to bother. One of you stand
guard all the time.”

“ All right,” said a young, stalwart
fellow, stepping to the front.

He was followed by another, a good
many years older, who had one of the
most villainous faces I ever saw.

“Come along,” said this last one.

-1 judged by the order in which they
had responded that the young man was
Crabbe, and the older one Smythers.

As I turned to follow them, my hands
still tied together behind me, I saw Bla-
ker standing in the center of a group,
and fancied that he, as well as the rest
of those near him, expressed in their faces
either sympathy for me or dislike for the
methods of Huggers.

I was led to one of the smaller houses,
where these two unmarried rascals lived
together, and shown a room.

‘“In that room you’ll stay,” said Smyth-
ers, ““ till the ship sails. We'll not starve
yve. But just try to escape and see how
quick we’ll shoot.”

I had no doubt of their willingness to
do this.

The reaction was sefting in after the
- exciting and trying experiences I had
gone through, and with my excessive
weariness I could have gone to sleep on
a live wire.

There was a bed in the room—a ship’s
bed from a single stateroom — and I
threw myself on this without a word.~

I lay on mly side to avoid hurting my
hands and wrists, and was soon in a
deep slumber, in which no Huggers came
to threaten me. I slept for hours, and
it was nearly night when I woke.

I was much refreshed, however, and
felt ready for anything that might come
along if I only had my hands free.

“ Want some grub?” asked Crabbe,
who did not seem as savage as Smythers.

“ T could eat,” I answered.

‘1 ain’t had no orders to starve any-

body,” muttered Crabbe as he walked
away. e .- .
He soon returned from one of the

neighboring houses — one, I presumed,
\\here he hunself ate when ashore, and
the two stood over me while, with my

‘hands
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hands temporarily released, I made a
hearty meal.

When I had finished they gave me a
cigar, and sat grinning at me while I
smoked it.

Then Smythers stood guard, after my
were tied again, while Crabbe
went to his supper. When he returned,
Smythers went. Soon they were both
back.

I lay on the bed for hours, listening
to their conversation. It was -not’ very
comforting.

First, they spoke of the coming trip of
the ship.. Huggers had decided to have
the name * Mildred” painted on the

stern. The plan was to sail to China

and take on opium and a cargo of tea as
a blind. But both were valuable; and
tea, being frée from customs duties, could
easily be disposed of in chests to Chinese
merchants, with a tin of opium in each
chest.

I cared very little what the plan was
thus far, but presently the talk switched
to me.

“The boss ain’t going to do anything
with him,” said Crabbe, * until he’s mar-
ried to the girl. He wants this fellow to
see the ceremony. Foolish idea, to my
mind. He thinks it'll be a terrible pun-
ishment. Why, he ain’t known the girl
only a few hours. What kind of love can
be fired up in that time? ”

“ Not the kind like that of you an’
Minerva, eh?” replied Smythers.

“We've known each other years.”

“Sure. But the old man don’t seem
to cotton to you with much enthuseeism,”
remarked Smythers.

“ Oh, well, if this voyage turns out all
right I'll have a good rake-off. I'm to
do the shore business with Yow Kee in
Hong-Kong. The captain promised me a
double share.”

“ The deuce he did!” :

“ That's what—and that ought to sat-
isfy Grover. Anyway, why should he
stand in the way? What chance has
either of his girls got to marry? We
ain’t in Jersey City now, where he had
all those high-toned friends he hollers so
much about.”

“ N-no,” said Smythers slowly, with
another chuckle. “ Nobody would really
think this was any city in the States. But
it’s the metroperlis of Faljford.”
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“Of all the islands, T guess,” added
Crabbe.

“ When’s the boss goin’ to marry the
girl? " asked the older ruffian.

, “ Well, for a wonder, he’son the square
about that. It’s about the first time I've
known it to happen.” ’

“ Well, she’s a dern pretty girl. He
can afford to be on the square. But that
ain’t an answer to my question.”

“ Oh, you asked when he would marry
her. Well, if we stay at sea till we get
to Hong-Kong, I suppose it'll be there.”

This interested me. If that was true,
and Huggers adhered to his scheme of
having me witness the marriage of Mil-
dred to him, then at Hong-Kong I might
find a chance to escape.

“ What'’s he goin’ to do with the girl's
father?”

“Oh, I don’t know. He seems almost
dead now. He ain’t worth talking about.”

It was growing late, and the stillness
of the straggling village seemed to indi-
cate that the people were asleep.

There came a slight tapping at the
door. Crabbe opened it.

“ Why—Min—"

“ Hush,” she cautioned. “ I wanted to
see you. Can’t you come for a walk?”

“Yes,” replied Crabbe.

He came in for his hat, and Minerva
followed him. The door of the room I
occupied was open. She looked in.

Coming close to me, she whispered :

“ Sally sent her love. She says keep a
stiff upper lip. Dad’s coming to have a
talk with you.”

She whisked out with Crabbe, leaving
me wondering what was in the wind now.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
GROVER’S PROPOSITION.

I HEARD old Smythers grunt as the two
young people went out.

“Fool!” he mumbled. “Old Gro-
ver'd cut your throat before he’d let you
marry his daughter.”

This made little impression on me, al=
though it did cross my mind that for a
man who would cut another’s throat for
loving his daughter Grover was a mighty
careless fellow.

But there was, I learned, some method
in his seeming carelessness this time.

[
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There was a knock at the door again,
and this time Grover himself appeared.
From the low-spoken salutations, I
judged there was some kind of bond be-
tween these two. Then Grover spoke
loudly :

““Where is he? "

£ In-there::

“ Welly if you've got anything to do,
go and do it. I want to ask him a few
questions.”’ .

“Ho! That explains some things,”
said Smythers ; and I heard the door shut.

Then Grover came into my room.

‘“ Asleep, Merrill?” he asked.

“No, I had a good sleep all day.”

“ Glad to hear it. T'll drag a chair up
near you. I wanted to have a little talk
with you.”

“ So your daughter—"

“You needn’t stop. I sent her to get
Crabbe out of the way. I can handle
Smythers, but not Crabbe—not yet. Now,
there are several points I want to bring
up. The first is your own situation.”

“It’s bad enough, isn’t it?” I replied.

“It’s mighty bad. Of course, you
know there ain’t a ghost of a show for you
with Jim Huggers.”

“ We are not affinities—that’s certain.”

“He'll kill you, sure’s you're born.
He’s a—but I'm coming to that later.
What I want is to have you feel certain
you ain’t got no show.”

< While there’s life there’s hope.”

“Not on that ship. Why, he’s got a
cage built in there he uses as a brig—a
prison—that no human bein’ could get
out of. And nobody’d dare help you on
board, for there he /s king. What do you
want to throw your life away for?”

“I wasn’t aware that I had shown any
unwarranted desire to do so,” I replied.

“ But that’s what you are doing. Now,
say, are you in love with this Symes

girl? ”
“Yes.”
“ And she with you?
‘" '&."es.)’ .
“ Well, you're two blamed fools.

There ain’t no more show for you to
marry that girl than—than me.”

“I don’t want to marry you.”

“I ain’t jokin’. I mean, for me to
marry her. I tell you when Jim Huggers
wants a thing, he gets it, and human life
don’t stand in the way. Not it.”
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“ Well, but what's all this leading up
to?” I asked. ‘ Everybody seems to be
anxious to have me understand that I
must die and she must marry Huggers.”

“ Well, there ain’t no question but
what she’s got to marry Huggers. It
_ain’t quite so sure that you've got to die.”

I opened my eyes wide and stared at
him.

“ What de you mean?” I demanded.

“ Speak low. There may be listeners.
I can count on you, because you ain’t got
no call to like Huggers.”

“No overwhelming
say.”

“ Neither have I. I hate him. But
he’s got the gang now. I s'pose a few
knocks like Blaker got would turn some
against him, and he’s gettin’ worse all the
time. 1 think Jim Huggers is crazy.”

“ Acts so,” 1 assented.

4 Well, these islands could be made
profitable. He won’t do it. He talks,
and talks, and talks. And there it ends.
But if I was boss here, I'd have wheat
and rye and things like that growin’.
~ “They do grow here. And I'd have

decent houses. I’d have horses. I'd have
a boat runnin’ from here to Christiania.
I'd do a lot of things that he only talks
of=2

“Well2”

I was wondering how all this concerned
me.

“ Now,you could help me a lot. You'ye
got education and brains, which ain’t al-
ways the same thing. And if T was sure
of you, I could cut that cord and let you
go right off.”

I pushed myself into a sitting posi-
tion:

“ What's that you say? "

T mean it. I could cut that cord and
take you into my house, and Jim Huggers
wouldn’t dare say boo.”

“You ordered me to stay away from
there. I thought you were afraid of Huga

ers.”

“ Things has changed. I hadn’t made
up my mind. But now I'm goin’ to do him
out of what he calls his kingdom. A
pretty kingdom this is, not a decent house
to live in. I'd make it a kingdom, I
would.”

“ And what price,” I asked wondering-
ly, “ have I to pay for this sudden effu-
sion of friendship?”

S

call, I should
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“No price.
She loves you.”

I was stricken dumb for some minutes.
All T could do was stare at the man.

“Yes, she doves you. You see, Mer-
rill, she is lonesome. She wants a man
like you—not one of these bums. They
think they’'re sailors, Huh! Huggers
knows how to handle a ship, and a few
others. But my girl loves you. Me and
you could manage this place all right.”

“ 1 appreciate your kindness, but it is
impossible.” !

“ You’d sooner die? " he asked angrily.

“1 don’t say that. But I shall marry
Miss Symes unless she herself tells me I
cannot.” :

“Then, by gum, she shall tell yon!"”
he cried, and rushed out of the house.

I was dumfounded at all this. Things
were not as harmonious as I had thought.
I had no doubt that Sally would make
somebody a good wife; but I had not yet
given up hope of saving Mildred.

My bed was just alongside the one
window in the room. As Grover went
out, I heard a peculiar noise.

14 ’St' 2 :

I lay perfectly still.

* Merrill—the boss hit me once too
often. Put your hands this way—I'm
Blaker. Crabbe is mooning with Miner-
va Grover down toward the cove. Smyth--
ers is over with Jake Munnora, drinking
whisky, and now Grover’s gone. Go along
around the left shore to the big rocks.
There’s a queer place there. Take this.”

I felt'the tug of a knife at my wrists,
and my hands were free.

Then a revolver was thrust into one of
them.

I rose to look out of the window.

Blaker had disappeared.

Just marry my Sally.

CHAPTER XXVIIIL
THE ESCAPE.

THERE was no time to plan—not even
to think. I simply scrambled through
that window with the greatest rapidity
possible.

Landing on my feet, I glanced ahead
and to the right and left. Dwellings
there were in plenty, but I saw no human
being.

I peered around the front corner of the
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house in the direction of Grover’s. There
was a light in the only window I could
see, and I pictured Grover and Mildred
in secret conversation,

While I had no doubt of Mildred’s love
for me, I had no more doubt that she
would resolutely tell me—if she saw me
—that I could not marry her.

Conditions such as were existing on
Faljford, and the exciting events Mil-
dred and I had been through, were
enough to produce love between us. But
there was that stiffness in the girl’s na-
ture that I felt sure would induce her
resolutely to renounce me and sacrifice
herself ‘in order to save my life. And
I did not want my life saved at any such
cost.

All this takes time to write; but I lost
no time thinking about it. Finding my-
self alone, and evidently unobserved, I
struck off along the left shore, as Blaker
had advised.

At first I skulked in such shadows as
I could find, but when I had cleared a
few hundred feet and dropped down from
the bluff to the narrow stretch of shingle
along the water’s ege, I ran.

Life on a ship is not good training for
a runner—especially an officer’s life. But

I had taken considerable.interest in ath-
letics, and, until I became a commander,
had joined in many contests. I was,
therefore, something of a runner.

I was now screened from the view of
-the village by the bluff that ran almost
evenly along the shore. But if the bluff
ran evenly, the shingle did not, and at
times I was almost knee-deep in the wa-
ter. But I went on almost blindly.

Once I stumbled over something and
fell flopping into the sea. But I was
soon on my way again. I had noticed,
however, that the object over which I had
fallen was a boat. It was a small boat,
and appeared like a dingey.

I gave it no thought then, my only idea
being to find the place spoken of by Bla-
ker.

It may well be supposed that I had no
very well-defined ideas. The sudden tran-
sition from the condition of a bound and
hopeless prisoner to a free man armed
with a loaded revolver was so great that
I had not yet begun to plan. All I knew
was that I had escaped ; that I was armed
and held the lives of six men in my hand,
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and that I was to look for a * queer
place.”

It was no difficult task to find a queer
place on Faljford. The entire island was.
itself queer. Like many of those in that
region, its formation was almost beyond
analysis.- Caves, crannies, tunnels, holes
that were like small, extinct craters, rocks
that didn’t seem to belong where they
were—all these features were to be found
on Faljford and im other places nearer
the main coast, and even on the main
coast itself.

I passed several places that might with
no exaggeration be called queer, but none
seemed to warrant being judged #2e¢ queer
place referred to by Blaker.

At last, having slowed down to a walk,
I found a hole in the side of the bluff
that seemed black enough, as I looked in,
to run through the entire island. The
only difficulty about it was that the floor
was coveréd with water to the depth of
two feet, and the tide was then grad-
ually rising.

It was probably Blaker’s queer place,
but it was a bit too queer for me to make
a haven of it. If, as I judged from the
evidences around me, the tide was but half
high, the yawning hole would be filled at
high water.

I sat down on a boulder to ponder
it out. -I could think with some calm-
ness, for even if Grover returned only
to discover my escape, he would probably
say nothing about it, having gone to see
me on business traitorous to Huggers. It
would remain probably for Crabbe,
whenever he got through making love to
Minerva Grover, to give the alarm. And
as it was a beautiful, cold, clear night,
and Smythers had been left in charge, I
did not think the love-making, for-which
opportunity came seldom, would end in a
hurry.

Of course, the only question was what
to do. I was free, it was true; but how
long would I remain so? Once Crabbe
gave the alarm, Smythers would be called
to give an account of his actions, and
perhaps be shot by Huggers, who was-
by that time wildly insane with fury to-
ward me.

Then there would be another complete
search for me over the two islands made
twins by the tunnel.

I could not remain to be recaptured,
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and there seemed no way for me to es-
cape. The tunnel was, of course, the
most unsafe place I could choose. Then
I remembered the sunken boat over which
I had stumbled. 3

I had no doubt it had been discarded
as useless. There were other small boats
near the village, but I dared not go back
there. I resolved to see what use I could
make of the sunken dingey.

I went back to the spot, and, exerting
myself to the utmost, overturned the boat
and then hauled it, bottomside up, out of
the water.

An examination showed no injuries,
and if there had been any wide-open
cracks or seams, the long soaking it had
received had so swollen the wood as to
make them imperceptible.

I shoved the boat into the water, and
found that it did leak. But I believed
I could make the short run across the
channel to Najoid, where I could calk
the largest seams with grass and mud,
and thus have a boat that would carry me
to the Norwegian fishing-village on the
more distant island.

The question was, how to propel the
thing. I had neither oar, paddle, nor
sail.

I settled that question in a hurry.

I took off all my clothes, made a com-
pact bundle of them, and put them in the
rear thwart. Then I stepped into the
water, rested my hands on the stern, and
made a propeller of myself.

I could have swum to Najoid with ease
in my clothes, but I wanted possession
of the boat.

It was, as I have said, but a short dis=
tance from Faljford to Najoid, and I was
soon there. The boat leaked consider-
ably. I hauled it out, emptied it, and
dressed myself. Then I went to work
calking it.

The grass and mud wouldn’t serve for
this. I ran to the mouth of the tunnel,
and, at the risk of being captured again,
hurried to the big central cavern. Here
I found plenty of bits of old rope. And
as I was going out I glanced toward the
cove where Mildred’s boat had been kept,
and saw, on the high ground, the blade
and a portion of the shaft of an oar.

Filled with joy, I grabbed this up and
went on to patch my boat.

I was not disturbed. In two hours I
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had a craft that leaked a little, but which
would carry me, and in this I set out to-
ward the Norwegian village.

CHAPTER XXIX.
NEGOTIATING FOR A BOAT.

My rope-calked boat behaved even bet-
ter than I had dared hope, and, by taking
the shortest route, which led me between
many small islands on which I might find
a temporary resting-place if my little ves-
sel sank, I made good time toward the
fishing-village. -

Propelling a leaking boat,- however,
with a broken oar, is no child’s play. I
put all my strength into the task, work-
ing the oar like a single-bladed canoe-
paddle, and had the satisfaction of see-
ing Najoid far behind me, and the in-
habited island Mildred had not named
loom up ahead.

It was about six o’clock in the morn-
ing when I drew near enough to the large
island to see anything on it.

There wete farms that showed some
care. Just what prosperity there could
be in a community that had no intercourse

“with any mainland I could not under-

stand, :

But I saw cattle that were well fed,
and at least two sleek little Norwegian
horses.

The houses were mere shacks, and
none too large. They had roofs thatched
with hay, and the chimneys were of rough
stone built outside.

There were but few people in sight.
I don’t remember now how many, but I
think I saw three women on different
farms. ‘They moved about in a stolid,
indifferent way, and, if they saw me at
all, gave no sign.

The fishing portion was along the
shore, and the houses were even less com-
fortable-looking than those on the farms.

These houses apparently had no land
attached to them. I did not see anything
like a store.

I could understand how, by inter-
change, these people could keep body and
soul together ; the fishermen giving their
catch' for milk, butter, potatoes, wheat to
make bread, and all that. But where
they managed to get tea and coffee and
sugar and such things was beyond me.
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satisfac-
They

The matter was solved to m
tion later. They didn’t get them.
went without.

There was poultry in sight, so they had
fresh eggs. After all, life in the Nor-
wegian village was not so bad — for a
Norwegian villager.

As I paddled in among the fleet of
fishing-boats that were moored off the
village, I found one almost exactly like
that for which I had tried to negotiate.
I paddled up, examined it, and then
climbed aboard.

I felt like turning pirate, slipping the
moorings, and stealmg the thing. But
even before my conscience got to work-
ing, a huge Norwegian came running out
of one of the houses, shouting something
unintelligible to me, and making the wild-
est kind of gesticulations.

I stood up in the boat and looked at
him. He did not stand on shore to par-
ley. He rushed to a small boat on shore,
shoved it into the water, leaped in, and
rowed toward me with the strength of a
giant.

I sat down in the stern of the boat and
waited.

“ Begin in English, if you speak T
I said. “I don’t talk your language.”

To my surprise, he spoke mine. It
was not the purest English I had ever
heard. I had to stop and think, and
sometimes make him repeat before I un-
derstood what he said. But we got there
after a while.

“ What you want with my boat?” he
asked.

‘“®T want to hire it.”

“ For why?”

YT want to use it.”

“ For what?”

“Well, there’s a young lady on Falj-
ford I want to take away from that
gang.”

He shook his head.

“Is it the English girl?” he asked.

“ Yes—she’s half English.”

“ She say she own these islands? "

—=Vest

He shook his head again.

“ What’s the matter with you?” I de-
manded. “ She does own the islands.
Why haven’t you been men enough to
drive off that gang of robbers and help
her get her rights?”

Again he shook his head.

=i
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“They do not trouble us,” he said.
“ We pay never any rent to them. But

if she vet back the islands, she make us
pay rent.’

“ Oh, then your seeming mdlfference
isn’t indifference at all!” I crled angrily.
“It is simply your selfishness. You'd
sooner see the mrl robbed of her inher-
itance than pay rent for your houses and
farms.”

“It is better.
Yaas?”

“ Well, you're about as bad as Hug-
gers and his gang. But I don’t agree
with you. I want this boat. If you won't
rent it or lend it, will you sell it?”

“ How much will you pay?”

Money was the key to his brain and
what heart he had. I was staggered. I
had spoken boldly about buying the other
boat.
with me.

“T’ll pay you anything you ask, but I
can’t pay you now. You will have to
trust me.” 5

He opened his eyes wide, and a huge
grin appeared on his stupid face.

“T'll not do that.”

“But I am an officer in the navy of
the United States of America. You don’t
think I would steal your miserable boat,
do you?”

“How do I know? I need my boat.
I'1l keep it.”

I was in despair. I wanted that boat
worse than anything else in the world
except Mildred. And I saw no way of
getting Mildred without the boat.

Yet, as the huge bulk of the fisherman
loomed up beside me, I knew I was no
match for him physically, and I had not
quite reached that stage of desperation
where I could shoot an innocent man and
take his property.

My old dingey lay alongside, with the
broken oar lengthwise in it.

“I keep my boat. You go. We don’t
want any owner that makes us pay rent, %
said the fellow.

I was filled with rage. He did not
wait for me to leave, thinking his com-
mand was sufficient, but turned to go
himself.

He leaned over the gunwale of the big
boat, and had one foot poised in the air
to step into the small one. I reached
over into mine, grabbed the broken oar,

3

It is money for us.

But I had practically no money
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and whacked him with it as he was bal-
ancing himself.

He pitched head first in the water, and
I began to haul up the anchor.

CHAPTER XXX,
AN OCEAN RACE.

Hap a huge bull, in full and glorious
possession of all his - faculties, been
plunged precipitately into a blazing fire
for a barbecue without the preliminary
killing, the bellowing and general tur-
moil and racket could not be worse than
that which followed the involuntary
plunge into the sea taken by the big fish-
erman when I"whacked him with the flat
of the paddle-blade.

A roar came from his great throat that
~might, I judged, almost be heard on dis-
tant Faljford.

While I was hauling in on the anchor
rope, I turned to give him a glance. I
had no wish to drown the fellow. But
it did seem just then that I had gone
about the business in a fair way to ac-
complish that undesirable end.

Big as he was, fisherman that he was,
it was perfectly evident that he could not
swim a stroke.

He thrashed around in the water, kick-
ing up a lot of foam, floundered like a
wounded porpoise, and, when his head
was above the surface, iet out that.ter-
rific roar for help.

He managed to grasp the gunwale of
his small boat, and nearly upset it try-
ing to climb aboard. :

I got the anchor of the lugsail sea-
boat inboard, and then gave its owner
some attention.

“ Don't try to climb in,” I told him.
“You'll tip the boat over. I have no
time to bother taking you ashore or to
fish for your dead body. If you will do
as I say, I will help you.”

The reply was a wild string of Nor-
wegian that I did not understand. But
I judged from their rapid-fire character
that the words were curses.

“Do you have a desire to live?” I
asked, beginning to enjoy the situation.

“Yes,” he sputtered. “ You knock me
overboard. Now you help me.”

“ Well, I am willing, on certain con-
ditions,” I replied. ‘ Ome is that you

-
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swear allegiance to Miss Symes, the lady
of the islands.”

“We don’t want pay no rent,” he re-
torted.

“ That’s her business, not mine. But
you must not refuse to help her if she
asks you.” .

“ Help? How help?”

“I don’t know yet. It may be neces-
sary for me to call on every man here to
help save her from the gang of robbers
on Faljford. If I do, will you stand by
and help?” :

“Yes,” he answered sullenly.

I glanced toward the shore. In re-
sponse to his great bellowing, about a
dozen men, some still completing their
dressing, were hurrying to the water’s
edge, and I could see them staring out at
us, and pointing and gesticulating as if
perplexed at what was going on near his
boat.

Then, as I hauled his smaller craft
around and held the bow as he climbed
over the stern, I saw the whole crowd
making for boats.

“Tell them it’s all right—tell them
you are safe,” I said.

Instead of obeying, he seized his oars
and shot away from me. Then he shout-
ed something in Norwegian. The result
of this was that the small boats in which
his friends were coming made for the
larger sailing-boats anchored in a row.

The sail was easily hoisted, and, as
there was a good breeze, I soon cleared
the line and stood off to sea.

I had no definite purpose just then ex-
cept to get away with the boat. I knew
I would be pursued, and had no knowl-
edge of the sailing qualities of the craft
I had borrowed so unceremoniously, as
compared with the others.

I could not, of course, go to Faljford
or Najoid then. I would simply sail into
a trap where they could catch me, or
where I would be recaptured by Hug-
gers while trying to escape from the fish-
ermen.

If their boats proved the faster, I was
in hard luck again. If mine was the bet-
ter, I had some chance of jockeying them
off the trail.

I was not mistaken in their purpose.
I had not sailed far when I saw sail after
sail go up, and in a few minutes the en-
tire fleet was in hot pursuit.
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I had chosen a course away from their,
island, directly opposite to the direction
of Najoid. I had the clear, open sea
ahead and a good wind astern.

I soon saw that it was going to be a
hot race. \

At first one of the pursuing fleet ap-
peared to be gaining on me. It was
manned, so far as I could judge, by four
men. These about filled it, and they
seemed to carry a larger sail than some
of the larger boats. - She heeled over to
leeward a good deal; yet, in the strong
wind, the crew seemed reckless of dan-
ger. -

It was a marvel to me that men who
did not hesitate to sail a boat with the
lee rail under water would be afraid of
venturing on the trip to Christiania. But
in those boats the trip would be a slow
one, and rough weather would be almost
surely fatal.

I settled down to a long lead in a race
that seemed destined also to be a losing
one for me. The crazy, over-canvased
boat came on with increasing speed, and
what seemed to me increasing recklessness
on the part of the crew.

Whether they had had a jovial night
and had been drinking, or this was their
usual way of sailing, I knew not. But-
I did know that if they could keep it up
I should be overtaken.

I still had my loaded revolver, the one
handed to me by Blaker, but I did not
want to shoot any of these men. They
were merely doing what anybody else
would have done under the circumstances,
and even in a time of such stress I did
not feel like shooting men who were do-
ing nothing but trying to save the prop-
erty of one of their fellows.

I turned my prow sharply to port, get-
ting the wind for a tack, and they did the
same. But, alas! Their boat was al-
ready so far heeled to starboard, run-
ning almost before the wind, that when
they came about on the port tack, instead
of righting to a level'keel, as soon as the
wind struck her port broadside she went
completely over, and her crew floun-
dered in the water.

There was some more shouting and
jabbering, and I saw the other boats
steering toward them.

My most dangerous pursuer was now
out of the race, and I breathed more
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freely. With a comfortable feeling of
security, I came about again and, run-
ning freely before the wind, sailed away
from the entire fleet toward the horizon.

CHAPTER XXXI.

TRAPPED.

I HAVE no definite idea how long I
sailed before the wind. I am not sure
whether I looked at my watch and found
it run down, or forgot to look at all.
Anyway, I had no real conception of
time.

All 1 knew was that the fishing fleet
had lost time saving the men of the cap-
sized boat, and I was drawing away from
them rapidly, and there was sufficient
satisfaction in that for me.

Their hulls were finally out of sight,
and their sails growing beautifully less.
That was the first time in my life that
I had ever felt thankful that the earth
was round and had a three-mile horizon
on the sea:

How many nautical miles I sailed be-
fore I finally lost sight of them alto-
gether I had no means of knowing. Prob-
ably from twenty-five to thirty, and the
hours were passing with their usual swift-
ness and regularity.

When I found that I could no longer
see the tops of their sails, and knew they
could not see mine, I swung to starboard
a little and made a wide détour. Once
I got so near the enemy I saw the tops
of their sails again, and immediately put
about, hoping that they had not seen
mine.

Once more I was below their horizon,
as they were below mine, and I gaged
their position at about due west from me,
and still going north.

This was just what I wanted; but I
knew they would eventually give up the .
search and return without their boat.
And I wanted to plan out my own cam-
paign while sailing away from them.

One thing was easy. I had a clear sea
to Christiania, and could make that port
(if Mildred had been correct in her state-
ment of the ‘distance—eight hundred
miles) in about eighty hours, supposing
the wind held good. But with a reverse
breeze, or none at all, there was no tell-
ing how long the trip would take me.

3
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Then there would be the delay of ac-
quainting the authorities with the situa-
tion, and the equipment of a rescue-
party.

Altogether, the business might require
two or three weeks before I could return
to Faljford. And what might not hap-
pen in that time?

Huggers would search all the islands
for me. He would learn from the fisher-
men that I had taken a boat and sailed
away. He would know that I would re-
turn to Faljford with an armed force,
rescue Mildred and her father, and take
him prisoner.

He would sail without me. Undoubt-
edly he would murder Mr. Symes and
carry Mildred away in his ship. And I
would have all the trouble for nothing
and lose Mildred.

I gave up the Christiania plan.

I could turn back and sail to the Faroe
Islands, which belong to .the Danes. I
knew these fellows had communication
with Denmark, and would sail anywhere
in anything that floated. But this plan
had the same objections that the Chris-
tiania idea had.

