
Copyright. 1901. b y  The Shortatory Publishing Co.

August 1901
Fifty Dollars’ Margin.

Paul Shoup.

A W itch City M y stery .
Frederic Van Rensselaer Dey.

The W ayside Sphinx.
M ary Foote  Arno'd.

The W in e  of Pantinelli,
H arle O ren C u m m in s.

Flying the Flume.
Bailey M illard . 

Copyright, 1901, by The Shortstory Publishing Co.

THE SHORTSTORY PUBLISHING CO 144 HIGH ST BOSTON.MASS



C H R I S T I A N  M ISS IO N A R IE S  IN C H I N A
P h o t o g r a p h e d  b y  J .  M a r t i n  M i l l e r ,  W a r  C o r r e s p o n d e n t  o f  T h e  G r a p h ic  o f  L o n d o n  a n d  H a r p e r 's  W e e k ly  o f  New Y o r k

The following is an extract from a letter written by Mr. Miller to a friend in 
New York:

“ T h e  missionaries have adopted native dress, ‘ p ig-ta il’ and all, to 
avoid attracting undesirable attention am ong the vast hordes o f  in 
terior C h in a , w h o  w ou ld  regard a man dressed in western costum e 
w ith  the same class o f  curiosity as w ou ld  be  aroused b y  a Chinese 
M andarin  w ith  his cam el-train in an A m erican  tow n .
“ Y ou  w ill note the exceed in gly  neat and cleanly appearance o f  these 
w h ite  p eople  in the native dress. Is it due to the use o f  Pears’
Soap, w h ich  I  n otice  is the on ly  soap to be  found in a w hite 
m an ’ s house, anyw here in the far East ?
“ I f  anything can civilize and Christianize C h in a, Pears’ Soap 
and the missionaries w il l .”

Pears’ Soap is sold all over the world
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To Story Writers:—
IMF* The September issue o f  The 

Black Gat will contain particulars  
o f its next story  contest, under 
which cash prizes ranging from  

$100 to $1,000 will be awarded, 
as also the most attractive special 

prizes ever o ffered  in any con
test. Among the latter will be 
a Free Trip Around the W orld; 

a free rou n d -trip  from  
ocean to ocean; and a 

$1,200 automobile. As no 
story will be considered  

u n l e s s  s u b m  i  t t e d  
strictly  according to 

the published condi
tions, don’ t fail to 
preserve a copy o f  

The  B l a c k  G a t  
c o n t a i n i n g  th e  

r u l e s .  I f  n o

ods of 
acquirin 
s t o r ie s ,  
either by 
purchase, or 
under p r iz e  
contests, are or
iginal with The 
Black Cat. 
appeal as
to the obscure man 
or woman who, though 
lacking literary fame or 
editorial influence, can 
tell a clever tale, as to the 
acknowledged master who 
knows that merit alone is the 
basis of unbiased judgment.

The name or reputation of a 
writer counts for absolutely noth
ing with The Black Cat. Neither 
its editor nor its publisher knows 
even one out of a hundred of the men 
and women who have received tens of 
thousands of dollars for stories contrib
uted to its pages. Every manuscript is 
judged solely upon its merits as a story- 
as an original, unusual, cleverly told story.
Again, The Black Cat pays, not as other pub 
lications pay, according to the length, but 
according to the strength of a story, and pays 
promptly upon acceptance the highest price. 
These are not mere claims, but facts known to 
every one who has gained admission to its pages

The Shortstory Publishing Co., Boston, Mass,

dealer is  w i t h 
in reach, send  
us five cents 
for a copy o r  

fifty c e n t s  
for a year’s 
subscri p- 
tion.
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□ D O  Y O U

S T A M M E R
Write for our new 200-page book, The
O rigin  and Treatm ent o f  Stammering, 
and Souvenir, containing 87 illustra

tions and half-tone engravings inter* 
testing to every stammerer. Sent free 
‘ to any reader of The Black Cat for 6 
ets, in stamps to cover postage.

G e o .  A n d rew  L ew is . The Lew is School for Stam m erers, 
5 0  Adelaide St., D etroit. 3I ic h „  t;, $ , A ,

WRITERS M aterially Aided. MS S .  
PLACED. MSS. REVISED. 
E xp ert criticism . H ighest 
re feren ces. Low est fees. 

5  In these days of so many fake agencies to 
! sw indle the poor author of his just dues, it is
| a pleasure to endorse the United Literary

Press,”— Herald, Augusta, Ga.
United Literary Press, 127 Fifth Avenue, New York. 
Conducted by Frank Lee Farneli. Send for Leaflet JS.

SONG W RITERS  
AND POETS

A successful piece of music 
makes a fortune for the au
thor. We write music to 
words, arrange composi
tions, secure copyrights and 
publish on royalty. 

S U C C E S S  M U S I C  C O ., C H I C A G O , I L L .

ROOKS, OLD AND NEW
P .  K ,  F O L E Y  &  C O .,

26  B r o m f i e l d  S t . ,  B o s t o n .
Catalogues on application .

Improve 
your spare 

time. Get an 
education for which 

employers are willing 
to pay and pay wed.

To introduce the high standard 
o f the Am erican School of Corre

spondence, the Trustees will award 
a limited number of Free Scholarships 
in Electrical, Mechanical,Stationary, Locomotive, 
Marine E N G IN E E R IN G ; Heating, Ventilation 
and Plumbing; and Mechanical Drawing, to  
properly recommended applicants.

Application Blank on request. 
A M E R IC A N  SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE, 

( Chartered by the Commonwealth of Mass.) 
B oston , M ass., TJ. S. A .

HORT STO R IES
bring high prices. Thousands of good 
i stories which might easily be made 
salable, make up the great mass o f 
“ rejected manuscripts.” Our School 

of Journalism, in charge of suc
cessful authors, criticises,corrects 
and revises, as well as teaches 
how to write. Write for booklet. 
NAT’ L CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTE 

1-48 2d Jiat’ I Bank B ldg W ashington D .C.

Be a Writer
Have you talent? Earn money at home writing stories 
a n d  articles. Send stamp for our booklet, “ W h a t  
Wiuters Need.”  Manuscripts prepared for publication. 
WRITERS’ AID ASSOCIATION, 150 D Nassau St., N. Y.

I Sold on commission; prepared 
A I I  C O  tor publication. Short Story iu-
U llT n n r \  M W  ' St ruction by mail. Send stamp 
n U l l lU I O  III U U l  I for booklet to HAW THORNEfor booklet to 1IAMTIIORNI 

AGENCY, 70 F iflli Avenue, N. Y .

LEARN PROOFREADING.
I f  you possess a fair education, why not utilize it at a genteel 

and uncrowded profession paying $15 to $85 weekly? Situations 
always obtainable. We are the original instructors by mail. 
HOME CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL, Philadelphia

DESIGN BY
MAIL

I f  you havo tho artistic spirit, learn 
to do work outside the routine o f  shop 
or office drudgery. High pay and 
reputation for successful students in 
a  broad field o f  work far from filled. 
Practical instruction by well-known 
illustrators and designers in News
paper, Masrasdne, Commercial Illus
trating* Lettering, Wall Paper Design, 
etc. Successful students, noderate 

terms. New York the OFH place to study; OURS the original and only 
Adequate art school teaching by mail. Well known teachers. Adapted to 
nil. Catalogue free or call.

N. Y. SCHOOL OF i l l u s t r a t i n g ,  1512 Broadway, N. Y.
T H E  " A R T I S T I C ”  P E N C IL  P O IN T ER
Guides your knife and quickly 
produces a beautifully taper
ed point. Made of hardened 
steel highly polished. Sample 
15C, two for 25C. A g e n ts  w a n ted .

E. L, M cDivitt.SOSW . LincolnAv. B elv idere,Ill.

T Print Card Press $5
A  Z T  L a r g e r ,  # 1 8M v OwnMo,neymsaver’v w . u  maker. Type set- 

tin® r,lJes 
1 sent- Write for 

C i r c u l a r s ,  catalog, presses,
Books, KWS?er' *“■ 

N e w s p a p e r ™ ™ ^ * . .

L rfK W E B S T E R ’S INTERNATIONAL DICTIONARY
NE.W EDITION JUST ISSUED

dictionaryJ N ew  Plates T h roughout
Now Added 25,000 N E W  W O R D S , Phrases, Etc.

K i V  Prepared under the supervision of W .T . H A R R IS , Ph .D ., L L .D ., United States Com- 
E b J |  missioner of Education, assisted by a large corps o f competent specialists and editors. 
B 9  R IC H  B IN D IN G S . 2 3 6 4  P A G E S , 5 0 0 0  IL L U S T R A T IO N S . 

B E T T E R  T H A N  E V E R  F O R f G E N E R A L  U S E

1B S p I  \ /  Also W e b s te r 's  C ollegiate D iction ary with Scottish Glos- 
sary, etc. “  First class in quality, second class in size.”

specimen pages, etc., of both books sent on application.
G. &  C. MERRIAM CO., Publishers, Springfield, M ass., U- S. A .
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Aguinaldo's 
Own vStory

The Hit of the Season
In Magazine A rticles! m s -  Magazines

Emilio Aguinaldo has written “ THE STO R Y OF M Y  
CAPTU R E ” for the August number of EVERYBODY’S 
MAGAZINE. He not only tells how it happened ; but he also 
gives public expression to his opinion of the cleverest military 
exploit of modem times. The letter gives the clearest insight 
Americans have yet received into the character of the real 
Aguinaldo.

Of course everybody wants to read it —  that’s why Everybody*s got it.
But there are so many other bright stories in the August number of 

E V E R Y B O D Y ’S that it didn’t need this brilliant “ sco o p ” to make it too 
good to miss. Every month since its radical reorganization, E V E R Y B O D Y ’S 
M A G A Z IN E  has been piling up such a store of good things as has surprised and 
delighted its readers with the new idea in magazine making.

No wonder it has grown so marvelously in popularity.

August Number now on all News-Stands.

JOHN WANAMAKER
Publisher NEW  YORK

Reliable Agents Wanted All Over the United States

EVERYBODYS 
M A G A Z I N E  

10 c e n t s
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Fifty Dollars' Margin**

B Y  P A U L  SH O U P.

IN G !” said the auctioneer, impressively, shift
ing his footing upon the chair, one leg of which
was sinking in the soil of Kansas. He lifted his
hammer in front of Gunga Din, who regarded 
him with mild interest, and for a moment waited, 

Redfern’s Colossal Three-Ringed Circus and 
Unparalleled Aggregation of Wild Beasts was indeed going. 
The season had been a disastrous one. The long stretches of 
russet prairie, of grain too short to cut, of sere cornstalks that, 
drooping, scarce reached the flanks of the cattle turned in to an 
early harvest, told the cause. At town after town the long tiers 
of blue benches had risen as if by magic into a great amphitheatre 
— to remain empty. The band, in faded uniforms, had played 
desperately on parade, at the tent entrance and inside — all to no 
purpose. The clown, in commemoration of the season, offered 
only what he called dry jokes. So, at the little town of Washita 
Falls, \vay out on the edge of prairie land, where the sun had
gone down red all summer long behind a range of purple moun
tains, the circus came to a full stop. Not the African lion nor the

* C opyright, 1001, by The Shortstory  P ub lish in g  C om pany. A ll righ ts  reserved.
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Royal Bengal tiger nor even the circus proprietor could tell where 
the next meal was to come from. As the western breeze lifted 
the flapping canvas, Gunga Din gazed longingly at the nodding 
cornstalks, and lifted his trunk. They might be good to eat.

Uncle Abner Wallen thrust his hand inside his rusty black coat, 
buttoned up tightly to the chin. The wallet was still there, and 
he breathed a little tremulous sigh of relief. For a moment it 
had been forgotten.

The year was the one before prosperity dawned in Kansas. 
The mortgage, equally certain, was more feared than death or 
taxes. In the wallet Uncle Abner had enough money to pay the 
annual instalment on the mortgage and fifty dollars more. The 
family had bought no store clothes that season, and in the pinch 
of economy Uncle Abner had discontinued taking the Washita 
County Clarion, to which he had been a subscriber since he helped 
organize the county, fourteen years before. However, no particu
lar misfortune had befallen them during the season of rainless 
skies, until that day, and the margin of fifty dollars had made the 
family a cheery one at breakfast. Aunt Ellen, wiping her hands 
011 her apron, had said cheerfully as he turned from the door:

“ We’ll be monopolists yet, Abner,”
But there were tears in her eyes. She knew how much hope 

and youth and energy had gone into grinding toil to yield this 
narrow margin.

On the road to town that morning, with the courthouse steeple 
a short mile away, the roan horse stepped into a prairie-dog hole, 
and falling broke his leg. The veterinary was of the understand
ing, and he turned his head when he said there was nothing to do 
but to shoot the animal. He knew what a hundred-dollar horse 
was to the man before him.

Uncle Abner shut his mouth closely, straightened his bent form 
a little, and walked away silently. At the corner he gazed hope
lessly out over the dead prairie ; even the mountains, purple along 
the western horizon, seemed bare and gaunt. It was then that 
the strains of the circus band playing for the auction came to his 
ears.

Almost every one has a weakness which, appealed to at a crisis 
in life, is apt to yield disastrously. Uncle Abner’s trouble was
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auctions. The home place was littered with objects of no particu
lar use which a persuasive voice and an insistent hammer had 
forced upon him in more prosperous years. In his heart he cher
ished a faint hope that a good horse, even though a circus horse, 
might be bought at the auction for little money. Horse after 
horse was put up, and on each likely one Uncle Abner bid, and 
heard in every instance with sinking heart some one go above his 
fifty-dollar margin. A  stout man with a hoarse voice, wearing a 
narrow-brimmed straw hat and a checkered vest and displaying 
a huge watch-chain, purchased most of the horses, listening to 
Uncle Abner’s offers with a quiet smile. He noted the fifty- 
dollar limit.

The zebra and the sacred cow had gone cheap, and the monkeys 
were sold to a magic-lantern man who was branching out. Now 
only Gunga Din and two white ponies remained. Over these the 
auctioneer grew eloquent, obviously directing his remarks at the 
man with the red face and the checkered vest.

“  I am going to bunch these three animals, because together 
they perform the most marvellous act ever witnessed in the saw
dust arena. Each of them alone is a Solomon for wisdom in its 
line; combined, they beat a justice of the peace, I am not going 
to tell you all they know — for I don’t know it all myself — and, 
anyway, I do not wish to make any of you blush for your igno
rance. The two ponies are five yearn old and perfectly sound. 
Gunga Din is old enough and knows enough to vote, and if you 
don’t think him in perfect condition, watch him eat.

“ This the three will do: With clowns on their backs, the 
ponies start to race with Gunga Din. They gain on him, but as 
they pass he reaches out with his trunk and lifts the riders from 
the backs of the ponies to his own. Here they must remain until 
the ponies pass him a second time, when he replaces the riders 
upon their backs. So well grounded is Gunga Din in this trick 
that he will perform it under any circumstances; indeed, he insists 
on carrying out his part of the programme if the ponies pass him. 
Now, what do you say to this ? How much in cash ? ”

The man with the watch-chain laughed.
“ I don’t want ’em bad,” he said. “ It would take the price of 

one of your townships to get ’em back to New York, But I hear
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your poorhouse is running oyer now, and it would be kind of 
tough on your county if I left ’em for your Board of Supervisors 
to tackle. I ’ll take ’em for fifty-one dollars.”

He glanced at Uncle Abner with an amused smile, and a titter 
ran through the crowd, though here and there among Uncle 
Abner’s friends was an uneasy shuffling of feet. Uncle Abner 
flushed angrily.

“  Going,” said the auctioneer, lowering his hammer.
“ Two hundred dollars,” said Uncle Abner, firmly.
The man with the checkered shirt lifted his eyebrows.
“ Two fifty,” he said, briefly,
“  Five hundred,” said Uncle Abner.
The circus man looked at him intently and saw the danger 

signal in his eye.
“  You’d better lay in some hay,” he said. “ I ’m going to catch 

the evening train for Kansas City.” He made his way through 
the crowd as he spoke,

“  Any more bids ? ”  asked the auctioneer, waving his hammer. 
There was no response.

“ Sold !”
“  Dead easy to manage ’im,”  said the trainer a few minutes 

later. “  I ’m goin’ to catch a train, too, but you won’t have no 
trouble. He’ll follow them ponies anywhere. Just give ’im hay 
till the sun goes down— and be good to ’im,”

Aunt Ellen, who had patiently waited supper for an hour, saw 
at half-past six, with mingled anxiety and astonishment, a strange 
cavalcade approaching. At the head rode a tall man in a rusty 
Sunday suit, his seedy straw hat pulled down over his eyes. He 
was mounted upon a white pony, and led another by a halter. 
After them, swaying from one side to the other as he rolled along, 
stepping aside occasionally to reach over the rail fence after some 
choice morsel, but always keeping a wary eye on the ponies in 
front, was a dusty elephant, an elephant with little twinkling 
eyes and short tusks.

