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CHAPTER 1.
The Brass-bound Box.

T was & bdrilliant June morning ‘in Plymouth, and the folk who filled
the strests, under the cheary Influsnce of the blue saky and the bright
runiight, went along thelr various ways as though there wers no such
things as care or anxiety In the world.

To one man, however, who waa strolling about the Town Hall
Square, with his hands thrust deep Into the pockets of his trousers, the gen-

| Brightnesa of the morning mattered ilttle or nothing.

He wan a hrondiy-

ufit, brown-faced Individual, roughly dressed in clothes that seemed to have
#een much wear and to have been More than once Immersod In sea waler,

And the fact that his pea-jacket was

Ughtly buttoned up about his throat

argued that he altler wors no shirt, or that his linen was not exactly pre-

sentable,

Hin boots wers seamed and aplit. &nd he dragped his feot a little as he
walked, as though he were slightly foolsore. s clean-shaven faca And hard,
keen eyen scowied at the people that he met, and once or twice, an he stood

#n the eurb In front af the post-office,
Be mpat on the roadway at his fest In
#pparent conlempt or derision.

It needed no second glance at him to
tell that he was down on his luck, sod
hated all the world In conssquente.

Az the elock of the Town Hall struck
11, the man turned and walked slowly
tnto the post-ofMee. He appmuchm. that
part of the counter where callers’ lot-
ters are deliversd, and leaning toward
the clerk in sttendance, asked in a low
voleo If he had anything for John Lind-
any.

1"'l|i-u was something in hin tone Which
Fuggested thut he had made the same
application mora than once before, with
Alsapnuinting results: his auestion, in-
deed, waa uitered In a spiritiess and
haM-eareless fashion, which seemed 1o
fmply that he asked [t as & mere matter
of form, and expected nothing In AnN-
awer to it bhut a hlank nesative. The
clerk, however, immediately turned to
the plgenn-hole nbeled "L and pro-
duead a dirty envelope, which he turned
over gingerly,

“From where?™ he ankad,

The mnan's eyes glittered for a sacond,
and he holf stretched out his hand for
the lctier.

"Ought to bs from West Hartlepool,*
he sald,

The clerk tossed the letter across the
eounter, fMnely Indifferent (o anything
connectod with its reciplent.

Lindsay's hand trembled a 1ittle an he
plcked it up, He stepped to one wlde
and tore the envelope apart with rough
haste Thers was n half shaet of paper
ineide. with a few lines of writing upon
it HWe wscaresly glanced At this: his
eyen engerly devoured the sight of the
two folded postal arders l¥ing within.

Lindsay opened them hurriedly; some-
thine lke rellef came (nto his expression
an he renlized that two mgolden sovers
elgns wersa ahout ta lle In his paim.
He walkad over Lo the counter, aelzed a
pen, filled In the blank spaces, tnok up
the money which the clerk handmd him,
and walked out again Into the sufishine.

He glanced at the clock, Mive min.
utes hnd made & changs In his l‘uﬂumnl.

Lindsay turned away to the left, and
went doggedly through the crowds until
he came to the long strest which leads
from Plymouth to Devonport. Present-
Iy he turned Into a publie house and
called for a pint of nle.

There weresome pork ples In & glans
shade on the counter. He took nne oht,
And then another, and ate hoth hungriiy.
When he had drunk the ale he enlied
for a second pint, and helped himuel? o
& third ple, and went on enting and
drinking with & steady persistence. The
barman looked at him with a amils.

"Got a bit of & twist on, eh?' heo satd
jorularly.

“Bo would von have If you'd had noth-
ing to ent for a whole twenty-four
houra,” answered Lindsay, with a growl,
“Here, glve us one of your best smokes
=a strong ‘un, mind."

The bharman produced m hox of rank-
looking clgare. Lindsay pleked out one
and threw down a soversign. He counts
ed his change earafully, and rang a
two-shilllng plece which formed part of
it hefore asweeping  the lot Into his
pocket,

“Tike n smart ‘un to do you'! sald
the barman, laughing,

“You're ahout right, young man,” an-
swerad Lindsay.