T could sweep around Faljford, and lie
in the pathway of steamers between New
York and Christiania, and appeal to the
captain of the first that came in either
direction. But I did not know just when
to expect one, and had no method to de-
termine my position. I might miss the
steamers.

I knew that whatever the frightful rage
Huggers had been in before was a mild
sort of humor compared to what he must
be feeling now.

It was different when he had me in his
power. It was different when he believed
I had been drowned. I was now a living
menace to him, and he might be expected
to act as soon as he found that I was off
in a seaworthy boat.

Whatever was to be done had to be done
by myself, and without delay.

Setting myself to the task, resolved to
save Mildred Symes or die with her, shut-
ting my eyes to everything except the fact
“that I loved her and would give my life
to save her, I kept on to the southward,
trending far enough to the east to avoid
being seen from the fisherman’s island if
any one was watching.
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Judging the distance as well as I could

'by the time elapsing while going before

the wind, and the greater time consumed
in tacking against it, I kept on until I
thought I was near Najoid, where I
wanted to make my first landing.

‘1 had no small boat to take me from
Najoid to Faljford. This mattered little
to me, as I could swim the distance in ten
or fifteen minutes, even with my clothes
on, but if I succeeded in spiriting Mildred
away I must have some means of getting
her to Najoid and into the boat.

Guiding myself entirely by guesswork,
I brought the island into view, and soon
sailed into a little bay surrounded by high
bluffs, on the north side of Najoid.

I remained in the boat for a few min-
utes, expecting a surprise. But no one
disturbed me. I then got the boat near a
steep, rocky escarpment, and clambered
up the face of the bluff, with the end of
a long rope in my hand. I left the sail
up, so if I succeeded in getting Mildred
and her father there I could shove out in
the wind and start without delay.

I now had the hardest work of my life
before me. Every move that had been
made since I landed on Faljford had
made the situation worse. It had reached
such a pitch that if I failed this time
there would no longer be any hope.

I fastened the end of the painter to a
tree, not trusting to an anchor, as it tool-.
too long to haul it aboard.

I then stepped caut1ously toward the
woodland, peering in every direction, on
the outlook for watchers.

Long before this I knew Huggers must
have discovered my escape, and had begun
the search for me. I would have given
much to know the exact situation on
Faljford, and what the enraged sea-
robber was doing.

I was in a fair way to learn.

I entered the forest of firs and pines
and spruce with the revolver in my hand.
I had not gone more than three hundred
feet when I keard:

 Halt where you are! ”

I stopped involuntarily. From each
side, and straight before me, a rifle was
aimed at me from behind a tree.

“So you returned to us, spy,” said a
chuckling voice. ‘ The captain wants to
see you bad. Put down that pistol!”

(To be continued.)



Their Agent at Colebrook.

BY FRED V.

GREENE, Jr.

A Real-Estate Transaction that Seenred the Surest of All Sure
Things, the Color of Actual Money Profit Sealing the Bargain.

“IS Mr. Northrup about?”

The old storekeeper looked up over
his glasses at the dapper young man who
had entered, and paused in the act of
weighing sugar long enough to reply,
“TFhet’s me.”’

The stranger advanced toward him
with a quick, confident step, and a smile
of assurance on his face.

“ Mr. Northrup, my name is Brewer,”
he announced. “ I came up here to Cole-
brook to see you on a matter of business
—a matter that I know will prove of
great interest to you.”

The old man eyed his caller with a
gleam of suspicion, and surveyed him
from head to foot, while the other fum-
bled in his wallet for a card.

“Wal, I kin only say thet I ain’t
interested in books, lightning - reds, or
spavin-cures,” the storekeeper remarked
finally.

The stranger laughed lightly.

“ Neither am I, Mr. Northrup,” he
said.

He had already found the card for
which he had been searching, and, ex-
tending it to the other, added: * Fhat
will prove it, I guess.”

Mr. Northrup looked at the card an
instant before raising his eyes, the
stranger meanwhile studying him keenly.
Then the old man thrust the card toward
his visitor. =

“Don’t see ez it’s of any interest to
me,” he said.

“ But it is, Mr. Northrup,” the other
insisted. “ Just let me explain—"

“ Ain’t got the time,” Northrup inter-
rupted. “I got these orders to git out.”

“ That’s all right,” the stranger per-
sisted. “I can talk while you work, and
neither of us will lose any time.”

With a grunt that plainly showed his
disapproval of such a proceeding, the old
man turned to his work, while the other
leaned carelessly against the counter.

“ As you saw by my card, Mr. North-
rup,” he began, ‘“my name is Brewer,
and I represent the New York City Real-
ty Mortgage and Investment Company.
They sent me up here for one express
purpose—to see you.”

“ Wal, if ye've got good eyesight, ye
kin do that easily,” the old man slyly
chuckled.

Brewer laughed good-naturedly.

““Very true,”” he replied; ‘“but I was
to do more than see you. I was to ex-
tend to you an invitation to wvisit us and
our properties as our guest—to return to
the city with me, and stay a few days, my
company paying all your expenses.”

Northrup looked up quickly at this,
but he did net reply instantly—he was
busily searching the face of the man be-
fore him.

“ Let me explain more fully,” Brewer
went on quickly. “ In the first place, our
company is one of the wealthiest of its
kind in New York. In fact, we’d have
to be, or we could not make the invita-
tion I have just extended to you.”

“But what’s the ketch?” Northrup
wanted to know.

“The catch?”
blankly.

“ Thet’s wot I said. I mean—"

“ Now, let me explain matters fully,”
Brewer interrupted. “ Then you'll un-
derstand how we can make such a gener-
ous offer. In the first place, we were
fortunate enough to secure one of the
most valuable pieces of acreage on Long
Island; we had the ready money, and,
as the owner had to have cash, we se-
cured it on practically our own terms.

“ Now is where you enter into the mat-
ter,” he went on, and in saying this he
noted that his words had as yet brought
forth no indication of interest on the part
of the man he was seeking to impress.
“ We have planned out, and are develop-
ing, an entirely new idea regarding the

the other repeated
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selling of this land, and its success has
proved that we are giving greater value
than any other company to-day.”

“I don’t want to buy no land,” North-
rup burst out, glancing up from his work.

“That may be,” Brewer remarked.
“ But let me explain further.”

He paused an instant to give the store-
keeper an opportunity to reply; but he
did not do so, so he continued:

“Our plan is to cut out entirely all
forms of advertising, which, you know, is
one of the biggest expenses of any realty
company.”

Northrup had no such knowledge ; but
it pleased him to know he was credited
with it. He nodded approvingly.

“Qur idea is to appoint agents,” the
other explained. ‘‘ Appoint a man in
every community —a man well known
and with a recognized standing among
the people in his district—a man whose
success in this world has made him
looked up to when matters of weight are
in question. You, Mr. Northrup, are the
man we've selected for this district, after
going over the matter very carefully.”

The storekeeper’s interest in his busi-
ness had suddenly ceased—the stranger
had played successfully upon his vanity
—and he leaned against the counter
thoughtfully.

“ Wal, so far so good,” he remarked,
his chest swelling with conscious pride.

“ These agents, being our representa-
tives, should naturally see and study the
land, its present and future possibilities.
So that’s why we extend our invitation to
you. Come back with me as our guest.
We will pay all your expenses, putting
you up at one of the best hotels, and the
entire trip will cost you nothing. We
wouldn’t let you spend a cent if you
wanted to.”

The gleam of interest in the old man’s
eyes told more plainly than words his
ideas regarding the matter, yet he curbed
his feelings as much as possible, realizing,
with his customary sharpness, that he
should not appear over-anxious.

“ How does the proposition appeal to
you?” Brewer asked.

“Oh, I guess the #hing’s. all right,”
the storekeeper replied slowly, with a
well-feigned attempt at thoughtfulness.
“ But what do I git out of it? What do
I do?”
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“ Now, we'll get down to business,”
Brewer went on. “ In reply to your first
question, you get fifty per cent—one-half
—of all the money you receive for lots
that may be sold through you. Answer-
ing the second, you will give us a list of
names of people in Colebrook who might
be open to a good investment. We write
them personally, stating the case exactly
as it is, and refer them to you as our local
agent. Then, if you sell them, they pick
out the lots they want from the map we
furnish you, and you send on half of the
purchase price. If it’s four hundred dol-
lars, two hundred is—?” -

“ I understand that all right,” North-
rup broke in, “but s’pose the lot they
want is already sold?”

“ In that case, we'll give them the one
nearest the one they had chosen. But
that is a mere trifle in comparison to our
present arrangements. Tell me frankly
what you think of the proposition.”

“ Why, it looks fair to me,” the store-
keeper drawled.

“ Only fair? ” Brewer queried.

“ Wal, pretty fair,” the old man said.

“ Fair enough for you to take it up?”

“Wal, if they’s money in it, I ain’t the
one to throw it down,” Northrup laughed.
“I'm allus out to make a few dollars
whenever and wherever I kin.”

‘““ And that’s the only way to be in
this present-day world,” Brewer contend-
ed. “ But as to any definite decision on
your part, that is not asked for at pres-
ent. My object in coming here to-day is
to get you to go back with me—that’s all
—and then, after seeing who we are and
what we have to offer, you can make your
own decision. Will you return with me?”

“ Wal, I might do that,” the old man
answered slowly.

“When? Vs

“Oh, I dunno! When would you want
me to? "

“The sopner the better.
noon, if you could.”

“ Couldn’t do that,” Northrup averred.
“T'd have to git another clerk to take my
place here in the store, an’,I couldn’t git
him now till mornin’.”

“ That’s plenty of time,” Brewer as-
sured him. *“ We could start early to-
morrow.”’

Suddenly Northrup broke through the
restraint in which he had held himself.

This after- -
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“T'lIl go ye!” he exclaimed eagerly.
“ An’ we’ll take the first train, if thet’s
agreeable.”

“ Perfectly,”
fact, the earlier the better.
shall we meet?”

“Why, I dunno,” the storekeeper re-
plied blankly. “ Wot ye goin’ to do be-
tween now an’ then?”

“I had no definite plans. I suppose
I'll just hang around town and kill time.”

“ Where ye stoppin’?”

“ Nowhere as yet. I came direct from
the train to your store. But there’s a
hotel in town, isn’t there?”

“Yes, they’s one, but they won't see
you, Mr.—Mr.—”

“Brewer:?

“ Mr. Brewer,” the old man continued,
‘“yer_ goin’ to spend the night at my
house. I allus believe that one good turn
deserves another. An’ I'm goin’ to show
ye thet yer firm ain’t the only people
what kin extend hospitality. I kin do a
little of thet myself.”

“ Now, here, that’s tpo much—"

But the other cut Brewer short.

“No, ’tain’t one bit too much, an’ I
insist on doin’ it. My clerk’ll be back
soon, an’ then we’ll go over to the house
fer lunch. Ye don’t mind waitin’ round
the store a few minutes, do ye?”

“ Not in the least,” Brewer replied, a
faint smile settling about his mouth that
was unnoticed by the other.

“ In
where

Brewer responded.
Now,

B

THE sun was just showing above the
horizon the next morning when a heavy
rapping on his door roused Brewer from
a sound sleep, and in a half-awake tone
he called: “ Well?”

“ Time to git up, if we’re goin’ to take
thet early train,” a voice, which he recog-
nized as Northrup’s, informed him.

“Be down in five minutes,” he an-
swered, and with a haste that was un-
usual for him, he threw himself into his
clothes, smiling the while to himself as
he recalled the success that had attended
his trip to Colebrook.

All the previous day and into the night
far beyond the storekeeper’s usual bed-
hour, the two had talked over the future
of Long Island real estate, until Mr.
Northrup was as enthusiastic over it as
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the salesman himself, who cited case after
case where small fortunes had been made
by judicious investments.

Northrup had arranged matters at the
store so that he could absent himself for
a few days, and he looked forward with
suppressed glee’to his trip to the city—
and the mcreased income Brewer assured
him would be certain to follow.

The real-estate agent had dwelt well
upon the character of the men behind his
concern, and Northrup rejoiced inwardly
at the prospect of meeting them face to
face and upon an equal footing.

He had brought up the question as to
how he had been heard of by them, and
the other had replied, with a most reas-
suring smile, that they were in a position *
to get the names of every one known in
their locality as a representative man and
successful one. L

The storekeeper’s wife had already pre-
pared a hearty breakfast for the two
when Brewer descended to the dining-
room, and the two men attacked it with
a vim, the real-estate agent surprising
himself at the appetite he had acquired.

But not so with Northrup. The ex-
citement and anticipation of the ap-
proaching trip, and the subsequent re-
sults that were promised, robbed him of
his usual interest in the first meal of the
day ; but he did such justice to it as he
could, and soon arose from the table to
hurry to his room, where his packed bag
awaited him.

At the railroad station Brewer secured
the tickets, even going so far as to give
the storekeeper the one for his return
trip. Then they boarded the train, and
the start was made for New York.

Fhe trip was an interesting one to the
old man, who had not been to the me- -
tropolis for some years.

As they passed through the crowds at
the big terminal, Mr. Northrup showed
his confusion by gripping his friend’s
arm nervously. Then, when they reached
the street, the noise and din of it all add-
ed to his dlstracpon—xt was so different
from the quiet serenity of Colebrook—
and it was with a smh of relief that he
found himself comfortably seated in a
street-car. 2

“ Here’s where we get off,”” Brewer in-
formed him presently.

When they stood upon the sidewalk the
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real-estate man pointed to a majestic, im-
posing-looking structure.

“That is our building,” he said.

Northrup stared up at the mass of
stone and cement.

“ Do you own thet?” he gasped.

“No, I didn’t mean that we own it,”
the other smiled. “I mean that is the
building where our offices are located.
And, just to give you an idea as to what
has been made from real-estate—the for-
« tunes that have followed judicious invest-
ment in that direction—fifty years ago
the land that building stands on could
“have been bought for a few thousand dol-
lars. = To-day you couldn’t buy it for a
million.” :

“Is that so? ' the old man whispered

- in awe.
~ “Tt certainly is,” Brewer assured him,
a broad smile spreading over his face at
the amazement his remarks had caused.
“But, come on,” he added quickly.
“Let's go up to the offices.”

Northrup followed obediently, com-
pletely awed by the massive entrance, the
tile-work, and, last of all, by the elevators,
which, as they shot upward, caused him
much apprehension as to their safety.
But before he could decide as to what
would happen in the event of their fall-
ing, the car came to a sudden stop, and,
as the door opened, Brewer stepped from
it, and the old man followed after him.

“ That’s us,” the salesman remarked
jocularly as he pointed down the hall to
a door upon which Northrup read in big
gold letters: ‘ The New York City Real-
ty Mortgage and Investment Company.”

Brewer led the way inside, and the old
storekeeper found himself in a room that
was plainly but well furnished, and as

- the door slammed behind them a gentle-
man came out of an inner office.

“ Hallo; Mr. Brewer!” he greeted,
then stopped short as he caught sight of
the countryman.

“ Mr. Northrup, shake hands with Mr.
Harris,” Brewer said. “ Mr. Harris is
our vice-president.”

The other grasped the hand the old
man extended.

“Very glad to meet you, Mr. North-
rup,” he declared.

Before the countryman could voice his
pleasure at the meeting, Brewer added:
“ Mr. Harris, Mr. Northrup is to be our
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agent at Colebrook. He's very much in-
terested in real estate as an investment.”

“I'm glad to hear that,” the other
said. “ You certainly are on the right
track to future wealth ; and, if you're in-
terested now, wait until you see our de-
velopment on Long Island. It will open
your eyes.” He turned quickly to Brew-
er: “ When are you going down?”

“ Why, I thought right away,” was the
reply. “ There’s a train at eleven-fifteen
we can get, and be back in the city in
time for a late lunch. . What do you say
to that plan, Mr. Northrup? "

“ Suits me,” replied the storekeeper.

“ Very well. Just leave.your grip here.
Mr. Harris will take charge of it, and
we'll hustle down on the island. He
turned to the vice-president: * We'll see
you when we return, Mr. Harris? ”

“Yes, indeed,” the other agreed, with
a bow to the old man.

The ride across town was a silent one
for the two men. Northrup was com-
pletely engrossed in all that was going on
about him, and gazed wide-eyed from one
side of the car to the other, much to
Brewer’s amusement.

At length the station was reached, and
after procuring the tickets Brewer led the
way to the forward part of the ferry-boat,
from which vantage-point he explained to
the other the various points of importance
along the water-front, all of which were
new and of interest to the storekeeper.

Leaving the boat they entered the train,
and were soon being rushed across the
level stretches of Long Island, in which
Northrup showed a decided interest. As
they passed various hamlets and villages,
Brewer told him about each one, explain-
ing the development that had been made
there in the past few years, and dilating
particularly upon the fortunes that had
been derived from the rise of the real-
estate values. :

He did not lose the slightest oppor-
tunity to dwell upon this subject, and had
the old man attempted mentally to figure
the profits of it all, according to Brewer’s
statements, he would have had a Hercu-
lean task upon his hands.

“ The next station is ours,” the sales-
man told him finally, and Mr. Northrup
watched with renewed concern the town
into which they were drawing.

He noted the size of it and the class of
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residences, which indicated there
much wealth in the community.

‘“ Pretty slick-looking place, isn’t it?"”
Brewer remarked.

“ Certainly is,”
siastic reply.

“Qur property is just five minutes’
walk from the center of the town,” Brew-
er continued. “ In the very finest part of
it, and when you see what has been done
there it'll open your eyes.”

The two stepped from the train, and,
taking the old man’s arm, Brewer led him
through the crowd and around to the
main street, whieh was quite a pretentious
business thoroughfare for a Long Island
town.

“ Pretty lively around here,” the sales-
man chuckled. ““ More going on here in
a day than in a year at Colebrook.”

“T should say so,” the other assented.

They were walking rapidly, and after
a few blocks the houses became more
scattered,” until before their eyes opened
up one of Long Island’s prettiest real-es-
tate developments. For nearly a mile in
each direction stretched long, straight
streets, curbed, and with wide sidewalks,
while in the center of the main avenues
were flower-gardens in full bloom,
among which were artistically mingled
shrubs, which, with their different-shaded
leaves, added to the beauty of the scene.

All this struck the old man’s eyes at
once, and it bewildered him. And, as he
stared blankly from one to the other of
the fine houses that were scattered over
the district, he marveled at the greatness
of the project.

“ Some class to this,” Brewer said at
length—he had hesitated to break in upon
the thoughts that showed so plainly in
Mr. Northrup’s face.

“ And now to business,” he added de-
cisively. “ Those lots over there "—he in-
dicated a corner a short distance away—
“are worth two thousand dollars apiece.
But we're selling them for a thousand.”

“ A thousand dollars!” the old man
gasped.

He could hardly realize it, when he
considered that in Colebrook that sum
would be sufficient to buy many acres.

“Yes; and you ought to buy those two
corner ones. You get both of them for the
price others pay for one.”

“ But that seems a lot of money for

was
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such a little bit of land,” Northrup ob-
jected. ‘“It's—"

“ Not at all,” Brewer broke in. * Now,
'l tell you what we’ll do. You keep
these lots in mind, because I want to sell
them to you.

“We'll go over to the other side of
town, -where another development has
been made, and we’ll pretend to be pur-
chasers. No one over there knows me,
and we'll look up the agent and get his
prices. Then you'll realize what a bar-
gain these two lots are at a thousand dol-
lars.”

The two men turned, and, walking rap-
idly, soon reached the property of which
Brewer had spoken. The minute the old
man cast his eyes over it, he saw that it
was not to be compared with that at
which he had just looked.

Everything seemed chaos. Teams were
at work plowing out streets—some side-
walks were laid—and a few trees had
been set out.

- But the whole had the effect of disor-
der, and the general outlook was any-
thing but tempting to the average buyer.

“ Do you see any difference? ” Brewer
smiled.

“1I should say so!” the old man ex-
claimed. :

“ Now, we'll find out their prices,” the
other went on. “ That’s their office over
there. Come along.”’

They picked their way across the
rough ground, and, as they neared the lit-
tle building, a-man whe was standing in
front of it turned toward them.

“TI'll do the talking,” Brewer whis-
pered to the countryman. “ Don’t you
say anything.

“ Good morning,” Brewer began, as
they reached the little office. “Is there
any one about who can tell me the prices
you're asking for these lots? ”

“ That’s what I'm here for,” the other
smiled.

“ Well, I wanted to get two- corner
lots,” Brewer continued. “ Two in an
excellent location.”

He faced about, and, indicating with
his finger-a corner only a block away from
where they stood, he added: * Say that
corner over there. What are those two
worth?”

“ It’s not what they’re worth,” the sales-
man replied, with a knowing smile. ““ It’s
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what we'll sell them for, that interests
you. Those lots, when we finish our de-
‘velopment, will be worth six or seven
thousand dollars. They can be bought
now for fifteen hundred dollars—three
thousand for the two.”

This information seemed to throw
Brewer into a depth of thought; but he
suddenly roused himself. * I'll think it
over,” he said.

‘ Better decide to-day. The prices ad-
vance ‘as the development work goes on.”

“ Il think it over,” Brewer repeated,
and walked away with the old man.

When they were a few feet off he said
in an undertone:

‘ Are we offering bargains? "’

“1 should say so,” Mr. Northrup de-
clared with great enthusiasm. “ If his is
wuth three thousand, yours is wuth—oh,
near ‘ten.”

“ Right you, are!” the salesman ex-
claimed. “I ?hink I've proven to you
what we're offering. And, take my advice
—buy these two lots. As friend to friend,
I promise you'll quadruple your money in
six months.”

“ Wal, mebbe I might take 'em,” Nor-
thrup replied slowly. * I'll decide when
we git back to the office.”

“ Fine!” said Brewer warmly. ““ And,
after looking over our property, don’t
you think you can sell some of it in
Colebrook, particularly when they know
that you, with your customary shrewd-
ness and insight into investments, had
purchased yourself?” y

“ T suttenly do,” the old man rejoined ;
then repeated thoughtfully, “ I suttenly
do.”

II1T.

THE return trip on the railroad was
anything but a quiet one for the old man,
with whom Brewer kept up a rapid fire
of conversation, bringing out with full
emphasis every point that he could rela-
tive to real estate and the possibilities it
offered for making money. Northrup
listened attentively, but all the while his
mind was revolving the question as to
the advisability of purchasing four lots
instead of two. :

“ T just want to see Mr. Harris a mo-
ment,” Brewer told him when they
reached the offices of the company again.
“ Then we’ll go for luncheon.”
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Just then Mr, Harris appeared—there
was no one in the outer office—and, care-
fully closing the door after him, drew
the other aside.

“ Brewer, you recall those two corner
lots we admired so the other day ? ”* he said
in a guarded tone, but one which was
plainly audible to the old man.

“ \/’es.”

“Well, T've got a man inside who
wants them. He’s our new agent at Dur-
ham. You haven’t sold them yet, have
you?"”

“ Well, not exactly.” Brewer hesitated,
and glanced toward Northrup. *“I think
our agent at Colebrook wants them,” he
added, with a smile.

“ Then, that’s different,”. the vice-pres-
ident declared. ‘ What -price did you
quote Mr. Northrup?”

“One thousand dollars net for the
two,” Brewer replied.

“ And this fellow "—Harris jerked his
head in the direction of the closed door
—* this fellow will pay twelve hundred.”
He advanced toward Northrup. “ If you
want to turn them over to him, you'll
make two hundred dollars, Mr. North-
rup.”

“But I—I—" The old man was com-
pletely dumfounded at this sudden turn
of events.

“Our word is our bond,” Brewer put
in. “ And we expect it is the same with
those with whom we do business. You\
said yon'’d buy those lots, so_ they are
yours.

“ And if you've a chance to sell them
and make two hundred dollars, it's your
good fortune. In fact, it only shows how
money can be made in Long Island real
estate.”

“Then, you'll sell them to this gen-
tleman? ”’ Harris queried before the store-
keeper could collect his scattered thought
sufficiently to reply.

Northrup nodded his consent.

“All right,” the other remarked.
“ Wait here a moment and I'll bring your
money out to you. This fellow is paying
for them in cash, so I can give you the
two hundred in currency.”

Without another word Harris disap-
peared through the door that led into his
office and closed it behind him.

“ I guess that’s bad,” Brewer laughed.
“Two hundred dollars without putting
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up a cent. But it only shows you—proves
to you, I should say—the high plane on
which we conduct our business.”

Before anything further could be said,
the door to the inner office opened, and
Harris came out with a roll of bills in
his hand, which he held out to Northrup.

“Your profit,” he “smiled. “I'll see
you later in the day,” and again retired
to the inner room.

“Thet’s what I call workin’ on the
square,” the old man exclaimed. “T see
I've got with the right people, and we're
goin’ to do a heap of buSiness together.
An’ I'm so derned anxious to begin it, I'm

~ goin’ to git right back to Colebrook an’
git at it.”

“ Oh, not so soon,” Brewer protested.
“ Stay a few days, now that you're down
here:!

“ No, I'm goin’ back,” the other insist-
ed. “ The noise and racket gives me a
headache, an’ T want to git back an’ sell
lots to my friends afore they’re all gone.
But afore I leave, I want to buy four lots
myself.”

At this Brewer’s eyes lighted up.

“ You mean it? " he said.

“ T sure do,” the other returned. *“ And
—no, dang it all, I want six. Pick me out
six near thet corner where I made two
hundred dollars. I think thet's a good-
luck corner.”

Brewer hurriedly procured a map, and,
although the old man could not make the
least thing out of it, he studied it care-
fully and then decided upon six lots
which the other advised him to take.

“ All right, I’ll buy them,” Northrup
declared enthusiastically. “ How much
are they?”

“ Let me see,” and the other drew out
a pencil, and as he figured on a sheet of
paper he continued : :

“Those lots are worth nine hundred
apiece—a hundred dollars less than the
other ones. Six times nine is fifty-four,
and a half of fifty-four is twenty-seven.”
He looked up at the old man. “ Those
six will cost you two thousand and seven
hundred dollars.”

“ And wuth every cent of it,” the old
man asserted. “I’ll give ye my check
right now,” and before he had finished
speaking he drew out his book and filled
out a draft for the required sum.

Brewer took it eagerly.
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“We'll mail you your deed in a few
days,” he said. ‘It takes a couple of
days to get it recorded, you know.”

‘ Oh, thet don’t matter,” the store-
keeper assured him. “ As long as I got
the lots, thet’s all I care about. An’ now
thet thet's done, I'm goin’ home.”

“I wish you'd stay a couple of days,”
Brewer demurred.

“No, I must git back, so if ye'll git
together yer maps and prices, I'll begin
doin’ business ez soon ez I arrive there.”

Brewer hunted about the -office, and,
finding a large map, he spread it before
him, and proceeded to write in on it the
prices of each lot, and when he had com-
pleted the task the old man folded it
carefully and placed it in his pocket.

“ Thet’ll be hung in a prominent place
in my store,” he remarked. * An’ me an’
you is goin’ to do a hull lot of business.
Knowin’ ye as I do, I kin recommend ye
to all my friends. An’, by gorry! I'm go-
in’ to do it! Now, I'm for home!”

“T'll go with you to the railroad sta-
tion,” Brewer insisted. “ But I’'m sorry
you're leaving. I'd like to have you stay
down for a few days. We could get better
acquainted.”

‘“ An’ I'd like to, too, but I can’t,” the
old man returned. “An’ as you say
you're goin’ to the depot with me, let’s
start.”

And the two men left the office, Brewer
affectionately taking the old man’s arm.

IV.

TWENTY-FOUR hours after Northrup
had arrived home, with rarely an excep-
tion every one for miles around knew of
the old man’s interest in Long Island real
estate, and how without even paying one
cent on a purchase he had sold his prop-
erty within an hour at a big cash profit.
As to the exact size of this profit, opinions
varied, as in the passing along of the
news the exact amount had been very
much swollen.

But it set people to talking, with the
result that Northrup’s store became a
gathering-place for folks who had grown
real-estate mad.

When a community becomes wildly en-
thusiastic over one special thing, and that
real-estate investments, there is only one
result—so Northrup found it.
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~ He also found that he was selling more

real estate than groceries; but this fact
did not disturb him—a sale of one lot
meant profits as big as two or three
months’ sales of the commodities stocked
upon his shelves. :

And the fever to buy seemed to be
spreading. Every day he was sending a
good-sized check to the New York (ity
Realty Mortgage and Investment Com-
pany, and every day people were coming
to him from some distance—people he
did not know, but who had heard of his
real-estate deal—and investing their mon-
ey in Long Island soil.

For three weeks this condition of af-
fairs kept up, and the old man rubbed his
hands with glee as he saw the figures of
his bank-account rapidly increasing. And
he thanked his lucky stars that a kind
Providence had seen fit to beam upon
him sufficiently to send Mr. Brewer to
him. He whistled to himself constantly
as he busied himself about the store, his
entire mind riveted upon the subject that
was on it—real estate.