Aunt Ellen sat down on the porch steps and wiped her glasses 
and looked again. Surely that could not be Uncle Abner ! The 
little procession halted slowly in front of the hitching post, and 
Uncle Abner clambered down from his pony.
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“ Land sakes! ”  cried Aunt Ellen. “  What on earth ! ”
“  Bought ’em at auction,” replied Uncle Abner briefly, with 

averted face.
She turned white, for she knew his weakness.
“  And the mortgage ? ” she asked in a whisper.
“  I am a foo l! ” he replied, distinctly and bitterly, as he tied 

the horse.
Aunt Ellen buried her face in her arms and cried. Gunga Din, 

laying down his cornstalk, regarded her attentively.
“  Whatever on earth are you going to do with them ? ” she 

asked, hopelessly, after a while.
“  I don’t know,” replied Uncle Abner, gloomily. “ T met the 

sheriff up the road a spell and lie warned me not to turn the 
elephant loose. Said he’d have the law on me if I did. He must 
have shelter; the trainer said he just wouldn’t stay out in th’ 
open, and that if we didn’t put him in the barn, like enough he’d 
pull off the roof and set it up over hisself. I’m a fool all right 
enough, Ellen; was born so, but hain’t had enough sense to find 
it out. . . . T ’other hoss is dead, Ellen; he broke his leg. It 
was desperation that drove me to this . . . don’t take it so hard, 
dear. . . .

“  I’ll turn the mare and the colt into the pasture, and put the 
ponies in the stalls and Gunga Din in on the granary floor. To
morrow we’ll see what’s to be done. Call the boys and let’s eat.”

The sun set in a bank of clouds and the wind came down from 
the mountains, making the dry corn rustle in the fields. Uncle 
Abner lay awake watching the stars, while Gunga Din, perceiving 
plenty of hay and assuring himself of a firm footing, rumbled in 
peace as he swayed back and forth.

At two o’clock that night, by the light of a new moon in the 
western sky, two men rode up within a hundred yards of Wallen’s 
place, each leading a string of four horses. Dismounting, they 
tied their horses to the fence.

u Remember,” said the larger man, “  no shooting. Leave the 
guns with the saddles. Too much to lose. If the old gent or the 
kids wake, git! They can’t take the trail alone, and there’s 
nothin’ but sagebrush and moonlight between us and the canon. 
Ride here and tie to the string.”
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The other man, who had a black handkerchief tied about his face 
below the eyes, nodded, He was not given to words.

They walked cautiously to the barn and went in.
44 Some new stock,” said the older man to himself, as he rubbed 

a white pony’s nose. “  Wonder what the fool’s buyin’ ponies for.” 
Leading the animals outside, the men mounted and rode away. 
Perhaps it was just outside the barnyard gate, maybe a little 

farther on, that the older man, Wheeler, turning in his saddle, 
saw something following them. The new moon was low and out
lines indistinct. Yet he could see that it was something gray and 
vast and shapeless, something that rolled rather than walked in 
its silent progress, yet was certainly gaining on them, Wheeler 
gasped in surprise and then in a whisper addressed his partner:

44 Jim — in the name of the devil, what is that? ”
Jim looked and said no word, for he was a silent man, but he 

lashed his pony. In another moment both were tearing down the 
road, the moving mountain swiftly following.

Through the open window Uncle Abner watched the early dawn 
creep across the brown field. There seemed little use in getting 
up. As the landscape grew brighter and brighter, objects began 
to be defined and in the still dim light he noticed something down<D O

the road that appeared much like a group of horses. In five 
minutes more he was certain they were horses. This was inter
esting and he sat up in bed. The horses were hitched to the 
fence. As the light grew stronger, he recognized them, one after 
another, and remarked upon them to himself:

44 The roan is Johnson’s — the one he traded Petersen the little 
mare for over on the South Fork this spring. The bay with the 
white feet is Judge Bronson’s carriage horse, of course — thereo ' O 1

ain’t another animal in the county stands like that. T ’other bay 
belongs to the DeWitt boys. Now, what on earth are they all 
a-doin’ down there ? ”

He slipped out of bed and called softly to the boys in the next 
room. Half dressed, they went together down stairs. From be
hind the back door Uncle Abner picked up the gopher rifle.

44 Looks a little queer down there,” he said, half apologetically. 
So busy were they with their speculations concerning the horses 

that it was not until they were well down the road that they ob
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served Gunga Din over in the pasture beneath the one big oak 
tree in the whole township. He stood there quiet, with drooping 
ears, his huge body almost touching the tree’s lower limbs. 
Nearby, the ponies were grazing.

Uncle Abner peered hard at the tree.
“ Well, I swan! ”  he exclaimed. “ Gosh all hemlock, if there 

ain’t two men in the tree ! ”
He cocked the gun and went forward slowly, followed by the 

boys. At twenty yards he was hailed by a voice from amid the 
branches.

“  Don’t be backward. In the name of the devil get us away 
from this infernal brute before he kills us. We know the jig’s up 
an’ we’re willin’ to lie down — only run this brute off. We’re 
frozen stiff and almost dead. Can’t you drive him away?”

Uncle Abner began to see light.O
“  Oh, yes,” he said, dryly, “  you might as well give up. The 

evidence is still tied to the fence jmnder. Good thing for you it’s 
Kansas and not Texas. I reckon, though, you can’t be accused of 
elephant stealing.

“ John, you jump on one of those bosses and tell Robinson’s we 
got a couple of hoss thieves treed and want ’em to bring their 
guns and help take them in.”

Uncle Abner turned to the men in the tree. “ What are you 
staying there for? AVhy don’t you come down?”

“ Why don’t we ! ” roared a voice from the tree. The owner 
digressed for a moment from narrative to a more forcible and emo
tional manner of expression. Thus relieved, lie went on:

“ We comes ridin’ along and this old brute takes after us. The 
faster we goes, the faster he goes. Purty soon he ketches up and 
with his trunk yanks us off the hosses and throws us up on his 
back — none too easy, either. We slide off, but it’s no good. The 
crazy brute nabs us again before we can make our feet. After he 
gits tired playin’, he breaks for the tree — and it’s mighty cheerful 
we are at a chance ter climb, stranger. Eh? Yes, we tried to slide 
from here, too, but the lop-eared pirate is as ugly as ever. We’re 
plumb played out— no fight left in us. If you’ll get us out of 
his reach, you can do what you please.”

Uncle Abner stood a moment, reflecting.
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“ George and Tom,” he said, directly, “ you get on the white 
ponies and head for town past Robinson’s. Now, you idiots up 
there, drop down on the elephant’s back — no hesitatin’ now — 
and the procession will move. I’ll tell mother as we go by to 
bring the hosses into the lot till we can send word. I’ll just walk 
behind, and if these chaps try to skedaddle, and Gunga what’s-his- 
name don’t get ’em, I will. Go on, George.”

The little cavalcade moved slowly up the dusty road.
“  Land’s sake ! ” was all Aunt Ellen could say in response to 

the brief explanation Uncle Abner gave as they passed by. “ Land’s 
sake ! ” she repeated, as they disappeared over the rise in a cloud 
of dust.

The sheriff, who was large and fat and comfortable appearing, 
was taking life easy in his great arm chair, with his feet on the 
official desk, when an excited deput}  ̂beckoned to him from the 
door. “  Come, quick ! ” he cried.

The sheriff arose ponderously. “ ’Nother dog fight, I suppose,” 
he remarked, good-naturedly, as he went to the door. But it was 
not a dog fight.

A procession with accompanying crowds on the sidewalks was 
coming up the main street of Washita Falls. First, two white 
ponies ridden by boys, then an elephant with two worn and hag
gard men on his back, and in the rear perhaps fifty men and boys 
armed with guns, clubs, scythes, pitchforks and axes, for the arm 
of the law had been re-enforced at every farmhouse passed.

“ I hope to be hung to a sour-apple tree if this don’t beat me,” 
said the sheriff. The ponies stopped and Gunga Din stopped, too, 
lifting one ear inquiringly.

While Uncle Abner told his story, the sheriff sat on the door
step, his official dignity struggling with his sense of humor until 
he was red in the face. The deputy stood by impatiently, with 
photographs in his hand,

“  Pretty good elephant, that, I should say,” he remarked, sen- 
tentiously. “ The biggest chap is so beloved in Arkansas that the 
Governor will give fifteen hundred dollars to see him again, an’ 
t’other fellow is such a remarkable hand with hosses that the State 
of Missoury owes a thousand to the man that brings him back. 
Pretty good elephant, that, I should say,” he repeated.
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“ Yes,”  assented the sheriff, “ and he’s saved this county a heap 
of trouble, too — though, of course, we’d got the hosses back any
way,” he added, hastily,

Gunga Din went back to the farm that night and revelled in 
good things to eat. Aunt Ellen, recklessty feeding him popped 
corn by the handful, said “ Land’s sake ”  under her breath several 
times. She cried a little, too, but it was not with distress. There 
was no longer any doubt about the mortgage.

In Chicago the following day a man with a narrow-brimmed 
straw hat and a checkered vest was much mystified upon receiving 
the following message:

W a s h i t a  F a l l s , K a n . ,  Septem ber 3 d .

Y ou w ill be glad to  hear it  was w ell fo r  a cou n ty  and three States that we d id  not 
have to accep t you r k ind  offer to relieve us o f  Gunga D in . Just saved us ten  horses, 
m uch troub le  and expense, T h is  cou n ty  p laces h im  in  the best zoo in  the  cou n try .

B o a r d  o p  S u p e r v i s o r s .

“ Now w'hat the deuce does that awkwardly worded puzzle 
mean?” said the man with the checkered vest.



A  Witch City Mystery**

B Y  F R E D E R IC  V A N  R E N S S E L A E R  D E Y .

ACOB IIAWKSLEY was a chemist, having suc
ceeded to the occupation as an inheritance. 
The Hawksleys had lived and labored at the
same location in Salem, for generations, and be
fore that, tradition said, had compounded drugs in 
the city of London, in the days before the Puri

tans left England for conscience sake. The quaint old Hawksley 
shop and dwelling stood, and part of it still stands, near Salem’s 
water front. Beneath its dingy paint and planking, though re
modelled many times, it still retains the stout framework of its
colonial days. A  generation ago even the old, illegible sign yet 
hung above its doorway,

Jacob Hawksley, the last of his line, had 110 assistant and 
rarely a customer, and, indeed, none but strangers dared to enter 
his low-ceiled, dingy shop in the early “ thirties,when supersti
tion was not so yeiled as now, for rumor had woven a web of 
weirdest horror about the old man and his habitation. Not that 
he was so very old — three score, perhaps, with a smooth, benig
nant face, and a shrewd smile for those who feared him most. 
But tradesmen served him only because they dared not , refuse, 
children fled from him, and strangers/ who were mostly mariners, 
were warned to give his shop a roomy berth.

If but half the wonders related of the round-shouldered, 
studious-looking little man had been true, they were enough to 
account for the horror in which he was held, while their founda
tion on facts was undeniable. Some people said, if any living 
thing crossed his threshold, it never re-appeared. The grocer op
posite, who served the chemist with trembling, told of scores of 
stray cats and dogs enticed into Hawksley’s shop, but they were 
always homeless, miserable creatures. Ill-natured persons hinted

* C opyright, 1901, by The S hortstory  P u b lish in g  C om pany. A ll r igh ts  reserved.
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that the old man ate the captured animals, though the butcher 
declared that Hawksley bought the best of beef and mutton. The 
charitable argued that the brutes were killed to release them 
from misery, but immediate neighbors shook their heads at this 
suggestion, for they remembered many nights— usually wild and 
stormy — when strange noises of barking and growling dogs, 
and still more inexplicable animal sounds, came from behind the 
chemist’s door. Never a sign of anything of the kind was heard 
or seen by day, however, and if the weather permitted, the shop 
door stood well ajar, while the windows and curtains of the single 
story above were wide to the world, and canaries sang merrily 
there in their cages.

Sometimes screaming parrots or frolicsome squirrels took the 
place of the canaries, and altogether it might have been thought 
that Hawksley possessed a miniature menagerie but for the fact of 
lack of space. There were certainly no animals in the upper 
story, nor room for so many in the cellar as had been traced to 
the premises, to say nothing of long periods of unbroken silence, 
so the generally accepted belief made Hawksley a magician, at 
whose command birds and beasts appeared and disappeared.

Such benevolent actions as were sometimes reported of Hawks
ley were also attributed to his magical powers. On one occasion, 
when a friendless child was knocked down by a horse and taken 
up with a broken leg, it was the old chemist who bore the little 
sufferer tenderly away, closed the shop door in the faces of a gap
ing crowd, afraid to enter, and told them that he would care for 
and cure the foundling. The very next day the lad came forth 
completely sound and well, without a scar to tell of the fracture of 
a limb. Again, an old cripple, bent with rheumatism — a stranger 
in Salem — stopped to ask alms of the chemist. He entered with
out fear, and twenty-four hours later departed, erect and agile.

The neighbors called these cures sorcery. The rheumatic beg
gar could tell nothing of his cure, except that Hawksley had 
given him something to drink, and that presently he awoke from 
sleep to find himself free from shooting pains, and well and young 
again in his feelings. < He did not know from his own conscious
ness whether the cure had taken an hour, a day or a year. He 
only knew that he was cured and could work instead of beg.
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About this time came the crowning mystery* Salem then 
enjoyed a maritime commerce that rivalled that of any New 
England port, and the captain of a clipper in the Liverpool trade 
was seen to enter the mysterious chemist’s shop, but, though 
watched, was not observed to go out again. Higham, the grocer, 
who knew Captain Simpson and his son very well, saw the 
captain call upon Hawksley, noticed that they seemed acquainted, 
and perceived that they had some sort of dispute, though neither 
the low tones of the chemist nor the captain’s loud and angry 
epithets gave a clue to the matter under controversy. Hawksley, 
he noted, wore his wonted calm. While the grocer still watched, 
the door suddenly closed, and the voices could no longer be 
heard. An hour later, watching with unrelaxed vigilance, 
Higham saw Hawksley reopen the door, stand smiling a few 
moments on the threshold, and then, leaving the door ajar, walk 
deliberately down the street. But still the captain did not come 
out.

The tradesman was puzzled, but continued to watch, even after 
Hawksley returned. Then he called one of his clerks to relieve 
him, and all through that day and the following night the door 
of the chemist’s shop was under observation ; but Captain Simpson 
did not appear. There was no other means of egress from the 
building, and Higham, still leaving a watching assistant, and be
lieving that a crime had been committed, went at noon to Captain 
Simpson’s ship and told his story to Burke Simpson, the captain’s 
son and first mate.

What follows of this strange tale is told in the words of Burke 
Simpson, as he wrote it down afterwards:

I Avas beginning to think it strange that the old man did not 
came back to the ship Avhen Mark Higham, the chandler, came 
and told me that father had gone into Hawksley’s chemist shop 
the day before and had never come out, so I cleared for the scene 
at once. A  hand was still on watch at Higham’s and reported no 
sail; the old man had not yet got under Avay.

I crossed the street alone, for neither Higham nor his c le r k  
would go. I  kneAV that Hawksley a n d  my father had been 
f r ie n d ly  in their younger days, before something — I know not
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what — had come between them, yet I was surprised that father 
should go into a place with such a bad name. Though I believed 
Higham’s story, I  did not then believe that anything serious 
had happened, Hawksley looked unlike a murderer.

“  I believe you know my father, Captain Simpson ? ” I said.
“ I have known him since we were boys,” replied Hawksley. 

“  What can I do for his son ? ”
“ You can tell me where my father is.”
“  I am sorry I cannot oblige you,” he answered calmly. “ The 

captain was here yesterday, shortly after noon. I have not seen 
him since.”

“ He left here, then ? ”
“  That would seem to be the logical inference from the fact I 

have stated. We were together half an hour-— possibly an hour 
— and I have not set eyes on him since.”

Then I told the chemist the whole of Higham’s story, and how 
his door had been watched from the moment of my father’s en
trance, and I added :

“ I know there was bad blood between you, and I am going to 
find out, in some way, what you know about his disappearance.” 