He lighted the eclEear., slghed with
pleasure as Ita Nerce odor cauzht his
nostrila, and went out into the astreet
without a word or & nod.

There wore still busler growds therp—
soldiers, s=allors, marines, all jostling
each other In a pood-humored roughe
ness. Lindsay took no heed of them,
BAYe to swear or curse when one or ane
other rubbed shoulders with him: he
wnlked on and on unt!l he came neariy
to Devonport.

Buddenly he atopped., the clgar foll
from his lips to the pavement and lay
unheeded, and his eyes Oxed themanivoy
In genuine amarzement on an  object
which lay prominently exposed in a xhop
window. He turned and stared at It}
then pleked up the clgar In an absent-

“Watching the Other 1
Side of the Street.”

and_be satisfied.

Bome are perfoctly content whan
they have made thelr decision; others
are tormented hy the thought that por-
haps after all they have missed the best
and selected the worst.

The judige in the Maud Muller affalr
was entirely aelf-decelved, In all prob-
abllity, when he thought that had he
married the oither woman he might
have been happlor. He was doubtliss
one Of thoss self-cruclfying wretches
that, whatever they do, always wisnh
they had done something else.

Mark Twan somewhere describes how
the new knife looked quite rontemptitle
to thyy boy while It was on the store
countar with all the other knives, but
was radlantly besutiful when he goy it

away.

There are romo old malds who ara %0 |
simply because they have naver dared
sottle on one man lest the man they |
should have Chosen might afterward |
come along.

Thia diseassd econdition of the decld- |
Ing power is widesprend. Mast people
wish thew hadn't—whatever {1 was

If you settle In Kalamazos you wish
yYou hud gons to Oshkosh Instead.

If you mend your boy te Harvard you
wish you had ren: him to Yale,

I know a woman who was bom In
Hillsbora, 111, and the one regret of her
Hle 'n that ahe was not born In Ttaly,

Whatever Is is bad—to you: and what-
ever did not happen would have besa
fine,

Life Is & series of wrong selections

minded fashion and replaced it {n his
mouth,

An he Jlooked Into the ahop window
he blew out great clouds of sinoke. his
broad chest heaved with excltement
and agitantion. For a long tme he gneed
and gaxed, and at last stepped back
with a sudden exclamation.

“It'a the same,'” he snld. He
Pis hand and wiped away the
from his forehead. “The same,
well!"

He stopped still further back and
loaked curinusly at the shop front

It bore the name “'Aaron Josephs'
on the sign, and the goods displayed In
the window Indleated that the propriet-
tor was one of those genoral dealera
who trade In the stringe artlcles of
flotsam and fetsam that come to hand
in the course of every-day life in marl.
time towns., Mr. Jorephin's window was
full of all sorts of odds and endw, from
oilakins to foreizn colny, bug 10 the man
staring into 1t with such rapt attention
there waa only one oblect thers whigh
peemed worth lnakine at.

That ahlect was o samall hox, fawh.
toned of some dark wond and hound at
the ‘corners with heavy beasswark, In
plze It wns somewhat larger than g
elzarbox, Lut there wan that somothing
abhout {ta appearance which suggested
welght, The waod of which it was mde
glistened in the sunlight. but the

lfted
swWeRt
by -

Uries

At laat “The sat.e after ten years!
Well!*
Lindsay turned away suddenly and

wilked slonly down the mtreot. Fliw
fucn lost the expresslon of astonlshment
nnd assamed that of anxlcus thought
He sauntered along, the elgar still burn-
ing in the corper of his mouth, and Hle
hands anre more deep in hig poakets, hia
forehead puckered Into lines and creanss
of serious dellheration.