He had sent his clerk to the post-office
for the morning mail one day, and as he
sauntered in Northrup took the four or
five letters handed him and sorted them
over carelessly. Then all of a sudden he
became rigidly erect, and his eyes bulged
from their sockets as he held an envelope
before him and stared at it, speechless
with amazement.

It was unnecessary to tear it open—
the contents he knew well, as it was the
last letter he had sent to the real-estate
company- in New York, enclosing his
check for the last sale.

But the envelope told the story, as
stamped across it was the information
that the United States government was
holding up and returning to the senders
all mail addressed to this concern.

It was fully five minutes before the old
man could collect his thoughts sufficient-
1y to realize what it meant to him—how
he had been the means of getting his
friends to buy the property, and now if
anything was wrong—but he quickly
checked this train of thought, and in-
sisted to himself that there must be some
mistake.

He knew that Mr.
right, and—

“T'1l do it!” he suddenly exclaimed.

Brewer was all
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Then, turning to his clerk, he added:
“Thomas, I'm goin’ to New York, an’
you'll hev to 'tend store fer the rest of
the day. I may be back to-night, an’ I
may not. I don’t know.”

Without further words, he hurried to
his home next door and acquainted his
wife with the fact that he was going to
town on the next train.

But he carefully avoided telling her
why, simply adding that his business
might keep him till the next day.

It didn’t take the old man long to pre-
pare for his®trip, and he was at the
station impatiently awaiting the arrival of
the train when it pulled in. Before it
reached New York the storekeeper was
quite beside himself with nervousness and
apprehension.

Once arrived, by dint of asking a pe-
liceman he quickly reached the large
building he remembered so well. He
dashed into it, and was soon before the
gold-lettered door behind which, only a
few weeks previous, he had felt himself
started on the road to wealth. Turning
the knob, he pressed against it, and as he
did so the color left his face. The door
was locked !

The storekeeper pushed desperately,
then rapped loudly, waited a few seconds,
and repeated his knock. But there was no
reply—and, with a heart heavy with mis-
givings, he turned away.

Then suddenly a thought occurred to
him—how foolish it was to take the mat-
ter so seriously. All his friends who had
purchased had their deeds, so they were
protected.

Then it occurred to him that undoubt-
edly Mr. Brewer and Mr. Harris were
both out at the property, and he resolved
to go there at once himself.

When the town to which Brewer had
taken him was reached, he hurried
through it in the direction of his land.

When it came into view, the beautiful
development caused him to smile to him-
self as he realized that a portion of all
this really belonged to him.

At sight of a man walking in his di-
rection, Northrup hurried to meet him,
thinking it might be Brewer. But he
soon saw he was mistaken.

“ Looking for any one?” the stranger
queried as they came face to face.

“Wal, yes, I am,” replied the store-
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keeper. “I'm looking for Mr. Brewer.
Ye ain’t seen him, hev ye? Or Mr. Har-
ris? " he added before the other could re-
ply.

“Don’t know the gentlemen,’
answer. ‘“ Who are they?”

“ They own all this land here,” and as
he spoke Mr. Northrup waved his hand
in the direction of the property about
them.

The stranger looked at the old man
quizzically before replying, then he
queried :

“You say they own this land?”

“Yes, of course.” Northrup was rath-
er nettled at the other’s manner. * Thet
is, the New York City Realty Mortgage
and Investment Company owns it, and
they’s with thet concern.”

“ Why, that’s impossible!” the other
burst out. * This entire piece of land is
owned by Saegar & Jordan. I never
heard of the firm you mention.”

The old man was too taken aback to
speak. -
The other stared at him questioningly,
then asked:

“ But what gave you the idea this oth-
er concern owned this land?”

“They did!” _ Northrup insisted.
“ They brought me down here an’ showed
it to me, an’ there’s six lots over there by
thet corner thet’s mine. I bought 'em an’
paid for 'em.”

The other man now felt eertain he had
an insane person to deal with, so he re-
marked soothingly:

“Of course, if such is the case, I'm
wrong ; but, to the best of my knowledge,
these lots are unsold. In fact, I did not
know anything right in that spot had been
bought.”

“Wal, I should say they has,” North-
rup insisted. “ An’ I am the one who
has sold ’em.” He fumbled in his pocket,
and, drawing out a huge wallet, pulled
from it his deed. ““ Guess thet proves my
ownership of ’em.”

The stranger took the paper, and gazed
at it intently a moment; then looked up
at the storekeeper.

“ Why, do you know what property
this is a deed for?” he asked.

“ Guess I do,” the old man declared.
“ Them lots right over there.”

“ No, it isn’t,”” the other told him.
“ And now that I see what it is, I recall

]

was the

333

hearing of this firm into whose hands you
have fallen. The property this deed rep-
resents is over about two miles-from here,
on the marsh-flats, and the whole thing is
under water at high tide. This concern
was crooked as they make ’em, and pre-
tended to sell you this property, when in
reality the stuff they sold you isn’t worth
five dollars an acre.”

Northrup staggered back. “Isn’t

-what?”” he cried.

“ Just what I said. This stuff you've
bought isn’t worth five dollars an’acre.
And you can thank your lucky stars they
didn’t rope you in for any more than
they have according to this deed.”

“Any -more than that!” flashed
through the old man’s mind as he thought
of all his friends had bought, and how
they had done so on his recommendation.

st

“But they must be some mistake,”
Northrup declared, at last recovering
from his daze. ‘‘They must be!”

“ There was a mistake, all right,” the
other rejoined; ‘but you made it—not
the people from whom you bought.”

“ But what kin I do?” the old man
asked excitedly. “ Surely, they’s some
law an’ justice in this town. They sut-
tenly don’t allow one man deliberately to
steal another’s money and make no at-
tempt to punish the criminal.”

“Indeed they don’t,” the other re-
turned emphatically. “ An’ if they catch
them, they’ll quickly prove it to you. But
there’s the point—catch ’em. They're
probably well under cover by this time.
What made you suspicious of them?”

The old man ruefully drew from his
pocket the envelope that had been re-
turned to him, and the other studied it
intently for a moment. Then he said:
“ Well, you can gamble that just as soon
as they learned a fraud order had been
issued against them, they hot-footed it for
parts unknown.”

“ Then they ain’t much chance of my
catchin’ ’em,” the storekeeper murmured
sadly. :

“ Not of your doing so, that’s certain.
But I'd put the case up to the police.
In the first place, I'd go down-town to
the county clerk’s office and see him. Ex-
plain all the details, and he’ll put you on
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the right track of how to proceed. That's
the best thing for you to do. The office
is just across from the railroad station.”

“T'll—I'll try that,” Northrup said

" thoughtfully, and with a parting “ I'm
much ’bliged to ye,” he faced about and
retraced his steps to the town, leaving the
other staring after him, to murmur, when
the old man was out of hearing: “ What
a mark!”

The storekeeper’s steps lagged as he
neared the center of the town—he dread-
ed the confirmation of what this stranger
had told him—and, after a query as to
where to find the office of which he was
in search, he entered it timidly and briefly
told the story of his troubles.

It took very little time, and very few
words of the clerk in charge, to convince
Northrup that he had been duped by a
clever gang of swindlers. Totally un-
able to decide what course to pursue, he
was about to leave the place, when he
faced the clerk again, a look of despair
on his countenance that excited the oth-
er’s pity.

“ Are ye sure it’s all just as ye say?”
he pleaded.

“ Just as sure as I am sorry for you,”
the man returned. * The deed shows for
itself, and I have recorded a number of
them in the past few weeks, and won-
‘dered why any one would buy that waste
land. But wait a moment,” he added,
and, reaching for a large map, he traced
it with a lead-pencil, and said: “ This
is the spot, and here’s the creek that runs
through it. And I also recall that the
deeds were lumped—that is, the sales
were kept together.“

“ An’ I made ’em,” the old man wailed.

“ ¥ow made them ! ” the other repeatcd
in astonishment.

The storekeeper nodded his head sad-
ly. “1I was their agent at Colebrook.”

“ Well, the only thing for you to do is
to consult the authorities,” the other told
him. ¢ These sales are-right along the
creek, on both sides. But as for ever be-
ing used for building lots, that’s an utter
impossibility. There’s nothing there but
white sand, and plenty of it; but pretty
sand isn’t worth much, particularly when
part of it is covered with water at high
tide.”

“What'll T do?” the old man groaned.
“ My neighbors’ll blame me for it, an’ I
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am to blame.” Then he added: ‘ But
I’ll make it good to ’em if it takes me the
rest of my life to do it.”

With a nod of his head, he turned
about and, leaving the office in a dull,
dazed way, directed his footsteps toward
the station ; and, when the train came in,
started on his return journey to the city.
But this time he did not see the country
through which théy were passing—in-
stead, his head was dropped to his chest
in an attitude of absolute despair.

He had not reasoned as to what step to
take next when he reached Manhattan
again, and for a moment he hesitated ;
then a decision came to him—one that
had a semblance of hope in it—and he
acted accordingly.

He would go back to the offices of the
company—it was just possible that Brew-
er or Harris might be there, and it was
also barely possible they might be able
to explain matters.

He stepped from the elevator and
walked down the hall to the door embeél-
lished with the imposing gold letters;
but when he placed his hand on the knob,
the portal still failed to open. All hope
was now gone, and he stood there, a man
crushed beneath a weight of misery.

His limbs seemed to refuse to support
the load of trouble he was carrying, and
his knees became soft and wabbly. He
seized the door-knob again to steady him-
self, and as he did so his head dropped
to his chest as it had on the train.

For a moment he remained in this po-
sition, his eyes closed. Then he opened
them again, and was about to turn away,
when the corner of an envelope just pro-
truding from beneath the door caught
his attention.

Mechanically he reached for it. But
it didn’t come out instantly—it seemed
wedged ; and, with a new hope that it
might contain some news, he pulled des-
perately, determined to see what it was.

The old man heard the thing tear; but
this did not stop him —he pulled the
harder, and it suddenly yielded to his
force. But when it came out the bigger
part of the envelope had been torn off.
It was addressed to Mr. Harris, and bore
no stamp, proving that it had been de-
livered by messenger.

Northrup didn’t consider it wrong to
read the letter under the circumstances.
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So, with a pull, he drew the sheet out
of the torn envelope and held it before
him.

Slowly and carefully he read the con-
tents, and of a sudden a great light suf-
fused his countenance. Once more he
was a man-again, blessed with a new life
that was overweighted with excitement.
He turned and literally ran down the
hall to the elevators.

“ Where's—where’s  Number 102
Twentieth Street?” he asked breathless-
ly of the operator, as that individual
opened the car-door for him.

The man gazed at him an instant be-
fore replying, somewhat taken back at
the suddenness of the question; then he
gave the old man full directions, and he
started off at a pace that was far faster
than the one to which he was accustomed,
and soon reached his destination.

Northrup rushed up to the clerk at the
desk, and drawing the crumpled Iletter
from his pocket — the one he had taken
from under the door of the real-estate
office—he demanded: “ Did you write
this?”

The man addressed was somewhat

taken back by the words and manner of
the old countryman, but, after glancing
at the letter, replied: “ Mr. Snowden
did.” :
“ Then let me see him, quick,” the
storekeeper went on. As the clerk disap-
peared, he paced the room nervously, ever
and anon glancing toward the sign on the
door, which read: * The White Sand
Brick Company of America.”

The clerk quickly returned, and, beck-
oning to Northrup, ushered him into the
private office.

“You want to buy some land on Long
Island? ” Northrup burst out, -holding
the letter out to the man he found there,
who stared quizzically at him.

“ Why, yes, we do. But what have you

to do with it, and where did you get that

letter? ” :
In as few words as possible the old man

explained the whole circumstance that
had led up to his call, ending with the
information that he and his associates
owned the land these people desired to
purchase for the establishment of their
plant, where they intended to manufac-
ture bricks from white sand under a new
and patented process.
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Then came the dickering as to price;
and, although the first offer was very
low, the old man realized it was only a
feeler, and stuck out for a larger one—
one that would show a profit to those
to-whom he had sold. He managed to
raise the other man somewhat, but could
not secure a bid that would show a sub-
stantial gain to the present owners of the
land.

Here they haggled for some time, and
at length Northrup realized the other was
weakening. - So he held out, and eventual-
ly received a bid that, together with the
commissions he had received, showed a
fair profit to all. After getting it in wri-
ting, he explained the entire case, with
the resultant understanding that the offer
would hold good for two days.

Overjoyed by the unlooked-for turn of
events, he hurried from the office and to
the train which would land him in Cole-
brook late that evening.

VI.

It was hardly daylight the next morn-
ing when Northrup arose, and immedi-
ately after breakfast started out to see the
people to whom he had sold Long Island
sand lots.

Without telling them of the way things
stood, he advised them to sell and take a
fair profit. He did not tell them how
nearly they had come to being swindled,
nor how he was going to return to them
a large part of the money he had made
by the sales; but, receiving the power to
sell—they all placed implicit confidence
in his judgment — he started for New
York just after lunch, and arriving there
before his buyer had left the office, the
transfer was quickly made.

With a light heart, he again turned his
face Colebrookward.

While on the train he figuréd up the
profits each one would receive by re-
ducing his own, and rejoiced inwardly at
the fact that they were not losers through
following his advice.

“But I'm through with buyin’ real-
estate,” he murmured aloud. * They’s a
sharp bunch. But thet Brewer an’ Har-
ris—1I’ll bet they’d bite one of their fin-
gers off they knew how their agent at
Colebrook so effectually turned the tables
on 'em.”
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Discord in Bachelors’ Hall, Followed By a Tragedy which Precip_itated
Mystery of the Deepest Dye.

CHAPTER XIX.
“ YOU'RE MY PRISONER.”

OMLINSON was about to state his
name and the nature of his busi-
ness; but, happening to think that by
assuming an official r6le he might be bet-
ter able to gain his point, he whispered
significantly: “I'm from the station-
house.” :

“Ha! A policeman!” exclaimed the
little man in a much less fierce tone.
“ What can I do for you, sir?”

“ Your name is Marx—H. Marx—and
you have a jewelry-store at 509 Sixth
Avenue, I believe,” said Tomlinson.

The other nodded.

“ Well, we're investigating a little case
—nothing wrong as far as you're con-
cerned, I assure you; but we want you to
help us.”

“ I'm always glad to do anything with-
in my power to help the police,” said the
jeweler pleasantly.

“ That’s good. Well, I want you to
tell me whether you have sold any goods
recently to a young man named Fred
Hanson, of Winsdale, New York?”

Mr. Marx appeared to be lost in
thought.

“Tet me see,” he murmured, his eyes
fixed on the ceiling. ‘ Fred Hanson.
No, I can’t say that I recall that name.
But then, of course, I have many cash
customers whose names I never learn.
This young man may have been among
them.”

“ Humph! = Yes. That’s so. Well,
did you sell any young man a diamond

sunburst yesterday? ”

“ No,” replied the jeweler without
hesitation. “1 can answer that ques-
tion offhand. Business has been very
bad of late, and I haven’t sold anything

as elaborate as a diamond sunburst in a
week.”

Tomlinson heaved a sigh of disap-
pointment. He had hoped that his visit
to Mr. Marx might result in the dis-
closure that Gaines, after murdering and
robbing Hawthorne, had sold the sun-
burst to this Sixth Avenue jeweler, and
that Fred Hanson, desiring to purchase
a birthday present for Miss Willis, had,
by an unfortunate coincidence, dropped
into Marx’s store a little later and inno-
cently purchased that very sunburst.

Of course, this theory was not very
plausible ; but it appeared to be the only
way of explaining how Hanson could
have come into possession of the sun-
burst without being guilty of foul play,
and, therefore, Tomlinson was willing to
accept it.

Mr. Marx’s positive statement that he
had not sold a diamond sunburst to any-
body within the past - week effectively
knocked this hope on the head. Of
course, the jeweler might not be telling
the truth; but Tomlinson had no means
of proving that such was the case.

But suddenly another inspiration came
to him.

“ Have you sold any article of jew-
elry recently to a young man named Clar-
ence Gaines, of Winsdale, New York?”
he inquired eagerly.

Again the jeweler thought hard.

“ No, I don’t recall that name either,”
he replied. “ But, of course, it’s possible
that he also may have been among my
cash customers.

“To the best of my recollection, the
only sale I've made recently to any party
living in Winsdale was to a Japanese
gentleman named — named — well, the
name has slipped my memory; but he
lived in a house called Bachelors’ Hall.

* Began January ARGOSY. Single copies, 10 cents.
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I remember the address perfectly, because
it is such an odd one.”

“ Wasn’t his name Kanako?”
Tomlinson eagerly.

The jeweler nodded.

“Yes. That’s it. Mr. Kanako, of
Bachelors’ Hall, Winsdale. He came to
my store a couple of weeks ago, and pur-
chased a pair of gold cuff-buttons for
seven dollars. The buttons had to be
engraved, and so he didn’t take them
with him. I sent them to him by ex-
press.”

“Ha!?” shouted Tomlinson excitedly.
“ And you sent those cuff-buttons in a
little blue pasteboard box, didn’t you?”

“ Yes, sir, of course. We always send
our orders out in such boxes. Why,
what’s wrong—"

“ Nothing wrong. Everything is all
right. I'm much obliged to you, Mr.
Marx ; you've given me a very valuable
piece of information.”

And, greatly to the jeweler’s surprise,
Tomlinson abruptly turned on his heel
and rushed down the stairs.

For a few seconds the jeweler stood in
the doorway of his apartment in a daze.
Then he muttered, with a shake of his
head:  That fellow may be a police-
man; but there ain’t any doubt in my
mind that he's stark crazy. Otherwise,
why should he have run off like that? 2

But Tomlinson felt that he had good
reason for his haste. He wanted to get
back to Winsdale as soon as possible in
order to interview Kanako, the Japanese
steward. : :

The jeweler had supplied him with an
important and surprising clue. The
pasteboard box in which the sunburst had
been enclosed had doubtless belonged to
the Jap. ‘

And what did this mean? Could it be
possible that Kanako had had a hand in
the murder of Hawthorne and in the
sending of that sunburst to Miss Willis ?

« Good Heavens!” he gasped. “I
ought to have suspected that Jap b?fore
now. Funny that I never gave him a
thought. He may not have committed
that murder alone and unaided ; but the
fact that that little blue box was his
property certainly makes it look as if he
took part in the crime. I must have a
talk with him at once.”

He walked hurriedly toward the Sub-
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way, but at a street corner he collided
violently with a man hastening in the
opposite direction.

‘“ Careful there, you blithering idiot!
Can’t you look where you're walking? ”
he cried ; for the other man had bumped
up against the arm which had been most
severely burned, and the pain which re-
sulted was excruciating.

“ Blithering idiot, yourself!” retorted
the other indignantly. ‘It was your—
Why, hallo, Tom!” ~

“ Good Heavens!” cried Tomlinson,
staggering back with amazement. * It’s
Fred Hanson.”

“ Sure,” replied the other with a smile.
“I'm sorry I bumped into you, Tom;
but it was your fault. You were viola-
ting the rules of the road and— Hallo!
See who's here! Chief of Police Hod-
gins and Coroner Weston. What the
deuce are you fellows doing in New
York at this unearthly hour?”

Chief Hodgins and Dr. Weston had
managed to keep closely on the trail of
Tomlinson without his having the slight-
est suspicion of tihat fact, and now that
they saw him conversing with Fred Han-
son, they eagerly hurried toward the pair.

“Young man,” exclaimed Winsdale’s
chief of police, hastily producing a pair
of handcuffs and deftly adjusting them
on Hanson’s wrists, “ you’re my pris-
oner! We've got you good and proper,
and it ain’t no use struggling.”

“Your prisoner!” gasped Hanson,
tugging frenziedly at the handcuffs.

“ What on earth for?”

“ For the murder of Stanley Haw-
thorne—and for the crime of arson be-
sides,” replied the chief grimly. * Reck-
on it don’t surprise you much to hear
that. Take hold of this other young vil-
lain, please, coroner. We might as well
put him under arrest, too.”

CHAPTER XX.

HANSON ‘EXPLAINS:

“StaANrLEy HAawTHORNE murdered!
Good Heavens, man, what are you say-
ing?”’ Hanson was apparently aghast.

“You know darn well what I'm say-
ing,” growled Chief Hodgins. * Don’t
try to palm off the innocent act on us,
young feller, because it won't work.
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Come along now, the pair of you. It
won't do any good to stand here talking.
If you've got anything to say, you'd bet-

ter’ save it until you get your day in

court.”

“ Tom,” cried Hanson, turning toward
his friend, “is there any truth in what
this fellow says? Is Hawthorne really
dead?”

Tomlinson nodded grimly.

“Yes, it’s true, Fred. I hope it’s
equally true that you didn’t kill him.”

“T kill him! Good Heavens, man,
why should you suspect that? You don’t
mean to say that you think me capable of
committing murder? "

“ Why did you run away?” groaned
Tomlinson. “ For Heaven’s sake, Fred,
if you've got any reasonable explanation
to offer, hurry up and tell us why you left
Winsdale so hurriedly and so mysteri-
ously this morning over an hour before
your customary time.”

“Sure, I can easily explain that,” re-
plied Hanson. “I got up earlier than
usual this morning, because my watch
had stopped. I woke up suddenly and
looked at my watch, and saw that the
hands pointed to ten minutes after seven.
I didn’t know that the watch had stopped
at that time the night before; and think-
ing that it was really past seven o’clock,
that Kanako had forgotten to waken me
as usual, and that I had overslept myself,
I hurried into my clothes and, without
waiting to take any breakfast, rushed out.
I have been getting down to the office
pretty late the past few weeks, as you
know, and the boss had cautioned me
about it.

“ 71 ran all the way to the station. A
train was just in, and I just caught it by
the skin of my teeth, It wasn't until I
arrived at the Grand Central Depot that
I discovered my mistake, and found that
I had taken an earlier train than usual,
and was more than an hour ahead of

time.”

Chief Hodgins received this explana-
tion with a guffaw of incredulity.

“ That's the silliest, weakest story I've
ever heard put up by a man accused of
murder!” he roared. ‘Ran away be-
cause your watch stopped, eh?

“ And if you was so darned anxious to
get to your office on time,” he went on,
¢ perhaps you can tell us why it is that
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you ain’t been near your office at all, all
day. That fact doesn’t tally with the rest
of your story at all, you young liar.”

“Yes. How can you explain that,
Fred?” cried Tomlinson anxiously. “Your
employers say they haven’t heard from
you all day. Where have you been, and
what have you been doing?”

“I can explain that also,” replied Han-
son quickly. -~ “ When I stepped out of the
Grand Central Depot, and realized that I
was so early, I was wondering what I was
going to do with that extra hour ; and had
decided to stop somewhere and get some
breakfast, when suddenly I espied a man
walking along Forty-Second Street, at
sight of whom I almost fell over with
surprise and excitement.

“ It was a fellow named Towers. You
may have heard me speak of him, Tom.
He and his wife are important witnesses
in one of the biggest cases our office has
ever handled. They are unwilling wit-
nesses, however, and thus far have been
successful in dodging our process servers.

“ For the past three weeks we had lost
track of them altogether, and had heard
that they had left the State, and therefore
were beyond our reach.

“ Our case comes up next week, and
without the testimony of this man and his
wife we stand no chance of winning it.

“ Consequently, when I saw that man
on Forty-Second Street, I realized that
there was only one thing to do.

“ 1 couldn’t serve him with a subpcena
then and there, for the reason that I didn’t
have the papers with me; but I could
follow him around all day and find out
where he and his wife were stopping, and
then get into communication with the
office and have them send somebody up
with the necessary documents.

“That’s why I haven’t been near the
office. I've been trailing that fellow and,
either intentionally or unintentionally—
I don’t know which—he’s led me a pretty
chase.”

“ And do you mean to say that in all
that time you didn’t get one chance to
communicate with your employers—not
even by telephone? ” sneered Chief Hod-
gins.

“Yes, sir, I do mean to say that; and
I'm telling you the truth, too. That fel-
low kept me constantly on the jump the
whole day. I never saw such a busy man.
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He must have visited a hundred places,
and I came near losing him twenty differ-
ent times. I've been riding all over town
on surface cars, Elevated trains, and the
Subway. I tell you, I had my work cut
out to keep on his trail.”

“ Didn’t he go in anywhere to get some-
thing to eat? ”” sneered the chief of police.

“Yes. He had dipner in a restaurant
on Fulton Street.”

“ Well, couldn’t” you have telepﬁloned
your office while he was eating? "

“Yes. I did have an opportunity then,
and I tried to take advantage of it. When
I saw that he was safely seated at a table,
eating a portion of roast pork, I thought
I could take a chanee, and I went into the
telephone-booth in front of the restaurant
and called up my office.”

“ But they say they haven’t heard from
you all day!” exclaimed Tomlinson in
surprise.

“I know they haven’t. As luck would
have it, Central informed me’that their
wire was busy. I waited in the booth
about fifteen minutes before I could get a
connection ; and then, just when I did get
it, the man I was trailing rose from his
chair and walked out of the restaurant.
Either he was a mighty hasty eater, or else
he didn’t have enough-appetite to finish
his meal. At any rate, I saw him leaving,
through the glass door of the telephone-
_booth, and I had to throw down the re-
ceiver and rush out after him before I had
a chance to speak a single word into the
phone.

“That was the only opportunity he
gave me. Since then he’s kept me con-
stantly on the go. I haven’t even had a
chance to get a bite to eat.

“ T was following him just now, when I
bumped into Tomlinson here; and now,
of course, all my day’s work has-gone for
‘nothing. You've made me lose the fel-
low.” :

“ That’s a very ingenious story, young
man,” remarked Dr. Weston, who up to
this time had not uttered a word; ‘ but
there is something else vou will have to
explain. You sent a diamond sunburst
as a birthday present to Miss Winifred
Willis? 7

Tomlinson, watching Fred Hanson’s
face keenly, noted that it turned first pale
and then a fiery red at the coroner’s ques-
tion.

X

339

“ Well, supposing I did,” he snapped
defiantly. * What about it?”

“ Where did you get it? ”

“ I bought it, of course. You don’t sup-
pose I stole it, do you?”

Chief Hodgins greeted this indignant
retort with a boisterous laugh.

“ We don’t suppose you stole that dia-
mond sunburst, young man. We know
you stole it.”

“That's a lie!” cried Hanson hotly.
“ I bought it yesterday afternoon from a
jeweler on Maiden Lane, and I can easily
prove it.”

* How much did you pay for it, Fred? ”
cried Tomlinson eagerly.

“ Twenty dollars,” replied the other.

Chief Hodgins gave vent to another
boisterous laugh.

“Twenty dollars!” he roared. * Gee
whiz, doctor, that’s pretty rich, ain’t it?
Why, that sunburst is worth every penny
of three thousand.”

“ Worth three thousand dollars! " cried
Hanson. *“ Bah, you're crazy, man! It
was a plain little pin, consisting of one
small diamond, surrounded with pearls,
and it wasn’t worth any more than I paid
for it. What are you fellows trying to
get at, anyway? ”’

Greatly to his surprise, Tomlinson gave
a shout of joy, and became very much
excited at this answer.

*“Hurrah!”~he cried. - “I see it all
now. Tell me, Fred, when and where did
you mail your present to Miss Willis? ”

“1 didn’t mail it myself. I gave it to
Kanako to mail yesterday evening. Of
course, I didn’t know at the time that
—that Winifred was engaged to Stanley
Hawthorne. When I learned that I
asked Kanako for the package again, in-
tending to throw it away, but he told me
that he had already mailed it.”

“Ha!” cried the excited Tomlinson,
and produced from his pocket the lid of
the little cardboard box which Winifred
Willis had given him.

* Fred,” he said eagerly, ‘‘ take a good
Took at this, and tell me if it is the lid of
the box in which your sunburst was en-
closed.”

“ No,” replied Hanson, without an in-
stant’s hesitation. ‘It was a white box,
and only half the size of that.”

“Ah!” cried Tomlinson again. * That
makes everything as clear as daylight.
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Instead of mailing your package, the
treacherous Jap kept it himself ; and this
morning, after he had murdered poor
Stanley and stolen his jewels from him,
he opened the package and, taking out the
cheap little pin you bought he inserted in
its place the valuable diamond sunburst
which he stole from Hawthorne.

“ The original cardboard box in which
your pin came wasn't big enough to hold
the other sunburst,and so the Jap used this
larger box which he happened to have in
his room. Then he came to New York
and mailed the package to Miss Willis, so
as to throw suspicion upon you.”