He looked at me curiously, without replying. I can only com
pare his expression to that of a cat watching a disabled mouse that 
tries to crawl away. At the same time he endeavored to get be
tween me and the door, but I was looking for such a move, and 
headed him off.

“  None of that ! ” I said. “  You can’t close any hatches while 
I ’m aboard. Now, then, where’s the old man?”

He shrugged his shoulders, but kept his hungry eyes upon me. 
I had to repeat my question.

“  I ’m sorry I can’t tell you,” was all he said.
There wasn’t a thing I could do, but there was one thing more 

I could say, and as I said it I watched him closely :
“  If anything has happened to my father in this house, you’ll 

regret it. I’ll have the watch kept up, and if the old man doesn’t 
turn up on board ship by morning, your den shall be searched, 
from cellar to garret.”

Well, the captain did not turn up by morning, and a close 
watch of the chemist’s shop had shown nothing out of the or



14 A  W ITCH  CITY MYSTERY.

dinary, So I went to the city marshal, and induced him and his 
constables to make a thorough search of Hawksley’s place, but not 
a sign of a living thing, except Hawksley himself, was to be seen. 
The upper story was just a comfortable living place. The shop 
was just as it had looked for years. The cellar was full of casks, 
with movable lids, each containing liquid. Hawksley warned us 
not to put a finger into one of them, on pain of fearful burning. 
This made me suspicious.

“ A  body might be hid in one of these big casks,” I said to the 
head constable. “  Let’s dump the whole cargo.”

At this Hawksley showed the first sign of fright.
“  Would you ruin me by spoiling the labor of a lifetime?” he 

cried.
“ Then give us something to poke into them,” I demanded.
He calmed down and fetched an iron rod, with which we stirred 

up eveiy cask in the cellar, but not one of them contained any
thing but ill-smelling liquids.

After spending more than two hours in searching, sounding 
walls, rummaging cupboards and corners and finding nothing, 
we had to give up. The constables called me a fool and 
Hawksley’s curious neighbors idiots, and I could only vent my 
own vexation on the grocer and chandler, at whose instigation I 
had caused the search. Yet, I found him as firm in his belief as 
ever.

Then I began a systematic search of the city, offered a reward, 
and did everything anybody could suggest to get a trace of my 
father, but nothing came of it. We had begun to discharge cargo 
when he disappeared, and had finished and reloaded, and still he 
was not heard from. He had sometimes remained away from his 
ship a few days at a time, but never without leaving word, and I 
came to the conclusion that he had been waylaid on the docks — 
a common thing in those days — and been thrown overboard, and 
that I should never see him again.

So, when sailing day came, and the owners were willing to give 
me charge of the ship, I had to go. But before we sailed, I had 
one more visit from Higham.

“ Your father never came out of that place again, Burke,” he 
said with the tone of certainty, “  and there’ll be other disap
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pearances, as sure as you live ! Now, I ’m going to keep a 
watch on that shop, night and day, till you get back — and 
there’ll be something to tell.”

“  What makes you think so ? ” I asked, his manner was so 
solemn.

Higham leaned nearer, and said in a low voice :
“ Hawksley’s well off. His father left him plenty to live on. 

He hasn’t taken in a dollar a week, sometimes, these ten years. 
Then why does he pretend to keep a shop? I'll tell you. He’s 
experimenting! Sure’s you’re born, he’s experimenting, and he 
must have something living and moving and breathing to try 
his devilish tricks upon. That's what I think! At first, cats 
and dogs and birds would do. Now he wants humans — humans ! 
He’s got your father and — mark me — he’ll want more ! And 
he’ll get ’em ! ”

I thought it over a minute, and then I said:
“  Nonsense! If what you hint is true, there would be some 

trace of it — and there wasn’t one. However, if you’ll watcli 
the place, I’ll be glad, and bear the expense.”

Then the clipper slipped her moorings, and the round voyage 
took us seventy-five days.

So it was into October before I went ashore in Salem again, and 
bore away for the chandler’s shop. Higham seemed to be expect
ing me, and was all excitement,

“  What did I tell you before you sailed? ” he stuttered, the mo
ment we were alone.

I answered his question by another equally eager one :
“  Has there been another disappearance ? ”
Another!” he cried. “ Not only another, but fou r! Think of 

it, Burke Simpson, five - altogether, counting your father. Three 
last week, and one only last night! ”

I was too amazed to speak.
“  Let me tell you the whole story,” he said. “ That place has 

been watched every minute since you left port, over two months 
ago, and last night two constables watched with me, and they’re 
convinced at last. The old devil kept quiet as a mouse until last 
week — probably suspecting that he was watched. But he yielded 
to temptation at last. Wednesday afternoon a nigger — looked
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like a cook off’n a coaster — went in, and I ’ll swear on a stack of 
Bibles as higli as the South Church steeple that he hasn’t come 
out yet! I reported that to the officers, and got laughed at.”

I attempted to speak, but Higham broke in :
“  Hold on. The very next day, Thursday, a carriage drove up, 

a gentleman got out and went into Hawksley’s and the door closed. 
I told the driver that if he didn’t follow his master immediately, 
he’d never see him again. He said I was crazy. After he had 
waited an hour, he wrent in. Burke, as sure as you’re sitting 
there, neither of them has come out since ! ”

“ But, good heavens, man-— ”
“  Wait. I ain’t through yet. It was about three o’clock when 

the coachman entered. After awhile the horses began to stray 
away, and my errand boy held ’em till about sundown, when I got 
on the box myself and drove to the watch-house. I brought pretty 
good proof that time, I guess, and two constables went back with 
me, and what do you think we saw ? There was old Hawksley on 
his step, picking his teeth for all the world as if he had just eaten 
the two men ! He told the officers that the coachman and his mas
ter had been obliged to go away on foot, because some one had 
stolen the horses ! The constables were for quitting at that cool 
yarn, but I made ’em wait till my watcher came over and swore 
by all that’s holy that not a soul but Hawksley had come out all 
the afternoon. That gave them something to puzzle over till 
they concluded to search the place on their own responsibility, 
Hawksley being willing, and I went in, too. I wanted to see with 
my own eyes, even if it was the Old Nick himself.”

“  And you found just what I did ? ”
“  Just that and no more. Hawksley declared that he didn’t 

know who the gentleman was, and nobody was reported missing 
till last night—-Sunday. Then the city marshal sent for me, and 
set a watch of two of his men in my store, and now I guess he’ll 
do something — after what they saw.”

“  And what was that ? ”
“  The fifth disappearance ! It was a sailor-man. Looked like 

he might be mate of a blue-water craft. You know that Hawks- 
ley, pretending to be a druggist, keeps his shop alight and his door 
ajar on Sunday evenings, and about half-past nine along came this
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mate, half-seas over— begging your pardon— and blessed if he 
didn’t turn in to Hawksley’s before we could make a move, and 
the old spider shut the door on him in a twinkling. I wanted the 
officers to go right over, but they must needs wait what they 
called a reasonable time, so it was half an hour before we pounded 
on the door, which Hawksley promptly opened, picking his teeth, 
as usual, and smiling his hyena smile. We asked for the sailor.

“ ‘ You’re quite mistaken, gentlemen,” said Hawksley. “ No 
sailor — no customer at all — has come in this evening.’

“  Of course, this bare-faced lie made the constables mad, and 
they went in at once after the man they had seen disappear, while 
Hawksley smoked a pipe on the doorstep. Well, they found 
nothing, but their report to the city marshal made him almost as 
mad as the rest of us. Pie’s promised to do something by ten 
o’clock this morning — and if he doesn’t the citizens w ill; there’s 
lamp-posts handy. There, Burke, that’s the story, up to date.”

It was only half-past eight, as you would say ashore, we having 
made port by dawn, and suddenly I said to Higham :

“ Lend me your pistol.”
“  Don’t do it, Burke,” he said, “  don’t go in there alone ! ”
But I was determined, and he let me have the pistol, and I 

crossed the street, banged the chemist’s door behind me, and pock
eted the key. Hawksley looked astonished, but not alarmed. 
When I pointed the pistol at him he even smiled, but he said 
nothing.

I was feeling ugly, and meant every word when I said: 
“  Hawksley, if you don’t within ten seconds tell what’s become of 
these people, and especially my father, I ’ll shoot you dead, and 
take the consequences ! ”

“ I wouldn’t,” he answered, calm as a summer sea.
“ Why n ot?”
“ Because you would be a murderer.”
“ It’s no murder to kill a shark,” I retorted.
“  Ah, but your bullet would take five lives besides my own, in

cluding your father’s ! ”
I felt obliged to lean against the locked door,
“  Then he’s alive ? ”  I exclaimed.
Plawksley shrugged his shoulders and thrust his hands out
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palms upward, like a slop-shop clothier. I was about to repeat 
the question, when he said :

“  I think, Burke Simpson, that this affair has gone quite far 
enough. I had determined to explain this morning, and I would 
like to do so to you first. You may trust me. Put up your pistol
— I will not harm you. I never harmed any living thing — never
— and I will do the world untold good with the greatest discovery 
it has ever known. Come with m e; you shall be my assistant! ”

He rubbed his hands joyously as he talked, and though I thought 
him crazy, I believed him harmless when- watched; and so, with 
the pistol in easy reach, I followed him to the cellar.

Near the centre of the floor was half of a whaler’s water cask 
that I remembered having seen there before, but I was surprised 
when the old man proceeded to dust it out very carefully with a 
silk handkerchief. Then he surprised me much more by pointing 
to another smaller cask, and saying coolly:

“  Simpson, your father is in there.”
I jumped to choke the lie in his throat, reaching for my pistol, 

but he eluded me, and panting, but calmly as ever, gasped:
“  If you injure me you may lose your father. He’s alive now, 

and well — better than he has been since boyhood. You’ll thank 
me for this — though I ’ve kept him longer than I meant to.”

“  In heaven’s name — ” I started to say, and stopped. The man 
was as mad as a hatter.

‘ 'W ait; be calm; you shall see. Here, I need your help with 
this cask. We must pour its contents into the large one I have 
just dusted. But don’t spill the least drop. It might be a finger 
or a toe, or even an eye. One cannot tell, And don’t let the 
liquid touch you ; it would injure you. Easy, now, lift together.” 

Though I was sure he was as crazy as-a loon, I thought it best 
to humor him, and we gently decanted the contents of the cask 
into the tub, to the last dregs. Then he fetched a tin dipperful of 
liquid from a barrel that stood just a bit away from the wall. I 
watched carefully, while he seemed to forget my presence as he 
poured the contents of the dipper into the huge tub — one so large 
that a man might lie at length in it.

The mixture produced a marvellous effect. The liquid began 
to boil and seethe and whirl as if stirred by a mighty hand. In
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amazement I soon discerned a floating substance that gradually 
took shape, though the whirl was so rapid that I could not define 
it, and then, with a swiftness that the eye could not follow, and 
in a manner impossible to describe exactly, the whirling motion 
ceased as the whole contents of the tub seemed to leap together. 
And there before me, lying on the bottom of a perfectly dry tub, 
was the body of my father.

I blinked my eyes and looked again — but there was no mistake. 
The miracle was a fact, and my father was alive and breathing 
regularly. Hawksley pushed me aside till he had felt the old man’s 
pulse. Then he bade me help him lift the captain out and carry 
him up stairs.

44 When I awaken him, do not tell him what you know; let me 
do the talking. Heavy, isn’t he ? Better flesh and better health 
than he’s had for many a year — it’s perfect now.”

Astonishment kept me silent. We placed him in a chair in 
the shop, and Hawksley put on his clothes, hidden in a most in
genious locker, and held a vial to his nose. Presently he opened 
his eyes.

44 Hello, Burke ! ” he exclaimed. 44 When did you come in ? I 
must have had a long nap, Hawks. Devilish fine one, though, for 
I feel like a new man. Hawksley’s remedies beat the world. He 
said he’d cure my rheumatism if I ’d take his medicine, and damned 
if he hasn’t. Hello ! What’s all that row ? ”

It was, as I expected, Higham, alarmed at my long absence, 
backed by a crowd. I showed my face at the glazed and curtained 
upper panel of the door, and told them to wait.

When father had stretched his limbs a bit, he helped us, in the 
same wondering way I had done, to bring to life the four other 
men confined in casks in the cellar, and when the city marshal and 
his men came at ten o’clock to make their search they not only 
found all whom they sought, but those persons assured them that 
they had come to Hawksley’s and remained of their own free will, 
in order to be cured of their ills. So there was naught for the of
ficers to do but go with the healed, when they departed; all save 
my father, who remained with Higham and myself to hear the 
wonderful tale which Jacob Hawksley had to tell.

44 Of course, you think you have witnessed a miracle,’’ he began,
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“ but it was really done in accordance with nature’s — and there
fore God’s — simplest laws, though it has taken generations to dis
cover them. Many generations ago one of my ancestors began the 
work, so all the credit does not belong to me. I have only com
pleted the task bequeathed from father to son through two 
centuries. But you comprehend the result— man’s complete 
triumph over disease by this process of dissolution and rehabilita
tion. The foundation was my ancestor’s discovery that every 
substance —̂  iron, gold, or any metal, flesh, bone, gristle, etc.,— 
may be dissolved by some chemical or combination of chemicals, 
and his inference was that a universal solvent might by their combi
nation, be discovered. He did not succeed, nor his son nor grand
son, but four generations back that much was accomplished — the 
solvent was achieved, but the effort to restore the dissolved sub
stances to their original state always failed. If a combination of 
metals was dissolved, the restorative fluid gave back no alloy, 
but the separate metals. If an organic substance — that is, vege
table or animal matter -— was put in the solution, it could be re
stored, but unorganized — a chaotic mass of tissues.

“  My grandfather made the next step forward, and his restoring 
chemical not only gave back iron for iron, but brass —  which is an 
alloy — for brass, bronze for bronze, spelter for spelter, and so on. 
But when he dissolved an animal — say a sickly cat — he only re
covered a great quantity of separate particles, though analysis 
showed that they contained every substance that the live cat had 
contained.

“  My father — doubtless the greatest chemist that ever lived —* 
left little for me to do, for he succeeded where his ancestors had 
failed, and the fluid which he devised would restore a dissolved 
animal to its original size and shape. Unfortunately, the restored 
cat, dog or guinea-pig was always dead. He worked to remedy 
this fault, on the natural supposition that it lay with the dissolv
ing fluid, the invention of his predecessor. When I took up the 
labor independently after his death — having been his assistant for 
years — I did so on the hypothesis, which proved to be correct, 
that the imperfection was in my father’s restorative fluid. It 
came to me as a revelation one day that, on principles which 
we had again and again proved to be true, the potentiality of life
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was still present up to the moment when the Restorative was mixed 
with the dissolved being, and that death therefore was caused by 
the restoring agent.

“  It is twenty years since I experienced that conviction, and it 
has taken that score of summers and winters to find the complete 
remedy. You are eye-witnesses of its success, but you are not 
chemists nor physiologists, so it would do no good to explain 
to you in the language of science all the details of the glorious 
process which will be such a blessed boon to humanity, and 
which I shall immediately publish to the world. The result has 
even exceeded my highest expectations. For example, Captain 
Simpson, suppose that the cask in which you have lived for 
nearly three months could, with its contents, have been pre
served, sealed from the air, a thousand years — which is perfectly 
possible —  and that at the end of that time some one possessing 
my secret should apply the Restorative, you would awaken as 
you did an hour ago, full of life and energy, not a day older, and 
utterly unconscious of the ten centuries of sleep! How would 
you like to be dissolved again, and try it? ”

My father shuddered, but we all laughed when he said drily:
“  Thank you. I’d rather take my chances on the broad Atlan

tic than in one of your casks. That fellow, due in a thousand 
years, might not keep the appointment, you see.”

“  I shall not soon forget my own feelings the first time I took 
courage enough to try my discovery on a human being,” continued 
Hawksley. “ You can well imagine them. If I failed, I should 
differ from a murderer only in intention, and not at all in the eyes 
of the world. Fate brought a drunken sailor to my doorstep with 
a broken arm. I dragged him inside, gave him a sleeping potion, 
worked rapidly while my daring spirit prevailed, and let the man 
go again within twenty-four hours, whole and well, and never 
knowing that his arm had been broken. You can see how that 
success emboldened me, I have practised on many that even my 
friend Higham did not know about. Then, Captain, you came, 
and told me about your rheumatism, and I judged that at your 
age a long rest in solution would be beneficial. You are all be
ginning to understand the whole thing now, but friend Higham, 
who has interested himself so much in the matter, has not yet
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seen the operation. Come to the cellar, where I have still a fine 
Newfoundland dog dissolved, and I will bring him to life for you, 
Burke, for a present.”