“How ta get hold of 1t agaln," ha
mu‘tered to himself. “That's the Jlob?
That cursed pawnbroker will smell a

rat 1P 1 peoem too eager abaut It, and 1've
got no money to satisfy him If he
springs the price, Hang it 'l have 1,
though, whatever means | have Lo use,
It's mine ™

He crossed the strest presently and
walked hack In the Arection of the shop
in which the brass-hound hox lay. His
ever, fixed upon ths pavement, tonk noe
heeod of the passers-by, and conssguent-
Iy he did not observe & brown man who
came 1oward him and recopnized him
with no other algn of surprise than »
sudden smile,

He wan o small, Hthaly-hulit
clad In faded clothes of Hight
Al wearing a dark-colored turban

Hindu.
toxturs
He

glided past Lindsay wi'h the stealthl-
nesy of o cnt. But as soan as he hoad
passed  him, the Mindu turned and

lnakid at the retreating Agure up and
doan with awlft comprehending glancon
Then he followed slowly, and so the two

wint along the atreet until Lipdsay
eame abreast of ‘he general dealer's
shap, He paused for o muoment before

might have seen s tranment gleam of
astonlshment fash into them,

Quick as hought the Hindu crossed
the stroet again and began 10 saunter
up and down on the opposite side. Hile
eves seamed to ses nothing In particu-
Iar, but they weres never off the door
through which Lindsay had disappearsd.

Mr. Aaron Josephs was reading the
necvapaper when Landsay entered the
shom,

Heo took In the man's poor APpearancs
a' n glance, and turned to him care-
leasty., Lindsay's fngers drummed on
the counter,

“You've & bit of a box thers In tha
window, mister,” he mild as caimly as
he could, “It's the sort of thing 1've
been looking for to hold a few little
things like that & man wanta to Keep
locked up. Perhaps we can trade If the
price lsn't too much, and it's & strong
look. ™

Mr. Aaron Josephs looked into the
haterogensoun disorder of his window.
He shopk his head and glanced back at
Lindeay'n much-worn pea-jncket,

“It'e n beautiful box, that, my friend,*
he answered. ‘A curlosity. I'm afrald
the price would be more than you'd care
to give.*

“How do you know?"' asked Lindsay.
“Here, let's son 10"

“Oh, y¢ can ses 1L anawered Mre.
Jonephin o harm In logking at It that
1 know of.”

He ook the box out of the window

and met it on the counter. Lindsay's
eyon astumivd & new cagertuoss; s fine
gers trembled as he tapped the dark
wood, Mr, Josephs noticed his agita-
tlan.
“Aye, It's a nice plece of work," Lind-
sy wald, trying to appear unconcerned,
“IUH Just hold two or three little mat-
terd. . What might you bes wanting for
it. mate™*

Mr. Joscphs tapped the 4. The box
sounded very hollow,

O, well, now, what would you give?

| LOST IT
YEARD Hc wienN
! IWAS ON THEL

BRAMMAPOOTRA.
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for a bit of wood apd brass llke that?™

“Ah, but ths work, my friend! Hes
here'—he put the box back on tha
counter agaln-"look at tha besutiful
carving on Lthe top. note the nice smell
of the woud, and the salld brass at the
cornors=why, It's a plece of art, 1s that

box."
“How much? asked Lindany.

temper; he apoke snappishly.

Mr. Josephs looked his customer gver

agaln,

Fen pounds,” he sald shortly.
“Humph!" mnttered Lindssy. He
teaned over the counter, putting his|

hard face close to the general dealer’s.
“Look here, mister,” he sald, “suppos-
Ing that box lsn't yours to sell at alll
What then?"

Mr. Josephas started back, olutching
the box in his hands., He looked from
it to Lindsay, from Lindsay back to the
box, Mis face paled a little,

"Bh?T he sald. “"What's that you
say? This box not mine=not my prop-
orty? Hero, you get out of my shop.
don't want W have Huthing w du with
you'"

“1 daresay,” answered Lindsay. It
seemed 0 him that the general dealer
was somoewhat alarmed,

His bullying manner Increased. *'Oh,
yen, 1 dareamy,” he continued. *'Bul
perhaps 1U's & case of having to, mister,
1 says, what If that bux ain't yours?
Wha' If you've no right to xell 1t? What
it them as 1t bolongs to whould tum up
and ask you ugly quoesilons? Eh?
What If there should be mummat sald
about receiving stolen property? Eh?
What 11—