His three listeners gazed at Tomlinson
in open-mouthed astonishment.
~——*%Say,” growled Chief Hodgins, in a
tone of deep disgust, “ you ain’t going to
try to make out that that poor Jap com-
mitted the murder, are you? Do you take
us for fools, young feller? "

“That Jap killed poor Hawthorne and
set fire to Bachelors’ Hall as sure as we
stand here,” declared Tomlinson, and he
proceeded to tell what he had learned
from Marx, the Sixth Avenue jeweler.

Coroner Weston was a broad-minded
man, and he listened to Tomlinson with
great interest. There was something
about Fred Hanson's manner which, to the
coroner’s mind, bespoke his innocence.

“T wonder if it could have been the
Jap after all?” he muttered.

“ Not a bit of it,” cried Chief Hodgins
impatiently. “ This chap here committed
that murder, and this other rascal was his
accomplice. Don’t let them string you,
coroner. We've got the real murderer
under arrest now, and it will take more
than a piece of blue cardboard to convince
me to the contrary.”

Tomlinson shrugged his shoulders.

“ Have it your own way, chief—for the
present. Take us back to Winsdale and
throw us into cells; but, for goodness’
sake, don’t fail to get hold of that Jap
before he has a chance to leave the coun-
try.”

yTomlinson and Hanson were duly taken
back to Winsdale and locked up in the
strongest cells the jail boasted, and Chief
Hodgins went around for several hours
afterward with his chest thrown out and
his head held high.

“ Guess the Winsdale police depart-
ment ain’t so slow, after all,” he remarked
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proudly to Coroner Weston. ‘‘ Here it is
less than twenty-four hours after the mur-
der, and I've already got the murderer
and his accomplice behind the bars. Guess
that isn’t such rotten work, eh, doc? I
don’t think the New York police could
have done so well. The newspapers will
be singing my praises to-morrow.”

It was not until, at Dr. Weston’s ear-
nest solicitation, he'set out to find Kan-
ako, and discovered that the Japanese
steward was nowhere to be found, that he
began to experience a slight doubt as to
the success of his work.

CHAPTER XXI.
A REMARKABLE CONFESSION.

Cuier Hobpcins was forced to admit
that the Jap’s disappearance did * look
sort of funny,” and he went about Wins-
dale with a somewhat worried air for
several days afterward.

He refused to believe, however, that
Hanson and Tomlinson were innocent,
and insisted upon keeping the two young
men in jail until the next meeting of the
grand jury.

Dr. Weston, on the other hand, was
more than half inclined to believe that
Tomlinson was correct in accusing the
Jap of the murder.

At the formal inquest the jury, at his
request, brought in a verdict to the effect
that Hawthorne had been wilfully mur-
dered by some unknown person.

The coroner visited Tomlinson in his
cell, and had a long talk with him. The
newspaper man expressed his belief that
the Jap would go back to his own country,
and suggested that the police of San
Francisco be notified and requested to
keep a sharp lookout for him.

As a result, Kanako was arrested in
Frisco a week later. He was captured in
a pawn-shop in the act of trying to raise
money on a single diamond earring ; and
when it was found that this earring was
one of the pair which had been stolen
from Hawthorne, the authorities had no
difficulty in having him extradited.

When he arrived in Winsdale, in the
custody of two of Chief Hodgins’s men, -
the Jap for a time vehemently protested
his innocence and denied that Hanson
had given the package to him to mail.
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But, after much cross-examination, he
finally broke down and admitted that he
had killed and robbed Hawthorne and set
fire to Bachelors’ Hall.

His confession did not surprise Tom-
linson, of course; but the latter was very
much amazed at the motive for the crime
which the Jap revealed.

“T did not kill him because I wanted
those diamonds,” the fellow declared. I
killed him because he was going to marry
the beautiful lady who lived next door.

“T loved the beautiful lady; but, be-
cause of my yellow skin and my race, I
knew that I stood no chance, and there-
fore I did not dare to speak of my love
to her.

“ But, I thought to myself, some day I
will win her, even though I am not of
her race; and, therefore, when I heard
Mr. Hawthorne tell the other gentlemen
that he was going to marry her, I became
crazy with jealousy and despair, and that
night I crept into his room with murder
in my heart.

“ He awoke as I entered, and was go-
ing to shoot me with the revolver under
his pillow; but when I spoke, and he
recognized my voice, he was reassured,
and I was able to reach his bedside and
strangle him before he had any idea of
my intentions.

“A little later I heard Mr. Hanson
moving around in the next room, and soon
afterward saw him run out of the house.

“1 didn’t know why he had left the
house so early; but immediately T con-
ceived the idea of making him appear
guilty of the murder.

“T was jealous of him, too; for I knew
that he stood high in the favor of the
beautiful lady next door, and I said to
myself: ¢ With these two fellows out of
the way, maybe I shall stand some chance,
even though my skin is yellow.’

“ Mr. Hanson had given me a package
to mail to the lady the evening before,
and I had not mailed it because I was so
madly jealous that I did not want her to
receive any gifts from him.

“ After T had killed Mr. Hawthorne
and taken the jewelry from wunder his
pillow, and after I had seen Mr. Hanson
run out of the house, I conceived the idea
of placing that sunburst in the package
and mailing it to the lady, so as to throw
suspicion on Mr. Hanson.

341

“ The sunburst would not fit the box,
and so I went to my room and got a big-
ger box, which I had got with a pair of
cuff-buttons I had bought on Sixth Ave-
nue some days before.

“ Then I went down into the cellar of
Bachelors’ Hall and started a fire there,
placing mear the spot where the fire start-
ed a silver match-box of Mr. Hanson’s,
which I had picked up on the porch that
night, so as to throw suspicion on him
~.t111 more.

“Then, after the house had burned
down, and we were all examined in the
office of his lordship the coroner, I went
to New York and mailed the package con-
taining the sunburst.

“The earrings 1 intended to keep, and
expected to sell them later, or in order to
pay my passage back to Japan; for I in-
tended to return to my own country for a
time, so that, in case I was suspected after
all, I should be out of danger.

“But I dropped one of the earrings
somewhere, and couldn’t find it. The
other one, as you know, I was trying to
pawn when I was arrested.

“ Mr. Hawthorne's revolver is at the
bottom of Winsdale Creek. I dropped it
there. I wish to say again, and most em-
phatically, that I did not kill him in
order to rob him—TI killed him out of
love for the beautiful lady who lived next
door.” :

This amazing confession, of cc;urse, re-
sulted in the thorough vindication of both
Fred Hanson and Tomlinsen.

It also resulted in a reunion of the
surviving members of the ill-fated Bach-
elors’ Hall, for Tomlinson and Gaines
exchanged mutual apologies for having
suspected each other, and became very
good friends again.

Gaines and Corbett also made profuse
apologies to Fred Hanson for having be-
lieved him guilty, and the city editor of
the Star apologized to Tomlinson for
having threatened to fire him for pro-
testing his friend’s innocence. He wel-
comed the reporter back to the staff with
open arms and the increase of salary he
had promised.

As for Chief Hodgins, he didn’t offer

any apologies t6 anybody ; but for months

afterward he went around with a pitifully
abashed and hang-dog air. He studiously
kept out of Tomlinson’s way for fear the
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latter should remind him of his rash
promise to resign his position if he
couldn’t send Fred Hanson to the elec-
tric chair.

But Tomlinson, as a matter of fact, had
no desire to insist upon his pound of flesh.
He was too happy at the satisfactory way
in which things had turned out to bear
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any resentment against the corpulent
chief of police.

Tomlinson’s views regarding matri-
mony and the other sex also underwent a
surprising change.

So much so that when, several months
later, Fred Hanson requested him to be

his best man, he willingly consented.
END.

MY JONAH DAY.

BY GERALD N. COE.

A Yarn By a Ship’s Cook, in Which Game-
Cocks Play a Part Not Set Down in the Menu.

“ A BAFT and belay! Man the star-

board after-braces! Up anchor!
Heave round the capstan! Smash that
lazy Chink a wallop on his howlin’ ear!
Oft nippers! Hook the cat! Haul the
bowlines! Now let her go, you ignorant,
Fourth - of - July, fire-eatin’ sons
demons!”’

Them was the words Captain Blink,
of the freighter Kafloozalem addressed
to the mongrel crew as he was getting un-
der way at Frisco.

I was standing abaft the binnacle, or
in some such seagoing spot, and looking
a little nor’-nor’east, as I recollect it now.
It was to be my first voyage, and I was
somewhat expectant.

“ By the livin’, bleedin’ lee-scuppers,”
I says to myself, the same being a hid-
eous seafaring term, “this is real life.
This ain’t no pastel—it’s the goods. Ain’t
I glad I quit cookin’ hash for them da-
goes in Simmy’s cellar on Market Street!”

It was rather soft for me. I had
shipped as cook on the Kafloozalem. It’s
a gentleman’s job. I had a kitchen-boy
to peel the potatoes, and all I had to do
was to put them in the pot.

Besides, I had a little private scheme.
T’ll let you in on it right now.

Somebody’d tipped me off that fight-
ing-cocks was in great demand in Singa-
pore, being admitted to the best circles.
I'd bought two dozen from a colored
friend that used to hang around Simmy’s
cellar and supply us with broilers. T got
them at a bargain—a dollar apiece.
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I figured they'd be worth twenty
apiece to me at Singapore. They was
fancy bred, and as anxious as the captain
for a scrap.

“ By the blinkin’ buntline toggles,” I
sighed happily as we skipped out of the
harbor under full sail, “ this is something
like!”

It took three hours for the novelty to
wear off ; then I got seasick, and began
to remember my sins. I got the kitchen-
boy to cook the meals and feed my game-
cocks; he gave the mess-food to the
chickens and the corn to the crew. But
the men was just starting’out, and they
didn’t notice the difference, not being
over-hungry.

Well, I was on my legs before the cap-
tain got word that I'd been on my back,
and I soon turned out meals that made
the mongrel crew look like aldermen. I
used a lot of stuff, and did the thing
right.

“I say, you miserable, sneakin’ scoun-
drel of a half-faced cookee,” Captain
Blink remarked pleasantly to me one day,
after we had been out two weeks, and
when we was having an after - dinner
chat, “ ain’t you feedin’ these blame land-
lubbers a bit too heavy, as it were? I'm
afraid the bloomin’ devils’ll get the pip.
How’s the wet chuck holdin’ out?”

“ By the reeftackle-pendant, captain,”
I replies, “maybe I am goin’ into the
stores a bit too heavy! You see, in Sim-
my’s cellar I used all I wanted, because
there was a grocery right around the cor-
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ner all the time, where it couldn’t run
away.”

“Let down on that squeal about Sim-
my’s cellar;”” he told me. ‘ There ain’t
no grocery-story in these parts. Go down
an’ see how much you got on hand.
We've had bad weather, an’ I'm afraid
somethin’ll break loose before we get to
Singapore. Bestir your stumps to the
after-hold, see what you got left in the
way of wet an’ dry provisions, an’ then
trim the sails on the eats.”

I was tame as tripe in a minute, and I
went to the after-hold with fear and
trembling in my seafaring legs.

There I got the shock of my life. The
provisions was almost run out. I'd bit in
too heavy on them; besides, two hunks
of beef had suddenly and mysteriously
disappeared.

I suspected a little heathen Chinee,
who said he’d had his left hand bit off
by a man-eating shark in the waters
around Singapore; but he was pretty
nifty with the right hand he had left.

As it was, I found we had just two
cans of hardtack, a tin of ox-tail soup,
six boxes of salt, and a bottle of mustard
in store. :

I went and got down on my knees to
the captain and- told him, along with the
complete story of my innocent and guile-
less life, that somebody’d been stealing
the provisions.

I won't repeat what he said. His lan-
guage wasn't fit to eat.

He did remark, however, that I stole
_the provisions myself, and he was all for
throwing me overboard to the sharks;
he said he’d boil me in oil, only the sup-
ply was running short, and the crew liked
fried stuff better.

Then he got an inspiration.

“ You've got two dozen game-cocks on
board, haven’t you, you squint-eyed, tur-
tle-nosed half-sister to an eel?”’ he bawls
out suddenly.

I would have lied—for the first time
in my life, mind you—but I knew he had
the goods on me. I could see what he
was after in a second. :

“ Yes, sir,” I answers, “ but I'm afraid
the flavor would be a bit too gamy for
the’ crew.”

It didn’t go down.
scornfully, and says:

“ Never mind that,

He looked at me

Sinbad. You've
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used up or stole the provisions. Kill two
of them scrappin’-chickens of yours each
day an’ serve 'em in small particles with
maitre-d’hotel sauce.”

Them was the orders. With tears in
my eyes I went below and sighed out my
soul to the kitchen-boy. It was sad to
think that I must make hash out of my
twenty-dollar chickens.

I'd figured the profit on them game-
cocks beforehand. Yes, it was a case of
counting your chickens—but mine had al-
ready been hatched, and I was pretty sure
of them.

d’'d let the kitchen-boy feed the cocks
for the last five days, and when I went
out to say a final fond farewell to two
of them for that day’s meal I let out a
cry that woke the barnacles on the ship’s
bottom.

There weren’t two chickens left to say
good-by to.

The feathers had been left for souve=
nirs, and there was a few claws and beaks
lying about, but that was all.

I turned on the kitchen-boy, and he dis-
solved in tears. Then he told the story.
I knew it was straight, because his face
was white, and he looked ag though he’d
seen a Chinaman’s ghost.

For five days, he explained, the chick-
ens had been disappearing in bunches.

He was scared I'd blame him, and so
didn’t say anything about it to me before.

I started to grab the kitchen-boy by
the neck, and then I suddenly changed
my mind. Instead, I collared the last
game-cock between his head and shoul-
ders and carried him flopping to the deck.

I told the captain, and accused the one-
armed Chink that had told the story about
the man-eating shark.

“ There’s a stowaway aboard, or T'll be
stem-sterned, guzzled, and sold for a mar-
lin-spike,” gurgled the captain. * Search
the ship, you limpin’ lumps of overfed
fat, an’ find the stowaway what's been eat-
in’ us out of house an’ home.”

There was a general scurry at this or-
der, and we all turned the ship upside
down, looking for that there stowaway.

But we found nothing.

I cooked the last squawking creature
aboard that night, served up the last two
tins of ox-tail soup, and made a purée of
the salt and mustard, which disguised the
taste of the hardtack.
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How we lived the next two days I
dan’t remember. I still thought that one-
armed Chink was to blame, but I couldn’t
get no proof.

Things got desperate. I cooked up an
old life-preserver for soup, and still the
storm raged—~for we were some days from
Singapore—and the mystery of the miss-
ing provisions remained unselved.

Things went from bad to worse, and
on the third day I saw the kitchen-boy
trying to lick the varnish off a hand-rail
for nourishment.

That touched my tender heart, and I
went to the captain with tears in my eyes.

“ Captain,” I says, ‘‘ something has got
to be done. Somebody stole and et them
two hunks of beef an’ my twenty-three
chickens. I move that we eat the man
what did it, even if he has got only one
arm.” =

“Don’'t come around bothering me
about that heathen Chinee any more.
You're a human bulkhead, an’ if any-
body’s et it will be you.”

I didn’t say no more, for obvious rea-
sons, but I set out by myself, having no
cooking to occupy my mind, to look for
that stowaway.

I was crawling through the coal-hole
when—bang! I got it right across the
eyes. Then the lurking fiend scratched
my face to codfish shreds.

I yelled for help, and when they
dragged me out by one leg I was nearer
dead than alive, and the ship’s doctor—
also a first-class seaman—found that I'd
swallowed a chunk of soft coal in my
fright.

Then I told them about finding the
stowaway and being attacked. They or-
ganized a rescue-party and went into that
coal-hole.

.For ten minutes you never heard such
a howling in your life. Then the little
Chink I had suspected—he was one of
the rescue-party—came bu’sting out from
the hole with a long, furry animal dan-
gling from his only fist.

“ By all the reef-knots and butt-slings
from here to Singapore,” roared the cap-
tain—*‘ so that’s the stowaway!”

The rest. came trooping out with
scratched faces and wild eyes. Altogeth-
er they dragged four adult cats and sev-
enteen kittens from that old coal-hole.

The rest of the feathers was found
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there, and the strings on which the beefs
had hung.

We had a swell menu that night. It
was ‘‘chicken-fed kitten,” a great deli-
cacy for us starving men, and ‘ cat-tail
soup.”

The feline family lasted for two days’

grub, and then we were up against it
again.

Before we got down to “sock soup”
I had made a vow, and that was to quit
the sea the minute I got back to the
United States.

It had been a trying voyage on me. I
had started out with all kinds of chances.
I was going to make money off those
cocks in Singapore ; I was going to make
good as a ship’s cook. I prayed that I'd
get back that job in Simmy’s cellar if I
ever lived through the voyage.

It was pretty tough; I seemed to be -

blamed for everything. I had fed them
too fast at first, and then the cats had got
my chickens. Besides, the captain had
an ugly look around his mustache every
time he passed me, and began to show his
teeth like a mad dog.

I still suspicioned that Chink a little,
although it had been proved that he
didn’t steal the stores. I didn’t like his
looks, and besides, that story of his about
the man-eatin’ shark that bit his left hand
off always seemed a bit fishy to me.

Well, the crew finally mutinied, and we
all set around in dejected heaps, licking
the enamel off the bunks and waiting for
death.

It was all up with us. We were only
two days from Singapore, but the storm
still raged, and the men were too weak
to work. The captain spent his time
watching the log-line.

The boat was drifting, and he’d be-
come a bit daffy from hunger, so he kept
talking about how. many knots we were
making, and pulling up the log-ship
every now and then and reading off the
speed.

It was all in his mind, but it was a
harmless amusement, and the mutinied
crew was too much used up to object to
his amusing himself any way he liked.

The log-ship is a piece of wood about
a foot high—a sort of triangle that dan-
gles at the end of a line and catches hold
of the water so that when the boat moves
it registers the speed. I never learned
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just how to calculate knots, but I watched
- the captain spending all his time pulling
in that triangle of wood and throwing it
out again.

I almost laughed once. It looked so
blame funhy, just as if he was trolling
for whales with that piece of wood whirl-
ing through the-water for bait.

It was in the afternoon when it hap-
pened. I felt the jerk myself, and heard
the captain yell. -

‘ Man overboard!” cried one of the
crew, jumping to his wabbly feet in the
excitement as a quiver shot through the
rickety old freighter.

“ Nothin’ of the kind, you dod-gasted
old bobstay collar, you!” the captain
shouted, giving a jerk at the log-line,
which was stretched straight out from
behind the ship.

I got up and hurried to the stern.

“ What is it, captain? ” I called in his
windward ear.

“It's a whale.
the log-ship.”

“You mean that funny-lookm board
you was usin’ for bait?” I asked, not
understanding the situation.

“ That's what. It's stuck on some-
thin’. Feel the pull on this here rope,
you home-grown hemp hawser!”

I took hold of the log-line and felt a
lot of quick jerks, like there was a trout
at the end of the rope, only magnified a
thousand times ; it pretty near jerked my
arms out of their sockets.

By this time all the crew had gathered
in the stern, and we were rubbering a
long way back to see what we could see.
Suddenly a fin cut the water at the end
of the rope, and then we saw as pretty a
sight as most see off in the China Sea.

It was a shark, and he cut clean out
of the water. We all realized at the same
second what had happened. That log-
line was sticking out of the" shark’s
mouth. He'd snapped at the bit of wood,
and Mr. Shark never knew it was the log-
ship until it had got wedged between his
jaws and was pulling him along.

Maybe he didn’t put ap a plucky fight.
We all got a hold of that rope and
pulled. It looked like food, and all we
was afraid of was that the rope would
break.

It took two hours to land the fellow.
He was as pretty a “ -as I ever

Somethin’s swallowed

nurse
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saw. Big and gray, with a soft, white
belly and the nastiest mouth.

The crew took new heart when they
saw the big thing landed on deck. I
made a speech. :

“ Mates,” I says, “ we ain’t done for
yet. Here’s food. I'll cook it in ten dif-
ferent styles. The captain says we're
only two days off Singapore, and I'll
make this fish last out, or my name’s not
Sinbad.”

Of course, my name isn’t really * Sin-
bad,” but the captain had called me that,
and the crew had picked it up; though
they’d begun to change it to “ Jonah ” of
late.

I was true to my promise. The speech
put a little cayenne into the bunch, and
they all fell to at the sails. The sea was
just as heavy,.but they worked hard and
with a will, for there was food in sight.

Some said shark wasn’t good to eat, but
I laughed them off, and told them I
could’dress even a rhinoceros so it would
be palatable to the sweet tooth.

Meanwhile, I was busy in the kitchen
cutting that fish up. It was almost a
young whale, over seven feet long.

I cut two feet off the tail and began
on that, frying the steaks to the queen’s
taste, while the kitchen-boy kept running
up on deck with steaming plates of the
old * nurse.”

It was great fun; I had them all fed
full, and had only used about two feet
and four inches of the shark. It would
hold out easily, and everybedy picked up
hope.

That night we sat around the mess-
room and talked about cur lucky catch.
It was just once in a lifetime that such a
thing could happen, and it had come at
the right minute. - In another day we'd
either have been dead, or not strong
enough to pull the fish in.

Everybody had a different theory about
how the fish had come to snatch at the
log-ship, but I was satisfied that it did.
The details didn’t bother me much, with
my stomach full of good shark meat.

I didn’t care at all whether Mr. Shark
had thought the board was a' pumpkin
pie thrown overboard by a dyspeptic
mate, or whether he hoped it was one of
the starboard lights what had joggled
loose. A shark and a Harlem goat will
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. try to swallow anything, they say..
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Well, T was so tickled over that store
of food we’d taken on board in one chunk
that I couldn’t go to bed that night with-
out going to have another look at it.

I took my lantern and went down into
the galley. The moment I got through
the door, which was open, I felt that
there was something doing.

I sneaked up cautious to the pdllll‘\,
where I had left the shark. Imside, I
heard a funny noise, like a knife scraping
through fish-bones. I couldn’t mistake it.

Somebody was trying to steal a chunk
of that precious fish. It was more than
I could stand.

I threw the door open, held the lan-
tern firm, and took a flying leap onto the
neck of the little yellow fellow; who was
stooping over the fish with a long knife
in his hand, dissecting its stomach.

It was a five-minutes’ fight before I
got the knife away from him. The man,
the shark, and myself were all mixed up
in that little pantry when I finally land-
ed on top, secured my lantern, which had
been kicked to a corner, and flashed it on
the face of the fellow I had caught.

Yes, it was the little heathen Chinee
who had told the story about a man-eat-
ing shark lopping off his left arm.

“What were you trying to do, you
lump of yvellow mud?” I cried, taking
a look at the precious fish.  He had slit
open the stomach and spread it _out on
the table.

I didn’t wait for his answer. My eyes
bulged out of my head like the red lights
over an ‘“‘exit” door. There, in the
fish’s stomach, which the Chink had been
exploring, was a miscellaneous collection
of bones, bolts, and odds and ends that
would have brought joy into the heart of
a ragpicker.

But what made my eyes bulge was the
sight of a skeleton hand, lying on top.

On the third finger of that hand was
a diamond ring. Not an ordinary ring.
‘A regular, real Tiffany, with three huge
sparklers in it. I inventoried it at once
as being worth between one and two
thousand dollars.

The Chink was follow ing my eves.

“ Ring belong to mlee,” he said.

Great Heaven:' The thought chilled
me ; I was froze to the spot.

“You confounded Chink!” I cried.
“ Do you mean to lie there and claim
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that that skeleton hand was the one you
got nipped off by a shark around Slnga-
pore here, and that had on that ring at
the time? ”

“ Mlee not lie.
back.

I reached out, grabbed a rope that was
lying handy, and tied his right arm close
to his side.

His claim was preposterous. How he
had come to sneak in and rip open that
shark’s stomach I don’t know, but I did
know that he had never possessed such a

My ling!” he shouts

- wonderful ring.

His claim seemed good ; for, of course,
the.ring might belong to him.

I didn’t know what to do; but first I
roped him to the pantry-door, and went
out to lock the one in the kitchen. This
was no affair for outsiders.

Then I went to where he had laid out
the fish’s stomach, and I picked up the
white skeleton hand with the sparkling
ring on the third finger.

I tried a bluff at first. Holding the
clean bones before his eyes, I said:

“ Chink, you lied. This is not your

hand. ‘Can’t you see it's white. Not
yellow, like yours. It's a white man’s
hand.”

“ The sklin all gone,” he weplied.

The argument was convincing. It had
been a rotten bluft on my part, but I had
‘to convince the dope for fear he’d make
trouble. I dropped that suggestion, be-
cause it didn’t stand to reason that his
bones were yellow just because his skin
was.

Then I turned to the shark’s stomach
on the table again, after putting the skel-
eton hand with the ring far out of the
Chink’s reach. I.pawed over the mis-
cellaneous collection of buttons, pocket-
knives, and bones.

Suddenly I started back.

“ Good Heavens!” 1 cried, picking
out another hand about the same as the
one on which I had found the ring, but
this was nipped off a little above the
wrist, at exactly the same spot where the
Chink’s arm stopped.

It was a gruesome business, but I felt
morally sure that here was my proof. I
pulled out this second skeleton hand; it
was smaller and whiter than-the other,
and I held it before the Chink’s half-
closed eyes.
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They opened like a shot. He tugged
at the ropes and tried to break away. I
knew in that instant that he had recog-
nized the skeleton hand to be the one he
had lost.

Flesh knows flesh. Something within
him told him truthfully that I was hold-
ing before his eyes the skeleton of his
own hand.

His story, then, about the shark had
been true. Here was the proof. And it
was also proof that the ring was mine,
being treasure-trove and belonging to the
person that found it—if he could keep it.

But the Chink tried to lie, and claim
that this smaller, whiter hand was not his
own — that the one with the ring be-
longed to him.

It was a pretty pickle for me. If the
story got to the captain, he would appro-
priate the ring. I must satisfy the Chink
in some way so he would keep his mouth
shut.

I saw clearly in his mean little eyes
that he had recognized his own hand, and
I tried to tantalize him with it. But he
broke out, saying that he'd tell the cap-
tain the story and get the ring that be-
longed to him.

Then I had the glimmering of an idea.
I took the two skeleton hands and laid
them side by side, the thumbs pointed
toward each other. In that second the
flash of an inspiration came to me.

“It’s your left hand that’s missing,
isn’t it, Chink?”

“Yes; and there it is!’ he ‘cried,
pointing to the one with the ring on it.

I looked squarely at him and laughed
in his face for fully half a minute.

“ Well, whala matter?’’ he cried, his
face going white as my accusing glare
did its deadly work.

“ Can’t you see, Chink?” I asked.

“No,” he replied with a grouchy
growl.

“ The hand with the ring on is a right
hand.” T sprang my bomb at just the
right time.

Hla face fell, then he Gre\\ like a mad-
man. He saw that the thumbs were
pointing together, and that the hand bear-
ing the ring was on the right side. It
was too much for him. He lnd lost, and
he tried to get at me with his teeth.

. I choked him back to his normal con-
dition, and he blurted out:
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“ It was the right hand I lost.”

That was too thin. The evidence was
right before me, and he realized his mis-
take the second he had made it.

He tried another tack.

“The hand with the ling on it is left
hand, too,” he said.

had to hold up the hands the way
they would hang on a human being, and
prove to him conclusively that the hand
with the ring on it was a right hand and
nothing else.

But he didn’t give up, not Chink. He
still claimed the ring hand. It was two
hours later before I had him pacified. I
brought out forty silver dollars—all I
had—and paid him that for silence, and
he went away.

Just before he passed through the door
I called to him and asked him if he would
like his own hand for a souvenir.

“You demon, Sinbad; you demon!”
he shouted back between clenched teeth,
and then disappeared.

I hid the ring, and threw the other
contents of the shark overboard so no
one would suspect. The ring was mine;
I had found it, and I intended to keep it.

It wasn’t hard for me to see how the
hand with the ring had found its way to

" the fish’s maw when I remembered that

the Chink’s story of losing his left hand
had been verified.

As I had hoped, the forty-dollar * hush
money ” I had given the chap did its
work. He never said a word, and disap-
peared mysteriously the minute we got to
Singapore.

I never left anything so gladly as I did
the Kafloozalem, the shark having held
out for feod.

Diamonds have a good value in China,
and in three days’ time I succeeded in
selling the ring for fifteen hundred dol-
lars in American money.

I didn’t care to stay longer in that
chop-suey town ; there was only one thing
I wanted to find out, and that was the
price of fighting-cocks. Just before I
sailed I managed to get the market rate.
It was nine cents a pound; my birds
would have netted me between twenty-
seven and thirty-six cents apiece, and I
had paid a dollar for them.