All notions of witchcraft blown to leeward by Hawksley’s sen
sible talk, Higham followed us eagerly, and witnessed with bulg- 
ing eyes the re-embodiment of the great dog. No sooner had the 
animal sniffed from Hawksley’s vial than he leaped to the floor, 
wagging his tail.

As I patted the pet thus strangely bestowed upon me, the old 
chemist watched me with an inquiring look.

44 Have you faith and courage enough now to do something to 
please me ? ” he finally said.

Hawksley laughed the first hearty laugh I had ever heard him 
utter in the dozen years I had known him by sight, when I said 
emphatically :

44 If it is to submit to your process, I certainly have not! ”
44 Oh, no, not that,” he answered lightly and cheerfully, 44 On 

the contrary, I wish myself to submit to it, and I want you to be 
the operator. You have proved to be a man of firmness, nerve and 
sense. I have overworked myself in this concentrated study, and 
I need renovation to do the important work of assuring my discov
ery to the whole world. Besides, none of you have seen the dis
solving process. Come, be our chemist.”

I still hesitated, but he continued eagerly :
44 Though I am not young, my constitution is exceptionally 

sound, and I shall need but a couple of hours in solution. I will 
administer to myself the drug that causes unconsciousness, and lie 
at length at the bottom of this great tub. When I am fast asleep 
pour over me three pailfuls of the liquid in yonder yellow cask. 
You may watch me dissolve, or cover the tub with this tarpaulin. 
In from fifteen to thirty minutes I shall be completely dissolved. 
Counting from that time, wait in the shop for two hours. Then, 
from that cask, which you have seen, me use several times, pour 
one dipperful, just as you have seen me do. Then you have only 
to hold this vial to my nostrils till I open my eyes. It is all very 
simple. You will do it, won’t you ?”

44 We’ll do it, certainly,” spoke up Higham, who entered into 
the matter mightily, and I uttered no dissent.
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Hawksley peered into the cask of Restorative.
“  Enough for a dozen small men like me,” he said, “  but it’s get

ting low.”
The goblet of medicine to put him to sleep he fetched from the 

shop, and when all was ready, and he lay in the big vat, he drank 
it off and almost immediately lost consciousness, as we could 
plainly see. Then we proceeded as he had directed, drawing the 
tarpaulin over the tub, for none of us cared to watch. While we 
silently waited in the cellar for the passing of a full half hour our 
hearts beat anxiously — I know mine did — and we were in such a 
state as to shrink unnerved when, with a loud bark and ponderous 
rush, the Newfoundland dog dashed among us, pursuing a rat. 
We leaped aside, and I tried to stop the brute, but he dodged me, 
and as the rat slid in between the Restorative cask and the cellar 
wall the great beast followed, like a stone shot from a catapult, 
upsetting the cask, which was but half full and therefore quite 
light. It was all over in a moment.

Stupefied with amazement and horror, we stood there and saw 
the last of the priceless liquid vanish, spilled beyond redemption 
— soaking into the rotting boards of the cellar floor! My father 
was the first to recover the power of motion. He sprang to the 
tub and snatched away the tarpaulin. Nothing but a milky-look- 
ing fluid met our eyes. Hawksley had disappeared.

With shaking steps and trembling voices we left that awful 
place, followed by the dog. We left it just as it was — never to 
return — but in the upper shop we swore an oath of eternal se
crecy.

Here the statement of Burke Simpson stopped, but old newspa
pers and records show that on that very night Hawksley’s shop 
was burned to a charred framework, and that his opposite neighbor, 
Henry High am, the grocer, was supposed to have been its incendi
ary, in a fit of insanity from which he never recovered.



The Wayside Sphinx.*

B Y  M A R Y  F O O T E  A R N O L D .

does seem as if all the bad luck comes at once,” 
Mrs. Seabrook complained. 44 First, the wheat 
crop failed last year; then I got down with the 
grip and it took every cent we had to buy medi
cine and pay the doctor’s bill; next the bam 
burned down just after the insurance had run 

out; then, after we had raked and scraped to pay off the mortgage 
and thought we should be able to breathe freely once more, you 
had to break your leg and be laid up at harvest time ; and now, 
with the Hill Farm to be bought for a mere nothing, we have to sit 
by and see some one else carry off the prize.” After setting forth 
this appalling array of disasters, Mrs. Seabrook leaned back in her 
chair and heaved a prodigious sigh.

44 Why, mother, that bad luck didn’t all come at once ; it came 
gradually,” said Ann, soothingly, though her eyes danced.

Mr. Seabrook, from his lounge in the corner, listened as to an 
oft-told tale. 44 It is hard lines, sure enough, wife; still, things 
might have been worse,” he said.

441 should like to know how ? ” she asked, tartly.
44 Don’t you remember, mother,” consoled Ann, 44 how you’ve 

said over and over that the mortgage was a stone around father’s 
neck ? And it’s paid. And then you got well from the grip — 
Lucy White’s mother died — father’s leg is healing so that he will 
soon be able to work again ; and you have me and father, and we 
all have one another.”

44 Goodness, child, how you do rattle on ! Of course I know 
that we have much to be thankful for, but I do insist that we’ve 
had more than our share of misfortunes, with very little to encour
age us.” Having had the last word, Mrs. Seabrook departed for 
the kitchen.

*  C opyright, 1901, by The Shortstory  P ub lish in g  C om pany. A ll r ights reserved.
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Ann’s needle flew in and out across the heel in her father’s sock. 
441 declare, I believe I actually like to darn, and I thought I never 
should ! I suppose it’s all in knowing how ; most anything can 
be made interesting if we’ll only think so.”  Mr. Seabrook smiled 
indulgently. It was plain to see that Ann was the apple of his 
eye.

44 Father,” she asked presently, 44 do you think I ought to sym
pathize more with mother about our troubles ? ”

441 think,”  answered her father, thoughtfully, 44 that your 
mother needs to be cheered up and taken out of herself more than 
anything else; she has brooded over our misfortunes until her 
nerves are upset. You should help her in every way you can, be
cause the hardest part comes on her.”

441 do try, father ; do you think I’m any comfort to her? ”
44 Of course you are; you’re a first-class optimist.”
44 And what is that, please ? Anything awful ? ”
44 An optimist is one who looks on the bright side of things.”
44 Oh ! Well, that is easy to do; the really hard thing is to 

look on the dark side. Sometimes, when mother gets unusually 
down on her luck — imagines we are on a short cut to the poor 
house with nobody to head us off •— I try to be blue about it just 
to keep her company; but the first thing I know I am hoping for 
better things in spite of myself. Something inside of me seems to 
say that everything will come right if we just give it time.”

44 That is why you are such a comfort to your old dad,”
Ann beamed on him affectionately, and, leaning over, deposited 

a kiss on the tip of his ear. 44 If anything could make me dis
couraged it would be that you can’t have the Hill Farm when 
3̂ ou’ve wanted it so long. It’s queer, and I know you’ll laugh at 
me, but I have a feeling that we’ll manage it yet, some way. It 
doesn’t do any harm to hope we’ll get it, does it ? ”

44 Wishing is first cousin to hoping, you know,” laughed her 
father, 44 and if wishes were horses, beggars might ride.”

Mrs. Seabrook now appeared in the doorway holding an empty 
bucket. 44 Ann, suppose you run down to Wilson’s lot and try to 
find some blackberries for supper. Seems as if we had to skirmish 
around to get enough to eat even, nowadays.”

Ann sprang up with alacrity. 44 Just the thing, mother; I
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should love to g o ; I’m in the mood for blackberrying, And I 
know where there are some big, juicy, dead-ripe ones.”

An hour later, the bucket well filled, Ann crawled through an 
opening in the fence that divided Wilson’s lot from the roadway, 
and sat down on a big stone to rest. Just across the road was 
another large stone, similar to the one upon which she was sitting, 
except that it rested perpendicularly, its broad, flat surface being 
at the side instead of on top. The two were called the “  half
way ” stones, because they equally divided the distance between 
the town on the west and the bluff on the east. But the stone 
opposite Ann was different in still another particular, for a rude 
but unmistakable likeness of the great Egyptian Sphinx was cut 
into the side toward the road, while a curious ribbon-like band, 
which seemed to spring from the head of the sphinx, ran down
ward on the right of the picture until, doubling on itself, it waved 
irregularly across the stone and came to an end at the upper 
right-hand corner. Beneath this band, just before it ended at the 
edge of the stone, two minute arrows were engraved, one after 
the other, pointing outward*

Ann recalled the excitement, now nearly a year ago, that had 
attended the making of this picture. One hot afternoon, Mr. 
Pool, an artist who had spent several summers in the neighbor
hood, placed his camp chair in front of the stone (then as smooth 
as its mate across the way), impaled the handle of his big red 
umbrella in the earth beside it, and began to cut into the hard 
surface with steel instruments. This routine was repeated many 
afternoons, until curious onlookers assembled at his back, making 
remarks and asking questions. And though he worked in silence 
for the most part, the few answers he vouchsafed to the eager 
questioners were strictly to the point. He was chiselling a 
picture of the Sphinx ; he worked in the afternoon, rather than in 
the morning when the particular spot where he sat was shaded 
from the sun, because the light in the afternoon was better suited 
to his purpose ; and his reasons for cutting a picture on a stone 
at the roadside, rather than in a studio where he could be comfort
able, concerned nobody but himself — unless, indeed, some person 
chose to make it his especial business.

All of which mystified the questioners more than ever, as per
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haps he intended that it should. For some of them had never 
even heard of the Sphinx, and, forthwith, there was much surrep
titious consulting of encyclopedias. But they found only that the 
Sphinx was not a real person or thing, but a myth, a sort of riddle 
in itself; that its supposed image had been hewn out of the rock 
ages ago, and left on the sands of the desert, nobody knew why; 
and that it was a fad among artists to copy it in painting and 
sculpture. So most of the curious went their ways, shaking their 
heads sadly at the “ crankiness ”  of the “ mad artist.”

It did seem as if the man were not quite sane, so determined 
was he to work on afternoons when the sun shone fiercest. In 
vain did Mrs. Merriweather, with whom he boarded, urge him 
with motherly kindness to take the cool of the morning for his 
work, reminding him that he was far from strong, and to run such 
risks was simply tempting Providence. But even she lost patience 
with him at last, and let him go his own way. So when he took 
to his bed on the completion of the picture, she was scarcely sur
prised, though she nursed him carefully. He grew weaker steadily, 
and died within a fortnight. The day before he died lie called 
Mrs. Merri weather to his bedside and gave her a check for three 
hundred dollars on the Highville Savings Bank.

“  This represents all the money I have in the bank,” he said; 
“  and when I am gone, and the necessary funeral expenses have 
been paid, keep what is left of it for yourself.”

Mrs. Merri weather carried out these instructions faithfully, even 
generousty; for she marked his grave with a neat headstone, bear
ing an appropriate inscription. Yet there were those who said 
that she was a good manager, and that the greater part of the 
three hundred dollars remained in her possession; also, that it was 
a pity that, as Mr. Pool had no near relatives, a part of the residue, 
at least, might not have gone to the new hospital in Highville.

After the artist’s death there was a slight revival of interest in 
the picture on the half-way stone. Several persons professed to 
think that there was a “  deeper ”  meaning to it than was apparent; 
something about bygone ages, or his own life, or his religious 
beliefs. But the practical minded laughed at these theories, and 
soon the Sphinx by the roadside was all but forgotten.

When Ann was sufficiently rested she rose from her seat on the
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stone, took up the bucket of blackberries, and was about to resume 
her walk homeward when her glance wandered to the field across 
the way. Then she gave a little gasp, and stood staring into the 
field for a full minute; and, finally, she set her bucket down again 
and said, weakly:

“  Great hat! ”
For there, outlined on the dark green earth, was a gigantic 

Sphinx, made by the shadows of an irregular cluster of trees and 
bushes ; more than that, Silver Brook emerged from the shadow 
at the top of the great head, ran downward on the east side, 
doubled on itself, wavered across the field, and was lost to view in 
the northeast corner, which corresponded exactly to the upper 
right-hand corner of the stone. Ann compared the shadow Sphinx 
with the stone one, giving way to little bursts of joy as the points 
of interest proved similar to one another. She ran into the field 
back and forth over the shadow, and followed the brook to the 
edge of the field.

“  To think that I should be the one to guess i t ! Oh, how sur
prised and glad everybody will be ! ” And Ann laughed aloud 
out of the fulness of her heart. But, as she turned homeward, 
the thought came that, after all, she had learned nothing definite; 
that she had nothing to tell except that the picture on the stone 
was apparently a copy of the shadow on the ground. If there 
was a “ deeper ”  meaning to it she had not fathomed i t ; she firmly 
believed that there was something more, though what it could be 
she did not even attempt to guess; but no one else would believe 
it unless she could prove it. So, though she was almost bursting 
Avith the secret, she determined to say nothing about the matter to 
any one until she had investigated it further.

It was not surprising that Ann should employ original methods 
in the performance of her duties that evening, though her vagaries 
were rather trying to Mrs. Seabrook’s already overburdened 
nerves.

“  I didn’t mind her salting the blackberries so much,” she told 
her husband, plaintively, “ but she had no excuse for putting bird
seed in the biscuit. I found a dab of flour in Blackwing’s feed- 
cup afterward! And there she sat all through supper like one in 
a trance, her eyes as big as saucers. And after supper she kept
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dodging into the pantry and behind doors, so’s I wouldn’t see her 
laugh; and when I demanded an explanation, she only said:
4 Oh, mother, don’t ask me ! I just can’t help i t ! ’ And with that 
she burst out again.”

Early the next morning, the breakfast work having been fin
ished after a fashion, Ann once more crossed the fields toward the 
half-way stones. The sun was already high in the heavens, and 
no shadow Sphinx rested on the green turf. Ann had not expected 
to find i t ; she understood now why the artist had worked on the 
picture in the afternoon instead of in the morning. She knelt in 
front of the Sphinx picture and examined it critically, noting each 
detail of the curious figure, and tracing the ribbon-like band to the 
edge of the stone. Here she came upon the tiny arrows pointing 
outward. Surely, since the picture was an exact copy of the 
shadow and brook, with the exception of these arrows, might not 
they mean something of importance? She remembered that on 
maps the currents of streams were sometimes indicated by arrows ; 
but in those cases the arrows pointed downstream, while here they 
pointed upstream. Slowly it dawned upon Ann that if the 
arrows were intended to convey any information, the point of 
interest must be in the direction which they indicated, which was 
toward the source of the brook. Acting upon this conviction, 
somewhat blindly, it is true, she followed the brook into the. wood
land beyond.

Soon the bed of the stream became narrower and the banks 
more irregular; tall trees hung over it, interlacing their branches 
from bank to bank, and wild grapevines drooped in graceful fes
toons, making natural swings. Ann had followed the same path 
many times before, but never with the sense of delightful expec
tancy that now possessed her. She could not have explained what 
she was looking for, but, sustained by her naturally buoyant tem
perament, she believed that she would clear up the mystery of the 
Sphinx picture; if not to-day, some other time. She might have 
to search for a week, or even longer, though how she could keep 
it to herself all that time was more of a riddle to her than the 
quest itself.

She pushed steadily upstream, keeping a sharp lookout for 
“  clues,” with occasional excursions into nearby thickets for ber
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ries to fill the bucket on her arm. When the noon hour came she 
dispatched her simple luncheon of brown bread and butter and 
blackberries, then scrutinized the brook for a clear place from 
which to get a drink. A little farther up, and across the stream, 
she spied some huge bowlders overhanging the bank; they were 
partly covered by vines, which were nourished by the abundant 
spring of water that gushed from their midst. Ann picked her 
way lightly across a fallen log and quenched her thirst at this 
natural fountain. Suddenly, her foot slipped, and, to save herself 
from falling, she caught at the vines, tearing them partly away. 
Stepping backward to regain her balance she saw something that 
set her heart to thumping furiously.

44 Great hat! ”  she exclaimed once more.
Roughly scratched on the bowlder was the inevitable Sphinx, 

similar to the picture on the half-way stone, save that the ribbon
like band was not there and beneath the figure was the word 
44 Finis.” She had come by accident upon that for which she 
might have searched a lifetime without success !

Ann tore away the remaining vines, trod down the undergrowth 
at the base of the bowlders, and peered beneath them. A small 
natural shelf of rock projected outward a few inches. She cleared 
away the stones and dead leaves that clogged the opening and, 
thrusting in her hand, brought out a rusty tin can. The lid of 
the can was soldered on, and painted upon it in plain characters 
was:

44 To be opened in the presence of a lawyer by the person find
ing it.”

44 Something definite at last! ” murmured Ann, dizzily.
Some time afterward Ann entered the kitchen of her home and 

set the bucket of blackberries down beside her mother. 44 Here 
are some berries to make your mouth water, mother,” she said.