“Here!" Interrupted Mr,
“Noge of thatl
shop, quick.™

Lindsuy's face grew ully and deters

Jonepha,
You get out of my

mined, He kep' his eyes fixed firmly
on the pawntiroker's.
“All right,” ho sald suddenly, *“T'm

off, and T shiall be back In two minutes
with a polleceman, mister*

He tarned and walked qulckly out of
the door. The Hindu, watching for his
enming from the other alda of the streast,
aaw him loaR up and down nas If In
poarch of sousthinkg A policeman stood
nt the cormier of o slda sirest Lindeay

His
eagorness was causing him to lose his

f__":l'l

—

“

L
-
I -
. t*_‘”;p
pollcerman and Lindsay entered. He  The general dealer paused. What wae
Tooked up, und |t senmed to the polless It that made the mAn N0 sager (o pole
fan that thers was gotmething of fear sess the brase-bound box? Could 1t Be
in hin then that it possesard some valus whieh he

“Now, 1} sl Lindsay, turnin® himeelf hnd nby eredited it with? Hae
to the paliceman and pointing 0 W% gpraspad It mors firmly in his hands
box, “this (& how things are 1 BeP- apd prosnived not to be bBrowhaaten
pers (o be walking alnne This street and “No,” he wald, 1 whan't! 12 e
1o thin Box tm thls man'a -Iu:.r.:uw. yours you must prove it In the right
'\'...:'.n.l.‘:.l.‘. '.m-':h I\'-:” _‘: '!t T;‘"‘k' 'H,‘w How do | know anything abouf
I offer this man a prive for 1t and he 250 . .

Asks n pounde Ten pounds! Now I ..'.,'.'.}."'"}' e ""Mif’;-kr:“u:l ‘;-:u:-r-
win't Iul\'l- him angtning -cause ‘I;.': “"I‘“_ ”'P:‘ .‘r:‘nr‘ a4 fo gim-
,I._I‘ n.ll‘-t“ atid 1'H Bave Aln't that Flore” ha sald, “you'd better do §

Tiio pollceman looked from Mr Joe 30 8 frgal fashion. Go to o lawyer,
sephis 1o Lindsay, The former seeined YOu'rs o particular sbout It
stepetead by Lantsay's last words, ‘What!" exclaimed Lindsay. “Te

O colizae, If tbe yuiie, os pours” R landohark like that just to get my
pald the policeman, “but § guess you'd owa? Mere, mister, you'd better hand’
have to prove It* It aver, or I'll—=*

YO course,” schosd Jassphe, “Whw, “None o (hay” sald the polleemac.
anybedy might coms Into the shop and The matter was sliding over his dee
pay that things wers thelrs. Let Dlm maln, and he felt somewhat rellaved.
prove (hat it'e hin" 1 Can't have any threatening, my man,

“UI moon do that,” sald Lindsay w!'% 3¢ Mpe Josephs ham some property of
atartling  readiness "Naw, "‘"‘""‘" yours, theres a proper way to get It
o’ chnowisrdygs that sincs cAMA T oy
l’ntl:-“ hT- e 3 Ravents Bamtled that You cui't take the law Inte your hands

hox, except just lo tap W on the Lop
Ian't that so?

The general Aealer nodded,

“Very well,” continued Lindsay, *Turn
up that bax and sou'il And a Httle Brase
plate underneath I, wi'h the letiers
J. 1. and & diie 1899 on It, Come, now.™

The pawnbroker turned the box over
unaillingly

Naw, then"” sald Lindway, with ma-
fietous trtumph, “what 414 [ tell you?
and it you want (o know what J. L
means, ook hepe

Lindsay pulled out the lettar which

he recelved al tha post-affics. “Loak
at that. Plath snough, aln't 1t? John
Lindeay —that's me  That's a letter I

had this morning from my brother at
West Hartlepool, J lat John Lind-
pay, 1880 —the soar I hecame posseassd
of that box. What do you say, of-
fleer T

“It looks as If It was his bhox,” sald
the policeman, looking st Mr. Josephs.