T wasn't so sad after I learned that. I
began to figure the whole thing out.

If my cocks hadn’t been eaten by- the
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cats we would have had them for food,
and the crew would never have mutinied.
If the crew hadn’t started a mutiny the
captain wouldn’t have had time to play
with the log-ship; and even if we had
picked up a shark, we wouldn’t have eat-
en it, because the meat is only relished
by starving seamen.

It was a sort of “house that Jack
built”; but it wasn't hard for me to
figure up profit and loss and decide that
I had been very lucky in losing my game-
cocks after all.

I always call the day I found the ring
my Jonah day. Everything had been
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against me till that shark came aboard,
and then that hand of some Jonah he had
tried ‘to swallow came into play and fixed
my destiny for me, as they say in story-
books.

I suppose there’ll be some Doubting
Thomases that won’t believe this story.
I'm not much at writing, but I am truth-
ful.

If a choice was given you between a
dictionary definition and my word for a
thing, you’d be wise to choose the latter
—not that I'm going into competition
with Webster, or questioning his authority
on language.

THE ESCORT.

BY MARIE B.

Author of ‘“ On a Secret Mission,’’

SCHRADER,

etc.

The Strange Fashion in Which Fenton Came to Meet the Young Woman
at the Hotel, and the Remarkable Experience They Went
Through Together.

CHAPTER XIIL
ISABEL ASSERTS HERSELF.

EORGE TRACY stared at his
fiancée as if he believed she had
suddenly taken leave of her senses. He
couldn’t speak for a moment, so overcome
was he by her declaration.

In the meantime the young woman
stood facing him, waiting for his next
words. %he returned his fixed look with
a qu1et. steady glance.

“ Why, Isabd’ ” exclaimed Tracy at
last. “ Surely, you don’t know what you
said. You are mkmfr aren’t you?”

“Not at all,” replied Miss Grayson ;
“ T was never more in earnest in my life.”

“ But, dearest, you said that you were
in that house when Fenton was arrest-
ed.”

“ Correct,” answered Isabel.

“ But'you were at home at your hotel,”
persisted Tracy.

“ What makes you think that?”

s Because you said nothing to me about
going out.’

“That is true ; but, you see, I changed
my mmd 2 replled Mlsq Grayson, not at
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all disturbed by his questioning. ‘“ When
you left me in the afternoon I had no idea
of doing anything more exciting than
reading a novel.. But things turned out
differently, it seems.”

Still, Tracy refused to be convinced.

“The idea of you being in such a
place as that deserted house at such an
hour is absurd,” he said.

“Then you mean to insinuate that
am not telling the truth?” Isabel looked
him full in the eye.

“IT—1,” stammered Tracy,
know what to think.”

“You said just now that there was a
woman in the Fenton case. I told you
that I am the woman.”

Isabel paused to watch the effect of her
declaration, but Tracy said nothing. He
only shook his head in disbelief.

“ You showed me, as proof of the ex-
istence of a woman, a satin slipper which
you found in the wistaria-vine. Isn’t that
right?”

“Yes,” answered Tracy, casting his
eyes on the article in question which he
had dropped to the floor in his astonish-
ment.
Single copies,

donite
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“ Will this convince you that I am the
woman in question?” And Isabel pro-
~duced an exact duplicate of the dainty
feminine slipper.

Tracy gazed at it in amazement. Me-
chanically he held out his hand for the
slipper and compared the two. There
could be no question about thelr being
mates.

“TI lost the one you found,” continued
Isabel, “as I went down the fire-escape
in the rear of the house. I am glad it
was not discovered until this morning. If
it had been found last night, it might
have got me into serious trouble. I am
so glad it was you who picked it up,
George.”

Tracy did not reply. He was trying
to figure the whole thing out.

- “If one of those detectives had seen
it—" she began.

“Then you knew about the detec-
tives? ” he interposed.

“ Know about them?’ she repeated.
“Wasn't I standing behind a door as
they passed through the house? I
thought sure they would find me there. I
was almost afraid to breathe. But they
went on.”

“ How many of them were there?”
asked Tracy.

“ Two,” was the prompt reply.

. “ That's right,” answered Tracy, still
wondering.

= They had a dark-lantern, and how I
ever got out unnoticed was a mystery. I
had to wait quite a while before I dared
venture. If there had been others sta-
tioned below, I would surely have been
seen, and my unfortunate part in the af-
fair would have become public property.”

Tracy understood at last that slm was
telling the truth.

“1- overheard the entlre quarrel be-
tween you and Jack Fenton,” she went on.

“You did!” exclaimed Tracy, his face
brightening as_ if he had learned some-
thing which pleased him. -

“Yes, from first to last. I was.in the
window overhead. ¥ou thought you
heard some one, but afterward you de-
cided you might be mistaken. Do you
remember that?”

“Yes, I remember,” answered Tracy.
“ That was why I sent two detectives to
make sure there was no one. I couldn’t
go through the place myself, because I
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wanted to deliver up the prisoner as soon
as possible.”

“ But you were disappointed, after all,”
remarked Isabel.

“Yes,” answered Tracy.

“ Mr. Fenton was too smart for you.”

“ Great Heavens, Isabel!” cried Tracy
angrily. “ Any one would think that you
were glad he got away.”

“ 1 am,” was the cool reply.

“ What do you mean by that?” de-
manded Tracy. ‘I must confess, Isabel,
that your conduct and remarks since we
parted yesterday afternoon are exceeding-
ly mysterious.”

“TI will try to give you a faint idea of
my meaning,” said Miss Grayson in the
quietest, most irritating manner. ‘ In the
first place, as I told you a few minutes
ago, Mr. Fenton must be proved guilty
before he can be considered anything else
than innocent in the eyes of the law.”

“Oh, bosh! He’s guilty enough, all
right,” gleefully remarked Tracy. * We'll
have very little trouble proving that.”

“I don’t believe he is,” answered Isa-
bel in a tone which left no doubt regard-
ing her sympathy for Fenton. “ And I
think you are going to have a hard time
with your proof. I don’t mind telling
you that, judging from what you said last
night when you arrested him, you were
too severe and took things too much for
granted.”

“ There was nothing to be taken for
granted,” retorted Tracy. ‘ All I had to
go by were the plain facts. You can’t get
past facts in the shape of powerful evi-
dence.”

“ That is true,” answered Isabel, ‘ but
I don’t believe you have secured the facts
in the case. You have gone entirely on
circumstantial evidence. You haven’t got
at the real trouble.”

“ What do you mean by that?” de-
manded Tracy. “ Don’t talk in riddles,
please.”

“1 mean that you are accusing and
arrestmg Mr. I‘euton on mere ﬁurface de-
tails.”

“ Rubbish! " exclaimed Tracy, who so
far forgot himself as to lose his polite
manner before his fiancée.

“The time for convicting a man on
circumstantial evidence has long gone
by,” continued Isabel in the best of hu-
mor, quite in contrast to his. “In the

’
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present day a jury must have something
more certain than bare appearance.”

“What do you know about it?”
growled Tracy. “ Women are too smart
these days. You're all wrong.”

“I know that things look rather black
for Mr. Fenton,” continued Isabel, “ but
I believe he will be able to get out of the
trouble all right.

“ Why,” exclaimed Tracy, ‘ you're ac-
tually defending the scoundrel!”

“ He hardly deserves that term,” an-
swered Isabel. “I do not believe Mr.
Fenton #s a scoundrel.”

“You don’t!” cried Tracy in amaze-
ment. :

“ No. I think he is a gentleman, and
I have always thought so from the first
time I saw him. He could not have done
what you have accused him of doing.”

“ Couldn’t? ” repeated Tracy.

“That’s what I said,” replied Miss
Grayson. “No. He did have the Holt
child in a taxicab this afternoon, but he
was merely taking him home.”

“How do you know that he had the
boy in a cab?” inquired Tracy.

“ Because I saw him myself,” quickly
replied Isabel.

“ Where _did you see him?”
Tracy.

“On Fifth Avenue, going up - town.
The child was fast asleep, leaning con-
fidingly against him. Mr. Fenton is a
splendid fellow. It isn’'t often that a
man with his appearance proves to be
equally as fine in character.”

“ Why,” exclaimed Tracy, mystified,
“you speak as if you knew him.”

“T do,” retorted Isabel.

“Then you must have met him since
yesterday afternoon,” replied Tracy,
“for you told me while we were walk-
ing behind him down the street that you
did not know him.”

4 Well,” answered Isabel, “as I re-
marked a few moments ago, a great deal
has happened since then. I have not only
met Mr. Fenton, but I believe in his in-
tegrity as a man and a gentleman abso-
lutely—no matter what others may say,”
she added. :

Tracy winced at this thrust.

“So you saw him with the child yes-
terday afternoon, and you overheard our
conversation last night.”

“ Here is the proof of that part of it,”

asked
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answered Isabel, pointing to the slippers.
Evidently she did not catch the drift of
his reasoning, or she would not have been
so prompt in her replies. ‘

“I am afraid, Isabel,” said Tracy,
“that I will not be able to withhold the
important information you have just
given me regarding this case.”

“ What do you mean?” she demanded
quickly.

“ What you have just said is most nec-
essary to the evidence against Fenton,”
continued Tracy.

“TI can’t see it that way,” she said.

“ But I do,” retorted the other. * It
is a disagreeable duty for me to have to
call on you in this matter ; but I need as-
sistance, and you can help me. I may be
compelled to summon you as a. witness.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Isabel, as the true
import of his words dawned upon her.

Tracy started toward the door.

“There is one important thing you
have forgotten to mention,” he said. “I
would like to know why you went to that
house and what you were doing there.”

“All that will be explained in due
time,”” answered Isabel.

)

CHAPTER XIV.
ISABEL HEARS NEWS.

Tracy endeavored to persuade Isabel
to explain the meaning of her last words,
but she refused to do so.

“ As your fiancé,” he declared, ““ I have
a right to know everything that pertains
to your share in this Holt case.”

“Just a few moments ago,” retorted
Isabel, “when I asked you to explain
certain things to me, you informed me
that ‘a business man didn’t have time to
tell his fiancée everything.’ I didn’t in-
sist upon knowing. I didn’t remind you
that I, as your fiancée, am interested in
anything which concerns you: Since you
haven’t taken me into your confidence re-
garding your part in this kidnaping af-
fair, why should\I explain my movements
to you?”

“ But as my fiancée—"" began Tracy.

“ Then, if you insist upon knowing on
account of that claim, you’d better con-

- sider our engagement at an end.”

“ Why, Isabel,” protested Tracy, “ you
don’t know what you are saying!”
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“Oh, yes, I do! I am quite conscious
of the importance of the step I am ta-
king.”

“Very well, then,” exclaimed Tracy
angrily, as he seized his hat and cane,
““but you will explain; and it won’t be
so very long until you do, either.”

With these words, he walked out at
the door and hurriedly left the hotel.

His thoughts were anything but pleas-
ant ones. Any one who had seen him en-
ter the place a short while before would
have found it difficult to believe him the
same man.

The look of exultation and pleased tri-
umph had been replaced by one which
plainly bespoke determination and re-
venge..

“TIt's all the fault of that scoundrel,
Fenton,” he muttered. ‘ I'll settle him.
He won’t bother me much longer. Tf he
hadn’t butted in, none of this would have
“happened. Now it’s all off between Isa-
bel and me.’

He resolved to leave no stone unturned
in his search for the fellow.

“ He sha'n't escape me,” he told him-
self. “ I'll see that he is brought to boak
for what he has done, if it takes every
cent I have in the world.”

With this firm decision, he hurried on
his way to keep his appointment- with the
detectives.

In the meantime Isabel was left alone
with her thoughts. They were far from
pleasant ones; still, she was calm and
self-possessed.

The fact that she had broken her en-
gagement upset her. She had done it im-
pulsively, and it took her some time to
realize that she was no longer pledged to
the man she had once looked upon as
her future husband.

She recalled the plans they had made
about the house they were to live in, and
how she had cautioned Tracy not to be
extravagant. He had certainly loved her,
and she thought she loved him ; but now
it was all over. For during his last call
she had seen Mr. Tracy in an altogether
different light.

All this trouble, too, had been caused
by a stranger, a man whom she had
known only one day. That was the re-
markable part of the affair.

“ What shall I do now? " Isabel asked
herself.
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She confessed that she didn’t know
which way to turn.

While she sat wondering over the
strange development of affairs, the tele-
phone-bell rang.

Some one was asking to speak to her;
but the operator wanted to be sure that
it was Miss Grayson at the phone, and no
one else.

The next moment a manly voice bade
her good morning.

There was a familiar ring to the tones.

“Who is it?” asked Isabel.

“I can’t very well tell you,” replied
the voice, “but I think you will under-
stand when I ask how you reached home
last night.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Isabel, as she be-
came convinced that the speaker was none
other than Fenton himself.

“ Why, I thought that you had left the
city,” she added.

“No. I have been right here all the
time.”
“ But,” protested Isabel, ‘“aren’t you

afraid to talk to me over a public phone?
Isn’t it dangerous?”

“Don’t worry about that part of it,”
answered Fenton. “I want to know
about you. How are you?”

“Very well, thank you.”

“Then, you are none the worse for
your experience of last evening?”

“Not at all.”

“T can never forgive myself for taking
you there,” went on Fenton reproach-
fully. ““I should have had more sense.”

“You had absolutely nothing to do
with the trip,” answered Isabel. *It
was my fault. It was I who suggested
the investigation ; therefore, please don’t
think of me at all.”

“But I have been imagining a thou-
sand and one things which might have
happened to you,” continued Fenton.
“And I stood the suspense as long as I
possibly could. I felt that I must learn
of your safety. You must have been
frightened to death.”

Sof course I ran a terrible rlsk ” an-
swered Isabel, “ especially as two men
decided to examine the house. I stood
behind a door as they passed. Then I
managed to make good my escape by
means of the same way we entered.”

“Then no one knew of your part in
the affair? Thank Heaven!”
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“Yes, it was a lucky escape—at least,
so I thought last night. But this morn-
ing a new .development has arisen. Un-
fortunately, in getting down the fire-es-
cape I lost one of my satin slippers. It
fell in the wistaria-vine. This morning
Mr. Tracy was telling me about a new
clue—the discovery of the woman in the
case. As proof of his argument, he pro-
duced my lost slipper.”

“Oh!” groaned Fenton.
should find you!”

“They have already done that,” an-
swered Isabel. “ When he showed it to
me I brought out the mate, and told him
that T was the lady in question. He
wanted to know a great many things;
and, when I told him they would be ex-
‘plained later, we had a disagreement, with
the result that my engagement has been
broken.”

“You don’t really mean it! " exclaimed
Fenton, a note of delight in his voice he
was not able to suppress. ‘ But,” he
continued, * Tracy wouldn’t drag you
into this unpleasant affair?”

“I don’t know,” replied
< Now, tell me about yourself.”

“ There isn’t very much to tell, ex-
cept that every one agrees that I am a
dangerous criminal, and was actually
kidnaping the child when I took him
home in the eab. You are about the only
one who believes in me. I would have
had a hard time in getting away if it
hadn’t been for the accident. Fortunate-
ly, my hands were free, else I couldn’t
have gone very far. As it was, I took
advantage of the excitement occasioned
by the smash-up, and made off as fast as
I could. I'm afraid I can’t talk longer,”
he added. ‘It is really a risk; but I
determined to find out about you, no mat-
ter what happened.”

Y “That was very thoughtful of you,”
answered Isabel, “and I do hope things
will come out all right.”

“ Only a miracle can accomplish that,”
rejeined Fenton. ‘° Appearances are
against me, it seems. Fortunately, there
was no eye-witness to the deed itself.”

“You are forgetting that / saw you in
the cab with the child.”

“Yes; but I am not worried about
that, for no one knows about it.”

“Tracy does,” answered Isabel.

“ He does!” exclaimed Fenton in con-

“If they

Isabel.
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sternation. ‘“But how can he? You
wouldn’t have told him, and—"

“ Not intentionally,” replied Isabel.
“T didn’t mean to tell him‘; but, in the
excitement of the discussion, I lost my
caution, and before I knew it he had
learned the truth.”

“That is bad,” commented Fenton.
“ But,” he continued hopefully, * Tracy
will never call on you to appear.”

“I am afraid he means to do so,
though, especially now since our engage-
ment is broken.” :

“ Then it does look black for me.”

Just then a bell-boy reported that there
was a messenger waiting to see Miss
Grayson on important business.

“T’11 have to ring off,” she explained.
“ By the way, where is the child now?”

“ Oh, he’s safe and sound,” answered
Fenton ;- ““ the police have him. Good-
by! 1

The next instant he was gone, and Isa-
bel opened the door for the messenger.

A strange man appeared.

““ Miss Isabel Grayson?” he inquired
as he placed a paper in her hands.

& “ Yes,” replied Isabel.

“ You are subpcenaed as witness in the:
Holt case,” said the man, who proved to
be a deputy from police headquarters.

“I shall report at headquarters at
once,” she told him, with an effort con-
cealing the shock the summons caused
her.

CHAPTER XV,
THE INVESTIGATION BEGINS.

THERE was an air of unusual interest
in the movements of the employees gath-
ered around the door of the room.in
which Police Commissioner Grady ex-
pected to hold his inquiry into the Holt
kidnaping case.

Whispered conversations, wise nods of
the head, and glances down the hall be-
tokened the excitement occasioned by the
latest sensation. It wasn’t long before
dozens of newspaper reporters, all eager
for some word regarding recent develop-
ments, found their way toward the same
spot. Curiosity-seekers of a varied as-
sortment, too, joined ‘the throng.

But, try how they would, they were
unable to secure admittance to the covet-
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ed consultation. If the outcome proved
to be such that it was necessary for the
whole world to be taken into police con-
fidence, then all might enter. But, until
then, Commissioner Grady decided that
he would satisfy himself regarding some
peculiar features of the case.

The commissioner himself was the first
on the spot. He had come down-town
at an early hour in order to go over cer-
tain papers, and had given orders that
the various persons connected with the
affair should be present.

It lacked some minutes of the appoint-
ed hour when George Tracy rushed into
the room.

“ Have they captured Fenton yet?”
he asked.

“I have heard nothing which would
lead me to believe that there are .any
prospects of their doing so,” answered
the commissioner. ‘I have a number of
men on the lookout, and we should have
had some news of him long ago. He
seems to have made good his escape, al-
though all trains and boats are watched.”

“I have good reason to believe that
he is right here in New York,” said
Tracy.

The commissioner looked interested.

“ What makes you think so?” he in-
quired.

“ Because a little while ago I called
up a certain hotel in order to speak to'a
young lady friend of mine. The opera-
tor told me that she was busy talking. I
tried to get her a number of times, but
still the conversation continued. Once,
while endeavoring to make the connec-
tion, the operator must have crossed the
wires, for I caught just enough of the
conversation to realize that it was none
other than Fenton himself talking to the
young woman.”

“ You say you know this young lady?”
asked the commissioner.

“T know her very well,” replied Fen-
ton.

“ Then she knows something about the
case evidently?” continued the commis-
sioner.

““She 4knows a great deal about it,”
answered Tracy; ‘ more than I think she
cares to divaulge. I overheard Fenton tell
_her that there was no eye-witness to his
having been in the cab with Bobbie
Holt.”

11 A
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“ What did she say to that?” asked
the commissioner with an unusual display
of interest.

‘“ She said that she had seen him. This
corroborates what she accidentally told
me a short time before her telephone con-
versation with Fenton. I couldn’t locate
the place from which Fenton was talk-
ing, but suppose it must have been a
public booth. I have men out looking
for him now.”

“Then this young woman will prove
a valuable witness,” said the commis-
sioner.

“ She knows more than any one else,”
Fenton assured him.

* She must be summoned then,” decided
the magistrate.

“ Your honor, I have already attended
to that,” replied Tracy with an air of
being proud of his foresight.

As if in answer to his remark, the door
opened and Isabel Grayson entered. She
bowed coldly to Tracy, and respectfully
to the commlsmoner That gentleman
seemed to understand without e\plaua-
tion who she was.

“ I believe it is to you I owe the honor
of being called into this affair,” began
Isabel, eying Tracy steadily.

He mumbled something about her ap-
pearance being necessary in order to con-
vict Fenton.

“T have no objections at all to telling
all I know of this unfortunate matter,”
went on Isabel. ‘It is not very pleasant
for me to figure in so much notoriety ;
but I have made up my mind to do my
duty, no matter what happens.”

Before Tracy could speak, the door
opened and, to the consternation of all
three, Mr. Jack Fenton himself entered.

“ Fenton!” ‘exclaimed Tracy, who
couldn’t credit his own eyes, for evidently
the accused man had come of his own ac-
cord. No officer was with him.

“Yes, it is I,” answered Fenton, ‘ and
I am here to insist upon this case being
sifted to the bottom. I demand a thor-
ough investigation. Your honor, I es-
caped from the detectives, for my first
impulse was to get away. Since then,
however, I have thought things over, and
saw in what a peculiar light I had placed
myself by such an action. I return of my
own accord, and shall remain to the end,
no matter what the result.”
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At this moment Mrs. Holt and the
kidnaped child, Bobbie, entered the room.

“ Why, Bobbie! ' exclaimed Tracy, go=-

ing over toward the boy and trying to
lift him up in his arms.

The heir to the Holt millions, how-
ever, had a will of his own, for he strug-
gled and kicked himself free of Tracy,
who at last let go of him.

“ I don’t like you,” he said flatly. “ Go
away.” :

The next instant he ran over to Fen-
ton and climbed up on his knee.

“ Me so glad to see you again,” he
said, laughing as he patted Fenton on the
cheek. ‘ Nice man. Bobbie like you.”

Fenton stroked the child’s curls, while
the horrified mother looked on at the un-
-usual spectacle of confiding trust in a
man who proved himself such a villain.

“ Bobbie!” she exclaimed indignantly.
“ Bobbie! Come here!”

“ Me want to stay right here,” replied
Bobbie, contentedly leaning his head
against Fenton’s coat. ‘“ Nice man.
Good to Bobbie.”

Mrs. Holt gazed appealingly at Tracy.

“ Bobbie,” said the latter, * come
~away.”

But at this moment the child caught
sight of Isabel. , :

“ Pretty lady!” he exclaimed.

“ Bobbie,” said Fenton, “ this is Miss
Grayson.”

Isabel then began to try to amuse him,
and he laughed and talked with her.
Suddenly he looked from Fenton to Isa-
bel.

“TIs you sweethearts?” he asked in his
innocent childish fashion.

Isabel blushed furiously, while Fenton
looked the other way to hide his embar-
rassment. Tracy scowled on all three.

“So you got home safely, Bobbie,”
said Isabel. .

“Me not hurt,” replied the child.
¢ Me like this man. Me no like woman.”
“What woman? " questioned Tracy.

“ Woman in house,” answered Bobbie.

Tracy looked significantly at Isabel,
for she had told him that she was in the
house. He knew of no one else there.

. “So there was a woman in the house? ”’
went on Tracy.

“ Mean woman,” answered the little
fellow. ‘She no like little boys. She
make me cry.”
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“ Where was the child found, madam? "’
asked the commissioner. :

“ An officer found him on the street
near my house this morning,” replied
Mrs. Holt. * He was all alone; although
the detective did say he thought he had
a clue. He is following it now in hopes
that something will result from it. I
presume he doesn’t know that this man,”
referring to Fenton, “is already here.”

Fenton looked frankly at her, but did
not offer to defend himself.

“I will tell my story at the proper
time, madam,” he said.

Just then the commissioner called for
order.

“We will now get down to business,”
he announced, ““ and try to arrive at some -
definite conclusion.”

There was silence in the room, and the
commissioner was just about to begin his
questioning when, to thesurprise of every
one, Isabel stepped forward and asked
him if she might have a private word
with him.

He granted her request, and for a few
minutes there was a low conversation be-
tween them.

The commissioner looked up in amaze-
ment. Evidently the young woman had
given him some startling information.
However, he did not impart it to the
others, but asked Isabel to resume her
seat.

“Now,” he began, “we will begin.
John Fenton, I ask you whether you are
guilty or not guilty of this grave accusa-
tion? ”

“Not guilty,” answered Fenton with-
out hesitation.

C‘HAPTER XVI.
ISABEL TELLS THINGS.

THERE was an impressive silence, last-
ing several seconds, during which the
eyes of all were fastened upon Jack Fen-
ton. E

He faced Commissioner Grady, and
gave his answer in a clear, ringing voice,
which carried with it every indication of
truth. :

George Tracy, however, cast one scorn-
ful glance at him, and, turning to Mrs.
Holt, remarked with a sneer:

“Of course he says he’s not guilty.
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Whoever heard of a criminal owning up
to what he has done? Not on the pre-
liminary hearing, at any rate.”

Mrs. Holt nodded her head approving-
ly. She always accepted Mr. Tracy’s
views without much discussion.

“He must be very clever,” she whis-
pered, “ to assume such an innocent air.”

“He is,” answered Tracy with empha-
sis. “ He couldn’t have secured posses-
sion of Bobbie as he did if he hadn’t
been. He's a dangerous character. I
know all about him.”

The commissioner studied the accused
man’s face attentively.

“The evidence points very strongly
against you, Fenton,” he said finally.

“T know that,” replied the other, “I
understand that I am fighting against
great odds ; but I mean to make the fight,
nevertheless. When I have told my story
I feel sure you will see that a serious
mistake has been made.”

“ What have you to say for yourself,
then?”

“Merely this: that I found the child
crying on the street. He was absolutely
alone. It was almost dinner-hour, and
there were practically no passers-by at
the spot where I found him. T don’t
think he had been there very long. But
he was afraid and wanted to go home.

“ Thinking that his nurse had stepped
out of sight for a moment, I tried to
comfort the little fellow until her return.
No one came. At last it was getting very
late, and I had about decided to take him
to police headquarters, when I found an
address on a slip of paper in his pocket.
Naturally, 1 carried the child to that
address, which proved to be the house at
which I was arrested later.”

“But what were you doing there at
eleven o’clock at night when the detec-
tives found you? ”

“I had left the child at the house
with a woman whom I presumed to be his
mother,” he replied.

“ Later, when the newspapers came
out with accounts of the alleged kidnap-
ing, I learned that the Holts did not live
there. In order to satisfy myself regard-
ing my own actions, I went to the house,
which proved to be the one to which I
had taken the child. Inspection of it,
however, proved that I had been the vic-
tim of a mistake in some way, for the
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place was deserted, and had not been oc-
cupied for months.”

“ A strange story,” remarked the com-
missioner, looking hard at Fenton. *“Is
there any one who can prove what you
have just told me?”

“ There is—" began Fenton, and hesi-
tated. He looked quickly at Isabel, then
answered :

“ There is no one.”

Isabel started to rise from her chair,
but a motion from the commissioner re-
strained her, and she resumed her seat.

“You surely know, -Mr. Fenton, that
your mere word, without corroboration
from an eye-witness, can hardly be given
great value. Now, if some one had seen
)'.ou__n

“ There was no one,” struck in Fenton,
determined that nothing would cause him
to drag Isabel into the matter.

If Tracy persisted in having her as a
witness, that was Tracy’s affair. As far
as he himself was concerned, he intended
to do everything to shield her. :

‘A very fishy story,” remarked Tracy
in an audible tone to Mrs. Holt.

Fenton went over all the details of his
knowledge regarding Bobbie, the woman,
and theshouse. But his story, while ap-
parently a frank declaration, carried no
weight with it.

“That will do, Mr. Fenton,” said the
commissioner finally, and Fenton sat
down with the feeling that things were
mightily against him.

He was still more firmly convinced of
this by the testimony of the witnesses
who followed.

The detectives who had figured in his
capture related in detail how they had
caught him, and told of his subsequent
escape.

“You say you went through the de-
serted * house? ” inquired the commis-
sioner.

“Yes, your honor, and there was no
one there, and there hadn’t been anybody
there for months. Not a sign of any per-
son or anything.”

“ Please allow me to speak,” interrupt-
ed Isabel at this point. “ I must tell what
I know.”

“ I believe you are called as a witness,”
said the commissioner, “ through Mr.
Tracy.”

“ Yes,” replied Isabel, “ but it was not

?
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necessary for him to have given my name
here. I intended to appear without being
called.”

Every one was greatly surprised by
this declaration, and no one more so than
Tracy himself.

“ Mr. Tracy has stated that he believed.
there was a woman in the case. He was
not mistaken. I am the woman he referred
to. I can prove a number of statements
made by Mr. Fenton, which I believe will
convince your honor that he is telling the
truth desplte apparent cxrcumstannal evi-
dence.”

Tracy winced beneath her clear - cut
statement. Her interest in Fenton was
certainly remarkable when it would lead
her to a police court,

He began to feel uneasy, and half
wished that he had not had her called as
a witness, although he intended to prove
by her-things which would convict Fen-
ton.