44 Well, get a crock and put them away.”
44 I ’m so tired, mother; you do it.”
At the tone of suppressed excitement, Mrs. Seabrook looked up. 

Ann’s eyes were dancing, her cheeks were flushed, her breathing 
hurried ; she looked anything but tired.

44 You do act so queerly, Ann. Very well, I’ll do it if you 
won’t.” She lifted the bucket, then set it down suddenly.
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“  It’s as heavy as lead ! Don’t tell me that’s all blackberries ! 
Ann Seabrook, what’s in this bucket — rocks ? ”

“ Look and see for yourself, mother,” and Ann danced into the 
next room and collapsed joyfully into a chair beside her father, 
Mrs. Seabrook followed, bringing the can, which she had dislodged, 
from the bucket of berries. Then Ann told her story. Next she 
flew for Mr. Randolph, a lawyer friend of her father; and when 
she got back to the house, accompanied by Mr. Randolph, several 
neighbors, scenting something unusual, had come in. So the story 
was told again, after which the lid of the can was pried off with a 
hot poker, and Ann took from it a sealed envelope addressed to 
“ The Person Finding this Can.” Under the envelope was a 
chamois-skin bag, well filled with golden eagles and banknotes. 
The envelope contained a letter which ran as follows :

H aving no k indred , and know ing that I am ill o f an in cu ra b le  d isease, I take this 
m eans o f d isp os in g  o f m y p rop erty .

It  is m y wish that the m oney in this can shall be d iv id ed  in to  tw o equal p ortion s , one 
p ortion  to go to the H igh v ille  H ospita l, the other to the finder o f  the can.

I am not m entally  unbalanced, as som e w ill im agine, but do  th is because I p refer to  
leave to  chance that w h ich  I cann ot d ecide  fo r  m yself. T here are, dou b tless , som e 
needy persons in th is  neigh borh ood , but I have no m eans o f finding ou t w ho they are; it 
pleases me to  th ink  that som e such person  w ill find th is, perhaps by  h is own in genu ity  
in  fo llow in g  up the clues I have prepared . I know  it is  p oss ib le  that a d ish on est per
son m ay find it and ap p rop ria te  the w hole o f  the con ten ts  to h im self, but I have fa ith  
in  the in tegr ity  o f  the average hum an being, and take the risk .

W itn esses: E z r a  P o o l .

M a r t h a  M e r r i w e a t h e r ,

E l l e n  B u r k e .

Thus it came about that many persons were made comfortable 
and happy by the contents of the old rusty can. For, though it 
did not contain a fortune, in the general acceptation of the term, 
it was sufficient to put the hospital 011 an independent footing, to 
enable Mr. Seabrook to pay off his indebtedness and buy the Hill 
Farm, and to give Ann an education.

Perhaps the person most disconcerted by the turn of events was 
Mrs. Merriweather, who bemoaned her own shortsightedness in 
not “ smelling a mouse ” on the occasion, some weeks before Mr, 
Pool’s death, when he asked the signatures of herself and her 
handmaiden as witnesses to a “  legal document.”



The Wine of Pantmelli.*
B Y  H A R L E  O REN  CU M M INS.

OK an Italian Prince, Fabriano was exceedingly 
good company for an American doctor. He 
rode and sliot like a cowboy, kept a stud of 
seventeen polo ponies, and had travelled this 
little world from end to end. Above all things, 
he was a connoisseur of wines; and his cellars 

were stocked with cask upon cask and tier upon tier of cobwebbed 
bottles of rare old vintages. Indeed, it was indirectly through 
this passion of Prince Fabriano that Doctor Hardy made his ac
quaintance. Hardy was consulting physician to the Protestant 
Hospital in the Villa Betania, outside the Porta Romana, and the 
Prince, 011 a flying visit to the Tuscan capital to secure a vinous 
treasure, and incidentally witness the annual festival of Santa 
Croce, brought with him a touch of Roman fever which caused his 
commitment to the care of the American doctor. His illness was 
short, but long enough to ripen the acquaintance with the Doctor 
into a warm friendship, resulting in an invitation to the physician 
to visit the princely estate of Fabriano. In this Umbrian fastness, 
where his ancestors had exercised sovei’eign power, Fabriano was 
regarded as the lord of the soil, by all but a few adherents of a 
deposed house under the leadership of Luigi di Folengo.

One evening, as Hardy went to the Prince’s rooms for their 
usual smoke and game of cards, he found the Prince sitting by the 
table, holding a bottle of amber-colored liquid.

“  Why not pull the cork, Fabriano, and let us have something 
more than a sight of this richly-colored fluid ? ” said the Doctor in 
a bantering tone.

To his surprise, the Prince answered quite seriously, and with 
almost a shudder:

“  I would not drink one sip of the wine that comes in that flask 
— not even for the polo pony Gustavo that we saw in the Royal

* C opyright, 1901, by The Shortstory P ublishing Com pany. A ll rights reserved.
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stables last week, and you know how much I coveted that pretty 
little beast.”

A  second look showed Hardy that the bottle was of peculiar 
shape and peculiarly stoppered, and he asked the question which 
he saw the Prince was ready to answer.

“  You remember the trip to Florence to which I owe the pleasure 
of your acquaintance? Well, I had another reason beside my in
terest in the Santa Croce festival. You have heard of the Monas
tery of La Certosa, out on the Galluzzo road, beyond your hospital ? 
The government had abolished it, and there was a store of valuable 
wine to be put up at auction, including a few bottles of Pantinelli. 
Fate has seemed to be against my getting any of that wine, until 
to-day. I have tried for years to get one small bottle, but never 
yet have tasted it. Pantinelli was a rich old banker in Genoa, 
who owned a vineyard on the sunny slopes of the Riviera di 
Ponente. He never sold his wine, but presented it to his friends, 
and, as he was a cousin of Luigi di Folengo, of whose hatred for 
me I have already told you, he, naturally, never included me in 
his list of beneficiaries.

“ There was nothing peculiar in the appearance of Pantinelli’s 
wine, but it was invariably put up in bottles just like this. lie 
was an eccentric old fellow, and always corked his bottles by 
means of this peculiar device, which he claimed to have invented. 
He gave as a reason for his oddity the belief that if he used the 
customary seal his friends would keep his beverage for years un
opened, without discovering its flavor, and that he meant them to 
taste its superiority at once on receipt. He seems to have relied 
on his friends themselves to prevent the fraudulent substitution of 
another wine, which would, in his queer bottles, have brought an 
enormous price. However, any one lucky enough to receive a 
bottle of the famous beverage usually followed the old maids 
request to the letter, and drank it the same day.

“  This afternoon, while you slept, a messenger brought this bottle 
with a message from Luigi di Folengo, expressing the wish that we 
might live in amity hereafter, and begging the acceptance of a 
gift which he believed that I, more than any one else in all Italy 
would appreciate, a flask of genuine Pantinelli.

“  Now, I do not absolutely know that the wine he sent is poisoned,
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but I think I know Folengo pretty well, and I am going to try an 
experiment this evening which I should like to have you witness. 
I answered him immediately to the effect that his overtures were 
gladly welcomed, and that 011 my part I should be pleased to give 
him an important appointment in my service and hand him the 
papers to-night. I ended by telling him that to-morrow, seeking 
out a quiet spot, I should enjoy my Pantinelli to the last drop.” 

The Prince put the bottle away in a sideboard and produced 
from a desk a folded paper as Count Luigi di Folengo was an
nounced. He was a swarthy person, with a sabre cut across one 
cheek and a droop to the eyelid which, to Doctor Hardy, was 
singularly unprepossessing. The physician highly approved his 
friend’s course in leaving the Pantinelli untasted.

The conversation was general for a few moments after the guests 
had been introduced, and then the Prince, taking out the queer
shaped flask, silently placed it upon the table as he handed Folengo 
his appointment. Doctor Hardy watched the man as he stared at 
the bottle, half-guessing what was to come. Folengo mumbled 
words of thanks for the paper, but his eyes never left the wine.

“ I see you looking longingly at your present of the afternoon,” 
said the Prince pleasantly, “  and instead of selfishly drinking it all 
by myself to-morrow, I will be generous. Of course, this wine 
has not the novelty of charm to you that it has to others unrelated 
to its famous grower, but yet no one could get enough of such a 
drink, and, in honor of our new-formed friendship, you must drink 
my health in one small glass of the famed wine of Pantinelli,”

Pie poured out a brimming glass and set it down in front of 
Luigi di P’olengo, who sat shaking like a leaf, his drooping eyelid 
fluttering with strong excitement.

“ I am to play to-night, with my friend the Doctor here, a game 
for very high stakes, so I must keep my head clear, but to-morrow 
you may think of me as steeped in Pantinelli’s generous vine-juice.” 

As the Prince spoke the last sentence he took from the table 
drawer a handsome gold-mounted revolver, which he held up to 
the light so that glittering rays darted from its polished barrel as 
he said to the trembling Luigi, “  I wish also to present you this 
pistol, with which I have never missed a shot, and which has 
sent more than one of my enemies down the long road.”
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While Fabriano spoke the man’s eyes anxiously searched the 
room for a means of escape, and finally came back to the calm face 
of the Prince. He glanced from the heavy amber liquor before 
him to the shining weapon with which Fabriano lovingly toyed, 
and then, with a quiet heroism which Hardy could not help but 
admire, he raised the glass to his lips and drained it.

He sat there for a minute or two, gazing stupidly at the empty 
glass. Then, of a sudden, he began to tremble violently; his teeth 
chattered, and great beads of perspiration stood upon his forehead. 
On his lips there came a yellowish foam, and he started to his feet, 
clawing at his breast as if it were on fire, while a hoarse, cackling 
noise came from his throat. Doctor Hardy knew that the man 
must be suffering horribly, and, guilty as he believed him to be, 
could only pity.

Rocking to and fro, Folengo threw himself upon the floor, where 
he lay writhing and twisting in his death agony. His face turned 
black, and his eĵ es started from his head, like those of a strangled 
man. After that he lay quite still.

Doctor Hard}  ̂stooped and felt for the man’s heart. There was 
not the trace of a beat. He turned to the Prince, who had sat 
through the whole scene with a smiling face, and said, “ You are 
amply avenged, Prince Fabriano. That man died the most terrible 
death I have witnessed in twenty years of practice.”

Fabriano, still smiling strangely, poured out two more glasses of 
the wine which the dead man had just drunk. “  So be it with all 
assassins ! ” he said. “  Drink to the downfall of my enemy I ” 

“ No, thank you ! ” answered Hardy, drily, thinking the ghastly 
deed was being carried too far, “  life has still a few attractions. ”

“  Oh, as you will,” replied the Prince carelessly. “ Then I must 
drink alone,” and he emptied the glass.

“ But you are missing something choice,”  he continued, wiping 
his lips. “ That wine has been in my cellars for fifty years. The 
stuff our late friend sent is safely locked away for analysis, to
gether with a poisoned dagger and an infernal machine, both of 
which, I believe, I owe to him or his followers. If you were 
coroner in this case, what would your verdict be — death from a 
guilty conscience, supplemented by a vivid imagination? Come,
I believe it’s my first deal this evening. ”



Flying the Flume**

B Y  B A IL E Y  M ILLA R D .

was one of the noisest places in all California, 
They called it Sierra Springs, and it stood on a 
bench half way np Eight-Dollar Mountain. The 
noise came from the brawling, sprawling Wild 
River, that made much ado about very little 
down there below the bench. It also came from 

the winds that would be blowing harshly at all hours through the 
pines and from the sawmill where the saws screamed through the 
big logs and where pjanks and slabs were always falling with 
heavy thumps and thuds.

But Martha Capp liked the noises. She liked the sawmill, too, 
and most of all she liked the flume. She loved to see the lumber 
from the mill shoot by her down the long waterway as she sat on 
the bank. The flume ran to the railroad at Red Canon, twenty 
miles away. From the flume she would look up to the great 
peaks upon which the tall, dark pines were roughly etched.

Sometimes Martha had a companion there by the waterway, 
Serena Hazlitt, a girl with magnificent red hair that hung in two 
great braids down her back, looking, as Martha had said to her 
mother, “  like two big sticks of molasses candy.” Serena had the 
soft complexion and the kind of blue eyes that go with auburn 
hair. Martha’s hair was jet black and her skin and eyes were 
dark. The two girls were in the same class at school, and while 
they were always friendly enough, they often found themselves 
in positions of rivalry. Martha had “ spelled down ” Serena 
on three occasions when they were the last of the line to remain 
standing. But Serena had been chosen Fairy Queen at the church 
festival, much to the chagrin of the Capp family, who had confi
dently counted upon Martha getting the most votes. Then, too, 
Serena’s buckskin was just a little faster than Martha’s white pony.

*  C opyright, 1901, by  The Shortstory  P u b lish in g  C om pany, A ll r ights reserved.
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“  I wouldn’t let that red-headed thing beat me every time I rode 
to school,”  had been the taunt of Martha’s sister Annie,

“ Don’t care if she does,” Martha had replied. “ I don’t like 
racing, and don’t let Kittie out. If it does ’Renie any good let 
her beat. I can spell her down, anyway.”

“  But she gloats over it so when she rides past you,” persisted 
Annie. “  I’d get a long switch and give Kit a good cut when she 
tried to get by.”

That was precisely what Martha had done, but Serena’s light- 
footed buckskin had glided past her slower horse so easily that the 
dark girl had almost given up the idea of ever beating in the 
school race, It was deeply mortifying to her to see the buckskin 
pass so swiftly and to hear Serena’s challenge, “  Why don't you 
come on? Your horse is a little slow, ainT she?” But Martha 
hid all her disconcerting thoughts under a placid little face that 
showed nothing of self-distrust.

“  Oh, I don’t care to race,” she always said; “  it’s kind of dan
gerous on these high canon roads.”

“ That’s right, Marth} ,̂” her father would say. “  The roads is 
too narrer, an’ you might git throwed down a thousand feet there 
at Clift Pint.”

At Cliff Point, the very next day, Serena would probably dash 
past Martha, both horses at their top speed. But Martha kept all 
knowledge of such matters from her father and mother.

“  I don’t care,” she would say. “  Maybe some day we’ll have a 
horse that will beat that dirty little buckskin all hollow. And, 
anyway, Serena Hazlitt got two marks for bad deportment last 
month, and I didn’t get any.”

But when they sat 011 the bank by the flume, looking down into 
the gliding water, all thoughts of rivalry between the two girls 
were put aside. They placed pine-cone men on big chip boats and 
sent them down to the bay, or listened to the swish of the water 
as their hazel wands bent in the fleeting stream. Then a great 
piece of pine lumber would whisk b}r, making a long yellow flash 
in the bright sunlight. Sometimes, when a mill-man had an er
rand down at Red Canon, he would sit 011 a box on two of these 
large timbers, nailed side by side, and go gliding past Martha and 
Serena, shouting, “  Hello, girls! Want a ride?” But he would
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be going too fast to permit of any jumping on or off his raft, and 
all they could do would be to giggle and shout, “  Good-bye! 
Pleasant voyage ! ” while they whirled their hats.

“  Flying the flume ” is what the lumbermen called this method 
of navigation. It was a swift and easy means of reaching Red 
Canon, and was safe enough as long as the voyager kept his place 
on the raft and there were no limbs or timbers projecting low over 
the flume ahead.

Sometimes a whole party of men would fly the flume, one be
hind the other, each on his own little raft, and once, when a mill- 
man had been crushed by a log in the yard and killed, a coffin had 
been made and his body had been floated down on a raft, with a 
grim Charon in the form of the grizzled foreman sitting up be
hind.

Martha, who always wanted to “  go somewhere,” had longed to 
fly the flume, but there had never been any occasion, and even had 
one occurred her father would not have permitted her to make 
such an adventurous journey.

One day Martha and Serena were coming from the post-office 
when, near the blacksmith shop, they saw a little group of villa
gers about a pretty horse that had just been shod by the blacksmith. 
The animal had a smooth, cream-white coat, with large brown 
spots 011 it, and a long flowing mane and tail.