“Of course I's my box." sald Lind-
aay angrily. Y1 lost It five years ago
whon | was on the Hrahmapostirs, and
1 expect the thief sold It to this ere
chap.™

“It'sn not elghteen months sines I
pought 1IL"* crled the general dealer
And If 1t was his box, how was [ to
know? Am I expected to ask the his-
tory of severy articie I buy™

“You'll have an unpleasant history
it you don't hand that sriicle over'
mitd Linduay grimly. “Cotie on. Let's

In this eountry, You ¢au't get your
box by coercion™

"No, of course noL™ sald Mr. Jos-
ephn, looking at the officer with gratls
tude. “Let him
want 1o do nothing but what's right.™

Lindsay looked flrmly from ons te
the other.

“OB" he salf,  “IU's that way, Is
NY If & man Ands anotiier Tan in poar
wesklon of property that dom't belong
1o him, and that does belong to the
oLhar, there's got to be law took about
It, has there? Very well. You loak
out, Mr. Josephs, or whatever your
name In. That there hox is mine, and
FIE have It 1’4 ba' glven a soversign
fo get It guietly, but sihce you wea'd
you won't, and dearly youw'll pay for
1L He turned and walked out, leavs
Ing the weneral dealer and the police=
man staring at each other,

“Hhouldn't wonder 12 It s bis' sald
the pollosman,

“Maybe,” anawered Mr, Joasphs
“but le will have to prove It flret. It
came to me In the ordinary way of
businesa™

Lindsay walked straight across the
streot and turned in the directiom of
Plymouth. Before he had gone & bhun-
dred yards, he heard & faint cough
close to his ear, and feit a hand placed
lghtly on his shoulder. He turned
swiftly and found himself face to face
with the Hindu,

{To Bes Contlnuesd)
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“Tha Perplexed Husband."
For the

The Perplexed

| to Sutro.
CHARLES DARNTON.

HAT good actor, John Drew, established himself as an equally goed T
audience at the Empire Theatre lust night by lending his trained sar
as well an his finishod art to Alfred Butro's four-act conversasioos,

w Pl

Listens

groater part of two acts It was a delight to wateh the perplexed

Mr. Drew as he listened to the loguacious Mr, Sutro. In the rols of the pus-
sled husband of Sophle Pelling, who had embraced woman suffrage with both
arma during his absence from home, he blinked and winked with great sue-

| conn.
tor," together with & suffragist whonss
Into & suffrugette

Hophie had taken Into her homs a talkative sponge called “The Mas-

face and manner at once changed har

To make matters more bewildering to her husband Sophie

had taken an Ihsenesque turn around the corner of “A Doll's House' and some

bla eyen. The perplexed hushand dealt
eoulll only reflect that if all he was told

ment of the fantastle was Introduced

madae 1t Intereating.

talk of tha most wearisoms sort.
but he does the obvious thing by using

raga complleations

win & bad play and couldn't have a long run. As for woman suffrage, that
arother cup of tea that dldn't appeal to his uncultivated taste. Like &
man, howaever, he took up the cause of woman by bringing from bis office &
kirl whoss body lived In Bloomsbury, but whose soul dwalt in Athens. @he
loved beauty and she knew It was his beautiful desire to win back hig baautiful
wife that had led him to give her a better job than the one she had just lest
by mixing poelry with common everyday business prosa
Up to this peint the play proved decidedly entertalning.

Kallela in the Pelling home, the s!tuation had a certailn Gilbertlan

away from the play imagining herssl! another Nora. Nqt content with belng
& household doll, ahe saw hersell both as principal lady of the harem and -

All this was very amusing. Msanwhila Mr. Drew could do nothing but epen

in tea and knew nothing of Iesn He
about Nora wers trua, “A Doll's House™

senalbie

with the appearance of the self-styled

The verbose author not only falls in his posstble attempt to talk like Shaw,

the Bloomabury malden with the Greek

toul as & means to maka the wifo jealous and so effect & cure of her IThsen-suff~
With lttle respect for the dead, Mr. Sutro doean't hosltate
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prove his came. I

Although an sle- |

'

]