“ Mr. Tracy has in his possession a
pink-satin slipper, which he has kept as
proof positive of the presence of some
woman in the deserted house that night,”
went on Isabel.

Tracy nodded in affirmation in answer »
to an inquiring glance from the commis-
sioner. -At the same time he took from
his pocket the slipper in question.

“ Here,” continued Isabel,” opening
her hand-bag, from which she produced
a duplicate slipper, “is the other. Both
belong to me. The one Mr. Tracy has
was lost by me as I came down the fire-
escape in order to get away from the
detectives who were searching the house.
Two of them passed right by the door
behind which I stood.”

“ Well, I'll be—" remarked one of the
sleuths under his breath to his compan-
ion. “ She’s a slick one.”

“I wore these slippers that night—
proof positive of my part in this story. I
avill testify to the fact that I saw Mr.
Fenton in a taxicab on the avenue as it
turned out of the side-street he mentioned.
The child was asleep. That same evening
Mr. Fenton accompanied me to the the-
ater.”

Tracy was on his feet in an instant.

“ Your honor,” he protested, “I left
Miss Grayson at her hotel late yesterday
afternoon. She didn’t even know Fen-
ton’s name at that time. How could she
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permit an utter stranger to be her escort
to the theater—especially as she was en-
gaged to me and didn’t accept attentions
from any one else? "

“ Strange as it may seem,” contmued
Miss Grayson, ‘I met Mr. Fenton short-
ly after Mr. Tracy left me. I sought an
introduction to him, in fact, and purpose-
ly placed him in such a position he could
not refuse to take me to the theater.

Every one exchanged glances at this.

“It was I who called his attention to
the extras about the kidnaping. It was
I who insisted that we go straight from
the theater to inspect the deserted house.
It was I who found this.”

She held up a child’s cap.

‘“ Bobbie’s cap!” exclaimed Mrs. Holt.

“Yes. The child had been there, just
as Mr. Fenton had said. It was I who

. was the cause of his being captured by

the detectives, for if I hadn’t taken him
to the house they wouldn’t have got him.”

“ But why did you evince so much in-
terest in this matter? ”’ asked the commis-
sioner. “ Why did you fish Mr. Fenton
to accompany you to the house at such a
late hour?” :

 Because,” replied Isabel quickly, “I
had heard from Mr. Tracy here some
statements damaging to Mr. Fenton’s
character. Consequently, when I saw
him in the cab with the child I became
suspicious of his motive.”

“ Yes, but young ladies do not usually
go to such extreme lengths in their cu-
riosity,” observed the commissioner.

“ It was perfectly natural in my case,”
responded Isabel quietly.

Once more she reached into her bag
and brought forth a shining object, which
looked like a silver shield.

She offered this to the commissioner
for examination.

“I am a detective,” she said simply,
“and the case interested me for the rea-
son that I have recently been employed
by the executor of the Holt estate to do
some private work for him.

»

CHAPTER XVII.
A DOUBLE SURPRISE.

Ir a bomb had exploded in the com-
missioner’s office the police there could
not have been more amazed.
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“A detective! ” murmured every one
simultaneously. 5

Tracy looked triumphantly at Fenton.
For a moment the latter felt sick at heart.
Could he have been deliberately lured to
the house by Isabel? It was too awful.

“ After a thorough investigation of the
case,” she went on, “I am firmly con-
vinced of Mr, Fenton’s innocence.”

It was now Fenton's turn to cast a look
of exultation at his rival.

While all were speculating over the
latest development an officer appeared,
accompanied by a rough-looking man.

The moment Bobbie caught sight of
him he began to cry.

“The bad man,” he sobbed. * He
mean to Bobbie. He take Bobbie away.”

The child ran over to Fenton for pro-
tection.

“Oh, I'm net a goin’ ter hurt youse,”

said the man, as he noticed the child’s
fear. :
“This man has a story to tell,” ex-
plained the officer to the commissioner.
“1 think he can show who the real par-
ties to the crime are.”

The commissioner seemed surprised,
but told the newcomer to state what he
knew. :

“ It wasn’t this man at all what done
it,” began the man, looking at Fenton.
“It was this one,” and he pointed to
Tracy.

“It’s a lie!” shouted Tracy.

“Qh, no, it ain’t! I'm a goin’ ter tell
the truth. You knew very well that it
was you who promised a thousand dol-
lars if I would steal the child and keep
him over night until the parents would
find out he was gone and offer a reward.”

Tracy winced.

“The nurse turned her back on Bob-
bie for a minute while she talked with
another girl,” went on the man, “and
that was when I got him away. I wasa
walkin’ down a side street with him when
I found a detective was behind me. I got
worried, fer I didn’'t know whether he
suspected me or not. I didn’t mind takin’
the child, provided I could get away safe,
but I wasn’t a goin’ to put myself in the
pen for keeps. So I writes down the ad-
dress that Mr. Tracy give me and trusts
to luck that some kind-hearted person
will find the kid a cryin’ and take him
to the place where Mr. Tracy had ar-
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ranged to have me deliver him to some
woman.”

“T lost the cop, but afterward, when
all this kidnapin’ was in the papers, he
got on me trail onct more; so here I am
to make a clean breast of it. That’s the
man what planned the whole dirty busi-
ness,” he concluded, looking hard at
Tracy.

Every one else now looked at him also.
There was no doubt about it. Guilt was
written all over his face.

“ T only meant to keep the child for a
few hours, Mrs. Holt,”” he said. “I
wouldn’t have had hurt him for the
world.”

But Bobbie’s mother turned from him.

“I am sorry you have figured in so un-
pleasant a situation through an act of
kindness to my child,” she said to Fenton.

“Then, George Tracy will be made the
defendant in the case,” announced the
commissioner in a crisp, businesslike tone.
“ Will you consent to prosecute him, Mrs.
Holt? "

“ Certainly,” replied Bobbie’s mother
in tones which left no doubt regarding
her changed relation toward Tracy. “ He
well deserves his fate.”

“ What have you to say, Tracy?” asked
the commissioner.

“ Nothing,” replied Tracy. *“ Only
that I wouldn’t have come to this if it
hadn’t been because of my love for a
woman.”’

“ A poor way of showing it, I must
say,” coldly remarked Grady, as he di-
rected that Tracy be held.

As the room was cleared of people,
only Fenton and Miss Grayson remained.

“ How can I ever thank you?” said
Fenton.

“ Please don’t try,” answered Isabel.

“ May I prove to you that all men are
not scoundrels?’ But before she could
reply he went on:

“ Miss Grayson, I want to start my
friendship with you by telling you the
truth in all things. I don’t wish to con-
ceal anything. In the first place, my
name is Fenton; but, owing to family
disagreements for some years past, I
have not added the remainder of my
rightful title. I am glad, however, that
I figured in this trouble under the name
of Jack Fenton. My full name is John
Fenton Stuart Phelps.”

]



358

“ Why,” exclaimed Isabel, her face
lighting up with excitement, * you are not
in earnest?”

‘h X’es.,)

“And your name is really Phelps, in-
stead of Fenton?”

“ There is no question about that.”

“Then you are the man I have been
looking for ever since old man Holt
died,” continued Isabel. ‘““ Do you re-
member my telling the commissioner that
I had been employed to do some private
work for the executor of the Holt es-
tate? Well, that was the work to which
I referred. I was instructed to find the
missing heir of one-half of the fortune.
Bobbie Holt only gets one-half when he
comes of age. If you are the Mr. Phelps,
you are entitled to the other.”

“It's too good to be true,” remarked
Fenton. ‘T knew that there were distant
relations by the name of Holt, but they
weren’t millionaires then.”

-~ ‘THE
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“ We will set to work to establish your
identity at once,” continued Isabel in an
animated tone.

“ That's quite easy,” answered Fenton.
“ I have all sorts of papers in my posses-
sion which will prove my claim.”

“ I will attend to everything for you,”
said Isabel.

“You're a wonderful little woman,”
replied Fenton, gazing at her in admira-
tion. “ Do you remember how you told
me that you were planning your wedding
that day when you caught sight of me?”

Isabel nodded.

~“I've been thinking it over,” said Fen-
ton, “and I think it would be a shame
not to have the wedding just as if nothing
had happened. Only”—he hesitated—
“ only—maybe you don’t like the name
of Phelps?” he asked.

“It means a great deal to me,” re-
plied Isabel, as she held out her hand to
him. ‘I think I have proved that.”

END.

That Private Interview.

BY JOSEPH IVERS LAWRENCE.

What Happened When the Stripling Un- —
burdened His Heart to the Stalwart Captain.

APTAIN STAPLES, well-to-do
bachelor and society man, set out
from his club after dinner reverently, to
call upon Alice Bryton, a slip of a girl,
fifteen years his junior, and the only
woman, he told himself, he every truly
adored with adoration amounting to a
religion.

She was not of his set, he thanked God.
She was a being too divine to be classified
in the social scheme. Her family would
be called bourgeois, and her mother was
‘a rather impossible old bore, but she was
untouched by them, a being apart from
all things of the earth earthy.

The captain had fallen in love with
Alice on sight, and wooed her for a time
_with all the dignified ardor of forty years,
but lately he had been overcome with awe.
The white purity of the girl, her uncon-
scious aloofness from the world, fright-
ened him.

She trusted him, he felt, as she did her
father and her mother; and when he
looked into her clear blue eyes, which had
never taught their lashes to droop, or so
much as flicker, he blushed with hot shame
for himself, his sex, and the world.

It had been marriage at first in his
mind, but now he put the thought away
from him as unworthy. She might marry
some day—the devil has a way of bring-
ing such things about soon or late—but
she was not for the like of him. He must
learn to be content with the thought of
her always with him, and with rendering
such service as he might to her.

She might marry that idiotic young.cub,
Jack Busley, a second cousin or something
like that, who seemed always to be trail-
ing at her skirts, and whose name she pro-
nounced with an inflection that made the
captain almost cry out in anguish; but
even that would have to be endured, and
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youth is plastic. She might make & man
out of the young ass.

From all this it may be gathered why
the popular bachelor, Captain Staples,
about this time became an insufferable
bore around his club, and why he was no

- longer sought after for dinners and cards
and coaching.

When the captain entered the Bryton
house he heard the rasping tones of young
Jack Busley, and he sighed to himself.

Some men would have cursed and mut-
tered into their mustaches, but the captain
only sighed. He was in the temple of his
divinity. They received him very cor-
dially—Alice, Mrs. Bryton, and Cousin
Jack. They always did, and he was ad-
mitted to their intimate discourse with
encouraging familiarity, But he con-
tinued to sigh inwardly, and felt old and
outside.

Mrs. Bryton chattered to him almost

brilliantly. She was his senior by fewer
years than her daughter was his junior;
and Alice talked with Jack Busley, and
seemed to enjoy his inane jokes. She was
full of graciousness, as usual, and asked
the captain all about his horses and his
Southern shooting-trip with bright-eyed
interest, but he noted, with a pang, that
her manner was easiest in conversation
with Cousin Jack.

“ It is quite late,” said the captain, after
a long time. ‘I must go this instant. I
offer you my humble apologies, ladies.
I have imposed upon your gracious good
nature for two solid hours. You must
forgive me. It has seemed no more, to
me, than as many minutes.”

“You're a consummate courtier, Cap-
tain Staples. You'd have made the Ra-
leighs and their like look sharp in the old
days,” rejoined Mrs. Bryton, taking much
of his compliment to herself.

“If you're going down-town, I think
I'll run along with you,” remarked young
Busley ; and though the captain was sur-
prised, he felt some relief in the thought
that the boy was not tarrying for a fare-
well which he might not witness.

The captain took a hansom, and in-
quired of Jack where he wished to be
dropped.

“Oh, I don’t care,” was the reply.
“ Just drop me any old place. I'm in no
hurry for bed. 1 don’t sleep, you know.
I—T can’t sleep, Captain Staples.”
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“ Dear me, that's too bad,” said the

captain. “‘ Overwork? Liver out of
order?”

“N-no,” sighed the young man dis-
mally; ‘it isn’t that. No.”

The hansom stopped at the apartment-
hotel where the captain lived.

“I stop here,” he said. “ Will you
come in and smoke a cigarette with me? ”

The young man looked at him for an
instant.

“Thanks; I'll do that,” he answered
impulsively. * It’s very good of you.”

They sat in the captain’s library and
smoked. The host did not offer to bring
the decanter from the buffet—the other
seemed so young to him. Jack smoked
hard and glared at the fire which blazed
in the grate until his silence grew to be
uncomfortable..

“These blue devils are tough on us,
aren’t they? ”’ ventured the captain kindly
at last. ‘I have them myself. Far too
often, you know.”

2 \Iay I talk to you, Captaln btaples> ”
said the boy suddenly, jumping to his
feet nervously and beginning to pace the
hearth-rug. ¥ May I talk to you freely,
man to man?

“ Why, certainly, my dear fellow,” cried
the captain, not knowing what to make
of the odd behavior of his guest. “ I shall
be flattered more than I can tell by your
confidence.”

The youth stopped and faced his host,
his back to the fire.

“You look upon me as a mere kid, I
suppose, Captain Staples?” he began.

“Oh, now, really—" protested the
other. :
“ Wait. Please hear me out,” went on

the boy solemnly. “I am quite young.
Every man has to be that for a while, you
know. You are a man of experience and
position. You'll think I have a lot of
nerve to say what I want to say to you;
but I tell you, Captain Staples, a man’s
love doesn’t take account of years or
circumstances.”’

“ Ah!"” said the captain, with a heavy
gasp. “It’s Alice!”

“ My Heaven, ves, it 75 Alice!” cried
the youth, and turned his face to the fire.

The older man got up, went to him, and
put a hand on his shoéulder.

“ Please go on,” he said softly. “ You
have all my respect and my attention.”
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“1 can’t talk as you probably could,”
said the boy, almost sobbing. “ I can’t
argue or philosophize, you know, but—I
—well, all there is to it, sir, I've loved
Alice since we were little tads, and I only
want her to be happy. I don’t care what
happens to me, you know. What I want
to get at is this—what do you mean to do?
What are your intentions, Captain Sta-
ples?”

“ What do you mean? " cried Staples.
“ What wild talk is this? ”

“ That’s the way you men of the world
always take things,” wailed the boy.
“Wild talk, you call it. You don’t think
it’s anything to flirt and amuse yourself
with an angel like Alice, and let her eat
her heart out over you. I knew it would
DE S0.2S

“ Stop! " shouted the captain. * If you
say any more I'll strike you. Great Heav-
ens! Amuse myself with Alice! Let her
eat her heart out for me? What do you
mean,” man? Do I seem like a trifler?
Tell me, what am 7 eating my own heart

out for? Is it to trifle with her. No, you
are wrong, boy. You are insane with
jealousy. Alice is indifferent to me. She

is too beautiful, too young, too perfect for
me! And you dare come to me and call
me a trifler?”

“ Heaven help me!” groaned the boy,
“ she cares for nobody but you. Indiffer-
ent, you say? Why, the poor girl has
been trying for weeks to forget you and
learn to live without you. You have
been so cold to her. You, you polished,
comfortable man of the world, are her
king and hero, and I am only a slave at
hee Feend

Captain Staples groaned aloud and
sank into a chair.

* This is almost more than I can bear,”
he said. ‘“ Have I really been so blind?
Have I caused that angel a moment’s un-
happiness? "

The boy came close to him and looked
into his face.

‘“If you are speaking honestly,” he
said brokenly, “I am glad. I think my
heart will break; but I will respect you
as the man Alice loves, if you can be
worthy of her.”

The captain seized the other’s hand.

“ My friend,” he said, “do you know
—can you begin to know what this is that
you have done?”
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“ Do I know? " cried the youth.  “ Do
I! Does a man know when he is cut-
ting his own throat?”

“ Mr. Busley,” said Staples, as he
would address a superior, “ when you are
forty, you will know better than you do
now what an act you have done. ~ Men
rarely do such things outside of noveis
and plays. You are a nobleman, sir. I
will not try anything so vain as thanking
you for this blessing, but you'll be happy
some day, sir; you have a soul that is not
often found on this earth.”

The boy sat down and leaned his head
upon his arms.

“ Don’t say any more, please,” he said.
“ 1 don’t care anything about heroics and
all that; I don’t know anything in this
world but Alice. I must go. I must be
alone.  Good' night, Captain Staples.
God bless you. You have finished my
poor heart, but you’ve made me happy,
sir. Good night.”

He was out of the door like a flash;
but the captain ran after him, and caught
him near the elevator.

“I want to shake your hand again,
Mr. Busley,” he said thickly. “I hope
we shall be friends always. You are a
great man; you're a youth only in years.
Continue to be true to yourself.”

I1.

IT was very late that evening; the
Bryton family were ‘about retiring, when
young Busley surprised them by return-
ing. :
“You're a most unconventional per-
son, Jack,” observed Mrs. Bryton, “ com-
ing in here at all hours. Has your father
locked you out of your own house?”

“ Oh, no!” said Jack. “I just dropped
in again, Aunt Elizabeth, to see if you
might not change your mind and lend
me that fifty. Honest, I've got to get
that money before to-morrow night.”

“ Jack, you are positively indecent,”
declared Mrs. Bryton. “No! If your
father will not let you have the money, I
certainly shall not.”

“ Well, I think you ought, when I
tell you all I've done for you this eve-
ning,” he said with a Suspicion of a grin.

“ Now, what have you done, you aw-
ful boy?" cried Alice, coming forward.

“Tell us; tell us the worst, Jack; you
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are capable of anything!” added Mrs.
Bryton anxiously.

“ Dear aunt, I have cinched Alice’s
captain for her,” replied the young scape-
grace. “ You and she have worked over
the poor duffer all winter, and only suc-
ceeded in scaring him off. You lacksskill.
I—your worthless nephew—have devoted
a paltry half-hour to the gallant captain,
a few tears and attitudes, and lo! I have
him lashed to the mast, ready for deliv-
ery. If he isn’t here on his knees by ten
to-morrow morning, I'll forfeit the fifty.”
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Alice stood looking at him during this
recital, half incredulously, but as he fin-
ished she sprang upon him, enfolded him
in her arms, and kissed him rapturously
on both cheeks.

“ Jacky Busley,” she cried, “ you're the
naughtiest, craziest, darlingest boy in the
world!”’

“I only hope, Jack,” said Mrs. Bry-
ton conservatively, “that your dramatic
display aroused no grave suspicions in the
mind of the urbane and affable Captain
Staples.”

)
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BY JOHN GARRETSEE.

About the Farmer’s Son, the Storekeeper’s Daughter, and an Appar-
ently Unaccountable Shift in Sentiment on the Part of a Whole Family.

“Y OU leave them Winthrops alone
or leave me!” roared old Ben-
jamin Martin.

He shook his milking-stool in front of
the handsome young face, which smiled
back impudently at him.

“You know, George Winthrop has set
up nights to do me dirt,” the old man
went on. ‘ Now you're gettin’ the idee
youw'd like to wear a b'iled shirt every day
in the week and be in the store business
down to ‘the station too. Think yer a
leetle better'n us farmers. So yer shinin’
round the storekeeper’s daughter.”

That shot was so near the mark that it
broke through young Horace’s armor of
disdain. 2

% Father,” he blazed back, “I won’t
listen to such talk from you. I'm over
twenty-one, and I’'m not as dependent as
you seem to think.”

“ Hark now to me, ye darn little fool,”
choked the old man, rage struggling
with. amazement. “‘ Ye think ye kin git
along without yer dad, do ye? Well,
ye kin try it a spell. Jest pack up an’
git. When ye git good an’ sick of it,
an’ kin do as I say, come back.”

Horace walked away without a word,
but there was a superior smile on his
face that baffled his father.

“ Wonder what the young smart
Aleck has in his hat anyhow?” he
growled as his son disappeared.

As a matter of fact, the ambitious °
Horace had something very definite “ in
his hat.” Mary Winthrop, daughter of
the head man of Burton’s Station, was
fair to look upon, and young Mr. Mar-
tin really thought he was very fond of
her. So successful had been his suit
that Mary had just secretly promised to
marry him as soon as her father would
consent. '

It must be noted, however, that Hor-
ace’s aspirations for the hand of Mary
Winthrop had taken bud simultaneously
with his ambition to forsake the soil and
connect himself with her father’s busi-
ness.

To his surprise, Mr. Winthrop. did not
oppose young Martin’s aspirations to his
daughter. As a matter of fact, the store-
keeper eagerly, welcomed an opportunity
to end, if possible, the ancient feud that
had for years kept from his trade the
richest farmer in the township and one
who influenced a large following.

Hence, when he came home earlier
than usual one evening and surprised the
bold son of his enemy sitting on  his
door-step, he greeted him kindly, and be-
fore the interview was over Horace had
ventured to confide in him his desire to
get into the store business.

“I want just such men as you,” re-
sponded Mr. Winthrop promptly. ‘“If
you ever decide to quit the farm, come

?
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around. Tl give-you a good job, and

be glad to teach you the business. Your
father’'ll find I ain’t so bad.”

He meant it, too.

Therefore, gvhen Benjamin Martin

sent his heir out thus rudely to hustle in
the cold world for himself, that young
hopeful stepped forth blithely, confident
that he had already prepared for himself
a table in the midst of his father’s ene-
mies. g

“ Winthrop’ll sure take me into the
business, soon’s I marry Mary,” he re-
flected, ““ and I guess he won’t kick much
at that either. Anyhow, I'll play care-
ful, an’ keep a good job. Won’t dad be
sore, though, when he finds I jest drop
down to town an’ live in a clover-bed,
and perhaps git to be part owner of
Winthrop’s store in a year or so?”

Thus pondering, he tramped the three
miles to town, and the more he thought
them over the more contemptible and
- amusing seemed his father's views.

He registered at the Eagle Hotel, and
went in to see Mr. Winthrop. That
worthy was busy with customers, but
greeted him cordially, and asked him to
drop in the store later in the evening.
So, more confident that ever, Horace had
his supper, and started for a stroll to kill
time till it should be proper to call on
Mary.

It was still lacking half an hour of
eight when Horace, overcome by impa-
tience, turned for the fifth time to walk
past the house where the lady lived. As
he swung off the main street past the
hotel - sheds, he almost ran into his
father, who had come to town for the
Saturday night trading and had just put
up his team. :

The old man’s face showed clearly un-
der the street light, but Horace was more
in the shadow, and for the moment he
thought his father did not recognize him.
Just after the two passed, however, the
younger man heard a rapid step behind
him, and a hand was placed on his shoul-
der. ;
So the old man wanted to reason with
him, after all. Perhaps he wished to
take back his former harsh words.

This was too good! Well, he'd show
him how independent he was. So Hor-
ace, boiling over with much rehearsed
anti-parental oratory, turned and poured
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it forth before the other could get in a
word.

The pitch darkness at this point on the
walk gave him courage. He would hard-
ly have dared express quite such extreme
sentiments to his father’s face in broad
daylight.

“Take your hand off me!” he shout-
ed. “ You thought a little palaver would
bring me over, but I fooled you. I know
your game. No Martin ever licked an-
other’s hand, and I won’t lick even yours.
You haven’t got anything I want, so leave
me alone.”

Horace stopped then, frightened at his
own words. He had a momentary im-
pulse to run. His father was still pret-
ty lusty, and might“forget that the son
could no longer be taken over the pai=
ental knee.

Nothing happened, however. The oths
er merely stood there speechless for a sec-
ond in the darkness, then hurried on. Hor-
ace breathed a sigh of relief and continued
his walk, more than ever pleased with
himself.

Half an hour later he rang the bell at
the Winthrops’. He was met by Mary’s
mother.

“ Mary won't see you, young man,”’
snapped that lady.

Horace nearly fell to the floor in sur-
prise. Mrs. Winthrop had hitherto been
most affable.

“ We don’t want you coming around
here again,” she went on. “ Of all the
impudence!” and she started to slam the
door in his face.

Horace, angry in a flash despite his

bewilderment, thrust his foot into the
crack and retorted: -
“You can’t tell me that. I know bet-

ter; and I'll see Mary in spite of you.
What's the matter, anyhow? ”’

“ No, you won't see me,” replied Ma-
ry’s voice from somewhere in the inte-
rior.. “I don’t want ever to see you
again.”

Horace was so astonished that he per-
mitted Mrs. Winthrop to close the door,
and stood on the steps there in the dark-
ness, wondering what it all meant. Had
they heard of the break with his father,
and decided he wasn’t worth cultivating?

But he had intimated that possibility
to both Mary and her father before, and
they seemed unaffected.
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dorace went at once to the store to find
out what could have got into the heads
of the Winthrop household so suddenly.
Mr. Winthrop was at his desk in the rear.
Several village loafers were gathered
about.

The moment the proprietor saw “ho
his caller was, he turned white with wrath
and started for him. Before the thun-
derstruck young man knew what had hit
him, Mr, Winthrop had grasped him firm-
ly by the collar and propelled him through
the doorway.

“So you tricked me!” he shouted, as
he gave his would-be son-in-law a final
shake and literally dropped him, too as-
tonished to resist. “If I ever see you
around here again I'll horsewhip you!”

With that Horace, the ambitious, was
again left in outer darkness, both mental
and physical.

Could his father, in that brief time
since supper, have said or done something
that would produce such an effect, he
asked himself ?

The old man boasted that he hadn’t
spoken to George Winthrop for years, and
wouldn’t. Besides, anything he would say
against Horace to the storekeeper would
only increase that person’s regard for the
young man, as far as Horace knew. Any-
how, he had only enough money to pay
a week’s board, and he had no job after
all.

He would probably be glad enough
now to get anything he could, legardless
of “boiled shirts.”

Thus disconsolate, he at length wan-
dered back to the little hotel.  As he en-
tered the tiny lobby he was pounced upon
by some one who grabbed his arms and
dragged him across the passageway to the
privacy of the sitting-room, there to pump
his hands gleefully and repeat a dozen
times :

“Well, well! Ye did fool the old man,
an’ ye done George Winthrop good an’

proper!”

It was his father, but was he crazy?

What he could be talking about Horace
could net imagine. After the first out-
burst they left the hotel together in si-
lence. Outside, Horace ventured to ask:

“ Where we goin’? "

“ Home, boy, home! "’ and he trailed off
into a prolonged chuckle.

Something portentous had happened,
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but Horace did not dare betray any more
ignorance,

His father ev 1dent1) had forgotten or
forgiven the outbreak of the hour before.

Out on the road the old man turned to
the son and chuckled again.

“ So ye was on to 'em all the time, an’
I thought ye was a befuddled young fool.

If I'd known the game, I might ‘a’
spoiled it.
“ Why, that feller had been braggin’

fer a month that his girl was leadin’ you
on, an’ he was goin’ to hev ye workin’ in
lm store an’ me feedin’ out of his hand
in a week.

“ Then, to-night, after he tells the boys
to gather round and watch him gather ye
in, ye meet him on the street an’ tell him
what ye think of him.

““No Martin ever licked any man’s
hand,” ye told him. An’ wa’n’t it luck
that Jim Morse heard ye say it, an’ told
it all over town?

“ Ye ought to waited till they was a lot
around ; but it turned out all right, and
ye made him liable fer assault, too. A
dozen told me ye never touched him back
in the store when he lit on ye. Yer a
clever one! Guess we kin fix things up
so ye kin have easier times after this.”

Suddenly Horace saw a light.

“ Father,” he broke in, “didn’t you
see me by the hotel-sheds this evening?”

“ No, I ain’t seen you nowhere before
to-night,” was the reply.

Then Horace was sure of it. George
Winthrop had been hurrying after him
in the dark just as he'met his father.

When his prospective employer had
put his hand on his shoulder, Horace had
assumed- it was his parent, and had
poured out the vials of his wrath.

The enraged Winthrop, at first too sur-
prised to speak, had hurried on home and
reported to his family. Meanwhile the
talebearer had peddled it around town.
This Horace saw clearly from putting the
circumstantial evidence together, but de-
cided it was unnecessary to tell as much
to his father, and he'd never know. For
a few moments they rode on in silence,
then Martin, senior, cleared his throat.

“ Horace,” he began hesitatingly,
‘ Bigsby's store is goin’ to sell out over
’cross the railroad, an’ I made a dicker
a week ago to buy it. -I made up my mind
you wa'n’t fit fer farmin’.”



"THE CURRENT OF LIFE.

BY FRANK CONDON.

The Junior Banker Rescues a Maiden in Distress, Forms One of an Inter-
esting Circle, and Gets the Shock of His Life on the Morning After.