“  What a lovely pinto ! ” exclaimed Serena. “  Isn’t he shiny ? ”
“  A  beauty,” said Martha, “ and he looks so intelligent. His 

eyes are almost human. How I should like to own him ! ”
“ Come, Alexis,” said the owner of the animal, who was a horse 

trainer, “ do you like pretty girls?”
The man gave a side glance at Serena and Martha as he asked 

the question. Alexis bowed a decided affirmative.
“ Do you like them when they disobey their mothers ? ” The 

horse shook his head, his mane switching about very prettily.
“ What’s your age ? ” Alexis pawed the ground five times with 

his right fore foot.
“ You never lie about your age? ” The horse said “  no,” in the 

same manner as before.
“  Can you waltz ? Let’s see.” The man whistled “ Love, I will 

Love You Ever,” and the horse waltzed about in the road.
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44 Do you see any little girl that you would like to make friends 
with ? ” Alexis went over to Martha. 44 Don’t be afraid, my 
dear,” said the horse trainer. 44 He is very gentle.” The horse 
stuck out his head toward Martha and pinched her sleeve between 
his lips. The girl was not in the least taken aback and stood strok
ing the horse’s head as her father came up. He was talking with 
Mr. Hazlitt, Serena’s father.

44 Hello,”  said Mr. Capp. 44 He’s pretty friendly, ain’t he ? 
You’d like to own him, eh ?”  he said in reply to a faint remark 
made by Martha. 44 What do you want for a hoss like that?” 
Mr. Capp inquired of the trainer.

44 Well, horses don’t bring very much now — bicycles are run
ning them out and feed’s high — I’ll let him go dirt cheap, 
though I do hate to part with him. Say a hundred dollars.”

44 Oh, sho ! ” replied Mr. Capp, 441 can git four good hosses for 
that.”

44 But there are few that know so many tricks, and he’s a first- 
class saddle-horse— safe, gentle — any lady can ride him — and 
he can go fast. Wait a minute.”

The man threw a saddle on Alexis’s back, tightened the cinch, 
grasped the bridle rein, and, leaping upon his back, made a flying 
gallop over to the mill and back again, scattering the sawdust 
with which the road was covered.

44 He’s a good goer,” observed Mr. Hazlitt, 44 and he seems to be 
sound. He’s wuth the money. I’d buy him myself if I needed 
another hoss.”

Mr. Capp examined Alexis all over, with particular attention to 
his teeth. 44 He’s ’bout seven year old, I should say,” was his 
remark on finishing the dental inspection.

44 Only five,” said the trainer. 44 Ain’t you, my pretty?”
The horse pawed five times on the ground, 44 And you love the 

ladies?” (A  bow.) 44 And like bad boys ? ” (A  decided 44 No.” ) 
“ Ain’t he cu te?” remarked Mr. Capp. 44 Wal, I ’ll give you 

seventy-five for him.”
The trainer looked injured.
44 One hundred or nothing,” he said quietly. 44 And he knows 

lots of other tricks. He can stand on his hind legs, twist a 
faucet and turn on the water, open gates, and lots of things.”
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Mr. Capp looked again at the horse, very critically, Martha 
urging him to buy it. Meanwhile Serena was eyeing her with a 
dark-green look. She was very envious of Martha for her chance 
of the possession of the beautiful animal.

“ I didn’t tell you he was part Arabian, did I ? ” said Alexis’s 
owner. “  Well, you saw how he could go. He’s good in a buggy, 
too, and he will stand anywhere. You can try him if you want 
to. He’s dirt cheap at that figure.”

44 I dunno but he is,” mused Mr. Capp, still looking at Alexis, 
44 and I like a pinto.”

44 Don’t let them buy him — don’t,” pleaded Serena, pulling at 
her father’s coat. “ I want him so bad— so bad. Tell the man 
you’ll take him, won’t you, P a ?”

“  Oh, we got hosses ’nough. Of course, we might sell or trade 
and keep this feller. I like a pinto. They ain’t common, and he’s 
sound as a dollar.”

Standing on the side of the horse opposite to Mr. Capp, Serena’s 
father looked closely at the animal and did not turn away until 
his neighbor said with a sigh :

44 Wal, I ’d like to own him, but money’s pooty tight — pooty 
tight; and I got plenty ways to spend it.”

“  That’s jest my fix, too,” said Mr. Hazlitt.
44 If either of you gents wants him, send me word,” called the 

trainer as the two men walked away toward the store. The girls 
remained until the horse trainer rode off. They heard him say 
that he was going to lied Canon. Martha walked sadly home.

“ And I wanted him so bad — but he cost so much,”  she said to 
her mother. 44 He’s worth ten such slow pokes as old Kit.”

Later in the afternoon Mr. Capp returned home. Then began 
a teasing and cajoling that would have softened the heart of a 
graven image. Mr. Capp was well-to-do and he was really sorry 
now that he had not purchased the horse.

441 should ’a-liked to seen Marthy ridin’ on him,” lie said to his 
wife.

44 Well, we could sell Kittie,” suggested Mrs. Capp.
Martha overheard their talk and broke in :
44 Yes, she’s an old poke and she’s balky. She balked with me 

the other evening on the hill.”
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“ Wal, I s’pose it’s too late now,” said her fattier.
“  No, it isn’t; he’s gone to Red Canon. lie must be. nearly 

there by this time. It’s two o’clock. We could telephone.”
“ All right — we’ll do it.”
“  Come on, then.” Martha flew ahead of her father to the 

store where the telephone was, full of excitement and trepidation. 
She feared the man might have left the main road at Brooks’s and 
not gone to Red Canon after all.

Serena saw Martha go to the store, and she tripped after her. 
She heard Mr. Capp talking to the telephone girl at Red Canon, 
and heard him say:

“ All right-—dell him when he gits there that I’ll take the 
horse. What’s that? Yes, me — I’m Silas Capp, you know. 
Tell him I ’ll take him. Yes, the horse. I ’ll pay him his price —- 
one hundred. Jest tell him to call me up when he gits there. 
Good-bye.”

Serena ran to her father and told him the news.
“ We can get him yet,”  she said. “ It isn’t too late. They 

haven’t talked with the man over th e ’phone. He’s to call them 
up when he gets to Red Canon. We can get him yet,”

“  How ? ” asked her father, to whom the telephone was some
thing vague.

“ Why, come with me, if you don’t want the Capps to get him. 
Come on, Pa.” And Serena fairly bundled her father out of the 
house, while her mother said, “  Oh, you impetuous little thing! ” 

When Serena and her father reached the store, Martha was 
sitting on a cracker box awaiting the tinkle of the telephone bell 
and the call from the horse trainer, Serena whispered to her 
father:

“ They haven’t heard from that horseman yet. Our chance is 
as good as theirs.”

Great was Martha’s surprise and indignation when Serena 
called up Red Canon and asked if the horse trainer had arrived 
there yet. She saw Serena’s satisfied smile when the answer 
came, and could have bitten her when she heard her say:

“  All right. Tell him Mr. Hazlitt will take the horse he was 
looking at here at the price he named — one hundred dollars. Tell 
him to call us up as soon as he comes. I’ll wait.”



4 2 FLYING THE FLUME.

Serena hung the receiver on the hook and smiled again as she 
glanced at Martha, sitting on the cracker box. Neither of the 
girls spoke during the half-hour of waiting. Their fathers had 
both gone home, leaving them there to receive the calls from the 
horseman. But when that important individual reached Red 
Canon he did not'go to the telephone. He merely sent word by a 
messenger to the telephone office to ring up the Sierra Springs 
agent and tell him to say to Mr. Capp and Mr. Hazlitt that he 
would keep the horse there ready for them until the next morn
ing. If either gentleman wished the animal all he had to do was 
to bring or send the money. He could not give them any further 
time, for he was in a hurry. The one who placed the money in 
his hands first should have the horse. When the agent told 
Serena and Martha this they stared at each other.

“ Well,” said Martha, “ I think that’s unfair. We made our 
offer first.”

“  Oh,” said Serena, 44 it’s fair enough. He’d said what he’d "do.” 
44 I know he did,”  replied Martha, “  and it’s mean of him,”
The girls ran home and told their fathers. Mr, Capp had the 

money ready, but he did not wish to drive twenty miles to Red 
Canon and back again.

44 Let me go,”  said Martha. 441 can ride Kit down and Alexis 
back. Kit leads all right.”

44 Wal,” said Mr. Capp, 44 you’re a great wheedler anyway, 
Marthy. But suppose Hazlitt gets there first ? ”

44 He won’t,” grimly replied Martha, shutting her teeth very 
tight. She took the money hastily, saddled Kittie and was away 
down the canon as fast as her 44 slow poke ”  could go.

She had not gone three miles before she heard hoofs beating be
hind her, and soon Serena shot past with a little cry of triumph, 
to which was added, 44 You might as well go back, Martha. That 
horse is ours ! ”

Martha, much dejected, let Kittie fall into a jog-trot. Her eyes 
were downcast and there were tears in them. That beautiful 
pinto horse would have to be given up and all because of her old 
44 slow poke.”

Of a sudden her face lighted up and determination spread itself 
over it. The flume! It ran straight and swift. It was shorter
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than the road and a much quicker route. A mile below there was 
a station where she might get upon a raft and start on the flying 
trip. It did not occur to her that she had never taken a flume 
journey. She would dare anything for that horse. She struck 
Kittie smartly with her switch and soon she was at' the flume sta
tion, where the water ran slower for a little way in an almost level 
space. She knew the mill-man there and he agreed to take care of 
her horse. He also nailed the planks together for a raft, and in ten 
minutes after she reached the station she was ready for the journey.

“  Sit straight up, Marthy, on this seat I’ve made for you and be 
careful not to move to one side or the other. You’ll get there on 

„ time, I guess, if the other girl ain’t got too big a start.”
Martha took her position aboard the raft and, full of a strange 

new excitement, she saw herself and her odd craft move slowly at 
first and then gather speed. Her hair, which she always wore in 
curls, swept back from her head and her skirt blew in the wind, 
while her hat would have gone had not the elastic band slipped 
down upon her neck.

“  Good-bye ! ” yelled the mill-man when she had made a turn. 
She waved her hand to him, but could not speak. Swiftly the raft 
glided down the flume, whizzing past great rocks and trees that 
almost grazed her shoulder. Often she could have reached out 
and touched the trunk of a pine, and sometimes soft branches 
scraped her side, though she ducked her head to avoid violent 
contact. Sometimes she caught glimpses of the road, but she 
saw nothing of Serena. She held her breath in awe when she 
flew along in the places where the flume was bracketed upon the 
side of a steep, high cliff, and she dared not look down to where 
the river lay like a mere ribbon below her.

On and on she sped, and, though she had never traversed this 
route before, it seemed to her that she must be nearing the end, 
when she caught sight of a dust cloud down the road. Gaining 
upon it she saw that it enveloped Serena and her horse. The 
flume ran on a gentle decline here, and when Martha overtook 
her rival, which happened to be where road and flume came near 
together, the girls could distinguish each other very plainty. 
Martha gave a shout and cried :

“  Good-bye, Serena! ”

i
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“ You mean thing!” retorted her auburn-haired adversary. 
“  You don’t race fair — but I’ll beat you yet! ”

A  sharp cut of her whip put an exclamation point to her sen
tence, and her horse bounded forward, ahead of Martha’s raft.

Just at that point a steep pitch in the flume began, taking the 
raft suddenly and swiftly far below the level of the road and out 
of sight among the trees. The straight pine trunks seemed to 
fairly fly past the girl upon the scudding timbers, as telegraph poles 
race backward toward the traveller by railroad express, and they 
reeled off the miles so rapidly that the calmer water of the 
flume station at Red Canon soon came in sight.

Barely had Martha given the horse trainer the money for the 
beautiful pinto and taken a receipt when in a whirl of dust the 
panting and perspiring Serena rode up. The defeated girl threw 
her pony almost upon its haunches as she came to a stop, a glow 
of jealous rage upon her face. But it cleared instantly, and she 
said with almost her customary cordialit}7:

“ You had to fly a flume to beat me, Martha; next time you’d 
better saddle a cyclone I ”
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B Y  BIC H AR D  B A R K ER  SHELTON.

was Caverley’s intention to select a present for 
her birthday — no ordinary, conventional little 
gift, but something which would show her that 
the selection had required time and search, 
something you couldn’t see lying in shop-win- 
dows or advertised in the back of magazines, 

something to bring the color to her cheeks and the sparkle to her 
eyes and cause her to exclaim, “ You’ve rummaged all over town 
for it, haven’t you, you dear old boy ? ”

To this end he spent many afternoons in queer places —  pawn
brokers’ shops, curio stores and musty basements, where odd 
volumes or first editions might be brought to light. But his 
search was for a long time in vain. He could find nothing to suit 
his needs, for the things he found out of the ordinary would not 
gratify her taste, and the things which would suit her taste were 
too ordinary.

He had wellnigh given up further search and decided to go 
back to a little shop uptown and purchase an hour-glass of 
quaintly carved ivory — he hadn’t the faintest idea to what use 
she could put it — when a lucky chance changed his plans.

He was passing an auction-room, where a red flag flaunted over 
the sidewalk and a shabby man with leathern lungs bawled forth 
an announcement that the entire stock of treasures inside would 
be sacrificed at auction at 2.30, and in the same breath he invited 
the passersby to step in and inspect it. More from idle curiosity 
than anything else, Caverley went within. There was the usual 
array of vases and chinaware, statuettes and rather glaring lamps. 
He wandered about, while a little man with a high-pitched voice 
trotted beside him, telling wonderful tales about every article 
before which Caverley made a momentary pause.

* C opyright, 1901, by The Shortstory  P ub lish in g  C om pany. A ll r igh ts  reserved.
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44 Delft, sir, genuine Delft,” the little man was saying as he 
held up some hideous blue plates, when. Caverley interrupted him 
with an exclamation of surprise. His eye had fallen on a silver 
hand-mirror, and he picked it up and examined it carefully.

44The very thing,”  he said to himself; then turning to his self- 
appointed guide, 44 How much ? ”

Everything was to be sold at the auction, the man explained —  
still, if the gentleman desired it very much and found it incon
venient to come in the afternoon —

441 do,” said Caverley shortly. 44 How much?”
How much did he think it worth to him ? Caverley named a 

price and the other made haste to take him up. A few moments 
later, with his purchase in his pocket, he was hurrying up the 
street.

It was a queer little mirror. The back was of oxidized silver, 
quaintly embossed — an impossible Cupid reaching out for a 
laurel wreath which completely surrounded him. Several sprays 
of laurel trailed from the ends of the wreath and these Avere 
twisted round and round to form the handle. A unique idea and 
rather a good bit of work, Caverley thought, as he examined the 
mirror carefully at his apartments. Assuredly it would bring the 
sparkle to her eyes, and assuredly she would tell him what a dear 
old boy he was to take so much trouble in her behalf. The Cupid 
was such a fat, contented-looking little god, that he laughed 
aloud! Symbolical, too, it seemed to him, for theirs had been a 
contented affair of the heart. Surely it was the very thing for a 
present to her.

For some time he sat turning the mirror about in his hands, 
making jocular comments now and then to the enwreathed Cupid. 
Then suddenly he sat bolt upright with a strange expression on 
his face. He had glanced into the mirror and the reflection he 
beheld there was not that of his own features. He could scarcely 
believe his sight. He looked again. The face he beheld was one 
from which he shrank ; a strong, firm face it might have been at 
some time, but now it was disfigured by hideous scars. He laid 
the mirror on a nearby table and sprang from his chair. He knew 
it was weakness, but for the life of him he could not help walking 
over to the glass on his shaving table and glancing into it. It
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was his own face that met his gaze, and he was heartily ashamed 
of the sigh of relief he gave as he saw it.

He returned to his chair and picked up the mirror. Again he 
glanced into it. This time it was his own square, clean-shaven 
face which looked back at him.

“ Well, I am a skittish fool,” said he, and turned the mirror 
over. The Cupid favored him with the smile which was its per
petual attribute, and at that Caverley laughed easily and put the 
mirror in a drawer.

Some evenings later he again looked at the mirror. As he 
turned it about he was aware that the same face was looking back 
at him—-the face with the scars and the eyes which seemed to be 
half reproachful, half pleading.

“  Good Lord! ” said he, and laid the mirror down rather sud
denly. Then, thoroughly at odds with his childishness, he picked 
it up again. This time, as he peered into it, he saw the reflection 
of his own face.

“ This,” he announced to the Cupid, “  is a clear case of indiges
tion. Take Thingummy’s pills, you know.”  Yet he was aware, 
with a strange feeling of awe, that he regarded the mirror in a new 
and not altogether pleasing light,

“ You’re not quite so much the article I wanted as I took you 
to be,” he observed, as he banged the drawer shut.

But some sort of morbid fascination about the mirror caused him 
to take it often from the drawer. He came to look upon it with 
loathing, and each time that uncouth face peered back at him he 
felt creepy sensations of alternate warmth and chill, yet so strong 
was the spell it cast over his better senses that he was unable to 
keop his mind from it.

