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THE TORFMAN'

NOT WHEN HE HASN'T BET ON
uIs OWN LONG SHOT,

*‘\'v\’""m
IR

vul When the Next Morning He Reads in
the Newspapers That He Has Cleared
U'p & Fortune on the Race—Owners of
Racehorses Whe Missed Their Chance.

“Il ever you experience a hankering to
listen to horrible lagguage, all you've got
rn rlo 18 to heave alongside of a horse owner
whose Jonah plug has just copped a swell
race with nix a nickel of the owner's change
Jown,” said & turfman. “But even that
iind of language is like an axperience meet-
ug of the Home Mission Society compared
to the conversation the same owner uncoils
when the wuext morning he reads in the

* papers that he won enough to build a
couple more Capitols at Albany.

“The last owner I saw in throes of this
xind was Al Stokes at Bennings. Stokes's
dead and buried lob—as he thought—at
that Bennings meeting was Banker.

“For about fourteen previous races
Bauker hadn't been able to run fast enough
to shake the mud clinkers out of his plates,
and when Stokes put him into a long dis-
rance stake race at Bennings, this last
meeting, he told all of Lis friends—and he
meant it—that Banker had developed into
an 85 cent horse and that if he by any chance
got into the money there'd be a hlue moon
at Panama during a snowstorm on the
tourth of next July.

“ Banker didn't trudge, but he reached the
tape in time to catch the judges’ see-it by
w face, There had been-plenty of 15 to 1,
hut the only people who had taken any of
it were the hack drivers who invested in
the nickel and dime books outside,

“When Banker did that thing to Stokes,
Stokes refused to trust himself in the
neighborhood of folks. He just walked
over to the Bladensburg woods, on the
~dge of a swamp, and had it out with him-
self in private.

“Four or five truck farmers who passed
.n their wagons on the road nearthe place
where Al was talking to himself in the clump
of woods turhed pale and gee-apped their
horses, for they wanted to get immediately
away from there. They doped it dut that
some of the bugs from the nearby St. Eliza-
beth's Insane Asylum were loose in the
woods, and they didn’t want to take any
chances so near the holidays.

“On the following moming Stokes picked
up a paper, and the first thing that caught
his eye was.this headline: ‘Stokes Wins
$45.000 on His Horse Banker.’

“It took nine of Stokes's close friends to
hold him then. It was in the lobby of his
#otel that he read this, and his homicidal
rpania was obviously so keen that they had
10 carry him up in the elevator to his room,
where he lay, limp and inert, and muttering
those Capt. Kidd things four hours.

“Do you wremember Arcite’s win last
summer? Arcite, the two-year-old that
even the gum and frankfurter men didn't
give a chance, and that streaked past the
string with 300 to 1 plastered on him?

“After that race Arcite's owner, a horse-
man in guch chronic hard luck that if h8
saw the rainbow of prosperity only twenty
yards away he wouldn’t be able to blow
even a little pisce out of it with a sawed
off shotgun loaded with slugs, crawled off
into & dark corner of the paddock just as
his baby's number was going up. Some
friends found him gibbering there and
making strange clutching motions with
his hands at his bair about two hours after
the race.

“‘D’'je go to it, old man?’ they all asked
him.

“Unmindful of their presence, the owner
of Arcite went on muttering ‘things that
waren't English at, all, but sounded like
mufifled Zambesi.

* ‘D’'je get that 300 to 1?* his friends pur-
sued. ‘We did, for a little piece.’

“Four stable hands had to run out and
pinion the arms of Arcite’'s own-r then.
He bounded suddenly at his friends that
had taken the 300 to 1 against his colt and
atarted in 1o tear them apart with his naked
hands, when the rubbers straddled him and
cooled him out some.

“Arcite’s owner had bet $100 of his hoard
rt 310 5 on the favorite in that race which
his baby Arcite had won.

“The worst of it was that the bulletconks
had done some real nibbling on the Arcite
thing. A basber in a Chatham Square
«~ight cents a meal grul) dump had gone to
\reits, straight, with $10 velvet coin, getting
the top figura.
ot on the following morning and stated
that Arcite s owner had cleanad up hand-
somely on his col’.

“I'va seen so good naturcd a man as
Big Tim turn a sort of sea green around
ihe mouth in like cireumstances. And it
wasn't because Sullivan's thing didn't
et by on that occasion—at Bennings. It
vas hecause it did get by.

"There was a good thing helonging to
sumebody else in this race that the big fellow
et 94,000 on, Then his own curd, a wholly
ridiculous and out of the question gobbler
n3med Oclawaha, ca™e pounding along

1 the stretch like a steam hiarvester clatter-
ag from one farm to another, and Tim
had to give a faithful and lifelike imita-
tion of the Patsie,

“Oclawahi’s price was at least 100 to 1,
or any old thing that you cared to ask
Ceorge Boles or Billy Snow to give you.
Oclawaha had been running for about a
vear like a kitchen stove trying to do a
skirt danee, and that accounted for the
chalk and Tim's throwdown.