JUNIOR banker is a young man

who is not allowed to do a great
many things he earnestly desires to do;
but in time a junior banker becomes a
senior banker, and forgets that he ever
wanted to do anything that he was not
permitted to do. There are ethics about
the profession—the same general species
that forbid a physician to advertise above
a double cut-off rule, although he may
crawl under street-cars and administer
opiates to a dying East Side child.

Young Mr. James N. Haggin was 2
junior banker, and a bonding company
regulated his morals and suggested his
entertainment. It frequently occurred to
Mr. Haggin that a junior truck-driver
had a happy lot, and, as he walked across
Seventy - Fourth Street toward Central
Park, he was immersed in sad reflection.

If he could, only for one evening, go
to that festive little joint up near the
Harlem River, where the dancing never
ceases till three in the morning and intro-
ductions are de frop, he felt that life
might be worth boosting along.

He tossed his cigarette into the street
and increased his pace. - He would, at
least, stroll beside the stone park wall,
and later he would return to his brother
and sister and retire early, because the
bank people were fidgety about office-
hours.

Seventy-Fourth Street is the most
proper and respectable street in New
York. On either side are brownstone
houses, plate-glass outer doors, curving
stone steps, and diminutive areas for the

. tradesmen. People who have lived in
Seventy - Fourth Street for generations
count from the corner, because all en-
trances are identical, all doorways are
duplicates, and all grilled - work comes
from the same factory.

Suddenly, near a lamp-post, James N.
Haggin stopped short. A few paces
away, between the edge of the sidewalk

and the curb, stood a young woman, and,
even in the uncertain light, James di-
vined instantly that she was exceedingly
well dressed, exceedingly beautiful, and
in exceeding trouble of some sort.

As he halted, the girl swayed unevenly,
and her head dropped forward. She
would have fallen, but he reached her as
she toppled, and she crumpled limply in
his arms.

Her broad hat hid her face, but young
Mr. Haggin finally turned her toward
him. He saw distinctly that she was a
feminine miracle of beauty.

“I am dying,” she whispered. * It is
my heart. Take me in somewhere.”

He lifted her clear of the pavement
and looked about him hastily, There
were no other pedestrians on the block,
and in many of the houses the entry-
lights had been turned out. Directly be-
fore him, in the basement of the house
nearest at hand, an electric lamp glowed
redly ; and without further hesitation he
stepped into the.area, carrying the girl in
his arms, and hammered at the iron gra-
ting.

The girl’s face was white as death.
Haggin was panic-stricken at the thought
that she might die in his arms before he
could get her into the house, and with re-
newed energy he shook and pounded at
the gate. Finally he discovered the bell,
and the clamor he sent up might have
aroused an entire street.

In what seemed a thousand years, he
heard footsteps coming down a stairway,
and an inner door unclasped and jangled
back. An individual in livery opened the
outer door and stared at the young bank-
er and his burden in amazement.

“This girl is dying or dead!” ex-
claimed Haggin breathlessly. ‘I caught
her as she fell. Something will have to
be done for her instantly. Push that
door wide open and help me in with her.”

Two minutes later the fair victim lay
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on a couch in the front basement, and
young Mr. Haggin, the butler, and two
others were standing before her inert
body. Haggin chafed her hands, which
were quite cold.

“ Have you brandy?” he asked.

It was brought at once, and he forced
a few drops between the girl’s clenched
teeth.

The other two were an elderly »1n,
with a short white beard, and a slender
little woman, evidently his wife.

“ My name is Haggin, James N. Hag-
gin,” explained the young banker rapidly,
and he repeated the story he had told the
butler.

“ Do you know this young woman?”
inquired the elderly gentleman.

“ Never saw her in my life till five
minutes ago. She was about to fall, and
I seized her. She said it was her heart,
and then she fainted.”

They stood before the couch, anxious-
ly watching the white face.

“We will get a physician at once,”
said the lady. ‘ William, telephone to
Dr. Mott, and ask him to hurry over.
The girl may die.”

Suddenly the victim moved. Her hand
slipped up to her face, and she pushed
her disordered hair back.

Haggin marveled at her beauty for the
tenth time. Then she opened her eyes,
and slowly raised herself to a sitting po-
sition.

“ No,” she whispered, “no doctor. I
loathe doctors. I can’t have them near
me. Besides, I'm better now, much bet-
ter.

She shook her head earnestly, and the
butler halted at the foot of the stairway.

“Tt was rather a bad attack, wasn’t
it?” she continued, smiling up into the
strange faces. ‘' I've had them before,
but never so severe as this. Don’t let me
bother you, I beg. I think I shall be all
right presently.”

Suddenly she looked directly into Hag-
gin’s eyes, and that young man experi-
enced a distinct shock. He had not ob-
served her eyes previously, for they had
been closed.

Now, as he saw them, he felt a strange
and inexplicable longing to keep this girl
alive. Such eyes should never close for
the long sleep, he found himself saying
to himself.

”
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“ Please help me to a chair,” the pa-
tient asked, and he stepped forward with
alacrity.

She seated herself by the table, and
Haggin found to his astonishment that
his hand was clasped tightly in hers. He
looked down at it wonderingly.

“Let me take your hand also,” she
said, addressing the butler, and that sol-
emn functionary thereupon stepped to the
table and gave her his hairy fist.

She sat in silence for several minutes,
her slim fingers gripped firmly over the
two hands.

She breathed deeply, and then settled
herself more comfortably in her chair.

“1 feel better,” she said. ‘ You must
not think this strange. My heart is a
poor little heart, without much strength,
and that is why doctors are useless.
When I get these attacks, I must derive
strength from others, and by holding
your hands thus I absorb vitality from
both of you. You don’t mind making
this sacrifice, do you?” =

She smiled slowly, looking again into.
young Mr. Haggin’s eyes.

“Indeed I don’t,” he replied hastily.
“ I'm glad, if it will do you any good.”

He felt that he could willingly sit down
and let them saw off his right leg, if it
would help. The butler was non-com-
mittal.

" If it would not be asking too much,”
she continued, in the soft, low tone that
sent creepy chills down Haggin’s spine,
“would you mind adding your strength
also?” She looked expectantly toward
the elderly couple. “ It will hasten my
recovery.  If you will take each other’s
hands and form a circle, the stream of
vitality will be much stronger. T'll be
perfectly well again in a few minutes.”

“ Indeed we will, and gladly,” replied
the old gentleman. ‘ Martha, you sit
there. I'll take this chair. It’s some-
thing like an old-fashioned table-knock-
ing party, isn’t it? ”

The girl smiled and nodded. Haggin
sat down ; and the butler, being a proper
butler, remained standing. The circle
was complete.

For a long time no word was said. The
girl’s eyes had closed again and she
leanied back in ‘her chair, drawing her
breath in slowly through parted lips.
Haggin watched these lips. He could
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see the blood returning very slowly. The
pallor of her cheeks was giving way to a
rosier hue. He had never heard of this
stream-of-life treatment, but it was evi-
dently effectual.

What he was keenly aware of was that
a soft, warm hand was clasping his own,
and that he liked the sensation absurdly.
He could feel his pulse throbbing in his
wrist, and he was overcome by the insane
notion that he would like to have this

ordeal continue indefinitely. He was
afraid the girl was getting well too
quickly.

Wrists ached from the stern grip of
a neighbor’s hand and from the stiffened
position, but there was no complaint.
More than half an hour had passed since
Haggin brought the girl into the room.
The butler had changed his position
twenty times:

Finally, with a long sigh of relief, the
pretty patient dropped the hands on
either side and pushed her chair away
from the table.

“ There,” she murmured, “ I am better.
My heart has stopped its fluttering, and
I shall be perfectly well before I reach
home.”

“ Are you sure you're all right?” Hag-
gin asked solicitously. ‘ Perhaps you
had better remain here quietly for a
while.”

“No, indeed.
See here.”

She rose and walked firmly up and
down the room.

“ I'm not the least bit unsteady. I can
always tell when I'm better, for, you see,
this is not the first time I have been taken
ill in this way. I want to thank you all
for helping me—for giving me part of
your strength.

“I am sorry to have come into your
home,” turning to the elderly couple,
“¥and disturbing you in this manner.
Especially I desire to thank you for com-
ing to me on the street’—this to Hag-
gin. ‘I might have fallen and died out
there.”

Haggin begged that she would refrain
from thanking him. He was overjoyed
to think that he had been on hand at the
right moment.

- *“ And if you will wait, T shall get you
a cab—"" he added.
“ No, please don’t,” she protested.

I am better already.

uI
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have taken up too much time in this love-
ly home already, and I must stay no
longer. I will go with you. There are
plenty of cabs in the neighborhood.”

It was vain to argue. The girl thanked
her hosts over and over. She thanked
the butler, and that worthy blushed with
pleasure.

* My name is Miss Morrison,” she con-
cleded.  “ Perhaps you have heard of the
Mbtrisons, of Kentucky. The family is
well known.”

Then Haggin took her arm, and they
passed out througly the same doorway by
which they had entered. The old people
bade them good night, and urged the girl -
to be very careful and to avoid excite-
ment.

“ Here's a taxicab,” Haggin said ten
minutes later. “I'll go home with you.
It isn’t right for you to try it alone.”

“ No, indeed, Mr.—Mr.—" she pro-
tested.

“ Mr. Haggin — James N. Haggin,
Prospect National Bank.”

“ No, Mr. Haggin, you must not come
with me. I have already taken up hours
of your time. I want you to know that I
am grateful to you, but I cannot ask
more of your attention to-night. I hope
to see you again. Surely, we are ac-
quainted now, although it has come about
in rather an odd manner.”

Again the girl had her way. With
many objections, young Mr. Haggin lift-
ed her into a taxicab. He gave the driver
the number she mentioned, and the cab
whirled away up-town. .

Mr. ‘Haggin went home slowly, delib-
erating upon the fact that strange things
happen even in New York. He tossed
about considerably that night before he
finally dropped off to sleep, to dream of
weak hearts and warm hands, in which
his own was clasped tightly.

At breakfast Haggin’s brother came in
with the morning paper in his hand.

‘“ Here’s a clever bit of work,” he com-
mented. “1I think I've met old Mon-
taigne, too.”

He handed the paper to Haggin. On
the first column was an article describing
in detail the robbery of the private resi-
dence of Mr. Bertram Montaigne, the
mining engineer and capitalist.

“The burglars,” said the story, “en-
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tered the Montaigne residence, at 99
Seventy-Fourth Street, through a door in
the roof, and leisurely looted a mahogany
safe which was kept on an upper floor.
It contained over sixty thousand dollars’
worth of jewels; and the thieves, instead
of breaking the lock, puttered with it pa-
tiently until they had found the combi-
nation, indicating that they had reason to
believe they were secure from interrup-
tion. The Montaigne family were in the
basement dining-room during the robbery,
and knew nothing of it until a late hour
last night.”
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Then followed a list of the stolen

ems.

“ What'’s the matter with you? " asked
Haggin’s brother, suddenly looking at
him over the coffee-cup. ‘ You're sha-
king like a leaf.”

Haggin dropped the paper to the floor.
He regarded his brother with blank
amazement, and totally ignored the ques-
tion.

“ By gad!” he muttered half aloud,
“ 1 gave Montaigne my name. The ques-
tion confrontmg me is, what'’s the proper
thing to.do?”

Speculating On a Sure Thing.

BY ANTHONY WRIGHT.

The Grocer Clerk’s Heritage and the Bank Clerk’s Advice,
To Say Nothing of the Part the Dictionary Played.

I CASHED the check.

It's needless for me to try to palm
the thing off as an every-day occurrence.
. To tell the truth, which I sometimes do,
I'd never cashed a check in my life be-
fore. I'd never even had a check to cash.

My employer, John Hind, as square a
grocer as ever sanded the sugar, always
pald me in cash. Twelve dollars a week
it was in those days, for I was pretty
good, as grocery clerks go.

‘The check came from a relative who
went out West and made his pile in gold-
mining. Then he made his will and died,
" leaving each of some seventy cousins a
hundred dollars apiece.

When I got the check it didn’t look
big to me. It couldn’t compare with
real money.

I showed the thing to my roommate.
He was a newcomer at our boarding-
house, and we'd only roomed together
a week ; but I knew he worked in a bank
and ought to be wise about such things.

Occasionally I took checks from cus-
tomers in payment for goods; but old
John Hind always looked at them
askance, and told me he preferred cash.
That’s one reason why I was a little bit

suspicious of the pink paper.
Real money was always green or yel-

low; I had never seen any pink before;

and, from what I had learned from John

Hind, half the checks in the world were
good and the other half were only worth
the paper they were written on.

Well, my roommate looked at the
thing, and I asked him what it was
worth.

“ One hundred dollars,”
confidently.

“ How do I get the money?”

“ Go to some one who knows you and
ask him to cash it.”

“ But who would have a hundred dol-
lars lying loose? Mrs. Perkins wouldn’t
be able to give me that much.”

“No, I don’t imagine a boarding-
house keeper would have as much cash
as that,” replied the bank clerk. * Tell
you what: I'll take it to the bank with me

he answered

.in the morning and have it put through

for you.”

It was a very professional offer, but I
didn’t know Jeffson very well; and as
long as he said it was worth a hundred
dollars, I began to get optimistic.

I've always been a bit shrewd; and it
seemed to me that if the thing was worth
a hundred dollars to him, I might be able
to get even more money out of it.

“No, I guess I'll get my boss to cash
the check,” I told him.

 Oh, suit yourself,” he said in an off-
hand manner. “ But I can get the mon-
ey for you if you wish.”



368

He seemed a little too eager. I re-
membered reading newspaper stories
about bank clerks who had run away
with money, and I figured if the thing
were worth while at all, T might as well
get all that was coming to me.

To tell the truth, I didn’t trust him.
I have to know a man pretty well before
T'll let him carry my money around in
his pockets.

That night I read an advertisement in
the paper about some stock that was sell-
ing cheap. I'd always skipped through
such matter to get to the joke page; but,
feeling now more or less like a financier,
I perused the financial columns and read
about the stock.

I didn’t know any more about stocks
than I did about checks; but the adver-
tisement said I could buy shares at a dol-
lar apiece, and in a month’s time they
would be worth at least double that
amount.

It looked good to me. It was stock
in some mine, and I suddenly remem-
bered that was how my uncle had made
all his money.

Casually, I mentioned the thing to

effson.

“T wouldn’t do it,” he advised. * Let
me take the money and bank it for you.
We pay four per cent in our savings des
partment.” >

“ But that would only be—let’s see—
four dollars a year,” I figured—having
studied percentage in school.

“ Yes, but it's sure money with no risk
attached to it,”” he replied. “It's the
best thing to do with it.”

Jeffson seemed so anxious to get his
fingers on my inheritance that it made me
all the more determined to buy that mi-
ning stock.

I sat up late figuring the thing out.
The advertisement said the price would
be three times as much inside of a year
and it would pay fifty per cent.

That sounded a bit big, and I was a
little suspicious of it on that account. I
figured the thing out carefully, and
found that my hundred dollars would
amount to four hundred and fifty at the
end of a year if I bought the stock.

It seemed pretty clear to me. The fig-
ures took my breath away, and T felt
that Jeffson had advised me to put it in
his bank so they could deposit it in buys=
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ing this same mining stock and make the
money instead of me.

That didn’t look at all good.
to pick the plums myself.

“You're sure you don’t want me to
cash that check for you? " asked Jeffson
the next morning.

I thought his tone was a little too so-
licitous, so I told him that I'd get John
Hind to do it.

“Well, I was only going to do it for
your convenience, anyway,” he replied,
shrugging his shoulders. ‘‘ All you have
to do is to sign it on the back.”

“Oh, I know that perfectly well,” I
answered calmly.

“ Are you going to buy that mining
stock?”’ he inquired.

“Yes, I guess so,” I replied.

“ Better think it over. It will be
safer with us at four per cent,” were his
last words as he went down to breakfast.

Every word he said seemed to make .
me more nervous about that check, and
more anxious to invest it in the mining
stock.

Jeffson was an early bird, and often
went for a walk before going to the -
bank; and when I got down to break-
fast, he had already finished and left the
house.

I was rather glad, because I didn’t
want him to worry me about investing
the money. I had determined on my own
course.

Old John Hind’s eyes stuck out when
he read the check I presented to him.

“Ain’t been robbin’ anybody, have
you?” he asked.

“ Nobody but the customers,’
swered promptly.

“That's a good boy,” he answered,
patting me on the back.

I explained to him where the check
came from, and he advised me to be very
careful with the proceeds of it.

I was about to tell him of the mining
stock, but I felt it was none of his busi-
ness ; and he might offer to handle the
money himself, as Jeffson had.

That didn’t interest me in the least.
I wanted the satisfaction of doing as I
pleased with the coin.

When he sent to the bank for change
that morning he had my check cashed,
and I held my breath as he counted into
my hand ten crisp ten-dollar bills—bills

I wanted

’

I an-



4

SPECULATING ON A SURE THING.
\ :

are always crisp when they come in big
bunches like that. I'd never noticed it
before.

“What are you going to do with all
that coin, Bill?” he asked me later in
the day.

“Oh, .I don’t know,” I answered
grandly; ‘“maybe I'll go into business
for myself.”

That tickled him. He liked me pretty
well, and wanted to see me get along.

“ Whatever you do, don’t get mixed up
in any mining stock,” he went on.

“ Why not?” I asked.

“Well, if you want to throw your
money away, you might as well go down
to Tampa and bet on the races. Tell
you what I'll do for you. You put that
hundred dollars into my business here,
and I'll see that you don’t lose anything
by it.”

That didn’t sound at all good to me.
I wasn’t offering anybody any Christ-
mas presents, and I muchly preferred to
handle all of my own wealth myself.

I thanked him out of decency, and
hurried home that night to read the
mining-stock advertisement again. It
looked even ‘better to me than it had be-
fore.
" I paid Mrs.” Perkins ten dollars for
back board and stuffed the other mnine
ten-dollar bills deep into a trousers-
pocket. I felt very affluent. Every once
in a while I would seek the privacy of
my own boudoir to count and thumb over
the shiny new bills.

I wanted to have one framed and
stuck up where I“could look at it every
minute. g

Jeffson came home and asked me if I
had succeeded in cashing the check.

“ Oh, easily,” I replied.

“T hope you didn’t buy that mining
stock,” he went on.

“No, not yet. But I'm going to, first
thing in the morning,” I replied, feeling
more sure that I had picked the proper
investment just because everybody ad-
vised me against it.

“ Better let me take that—"

I cut Jefison off before he could offer
again to deposit the money for me. He
was altogether too zealous of my wel-
fare, it seemed to me.

There was one other reason why I
didn’t want to go into details with Jeff-
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son about that money. In expectation of
getting the cash on my check, I had gone
out and bought an overcoat, paying five
dollars down and promising to pay the
remaining fifteen the next morning. °

I needed that coat, and the dealer said
he wouldn’'t hold it any longer than the
next day. 5

So, having paid the landlady ten dol-
lars, and baving fifteen yet to spend, I
would have only seventy-five dollars to
invest anyway. 4

It's funny how a man figures money.

If he has a certain-amount coming to
him, he’s always sure to count on the
whole bunch, forgetting his debts. Then,
when the currency is in his hand, it be-
gins to dwindle; he suddenly remembers
a score of bills unpaid, and other little
things which eat up the principal and
cause it to resemble thirty cents.

Before going to bed that night I tried
fifty different places in which to plant
my ninety dollars. I was going to buy
the mining stock and pay for the over-
coat the first thing in the morning. I
began to wish that I'd done both that
evening ; then.I could have gone to sleep
with a sdfer feeling.

First I thought of putting the money
under my pillow. Then I remembered
that Jeffson slept with me, and might
get the money without my knowledge.

Of course, I didn’t think he’'d steal;
but I am cautious by nature. He was a
bank clerk; I hadn’t known him long;
and it wasn’t like me to take any chances.

Jeffson was out for the evening, so I
had the room all to myself. I scouted
around and tried a dozen places where
the money might be safely hidden. But
there was some objection to each one.

At length I decided that the safest
thing to do was sit up and hold the
money all night.

I started with that idea in mind, and
immediately fell asleep. I didn’t snore
long ; for I remember waking with a start,
and staring down at the roll in my hand.

Jeffson wasn’t home yet. That decided
it. I stepped over to the table, picked
up my Webster's Dictionary, a relic of
school-days, and placed the nine ten-
dollar bills in between the leaves. Then
I looked at the book, and found that no-
body could possibly tell where I had
hidden the money.
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Dead tired, I went to bed. A few min-
utes later, while I was half asleep, Jeffson
entered the room, slipped off his clothes,
and went to bed without saying a word,
thinking I was full asleep, I guess.

I listened to his steps, and was greatly
relieved that he did not go near the table
where the dictionary lay, fondling my
money between its leaves.

That night I dreamed about mining
stock—my particular brand. It soared to
a thousand dollars a share, and paid two
hundred per cent dividends for ten years.

That made me more than a millionaire,
and when I awakened I was just signing
checks for a thousand dollars apiece to
present to each of my cousins, with the
advice that they invest it in mining stock.

The minute I was fully awake I glanced
around the room. Jeffson had gone. It
was nothing unusual, as he got up earlier
than I, in spite of the fact that he kept
banker’s hours.

Then the thought of my ninety dollars
occurred to me. I would rush through
with breakfast and hurry to the office
where they were selling the stock, buy sev-
enty-five dollars’ worth, and then clinch
that overcoat on which I had paid five
dollars deposit.

With a happy smile I leaped from bed
and rushed over to the table.

I opened the dictionary at the page
where I had hidden the money.

At that moment I was seized with some
sort of a mental spasm, and nearly fell to
the floor in a fit.

The money was gone!

I turned the book upside down and
shook it. Nothing dropped. I began
going crazy—everything whirled before
" my eyes. When I came to I found myself
sitting on the floor going through that
dictionary, fingering each page separately.

The money was gone. There was no
trace of it anywhere. I searched the room.
All the time my subconscious mind was
accusing Jeffson.

With feverish haste I jerked on my
clothes and rushed down to breakfast,
hoping against hope that I would find
Jeffson at the table.

But he wasn’t there. I didn’t want to
tell Mrs. Perkins the trouble. I thought
it would be best to keep the thing under
my hat until I had worked out some solu-
tion.
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As I choked down a little breakfast
horrible _thoughts kept crowding in upon
me. I thought of all the money I would
lose by not being able to invest in that
mining stock. I also thought of that per-
fectly good overcoat and the five dollars
I would have to forfeit.

Oh, I was up against it for fair!

Of course, the only thing to do was to
find Jeffson. I dashed out to a telephone
at the corner and called up his bank.

No. Mr. Jeffson hadn’t showed up yet
that morning.

I saw it all in a flash.

Jeffson had been out late the night be-
fore. Doubtless he had been robbing the
bank. Then he had come home for my
ninety dollars and a little sleep, having
taken the first train out of town that
morning.

It was all perfectly evident.

Hurrying back to the boarding-house,
I asked Mrs. Perkins if Jeffson had been
down to breakfast.

“ Yes, he was here quite early and went
out for a walk in the park,” she answered.

That settled it. He had gone—with
my money. I should have been more
careful.

Again I searched every corner in my
room. It was a small room we shared,
and when I finished I was absolutely sure
that the money was not there.

Then, it being late, I started for the
store, but stopped on my way to explain
things to the man who held the overcoat
for my five dollars.

He was very sorry, but said T would
have to give up the coat. He couldn’t
hold it any longer for me, and it wouldn’t
be business for him to return my five dol-
lars deposit.

That saddened life a little more for me.
I went to work with my jaw hangmg down
at least a foot.

How differently everything had turned
out. Here I had expected to-make the
profitable stock investment and redeem
my overcoat. Now I had no overcoat,
and not a cent’s worth of stock. No won-
der I had to stop occasionally and wipe
away a surreptitious tear.

Finally, John Hind noticed it and asked
me what the trouble was. I gave him the
whole story, and he called me down for
not having invested the money in his
business.
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I called up the bank again and asked
for Jeffson. They said he wasn’t in; and
I hung up the receiver with something like
a groan. I was absolutely sure now that
my money was gone, and I tried to resign
myself to my fate.

Hind rubbed it in all morning that I
ought to have a guardian. He said it was

_better that T had lost the money than to
have put it into that mining stock, any-
way.

At noon I rushed home to lunch, in the
hope of getting some trace of my room-
mate, Jeffson.

What was my surprise when he met me
at the dining-room door, dived a hand
into his pocket and handed me a roll of
bills.

“Then you've relented?
formed?” T gasped. :
“ What do you mean? ” he queried.

“You stole my money and decided to
give it back. You've come back to give
yourself up.”

“ Oh, dry up!” he growled. “I was
looking up a word in the dictionary this
morning when I came across your roll. I
didn’t want to waken you and make you
keep better care of it, so I stuck it in my
pocket, to give you a scare. That’s no
place to put money. You ought to have
more respect for the stuff. If you worked
in a bank, as T do, you wouldn’t leave it
lying around like that. It’s the first place
a thief would have looked.” =

I swallowed like a gasping fish out of
water. It hardly seemed possible that his
story could be true. I counted the money.
It was all there.

Then I suddenly remembered his ab-
sence from the bank when I had called up.

“ But why have you quit your job?” I
demanded.

“You need a little peruna,” replied
Jeftson facetiously. ‘I haven’t left the
bank.”

“But I called up, and they said you
weren’t there.”

“ At what time? ”

“Ten o’clock.”;

“ Oh, they sent me on an errand!”

“ But why didn’t you give me this
money back sooner? Didn’t you know
that I’d miss it?” I demanded.

“Yes. T expected to get back from my
walk while you were eating breakfast;
but T went too far and was late at the

You've re-
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bank, so I decided to wait about the
money till this noon.”

The explanation was all right.
he was telling the truth. But I was a
little sore about it. I had lost the oppor-
tunity of investing in the mining stock
that day, and it might be too late to get
the overcoat.

“ I wanted to invest that money in stock
this morning,” I said in an injured tone
of voice. !

“Well, it’s a good thing you didn’t,”
replied Jeffson, with a smile. ‘ That’s
one reason I didn’t call you up and tell
you I was taking care of your ninety
dollars.”

“Why?” I asked curiously.

“That concern went into the hands of
the receiver at eleven o’clock this morn-
ing. We got the news at the bank first
thing, and I smiled to think of your luck
in staying out. If I hadn’t taken your
money out you’d have put it in the mining
stock and been cleamed out. It was a
fake concern all the way through, as I
told you, and they won’t pay two cents on
the dollar.”

My surprise overwhelmed me. I reached
out and grasped Jeffson’s hand. He had
saved me. I woud have been seventy-five
dollars out if it hadn’t been for his little
joke to frighten me for trying to hide
money in such a poor place.

I gasped my appreciation, and told him
I’d be his brother till my dying day. Then
I dashed off, and was just in time to
secure the overcoat.

When I reached the store I rushed up
to John Hind and, with trembling hands,
thrust the seventy-five dollars into his
palms.

“There!” I said. . “ Put it in your
business and give me a receipt for it. I'm
done with speculating. I want to specu-
late on a sure thing after this.” :

He looked at me and smiled, while T
hurriedly explained how my roommate’s
thoughtfulness had helped me out and
saved my seventy-five dollars.

_ He invested the money in his business,

and as I got to doing better he took my
savings and put them in the same place.
Now-1 am a full partner with old John
Hind.

I often smile and think what I would
have been if Jeffson hadn’t picked up my
money that morning.

I knew
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BENJ AMIN

BY FRITZ KROG.

A Tale of the Farming Community in which Hogs,
Law, and Wedding-Bells Are Oddly Commingled.

ANNAH,” said Horace Cole; lay-

ing his paper on the table,

“ pork’s eight cents on the hoof, and that
settles it. I’'m goin’ to sell Benjamin.”

“What?” Mrs, Cole exclaimed, stop-
ping her knitting in astonishment. * Sell
Benjamin? The children will never get
over it.”

“ Benjamin is the only hawg big
etiough to go,” Horace replied. * If the
children can’t stand it, they’ll have to
lump it. A pet hawg is all right when
he’s jest a little porker, but a pet hawg
as big and fat as Benjamin, and as sassy
as he’s got to be, is better off hangin’ in a
butcher-shop than playin’ with kids. I'm
goin’ to ship him south to-morrer night.”

“ Horace,” said Mrs. Cole, ““ you're get-
tin’ harder all the time. I think it’s
mean, I do.”

“ What's eatin’ you, ole woman? " her
husband answered. “ Do you reckon I can
afford to keep a nine-hundred-pound hawg
for fun, with corn up to eighty cents a
bushel, and me with a big family to
feed?”

“ The family would be a bit smaller,”
Mrs. Cole said, “if you’d let Annie mar-
T ,.!?