When her birthday came, Caverley took her the hour-glass and 
made no mention of the mirror. Indeed, lie spoke of it to 110 one, 
for he felt an intense disgust at his own actions regarding it. Yet 
every night he brought it out and turned it about until the face 
he had come to hate stared back at him. Then with a curse he 
would throw it into the drawer and pace the room until he was 
tired out.

In time he discovered that the mirror must be Held in a certain 
position for the face to appear. Otherwise it gave normal reflec
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tions. His discovery gave him a certain courage. It took away 
some of the weirdness of the thing, and suggested the prosaic 
course of inquiring into the origin of the curio. He sought the 
manager of the auction room, who, with a smile and bow, professed 
entire ignorance of the source whence the mirror had come. Cav- 
erley, taking out a twenty-dollar note, clipped it in two with his 
pocket scissors, and handed one half to the auctioneer.

“ This half is now useless to me,” he said, “  but it will be worth 
twenty dollars to you when you discover who sold you the mirror.”

Some Aveeks passed and Caverley studied the mirror in a practi
cal way. He noted that it was of unusual thickness, and this 
aroused his suspicions.

“  I ’ll ta k e  i t  t o  p ie c e s ,”  sa id  h e , a n d  th is  h e  p r o c e e d e d  to  d o . It 
t o o k  c o n s id e r a b le  t im e  a n d  p a t ie n c e  to  w o r k  th e  b a c k  lo o s e  w ith - 
o u t  d a m a g in g  th e  g la s s , b u t , b y  d in t  o f  p e r s e v e r a n c e , h e  m a n a g e d  
it. B a c k  o f  th e  g la s s , h e  f o u n d  a  shalloAv m e ta l p a n . He a tta c k e d  
th is , a n d  in  a feAV m o m e n ts  h a d  se p a ra te d  i t  f r o m  th e  m ir r o r  p r o p e r . 
T h e  p a n  r e m o v e d , th e  Avhole m a tte r  w a s  p la in . Set slantAvise be . 
n e a t li th e  b e v e l l in g  o n  th e  r ig h t -h a n d  s id e  w a s  an  a m b r o t y p e  o f  
th e  fa c e  h e  k n e w  s o  Avell. T h e  p ic tu r e  e x t e n d e d  p e r h a p s  a th ir d  
o f  th e  d is ta n c e  a cro ss  th e  m irro r , a n d  Avas c o v e r e d  Avith a  th ic k  
p la te  o f  g la s s , s o  th a t  l o o k in g  s q u a r e ly  in to  th e  m irro r , r e f le c t io n  
Avas n o rm a l, b u t  b y  s lo p in g  i t  t o  th e  r ig h t  u n t i l  th e  a m b r o t y p e  Avas 
h o r iz o n ta l,  th e  fa c e  w it h  th e  sca rs  a p p e a re d .

Caverley took the ambrotype to the light and stood looking at it 
for some time.

“  Whoever you are,” said he, “  you’re not an attractive chap, but 
I’d double that tAventy to find out about you.”

The matter was rapidly slipping from his mind when one day 
the manager of the auction-room called on him and brought Avith 

him an elderly gentleman whom Caverley judged rightly to be a 
lawyer.

“  That mirror,” the elderly gentleman said Avhen the matter on 
Avhich they had called Avas broached, “ was the property of a client 
of mine, a Miss Damon. It was sold, after her death, Avith a 
lot of other personal property not disposed of in her Avill. There’s 
a queer story about it, but I don’t know that I can tell it correctly, 
for it was told to me in fragments whenever my client cared to
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mention the subject, which, I can assure you, sir, was seldom in
deed. As well as I can piece these bits together it was something 
like this:

“  Many years ago her family lived in the South and there she 
met a young physician, who became greatly attached to her. It 
seems an epidemic of smallpox broke out, and the doctor risked 
his professional reputation in getting the Damons away and 
through the lines of the f shot-gun quarantine * which had been 
established. He remained there and eventually came down with 
the disease, which left him with horrible scars. Upon his recovery, 
he wrote Miss Damon telling her of this and she replied in a letter 
filled with expressions of deepest sympathy; scars of the skin, she 
wrote, could not mar the soul, and bade him come to her, but, 
somehow, the letter miscarried and he never received it. He 
waited for the answer through several trying months and then 
wrote her saying he should go abroad to bury himself somewhere 
in Europe. She was right, he said, to consider him as one dead. 
He sent the mirror at the same time. There wasn’t much to tell, 
and I fear I have hardly done it justice,” the lawyer concluded.

Caverley, with great patience, put the mirror together again, 
and that evening he took it to the lady for whom he had bought 
it, and told her the story. And she, being a sympathetic little 
woman, wept.
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^ A N G E L U S
P I A N O  P L A Y E R

Angelus Piano Player, -  $225
Angelus Orchestral, =  = $250

If you cannot call to hear this instrument, 
send for handsome booklet telling all about it*

WILCOX & WHITE COMPANY,

unused Piano should 
wMf) now be a thing of the past.

Wherever there is a piano 
an Angelus is needed. It is not 
a selfsplaying Piano, but a won? 
derful little instrument by means 
of which anyone can play any 
piano—not as a self splaying piano 
plays, but with the touch and 
technique of the artistic musician, 
and with the individuality of the 
performer never lost*

The Angelus Orchestral Piano 
Player is the original Piano 
Player and with it the perc 
former can produce effects not 
possible with any other* For 
example:

1. A  Piano playing alone. 2, An Orchestral Organ playing 
alone. 3 . A Piano with violin effect, 4. A Piano with flute 
effect. 5. Piano and Full Orchestral Organ combined, all at 
the same tim e.

The Angelus being so much superior to supposedly similar instruments, we ask 
that you make the comparison yourself, feeling confident that after you have done 
so you will select the Angelus.

NEW YORK SALESROOMS, 164 FIFTH AVENUE. 
MAIN OFFICE AND FACTORY, MERIDEN, CONN.
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Is  fash ion ab le . N oth ing  n icer 
than a so ft  brow n co m p le x io n ; 
freck les , though, are bad, and a 
rough  sk in  is w orse, A  little  
Pozzoni’ s Brunette C om plexion  

rssa —3 P o W d e l' 
>1 j u s t  t h e  
t| c o l o r ,  is  

'  ] necessary.
j l  G et the 

.. rtK a lW F  on ly
L M m B SBLsj&z*' g e n u i n e

M edicated

C om plexion Po w d e r

Sample pair,
| by mail, 25c, I 

Catalogue 
free CUSHION 

BUTTON If  HOSE 
SUPPORTERl

ENNEN'S BORATED
TALCUM

mark;-

. Sold 
[ ( th

Positive Relief for <
PR IC K L Y HEAT, 
CHAFING, and 
SUNBURN, and all

afflictions of the shin.
. '  “ A little higher in price, perhaps, 

than w orth less  s u b s t itu te s ,  b u t  OS 
r e a s o n  t o r  it."  Kcmovesall odor of par* 
fipiration. Delightful after ̂ Shavin^.

d everywhere, or mailed on receipt of25a GetMennen  
eoriginal .) Sam-plefrce. GERHABT)^iESNEHCo..Newark1NJ_J

For Children W hile Cutting1 Their Teeth.

An Old and Well-Tried Remedy.

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS 

MRS. W INSLOW ’S SOOTHING SYRUP
has been used for over F i f t y  Y e a r s  by 
M i l l i o n s  of M o t h e r s  for their C h i l d r e n  

w h i l e  T e e t h i n g ,  with P e r f e c t  S u c c e s s .  

I t  S o o t h e s  the C h i l d ,  S o f t e n s  the G u m s, 

A l l a y s  all P a i n ;  C u r e s  W i n d  C o l i c ,  and 
is the best remedy for D i a r r h o e a .  Sold by 
Druggists in every part of the world. Be sure 
and ask for M rs. W in slo w ’s  Soothing  
Syru p  and take no other kind.

THE NATURAL BODY BRACE
C X J R E S
Female Troubles,
Stooping Posture, 
Inflammations,
Internal Pains,
Tired Feeling,
Backache,
Weak Lungs,
Nervousness.

T R IA L  F R E E .
It will make you 

comfortable, buoy
ant, happy—give you 
ability to work and 
enjoy life. It is 
simple, wholly ex- 
ternaL adjustable to 
any figure. Worn 
with or without 
corset.

W e  h a v e  o v e r  1 5 , 0 0 0  le tte r s  lik e  th ist
Chandler, Okla., July 27,1899. 

Tour Brace did all you said about it and more for 
me. It has saved me a big doctor’s bill and brought 
me good health, which I had not had before in 25 
vears. My troubles were dropsy, headache, lung 
disease, stomach and other ills to which women are 
subject. MRS. L. B. DICKINSON.

Write today for particulars and illustrated book 
mailed free in plain sealed envelone. Address 
The Natural Body Brace Co., Box 50 , Salina, Kansas. 

Every woman should have this Brace.

THE BUTTON
THAT REVOLUTIONIZED THE 
HOSE SUPPORTER BUSINESS

No more Darning at the Knees^
NEVER SLIPS 
OR TEARS

EVERY PAIR WARRANTED
No Stitching in the Elastic 
I n n K  For the
L » V / V / I \  o n  E v e r y  L o o p  
G e o r g e  F r OSt  C o .,  M akers,

Boston, Mass.

■ ■ n w i  ■ ■ m  ■■■ We guarantee a radical,
R U P T U R E  s g s ?  w W K 1;.0.'
O p e ra tio n  or Ile te n tio n  from  Itii»in«ss.
THE DUANE COMPANY, Dept, AA, Beaver Falls, Pa.
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SPINAL DEFORMITIES
We are tlie only manufacturers in the world making Spinal Appliances an exclu

sive business, and they are adapted to all conditions of spinal irritation or troubles; 
viz., Pott’s Disease, Anterior or Lateral Curvature, Stoop Shoulder, Weak Back 
from any cause, Soreness or Bain in Small of Back, so often diagnosed as Kidney 
Trouble when it is not. They are constructed strictly on scientific anatomical prin
ciples ; every brace is provided with perforated abdominal pad, which, togetherwitli 
covered spring steel pads, resting against the small of the back and kidneys, is a sure 
cure for ailments common to women, both old and young, in every walk of life.

These A ppliances so conform to the body as not to evidence that a support or brace 
of any kind is being worn. In many cases they correct deformities of long standing. 
They produce no discomfort what
ever to the wearer. They are truly 
a godsend to suffering humanity.
The average weight of Appliance 
for curvature for adult, male or 
female, 17 ounces; for children, in 
proportion. The average weight of 
Appliance for weak or lame back,
4 t o  10 ounces. T hrow  away the 

cum bersom e and expensive p ln s le r -o f-p a r is  and soil—leather jack ets .
Illustrations show our curvature Appliance spread out| also back 
view as worn. Thirty days’ trial free, if you write to-day and ask for 
illustrated catalogue containing endorsements from experts, physical 
instructors and patients who have the Appliance in actual use.

THE PHILO BURT MFG. CO., 33 Third S t ., Jam estown, N. Y.

MORPHINEa^
days. 3 0 ,0 0 0  cases 
cured. NO PAY TILL 1 CURED, Address DR, 

J. L STEPHENS CO. Dept. B.9 Lebanon, Ohio.

FULL A Dollars worth ofTricksandMako-TIps, sent by maitfOT25eentsf
c r o o n  I  stamps o f silver. A  nice Moustache or Full Beard, Rube,Galaways,Irish 

or Side Whiskers, any color, a Bottlo o f  Spirit Gum to stick them on, 
Box o f  Prepared BurntCork to blacken Up, lm . Rubber Mouth big teeth 
Secret and Apparatus for  performing tho 
Great Vanishing Half-Dollar Trick, Cure for 
lo v e  a noveltysurc to please,Mention the 
paper you saw this A d in  and I will put in  I 

a heavy GOLD laid finger RING Free,and my large' 
til’s cat’g o f  I’iays, Wigs, Tricks and agents latest 
Novelties. Ghaa. Marshall, Mfr. Lockport, N . t .

A  great deal in  a litt le  sp a ce .”  
— The Press.

“ THE
FOUR-TRACK
SERIES”

TliLs is the title of a series of books 
of travel and education issued by the 
Passenger D epartm ent of the

N EW  Y O R K  C E N T R A L  &  
HUDSON RIVER R AILR O A D

These sm all books are filled with 
information regarding the best modes 
of travel and the education that can 
best be obtained b y travel.

T hey relate specifically to the great 
resorts of A m erica— to trips to the 
islands of the sea and around the 
world.

T hey also contain numerous illus
trations and new and accurate maps 
of the country described,

A copy of the 40-page Illustrated Catalogue of 
the “ Four-Track Series ”  will be sent free, post
paid, upon receipt of postage stamp by George 
H. Daniels, General Passenger Agent, New 
York Central & Hudson River Railroad, Grand 
Central Station, New York.

FAT
Howto reduce it
Mr, Hugo Horn, 344 E. 65th 

iSt., New York City, writes:
‘ It reduced my weight 4 0  lbs. three years ago, and I have 
not gained an ounce since.”  Purely vegetable, and harmless as 
water. Any one can make it at home at little expense. No 
starving. No sickness. We will mail a box o f  it  and full par
ticulars in a plain sealed package for 4 cents for postage,_etc.

Hall Chemical Co.,
Dept K A , ST. LOUIS, MO.

B i s  F
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Lym an  D. M o rse
ADVERTISING AGENCY
U a n  " A L A D D I N J  LAMP.  
I t j  m a g i c  l u j t r e  l e a d j  t o  

JUCCE55. F o l l o w  i t j  b e a m j
A  P O O R  L IGHT M A Y  BE A  
W I L L  O ’ T H E  W IJP .”

\Ve hav«’ established 50 years. W  
■ W e are pi a d  ng the business' .of some ■ ■ ^

of the * m ostl'Sxessfu l advertisers in • 
the world. V ‘‘

•We know, by experience,-the ■proper price 
to pay for space and Ifh'e 'right .mediums to

/select.
W e watch our clients’ interest. White to 1 

38 Park Ro\y, /J&ew York. .

Ooyyright 1899 by JLy waa D. Morse.
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W e are supplying the consume ,gS 
direct, saving you at least 30 per%i 

cent, on the cost of the highest grade 
Imported Cigarettes. Made with your spe
cial monogram, club emblem, etc., as you 
desire, without extra charge.

Price lists for the asking. Samples of cig* 
arettes sent on receipt of 20 cents.

PINK O S  B R O S ., 56 New S t.. New York City

♦  O il — s m e l t e r — M i n e s

Douglas, Lacey & Co.
B a n k e r s , B r o k e r s , F is ca l A g e n ts ,

Members N. Y. Consolidated Stock Exchange and * 
Los Angeles, Cal., Stock Exchange.

,6 6  B RO AD W AY A N D  1 7  N EW  S T R E E T , N EW  YO RK .
- DIVIDEND-PAYING MINING, OIL
► AND SMELTER STOCKS, LISTED
I ANDUNHSTED,OUR SPECIALTY.
* Booklets giving our successful plan of realizing Y  
the large profits of legitimate mining,oil and smelter T  

’ investments, subscription blanks, full particulars,♦  
>etc., sent free to any interested on application.
► BRANCHES — Boston, Philadelphia. Chicago,
, Cleveland, Cincinnati, St. Louis, Hartford and New
Haven, Conn., Prescott, Ariz., Los Angeles, Cal.,

’ St. John, X . B., Montreal, Toronto, & London, Eng.

I  Have Your Husband Send for a Package of i 
=  STORK COMFITS  i

No effect upon Heart— No harm to Child — 
Nothing deleterious — Absolute relief 
from MORNING SICKNESS. Prepaid 
by mail, $1,
Address, HAM M OND C H E M IC A L C O .,

Providence, Rhode Island, U, S. A.

SIPHO LADIES
A to ile t  a rtic le  necessary in every hom e. 

Physicians use and advise it I t  con sists  o f 
two n ick e l cy lin ders o f  quart capacity , w ith 
pum ps between to  com press a ir in  one c y l
inder and create vacuum  su ction  in  the 
other. Open a valve and com pressed  air 
forces  the liqu id  from  reservoir , w hilst 
the vacuum  w ithdraw s it  to  the other 
cy lin der. The SIPHO has m any useful 
p u rp oses ; n o  hom e w ill be w ithout one 
when its efficacy and s im p lic ity  are known.

E very in telligent wom an is requested to 
send for  book let fu lly  exp la in in g  its uses; 
m ailed sealed, free  on  request.