: i Anit ne though it had 1 pronsed Lh way. sen what beautiful wood It 18 went up and spoke o him k i1 L It th h ls ¢ 14
. That may be true of =ume na- Quit It! mounting wias ns It ha T gL ET e Foic . : u { 10 muks n Juke o wan, ugh ho ls careful to give both sides of the Ilv
:1::1.1: bu':.ullhpryu a‘ro quite oppositely 10n't be & poor scragmly Wishibada'y, | not been polished fOr some tine. Lind. At Orst Bie moyeiieiis were uncertaln scented foo, and the brass carners '8 The Hindu suw the pollceman $tAre | ,uqrage question. His serious epseches in favor of the causs were lmlunmn:
” w C Nor a sickly little Wishiweren't. wny looked ut it ngaln and wxain, and &nd irresolute; then his pace qiickencd 1y, You don't see i bit of work Hke hard at his Interrogitor and shake his| o o0 by Miss Margaret Watson a8 to mar an otherwise p fou
dieposed, says Frank Crane in thgy Chis » s 1 Wishididn't hin aves grew keener wlth every ook, #Ad he went stralglhit to the shop door overy diy. head  He seomed somewhat pugsle d,| Y X y 3 0 perfect performe
cago News, The minute & thing s - or & GWireasol mialda’s, wnd hin heart Inceanend e Beatings, and entered. The liadu wirned across U1l glve you ten shillings,’* sald and 1t was with peldint unsitlingness | #anee.  Ax the chaste devotee of beauty Miss Mary Holand looked freakishly ste
theirs they despise 1L "Y“" may remember Huxiey's remarks, s face wore the exXprossion of o man the street a' o differsnt angle and came Tindsmy thnt ho finally walked bank with [dnd- | tractive and acted with more humor than simplicity. Miss Nina Sevening
gome Eirls cannot select a husband. Life in like wal®ng along a crowdeld gpo Kad sotwseht for something in yaln, back townrd Mr. Juseph's window at a “Oh, o'help ma!" sald Mr. Josephs, say to the puwn-shap.  The two men| played the young wife understandingly, but Miss Allce John seemed to think
ot so much that they fear that streot; thera always seem to be fews given up the search as Hopoless, wnd swift pace. He went quickly by, and snatching up the hox wnd Ming 1t on went fnelde and the N0 walted oalm. | 4 pug har duty as 8 practical sister-in-law was to pount out every word with
1t 1a n : obstacles 1o getling along on the 0P yuddenly rome across the very obidct of hin wlert eyes svarched the windew. a shelf behind him.  “Ton shillings! 1y for the TeRppoRrance slodgehammer emphasin. Hubert Drues was capital as “The Master,'” | pite -
any one of them would not do well poslte pavement; and yet if one crosses nig desire They fell on the brasa-bound box, and Oh, [ conldn't sell it for Hve pounds.” Mr. Joseshs was  st!ll hehind  the : _ _ . L o T et R
snough; tlyy fen: a botter one mAY get over mutters are rarely mendcd." | ou, It's the same'' ha murmured &1 extrnordinarily observant onleoker  What!™ cald Lindsar. “Five pounds counter, handling the box, when the) 9f the fact that he sorved us & horrible example of Mr. Sutro’'s tedious glibness.
{ n od bardd g2 1002
i | ad ? f,” / Coavight, 1012, v the Prem Priiishing On ¥4 gt? ¥‘ : B M P
S atter op* i @ ©) G 0 (Tmlmtmnn—— ) ® 22 @ 2 @ B y C. . fayne %
) 9 oUATa s o " ol A5 e
r
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AH-1 WOULD No! DONT b e ';'6"” Now [WHATS THE  J[VA Wit | TEOUND IN CALF, ] e |Dine TAA
CONSIDER 1TA WANT |T To SPEAR S0 [ WHAT TROUBLE? 15 1T SUPERTILY &4 IDING DINGD
GREAT FAVOR ' CRoSS To HER ? jLLU STIRATED,

uall
But In attemptling to mix Gibart with uha'.q ln"...:','.

prising Mr. Sutro made & rather bad mess of It The fact Is that the tun of
liln play stopped sbort In the setond sct, after which there was nothing but