“ Now, don’t start on that,” Horace al-
most shouted, jumping up from his chair.
“ Don’t you drag Sam Beale into this ar-
gyment. Sam’s son Jim will never, so long
as I live, put foot in my house, much less
marry my dorter. Hear?”

“ Horace,” said Mrs. Cole, laying her
knitting down, “I'm goin’ to have my
say. You and Sam Beale are a couple
o’ fools to be lawin’ and lawin’ one an-
other all the time, year in and year out.
And what good comes of t? You ain’t
any closter to a settlement than you was
ten year ago. And you're ruinin’ “your
dorter's happiness.”

“ Aw, shucks!” cried Horace in dis-
gust.  “TIt can’t besettled. It ain’t
women folks’ business, anyhow.”

“I know Annie’s very unhappy,” Mrs.
Cole persisted, “ and I know it’s a shame
for neighbors to carry on the way us and
the Beales has been a doin’.”

“ There ain’t no wuse talkin’ now,”
Horace replied obstinately. “ I ain’t got
no more to say. I'm goin’ to bed.”

The next evening he carried out his
plan to sell Benjamin. Mrs. Cole’s pro-
tests had produced no reslts other than
to persuade her husband not to tell the
children abeut the hog’s sale and to drive
him to town after sundown.

This program was not altogether ob-
jectionable to Horace, because the steam-
er which was bound to Memphis landed
at Eton, three miles away, at nine o’clock
at night. Hence, just at dusk, he pro-
ceeded to the meadow wi.cre the hogs
were kept.

He found Benjamin peac:fully asleep
in the mud at the edge of the pond.
Horace was feeling just a little put out
about driving a hog three miles at night,
and so he rudely interrupted Benjamin’s
sleep by kicking him vigorously a few
times in the ribs. .

Horace wore cowhide boots, and Ben-
jamin was quite agile in leaving his bed.
He had very little time to think the sit-
uation over, however, because, in prepa-
ration for the drive, Horace had armed
himself with a long hickory stick, first
cousin to a club, and he wasn’t slow about
laying it on Benjamin’s flanks.

“Dod gast you!” cried Horace, “a
mile an hour is record time fer a hawg,
but you're goin’ to make it!”

Poor Benjamin! Before he could
gather his wits—if hogs have wits—he
found himself out of the meadow, out
of the lane, and on to the country road.
Even there, if he strayed right or left to
investigate a tuft of grass or a rotten
apple, he would feel that hickory stick
on his back and hear Horace’s angry,

“Soo, boy; soo!”

‘"
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Even a hog will turn. Fot, after about
an hour of this business of being beaten,
Benjamin began a few stunts.

He suddenly darted from the roadway
through an open gate into a field. Put-
ting a thread in a needle standing on
one's head is a simple trick compared
with driving a hog through a gateway
which he doesn’t care to enter.

Benjamin would allow himself to be
chased in a gallop right up to the gate,
and then he'd swerve gracefully off to
the side. Horace would follow and
drive him patiently “along the fence,
fondly calling him * Honey boy,” and
other sweet names.

In passing the gate, Benjamin looked

out on the road and then went on. And
finally, when Horace was ready to give
up, and prepared himself to spend the
night in the field, Benjamin suddenly
rushed out on the road and started mad-
ly for home.

It was a lucky circumstance for the
man that Horace could beat him run-
ning. He caught up with the runaway
before he had got very far, and presently
Benjamin was properly headed for town
again. =

Although it was a cool night in late
September, Horace was soon perspiring
freely. He hit the hog so often and so
hard that his right arm was growing very
tired.

“ Benjamin,” he said, as they neared
the little town of Eton, “ you've over-
worked yourself and lost about fifty
pounds. If we miss the boat, I'm goin’
to kill you to-night.”

During this speech, though Horace
punctuated it freely with the hickory
stick, Benjamin stopped, probably to
listen. And he didn’t move until he got:
good and ready, and then he started in a
surprising gallop.

As it happened, the steamboat was
still lying at the wharf when Horace and
his hog arrived. The boat was the usual,
big, dirty Mississippi packet plying be-
tween St. Louis and Memphis. A gang
of colored roustabouts were at work un-
loading freight by lantern-light, and
laughing and singing.

Horace went up to the mate and-told
him he wanted to ship a hog.

“ A1l right,” the mate replied; “ but
you'll have to wait until the last before
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we take him on board.
times troublesome.” 2 .

Horace went back to Benjamin and
entertained himself until time to drive
the hog on board by heading off Ben-
jamin’s countless attempts to wander
away. Finally his turn came.

“All aboard!” the mate sang out.
“ Bring on the hawg!’”

With the help of three roustabouts,
Benjamin was driven up to the gang-
plank, but that was as far as he would
go. No amount of persuasion in the
form of, soft words or hard blows could
induce him to put so much as one hoof
on the plank.

“ Shove along! Shove along!” yelled
the mate. “ We can't stop here all night’
playin’ tag' with a hawg.”

Idle words. Benjamin merely grunted
twice and took a more determined stand.
Horace, furious and almost exhausted,
could barely do himself justice with the
hickory stick, and the roustabouts stood
by helplessly.

“Say, Mr. Saunders,¥ the captain’s
voice suddenly called out from the upper
deck, “ what’s the matter down there?”

“It's a hawg, sir,” the mate replied. .
“ He won’t come on board.”

“ Mr. Saunders,” the captain went on
sarcastically, “do you mean to tell me
we are tied up here trying to teach a hog
to be polite? ” s

The mate made no reply, but took a
hand himself in the business of moving
Benjamin.

“I've moved fellers like you before,”
he muttered grimly. “ Now, Bill, you
take one ear. And, Tom, you take the
other. Mr. Farmer Man, when I says,
‘ Heave to,” you kick him on one side,
and Jim, you kick him on the other
side.” :

The five men silently took their posts.
The mate himself took a firm, business-
like grip on Benjamin’s nicely curled
tail.

“ Ready, boys?” asked the mate. .

“ Yassir,” the negroes replied.

“ Then, heave to!” the mate shouted.

What with having both ears twisted
and pulled, the same occurring at his
tail; and being kicked simultaneously in
both sides, it must be admitted that Ben-
jamin was being thoroughly urged to
move. Move he did. He rose right up

Hogs is some-
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in the air as though, among other things,
a stick of dynamite had been exploded
under him. Then he charged up the
gangplank with such vigor that both
roustabouts who had been hanging on to
his ears were knocked into the river.

But there was too much precipitation
in Benjamin’s rush for his own safety.
At the edge of the boat he stumbled,
rolled over, and fell into the water,
where the current carried him swiftly be-
yond reach and sight.

The two roustabouts, sputtering, cough-
ing, and swearing, crawled out, none the
worse for the ducking. The mate laughed
and went aboard. The bell on the boat
rang, the gangplank was lifted, and in a
few minutes the steamer went churning
down the river.

“Ye dod-gasted, blithering sap-heads,”
. Horace yelled, shaking his fist at the
disappearing boat, “ I’ll have the law on
ye, losin” my hawg for me!”

Then he gazed mournfully at the black
river, threw his hickory stick in the cur-
rent, and turned his face homeward. It
was after midnight when he got to bed.

At breakfast the next morning he
broke the sad news to the family. The
‘children set up a loud wail when they
heard of their pet’s tragic end.

“ Benjamin is drownded !
is killted!” they cried.

“ Keep still! " growled the father.

. “It’s a judgment,” said Mrs. Cole sol-
emnly.

“ Judgment be danged!” exclaimed
Horace, rising from the table and hurry-
ing out of the room.

He went to the meadow, whence he
had driven Benjamin, in order to exam-
ine the fence at the lower end. That
fence had to be kept in tip-top condition,
because it divided the Cole farm from
the Beale property.

Horace was surprised when he-came
near the pond to see a man standing
; there, and when he got near enough he
was thunderstruck to find that it was his
enemy, Sam Beale.

“ What are you doin’ on my land?”
Horace demanded at once.

“I'm lookin’ for one o’ my Berkshire
hawgs,” Sam replied, pointing to a hole
in the fence.

“ Well, he ain’t here,” retorted Horace,
eying the hole with surprise. *

Benjamin
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“No, I see he ain’t,” answered Sam.
“ But my son seen you drivin’ a hawg to
town last night.”

“ What do you mean?” Horace shout-
ed. ‘“ Have you got the cheek to claim
that I stole one o’ your razor-backed
scrubs? ”

“I don’t see any o’ your hawgs gone,”
said Sam.

Horace looked over his drove, and
there, sure enough, happily wallowing
in the mud, lay Benjamin!

“ Why—why—" Horace said weakly.
“I drove your hawg to town by mistake.
He must 'a’ wandered over here. He
looked like Benjamin, and the night was
very dark.

“So he did,” Sam replxed
might 'a’ been twin brothers.
where is my hawg?"”

“In the bottom of the Mississippi,”
Horace explained, and told the whole
story.

“ Well, Horace Cole,” said Sam.
“You made a mistake—aren’t you sure
that you did?”

““They
But, say,

“So I did,” Horace admitted. “ But
I'll pay for it.”
“0Old man,” Sam went on, “do you

remember ten year ago, when you thought
my dog killed two o’ your sheep, and I
said them same words to you: ‘I'll pay
for the sheep’?”

“1I do,” Horace replied.

“And you refused,” Sam continued,
“and had the law on me. Since then
both of us has spent a fortune lawin’ one
another.”

‘ That’s right, I'm sorry to say,”
ace answered.

“ Well,” said Sam,

Hor-

now I won’t say

anything about this hawg business. You
don’t even have to pay.”
“Do you mean that?’” Horace de-

manded.

“You bet I do, Horace,” Sam replied.

“ Then we'll settle that: lawsuit right
here,” Horace went on; “ and, Sam, you
gotta take my Benjamin for a present.
L want you to take him.”

For the first time in ten years the two
men put out their hands, and, palm to
palm, buried their quarrel and revived
their_ boyhood friendship.

Horace and Sam théh proceeded to the
Cole house together, and Mrs. Cole and
Annie almost fainted when they saw the
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two men together. Horace explained
quickly what had happened.

“ Benjamin ain’t killted! Benjamin
ain’t killted!” cried the children, dan-
cing around in joy.

“ Oh, paw, ain't I the gladdest girl!”
cried Annie, glancing at Sam Beale with
a blush.

“ Paw,” said one of the many little
Coles, “now you'll never kill Benjamin,
will you?”

“1 don’t know,” Horace answered.
“ One can never tell what might happen.
We might kill him to buy a wedding-
dress for Annie.”

Annie blushed again,
ones set up a fresh howl.

About a week later, when preparations
for the wedding were in full blast and
the story of the hogs had been carried to

and the young
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the farthermost ends of the county, Hor-
ace received the following letter:

Horace Cork, Esq.,

Coon Hollow, Ark.
DERe SUR:—

Yure hawg which was nockt in the
river 10 daise ago did not drownd as
all conserned are thinkin. He was
caut in driftwood and I fisht him out.
He is in my pen with other hawgs
which is mine, I wisht you wud git
him as soon as you can. He is eatin’
me outn house and home.

efectinately yours truly,

( SiLas BLiNk. i

When Annie and Jim were united in
the holy bonds, among other wedding-
presents were two hogs, to have and to
hold against allcomers but the butcher.

While the Dog Barked.

BY LILLIAN BENNET-THOMPSON.

An Apple-Tree Refuge in a Time of Stress, and a Maiden Whose Stern
Dictum Was Not Proof Against Threatened Danger to the Scorned One.

HADWICKE tossed his straw hat
on the ground and flung himself
disconsolately beside it. '

“ Confound women, anyway,” he mut-
tered.  “ You mnever know what they
want. They don’t know themselves. No-
body knows. Nobody ever will know.”

There was a slight movement in the
branches of the tree above his head. A
glint of white caught his eye.

“Who's there?” he demanded, rising
to his feet. ‘“What are you doing up
that tree?”

“I believe I have a perfect right to
be sitting in my own tree, Mr. Chad-
wicke,” replied a feminine voice in acid
tones.

“ Well, by jolly! Aline Marston!”

Chadwicke parted the leaves and
peered through them. A few feet above
his head, on a wide board nailed be-
tween the trunk and a thick branch, he
saw a very attractive young woman,
gowned in white, her feet resting on a
lower limb.

“ Eh—ah—good morning,” he added
awkwardly, as he met the haughtily in-

quiring gaze of a pair of angry brown
eyes. ‘‘ I—I've just been up to the house,
to see you, and you weren’t there.” :

“ Obviously not, since I am here. And
now that you have seen me, will you be
good enough to go away?”

“ But I say—I wanted to talk to you.”

“Did you?” The young woman’s
eyes were fixed on a spot a few inches
above Chadwicke’s head. “ I do not share
your desire for conversation.”

‘“ But, Aline—"

“ Miss Marston, if you please.”

“ Oh, all right, if that’s the way you
feel about it. As I was going to say, I
think some explanation is coming to
e

“ Do you??”

“TI certainly do. Why, I—you—I—

I say, Aline, why did you return my
ring?” :
“ Because I wanted to.” =

“And every time I've called you've
been out.”

“ That was my privilege.”

“Well, I don’t know that it was.
When you're engaged to a fellow—"
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“Pardon me. I am not engaged to ““All right, then,” he said. “I se€
you.” you mean to throw me over. Good-by,

“ Well, you were. You meant to break
the engagement?”

“I did.”

“ Will you please explain—" he be-
gan.
“T have nothing to explain,” unyield-

ingly. ‘“This conversation is entirely
useless, Mr. Chadwicke. It i luncheon-
time, and I am beginning to grow hun-
gry. Kindly go away and permit me to
get down.”

“ Oh, let me help you,” he begged
eagerly. “I can talk to you so much
better. I'll walk back to the house with
you and—"

“1 prefer. to get down without your
assistance, thank you, and I don’t want
you to go back to the house. Vil you

0? b2 )

“And you won't say a word—or let
me? T don’t see—")

“ Evidently not,” she interrupted. * I'll
-tell you again, for the last time. I have
nothing to say to you, nor do I want to
hear anything that you may have to say
to me—now or later. T sent back your
ring, and the matter is closed. I want
you to go away immediately, and cease
annoying me. Do I make myself clear?”
. “Quite,” said Chadwicke hufily.
“ Now, see here,” he went on with the
air of one addressing a refractory child ;
~“T'm jolly sorry it happened, but how
was I to know you were jealous—"

“ Jealous!” flamed out the girl, half
_ starting to her feet. ‘ How dare you?
Mr. Chadwicke, I've stood enough from
you—too much. If you do not go at
once, I'll—TI'11 call for help.”

“Jt wouldn’t do you any good if you
did,” he said. “ Nobody’s home. I
rang and rang, and no one came. Oh,
T’ll go,” he continued, as the girl's eyes
flashed ominously. “I thought you
would understand. You weren’t there
and Florence was, and— Oh, what's the
use?—-I11 go.”

He picked up his hat and stood twirl-
ing it.

“ Aline,”” he said presently.

No answer. Miss Marston was ga-
zing with absorbed interest at the blue
sky through the branches above her head.

¢ Aline,” he repeated.

Still no answer.

Aline. I’'m sorry.”

The brown eyes never moved from
their celestial contemplation; but Chad-
wicke thought he saw a quiver of the
girl’s lips, whether from anger or a more
tender emotion he could not tell. An-
other instant, and he had gone.

Aline bent forward and, pushing the
leafy screen aside, watched him striding
through the daisy-starred grass.

“ I don’t care—I don’t,” she said, half
aloud.

But somehow this assurance was not
altogether satisfying. She could not see
him so well now. Perhaps the reason
may have been associated with the two
big tears that crept into her eyes and
down her cheeks. The branch slipped
unheeded from her hand and rustled
back into place. .

“Yap! Yap! Yap!” A series of
sharp barks and blood-curdling yells
made her start up; the tears undried on
her cheeks.

Wonderingly,
aside again. A
eyes

Lhad\\mke was tearing back toward
her on a dead run, the talls of his coat
streaming in the breeze. His hat had
fallen off, and his hair stood up straight
from his head, as he strained every nerve
to regain the spot he had just left.

Hard on his heels galloped an enor-
mous brindled bulldog, his open mouth
bristling with rows of sharp, white teeth,
his red tongue lolling out. Aline clasp-
ed her hands in terror.

“Run, Jack; run!” she
“ Don’t let him catch you!”

A fresh burst of speed was Chad-
wicke’'s response to her encouragement.
He dashed under the tree and pulled
himself into the branches just as the
dog’s teeth snapped within an inch of
his heels.

He climbed to the wooden seat and
sank down breathlessly. -

“ Jack, oh, Jack!” gasped Aline.
“Thank Heaven, you're safe! If that
awful beast had caught you!” She shud-
dered.

The dog was leaping about the foot
of the tree, snarling and growling in an
ecstasy of rage.

she pulled the branch
strange sight met her

screamed.
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*“ He didn’t even touch me,” Chad-
wicke assured the girl. “ It was a close
call, though, wasn't it?"”

He slipped his arm around her waist
and drew her to him.

“ Oh, but if he had! Where did he
come from? What made him so angry?

He nearly caught you!”

“ Well, he didn’t,” said Chadwicke.
‘ He started after me so suddenly that
I didn’t know where I was at. He was
between me and the house, or I shouldn’t
have come back here.”

But Chadwicke had committed a grave
breach of diplomacy. Aline jerked away
from him so suddenly that he nearly tum-
bled from his perch.

“ What's that for?” he demanded, as
he regained his balance. “ You nearly
dumped me out of the tree.”

“How dare you touch me?” she
blazed. “ You— you beast/ And you
call yourself a gentleman! You— you

took advantage of my—my agitation. I
told you that your presence here was dis-
tasteful to me. It is more so now than
. before.”

She faced him stormily.

“ Very well, then; T’ll go.
much of a gentleman, anyway.”

Chadwicke rose and began cautiously
to descend the tree.

The dog, at his first move, leaped
high in the air, and began careening
frantically around with angry growling.

Aline caught Chadw 1cLe S arm.

o There—there is no need for you to
risk your life,” she said hastily. *Sit
down—wait. Maybe he 11 get tired and
go home. Go away! Shoo! Shoo!
she cried, flapping her hands.

“Geat!” hissed Chadwicke.

The dog snarled.

“ Oh, sit down!” urged Aline.

Chadwicke sat down. So did the dog.

“ 1’11 wait, on one condition,” said the
young man. “‘And that is, that you tell
me why—"

“ 1 have nothing to tell you.”

“ All right. Good by.” He got up.

The dorf rose and stood e\pectantlx,
his whole body quivering, his wicked lit-
tle eyes blinking balefully.

“ Don't, ]ack' ” gasped Aline. “He
may be mad. Don’t you see how he is
frothing at the mouth? They always do
when thev are mad. Why, he is mad ! ”

I'm that
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“ Very probably. It's been frightfully
warm. But it doesn’t matter,” Chad-
wicke said gloomily.~ “ You won’t have
anything to do with me. What difference
does it make? ”

He stepped down another limb.

“Would you go down to be torn to
pieces before my very eyes?” cried the
girl.

-Chadwicke paused.

“T'll go unless you do as I ask,” he
announced firmly. ‘ Perhaps when you
see my mangled body—"

Aline burst into tears.

“ Jack—oh, Jack!” she wailed. “ Come
back. It was all my fault. T @was jeal-
ous. I was hateful. Forgive me!”

“Aline!” said Chadwicke
“Aline!”

He took a quick step or two upward
and sat down by her side, gathering the
sobbing little figure in his arms. The
brown head dropped confidingly on his
shoulder.

softly.

o“ )'ap.l )r'apll )'ap'l))
£ Oh, Jack! That dog! He’s still
there. I'd quite forgotten him.”

“ Well, forget him again,” said Chad-
wicke.

At the end of another half-hour the
besieger at the foot of the tree once more
made his presence manifest by energetic
yelping.

‘“ Bless the dog!” said Aline. “ Do
vou know, Jack, if he hadn’t chased you
up here, you'd never have had a chance
to explain and—"

“ And we wouldn’t be up here together
now,” finished Chadwicke. * But, I say,
what time do you suppose it is?

“1 don’t know. But I'm frightfully
hungry.”

Chadwicke looked at his watch.

“ Great Scott!” he ejaculated. ““It’s
nearly three. Let’s go home and get
lunch.”

“ But the do“'” cried Alme
won't let us.’

“ Eh — why — ah — perhaps he’s only
playing,” suggested Chadwicke hesita-
tingly.

“ Only playing! ” echoed the girl scorn-
fully. ‘ Yes—he looked as if he were
having a beautiful game. Why did he
chase you if he was plax ing?”

“ Well, you see—I'd almost forgotten.”

.(l He
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He put his hand into his pocket and
drew out a tiny kitten, a small ball of
gray fur that yawned prodigiously and
stretched out its velvety paws, as if re-
sentful of the interruption to its nap.

“You see, he was chasing the cat, and
I took the cat away, and—"

“ And then he chased you.”

‘The dog seemed imbued with fresh ac-
tivity at the sight of his ancient enemy.

“He promptly became seized with a desire

-

to turn himself inside out, and made wild
endeavors to climb the tree.

“ How are we going to get down with
him there?” Aline asked.

“Well,” said Chadwicke bravely, “ 7°//
go down ; and then, if the dog doesn’t eat
me, you come, too.”

“ No, no, no!” cried the girl.
mustn't. Look at him! Oh!”
“I'm not afraid. T’ll just get down
on one of the lower limbs and lopk fixed-
ly at him and command him to go home.
You know, Aline, none of the lower ani-
Jmals can w ithstand the power of the hu-
‘man eye. See—I'll take this, too.”

He broke off a dead limb from the tree,
and put the sleepy kitten back into his
pocket.

“If you mean to go down, I shall go,
too.” Aline «athered up her skirts deter-
minedly. -

“Well, I'll go first,” said Chadwicke.

Holding his improvised weapon firmly
in his hand; he began the descent of the

“You
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tree, Aline following as closely as cir-
cumstances would permit. On the lowest
limb he paused. The dog stood quiescent,
regarding him with a bloodshot eye.

“ Go away!” cried Aline.

“ Miaou!” came protestingly
Chadwicke’s pocket.

The dog growled. Aline screamed.

“ Go home!” Chadwicke commanded.

The dog looked doubtful.

“ Home—/home!”” bawled Chadwicke, -
menacingly brandishing his club.

The dog stood still for an instant.
Then he turned ta# and trotted quietly
off through the field, from time to time
casting a meek glance over his shoulder.

When he was out of sight, Chadwicke
dropped to the ground and held out his
arms. Aline slipped into them.

“ How brave you are!” she said ad-
miringly, turning her face up to his.
& Ho“ brave and—and how daring!”

“ Not at all,” Chadwicke deprecated.

“But I say you are! Why, just as
soon as you looked at that dog he ran
away. It was wonderful—wonderful!”

“ Oh, no, it was nothing,” he insisted,
with becoming modesty.

“ Well, then, why did he mind when
you told him to go home?” B

Chadwicke cleared his throat.

“ Well, you see,” he-began desperately,
“ he—I—that is—you see’—he tight-
ened his arms around her — “you see,

(RRd)

dear, he’s my dog!

from

THE PASSER.

SwegT Spring trips by my door,

I see her go;

The blossoms in her hands

Are white,

like snow.

Her smile hath that warm gold
The great sun hath ;

It sheds a wonder light
Along her path.

And, oh, her peerless eyes,
' How blue they bé!
As fathomlessly deep

As the deep sea.-=

“Stay!” unto her I cry;

In vain!

In vain!

T keep my heart until
She comes again.

Clinton Scollard.



When Hartshorne Napped.

BY-J.

F. VALENTINE.

Why the.Salesman Missed the Man He Wanted, with an Account of the
Mystery that Developed Out of His Effort to Remedy the Mischance.

“Y S Mr. Bernheimer in?”

Hartshorne handed his Dbusiness
card to the hotel clerk as he put the ques-
tion.

“ He was, only a few moments ago,”
the other replied. “ I'll have him paged.”

Hartshorne turned from the desk and,
walking across the lobby, sank into one
of the deeply cushioned leather chairs
that lined the opposite wall. He leaned
back, the pliable springs gave way to the
pressure upon them, and, in doing so,
brought a feeling of rest to the sales-
man, whose system craved the sleep of
which it had been deprived.

His eyelids slowly drooped, while his
thoughts reverted to his sick brother, be-
side whose bed he had sat for the past
two nights, watching him as he tossed
about in a delirium of fever, and giving
at regular intervals the medicine the doc-
tor had prescribed.

Suddenly Hartshorne drew himself to-
gether with a jerk, and rising painfully
to his feet—every muscle and joint
seemed stiff and aching—he stepped over
to the desk again.

“Can’t you find Mr. Bernheimer? " he
inquired, and as he did so he saw a gleam
of recognition in the clerk’s eyes.

“ Why, yes, I found him.
here; but we couldn’t find you.
did you go?”

“T was sitting over there,” Harts-
horne replied wonderingly.

“ Then you must be deaf,” the other
retorted. “ We paged the entire hotel
for you.”

Then the truth dawned upon the silk
salesman—he must have fallen asleep.

“ But—but can’t you get him again?”
he stammered.

“T'd have to take a long trip to do
so,” the clerk answered.

“ Why?” There was a trace of con-
cern in Hartshorne'’s voice.

He was
Where

“ Mr. Bernheimer left nearly an hour

ago. He took the St. Louis Limited, and
is already well started on his way to
Terre Haute.”

Hartshorne did not reply. For an in-
stant he stared helplessly at the clerk,
then his eyes rested on the clock behind
the latter. He saw that it was over an
hour and a half ago since he first ap-
peared at the hotel, so he must have been
asleep all that time. With this realiza-
tion, he faced about and strode toward
the door.

The salesman was plainly agitated over
missing this Western dry-goods dealer,
who ranked as one of’ the merchant
princes of Chicago. ~ According to ru-
mors floating about in the dry-goods dis-
trict, he was preparing to open a large
branch store in Terre Haute, Indiana.
These rumors became actualities when
different salesmen told of the large or-
ders they had sold him at his hotel.

Hartshorne's employers had heard, the
previous evening, of Bernheimer’s buy-
ing ; and upon Hartshorne’s arrival at the
store that morning, he was directed to see
the man at once, and “sell him, even if
you have to shave prices a little.”

And Hartshorne was very anxious to
do so. His sales so far this season were
far below the average, and must be
brought up, or it would mean a reduced
salary for the coming year, as all wages
were based upon ‘‘ past performances.”

He walked now with a halting step
until he reached the corner, where he
stopped to deliberate upon the next course
of action. But his mind refused to solve
the question ; the only thing left for him

- to do was to return to the firm orderless.

So Hartshorne boarded a car, and, soon
reaching the building in which his con-
cern was located, he entered the offices
with anything but a light heart to meet
the angry look of the senior partner.

“ Well, where have- you been?” the
latter demanded.

379

-



\

380

N5

“Why, I went up to see Bernheimer,”
Hartshorne faltered.

“I-know you were supposed to go
there,” the other storme “And I also
know you did go there; but why did you
leave without an order?”

“ Because I didn’t see him,” the sales-

man replied evasively, wondering, mean-
while, at the source of the information
the other evidently possessed.
. “TI know that,” was the angry retort.
“ He phoned me a while ago, saying that
you had called, but had left before he
saw you. Now, where did you go?”

“ 1 didn’t go anywhere. I stayed right
there in the lobby.”

“ That’s the funniest thing I ever
heard,” his employer scoffed.

“I don’t—understand you,”
horne faltered.

“Then I’'ll make myself plainer. Over
an hour ago Bernheimer telephoned here
and said you had been there, but had
gone away without leaving any word.
He said he would have given you a nice
order, but as he was starting in a few
minutes for the new store he was open-
ing in Terre Haute, it was too late to
send another man.

“1 offered to send some one out to
Terre Haute to see him, and he imme-
diately grew indignant. Said it would
be useless, as he would do no business
with a house that employed salesmen who
were so lax. So you see the hole in which
you have landed us. Now, what excuse
have you to. offer?”

Hartshorne realized just \\hat his nap
had cost him, and in as few words as
possible he C\plamed what had happened.

“I'm very sorry,” he concluded. “I
realize now what it has cost both you and
me. But isn’t there something I can do
to straighten out the thing? Why
couldn’t I jump out to Terre Haute—"

“ After what Bernheimer said over the
phone? ” the other interrupted.

“ T have a good explanation to offer,”
Hartshorne insisted. ‘° My brother was

~so much better this morning that I'll not
have to stay up with him to-night. I
could catch an afternoon train,and be out
there to-morrow morning.”

“ From the way he spoke; I don’t think
he'd even see you; and if he wouldn't,
the best excuse in the world wouldn’t be
worth a plugged nickel.”

Harts-
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“But I can try—"
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