SIPHO SYRINGE C 0 . " K B X fc
or 2036 K , Am erican T ra c t B uild ing , N EW  YORK C IT Y .

NE PAINLESS AND PERMANENT U n i V f F  r ' l l R F

A Trial Treatment Free.Dl l  f  .L v . S .IJ s y i l  k.^81 H U  ■  M  W i f e ,  1 9  H r  1 l,u> 1 ,0 “ l,,l6» l 1 ,UUl Sent to anyone ad- 
^ to the use of Morphine, Opium or other drug
habit. Contains Vital Principle heretofore unknown and lacking in all others. We restore the nervous 
and physical systems and thus remove the cause. Confidential correspondence invited from all.

ST. PAUL ASSOCIATION, 46 B Van Buren S t., Chicago, III.

FREE TRUSS I have a truss that’s cured hundreds of ruptures. It’s safe, sure, 
and easy as %n old stocking. No elastic or steel band around the 
body or between limbs. Holds any rupture. To introduce it 
every sufferer who answers this ad at once can have one free. It 
wont cost a cent. ALEX. SPK1RS, 212 Main St., Westbrook, Mo*
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Order by Name.
W hen you order beer, name the kind 

that you want. Some kinds pay your 
dealer m ore profit than others; the kind 
that pay best are the poorest.

One beer costs twice as m uch to brew 
as another; the prices to you are alike. 
Y ou  may as well get the best.

We could save a third on 
the cost of our hops and bar
ley, if we used the poorer 
grades. But the taste and 
worth would be lacking.

We could save what clean
liness costs us.

We cool Schlitz beer in 
plate glass rooms, in filtered 
air. That is costly.

Then we filter every drop 
of the product. After we 
bottle and seal it we sterilize 
every bottle.

That is expensive; but the 
beer would contain germs 
and impurities without it.

And it costs money to store 
beer for months in refrigerat
ing rooms to age it. But if 
we sent out “green” beer it 
would cause biliousness like 
cheap beer.

You see now why common 
beer costs your dealer less 
than Schlitz.

I f  you want a pure beer, order Schlitz 
—the beer that made M ilwaukee famous.

Pure beer is health
ful; poor beer is 
harmful. D on ’ t let 
your dealer decide 
which you get.

Call for the brew
ery bottling. J. L, STACK



The 
Vacation 
Gripsack

I f  you wish to double the delights of your own vacation and the 
vacations of your companions and friends, be sure to carry in your 
Gripsack the following

Insurance Against the
Through, the F orb id d en  Gates. C arro ll C arrin g ton,
A  H u m a n  C h am eleon. N ew ton N ew kirk .
T h e Q uarantined  B rid egroom , E d n a  Kenton.
W h e n  the Cuckoo C alled. H . D. Um bstaetter.
T h e G a ik w a r’ s S w ord . H . S . Can fie ld .
T h e U n m ak in g  o f  M r. L y n c h . C . C .  New kirk.
T h e D an cin g  G oddess. W . G . K e lly .
D em aterialization . C . Mason.
T h e  T rain  H u n t at L o ld o s . E . C .  Preston.
T h e R e v o lv in g  H ea d . John  R e n a u lt  E llyson.
T h e Story th a t Cured H is W  ife. C . A. Stearns.
T h e  D ia m o n d  D r ill  an d  M a ry . H. J .  W . Dam ,
I n  an  U n k n o w n  W o r ld . Joh n  Durw orth.
A  Sister to  the R org ias. Joanna E . W ood.
M r. to r n d ro p p er ’ s H ired  M a n . W , M . Stannard.
M ose J o h n so n ’ s F u n e ra l. Alexander R icketts.
T he D evi tat io n  o f  Jacoh. Cliffo rd  Howard.
T h e “  Senegam bian Q u een ,”  W arden A llan  C u rtis .
“ M issin g .”  M ary Boardm an Sheldon.
I n  the T em p le  at S in gan . David Bruce F itzgera ld ,
T h e F ren ch  R o ll ’ s D o w ry . Florence G . T u tt le .
T h e G olden  D ry a d . Alexander Black.
T he M ist in  the V a lle y . Virg in ia M . C orn e ll.
T h e M u sic  o f  M o n ey . New ton Newkirk.
T h e Y e llo w  M a sk . Charles Newton Hood.
R a ck  t o  Nature* Henry W allace  Phillips.
T h e W h ite  B r ic k . F. E. Chase.
T h e R o u e n  D octor. M ary Eastw ood Knevels,
D r, G old m an . Don M ark Lem on,
T h e H o o lig a n  C laim . H . A . C ra fts .
Sem per Id em . Ja ck  London.
T h e Vase o f  th e M ik a d o . A. E, B . Lane.
P oker J im ’ s M ah a la . M iriam  M ichelson.
H a n s K rem ler ’ s A n n iv ersa ry . E lisabeth  F , Dye.
A  H u m b le  A b o litio n ist. W ill N . Harben.
T h e V an ish in g  W in d o w . Richard Barker Shelton.
W Tien T im e T u rn ed . E th e l W a tts  M um ford .
A n  A rizo n a  P asto ra l. Frank H- Mayer.
M argaret K e lly ’ s W a k e . S . C .  Brean.
T h e F ath er o f  H is  C ou n try . Frank H . Chase.

Money cannot buy more fascinating reading matter than the
above tales, which helped T he  B l a c k  C a t  win the title, “ The
story-telling hit of the age.” For 25 cents we will mail the entire
set of 40 stories. Order a set for yourself, order one for your friend,
who is subject to the blues. Order to-day.

Bill
$ 2 0 0

IBS
Prize

$ 1 5 0 ((

$ 3 0 0 44

$ 1 0 0 44

$ 2 0 0 44

$ 1 5 0 44

$ 1 2 5 44

$ 2 0 0 44

$ 1 0 0 44

$ 1 0 0 44

$ 1 0 0 44

$ 1000 44

$ 1 0 0 44

$ 1 5 0 44

$ 3 0 0 44

$1 3 5 f t

$ 5 0 0 44

T lie  S liortstory  P u b lish in g  C om p an y, B o sto n , M ass.
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The World 
is our 
School 
Room

Anywhere y o u
can get a technical 

education and in
crease your earning 

capacity. Y o u  can  
 ̂ earn w h ile  learning.

Write for free circular: Salaried Positions for 
Learners. It shows how you can become a Civil, 
Electrical or Mechanical Engineer or Architect. 
Schools open all summer.

International Correspondence Schools,
Box 1193, Scranton, Pa.

M

For Children While Cutting Their Teeth.
An Old and Well Tried Remedy

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS. 
MRS.WHVSLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP
has been used for over F i f t y  Y e a r s  by M i l l i o n s  of 
M o t h e r s  for their C h i l d r e n  w h i l e  T e e t h i n g ,  with 
P e r f e c t  S u c c e s s , I t  S o o t h e s  t h e  C h i l d , S o f t e n s  the 
G u m s , A l l a y s  all P a i n  ; C u r e s  W i n d  C o l i c , and is the 
best remedy for D i a r r h i e a .  Sold by Druggists in every 
part of the World. Be sure and ask for Mrs. Wins
low's S o oth in g  s y r u p , and take no other kind.

Twenty-five Cents a Bottle.

V C E I  C  P U R E R  I will gladly inform 
I w U L f U U n C I I  anyone addicted to 
COCAINE. MORPHINE.OPIUM  
OR LAUDANUM, of a never failing 
h a r m l e s s  H o m e  C u r e .  Address

M R S . M .l , BA L D W IN , P . 0 . B o x 1 2 1 2 , C h ic a g o , IH  

Makes Women Beautiful
M arvelous developm ent accom plished 
by the new  aud w onderfu l “  V estro "  
m ethod o f  en larg in g  the Fem ale B ust.

Flat-chested and unattractive 
women are quickly developed into 
commanding figures that excite 
wonderment and admiration.

A new and surprisingly effective 
home treatment lias been discov
ered that enlarges the female bust 
at least six inches. W omen who 
are not lacking in this 
respect will not be par
ticularly interested, bull 
those who by some unfoiv 
Innate circumstance of 
health or occupation are 
deficient in this develop
ment will be very mnejj „ _ ________ ____
fascinated by the peculiar prominence achieved by tlie 
treatment. It is called “ Vestro” and is controlled by 
the well known Aurum Medicine Co.

There is no doubt about the marvelous power of this 
new treatment to develop the bust to a gratifying extent . 
Any lady who wisiies to know more about Vestro should 
send her name and address to the Aurum Medicine Co. 
They will send free, in plain sealed envelope by mail, a 
new “ beauty hook’* they have just prepared, also photo
graphs from life showing the actual development induced 
and a great number of testimonials from phvsicians, 
chemists and prominent ladies all commending the won
derful and remarkable power of Vestro to enlarge the 
bust no matter how flat the chest may be. Do not fail to 
write at once. The beauty book and portraits will de
light you. All you need do is to send name and addrses 
and a two-cent stamp to pay postage. Address 
AURUM MEDICINE CO., D ept. D . A ., 55  State St.. Chicago.

PRESIDENT 3
Suspenders

are made to 
make men comfortable

a t  w o r k  a n d  a t  p la y .
E v e ry  pa ir guaranteed . T rim - || 

m in gs  can  n o t  rust. L ook  
for P r e s i
d e n t ”  o n  
the buckles. 
P rice  50cts.
Sold  every- 
w h e r e  or 
b y  m all.

C. A. 
EDGARTON  

MFG. CO., 
Shirley,

Mass.
Box 

201

Sent Free and Prepaid
to any reader of this publication* 
A bottle of Vernal Saw  Palmetto 
Berry Wine. Only one dose a day 
perfectly cures Indigestion, Con
stipation, Kidneys, Bladder and 
Prostate to stay cured. Write 
now to Vernal Remedy Company, 
Buffalo, N. Y._______________

TO FAT PEOPLE
I  can  red u ce y o u r  w e ig h t 3  to  5  pounds 

;i w e e k  w ith o u t a n y  r a d ic a l ch an ge  in  
w h a t  you  e a t ;  no nauseating drugs, no tight ban
dages, no sickening cathartics. 1 a m  a  r e g u la r  
p ra ctisin g  p h ysic ian , m a k in g  a  sp e cia lty  
o f  the reduction of surplus flesh; and after you have 
taken my treatment a few weeks you will say: “ I 
never felt better in my life,”
S A F E , P R O M P T  A N  I> C E R T A I N .
By my treatment your weight will be reduced with

out causing wrinkles or flabbiness of skin; heavy ab
domen, double chin or other evidences of obesity will 
disappear • your form will acquire symmetry; com
plexion will be cleared; troubles o f  heart, kidneys, 
stomach or other organs will be remedied; and you 
will be delightfully astonished at the promptness and 
ease with which these results are a ccomplished under 
my system. Satisfaction guaranteed. Write for my 
new pamphlet, on “ Obesity, Its Cause and Cure,”  
which will be sent sealed in plain envelope. It will 
convince you. Mention The Black Cat when writing.

HENRY C. BRADFORD, M. D.
3 4  Tlast 3 3 d  S tre e t. N E W  Y O R K



XIV ADVERTISEMENTS.

SUMMER COMFORT
Is an assured fact no matter where you may sojourn— at the seaside; 
up in the mountains, aboard your boat, or down on the farm,— if  
you pack S P A R K L E T S — a syphon bottle, a capsule of gas— in your; 
trunk or bag; they are no heavier and no bulkier than a camera and 
are just the thing for producing the national drink in all its perfection

DELICIOUS SODA W A T E R = O N E  C E N T  A GLASS
Also a host o f other refreshing drinks, such as milk, cold^tea 
or coffee, cider, lemonade, etc.

^4 Child Can Do I t
Fill the bottle, insert a S P A R K L E T  in the [top, 
screw down the cap, shake well.

*l i o i  Temperance Drinks” gives recipes for making
r  a variety o f  coo lin g, nou r

ish in g and refreshing beverages. A  co p y  o f  this booklet w ill be m ailed to all 
w h o  m ention this m agazine.

C O M P R E S S E D  G A S



a d v e r t is e m e n t s .

L E T S !
A  Veritable Beauty

Is our latest and greatly improved bottle. 
It consists o f a Bohemian glass caraffe, 
covered with wicker and fitted with our per
fected syphon; its capacity is a wine quart.

T H R E E  DOLLARS
is the very low price o f this complete

HOME SODA 
FOUNTAIN

which will instantly and thoroughly carbon
ate any cold drink. The cost o f charging 
it is only

FOUR CENTS
which makes it much cheaper to use 
S P A R K L E T S  than any bottled waters.

PURE, WHOLESOME, REFRESHING

S P A R K L E T S  
Pint S yp h on s, . . . $ 2 .0 0  and upw ard
Q uart
S P A R K L E T S  for Pints,

“  *« Q uarts,
M in eral W a ter T a b le ts ,
Pure Fruit S yru p s, , 25

3.00 and upw ard 
25 cents for ten 

4O “
. 25 cents a bottle

40 and 7 5  “  4 ‘

EVERYTHING AS PERFECT AS CARE CAN MAKE IT *■ 1 l '~ '“

C onsu lt July m agazines for special offers or w rite us. Price lists and descriptive pam phlets on dem and

CAPSULE CO. SO N E  M A D I S O N  A V E . 
E W  Y O R K  C I T Y

^
99

99
99

9



xvi ADVERTISEMENTS.

BUY A SKENE!
Then you are certain of having the 

best steam Autom obile on the market.

Steam, by reason of its universal 
use, has come to be considered the 
standard motive power of the world. Its 
use is so extensive on our railroads, our 
great steamships and in our factories, 
that its reliability is unquestioned. 
Gasolene machinery is too complicated 
and electric vehicles are not practical for 
country roads or for touring.

If you are interested in A utom o
biles send to us for one of our new 
catalogs and other information, which 
will interest every intending purchaser 
of an Autom obile.

The Skene American Automobile Co.
S P R IN G F IE L D , M A S S ., U . S . A .



FEEDS THE BODY AND THE BRAIN

n T c  R r g ;
THE WHEAT BUT THE OVERCOAT]

That satisfied—well-fed feeling.
There’s a satisfied— well-fed feeling after a breakfast of delicious 

Petti john’ s. It satisfies that natural craving for wholesome food.
Pettijohn’s is a rich full-flaked wheat food, not an illogical granular
or powdered wheat that cooks into a tasteless, starchy mass. Petti-
john’ s is full* flaked. It never deceives.

Besides being an easily and quickly prepared breakfast dish, delicate, appetizing and nourish
ing, Pettijohn’s Breakfast Food makes unequalled G r i d d l e  Cakes, Gems, M uffins and P u d 
d in g s . Also an excellent thickening for So ups. Cold Pettijohn’s Porridge is delicious when fried 
like corn-meal mush. WE WILL SENI) YOU A BEAUTIFULLY ILLUSTRATED PETTIJOHN 
BOOKLET, FREE. Send your name and address at once to

T h e  A m e r i c a n  C e r e a l  C o . ,  Dept, P, Monadnock Bldg., Chicago, 111,

S .  J .  P A H K H I L L  A  C O . .  P R I N T E R S ,  B O S T O N ,  U . S . A .



Paralysis
from

Coffee.
I f  yon have occasional “  shocks ”  or “  all- 

over-jvunps ”  look you well to the cause 
and shut it  off. Nine times in ten the 
cause is coffee. D on’ t  believe it, you say. 
T ry  leaving it  off and take Postum Food 
Coffee. I f  you  feel a return of that 
“ D ivine tingle of Health ”  and the shocks 
and nervous feelings disappear, stomach 
gets better and head clears up, you m ay he 
satisfied you  have nipped off a deadly dis
ease in good time.

P o stiM  Food Coffee does rebuild people.

MANY ADVANTAGES.
Perfect in fit, never ragged or uncomfortable. 
Very convenient, stylish, economical. Made of 
fine cloth and exactly resemble linen goods. Turn 
down collars are reversible and give double service.

NO LAUNDRY WORK.
"When soiled, discard. T e n  c o lla r s  or  five  

p a irs  of* cuffs. ».»«■. It.v m a il, !!O c . Send 
6c. in stamps for sample collar or pair of cuffs. 
N ame size and style.

R E V E R S IB L E  C O L L A R  C O ., Dept. 0 , Boston.

are near a hospital, as is often the case in large cities. The cut 
carry contagion from sick rooms into our homes. To prevent flies 

from infecting us 110 surer means is available than

TANGLEFOOT STICKY FLY PAPER.
A ll other methods fa ll short of catching the G ER M  as weL as the F L Y , as it coats 
them both over with a varnish from which they can never escape.