“‘Congressman Sullivan's Huge Win on
Nelawaha’ was one of the headlines in a
paper the pext morning, and when Tim
vaw that he was in such a fume that he
had tw spend a whole forenoon in the
swimming pool of @ Washington Turkish
bath to cool put.

“But every time one of the long ones
connects the hop story is bound to get
around the track about how much the
owner pulled down on it, and the bundle
grows as the word of it passes from mouth
o mouth. "Member that Pass Book trick

hat Wallie Pessenden punched through
three or four years ago at 200 to 1? .

“It makes me downecast just to think
of all the money Wallic was said toive
zrabbed from the ringsters that time.
Une paper put it down at $350,000 and let
it go at that. But all hands gave Wallie
#= good a piece as $150,000, Every man that
Wallie met for three weeks afterward
wanted 10 borrow a thousand dollars from
nim- that was the smallest tcuch he got.

‘Do you know how much Fessende,,
really won on Pass Book that time? Four
hundred hones. He had a $10 note on
Pass Book on the limb, the price being
W1,

i

‘No wonder he had to leave New York |

for a month or two to save his reason. Not
oly did everybody he met try to sand-
“g him for an ‘M’ paper but of his
‘riends gave him the grouchy red light
*ignal because, they said, be hadn't slipped
'hem bis good thing when it wouldn't have
burt him a bit to do it.

“Afew years ago that queer trick, Merces,
the horve that helonged to a Protestant
Minster of New England, did his little win-
g trudge at 200 to 1,

Several of the papers came |
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to his wife, who lived in a little New England
®own. When, a short time afterward, the
widow, too, passed out, ono of her death-
bed directions was that Merces should fall
to the minister in return for his kindness
to her, her idea being that Merces could be
broken for & driving horse,

*But a trainer visited the minister and
told him that in his opinion Merces was

b
made ont of different goods from the driv-

ing kind. ‘I'he preacher told the trainer to
take the horse along with him and see what
couwld be done with him.

“The trajner brought Merces down to
one of these tracks. When he got the horse
into some kind of shape be stuffed him into
& maiden jog, bet on him at the long chalk
and Merces lohhed home last, with not
anough speed to beat a fat man in a potato
race at an Klks' picnio.

“Four times more did the trainer stick
Merces into those maiden things, always
having a little change on him at the tall
price, part of it for himself and part of it

! for the pamon, and each time Merces came

home in the position of the dog that herds
the sheep. Then one day, owing to a
nistake in the secretary’s office, Merces's
name got into a list of entries for a race in
which about fourteen frequent winners of
the high grade plater class were to go.

“The trainer was laid up with malaria at
the time' and when on the moming of the
ruce ho vead with astonishment the name
of Merces carded to start with the swift
bunch of winners he wired from his New
York flat to the track, explaining the mis-

take and directing that Merces be snagged

out of that thing. That telegram waa
never dalivered and Merces started.

“He not only started but he came home
all alone, on the steel, mouth wide open
tail swishing, never extended, hoy grinning
like a Hallowe'snt pumpkin. On the follow-
ing morning all 'of the horse buge in the
country were telling each other how the
parson and his tralner had won $200,000 on
the maiden jammed into a good race by
mistake. . :

“Merces never won again. He had shot
his bolt and shot it when there was ho show
for his people to get anything. And that's
the ay most: of these romances of the
turf break. ‘ ,

“It was the same way with that big pipe
trance Captain Gaston win atthe Bay five or
six years ago. The Captain Gaston folks
were said to have copped enough on their
common old firkin of grease to pay the
national debt of Mexico and still have gum
and igarette money left over, and ‘yet
that race whs the greatest disappointment
of their lives.

“The pair of partnersin the Captain Gaston
orab knew that their irick was going to
be good that day, and they really meant
to bet on him for a kind of a cleanup. The
lhorse hadn't started for ‘nearly a year,
but in his last race he'd run so clever a St.
Louis sprinter as Frank Bell to a tooth,
and that made him look like something
better than a porker in a poke.

*“On the day of the rmce, by some odd
chance, one of the New York newspaper
handicappers picked Captain Gaston as the
one best bet of the day, although the New
York recing crowd had néver evenm heard
of the fiddler. Anyhow, the lot ppposed to
Gaston was a pretty shifty bunch of maid-
ens, and the New Y ork bookies have got that
curious goat that no Western horse can’
beat a bull calf doing anything, and so
slapped up 300 to 1 aguinst Captain Gaston
just to start the thing a going.

“The pinch hitters soon keeled that figure
over. Captain Gaston's dope record made
him look to the thumbers like something
that had a butt in show, and the one best
bet thing of the newspaper handicapper
made a sort of hoop around their cooper's
hunch, and presently the wildest kind of a
tip was all over the works on the Western
clomper.

“The odds sank to 200, then to 100, then
to 30, and still the pusiters who fall for these
typhoen tips shoved in their stamped bijou-
terie. From 50 the price was cut to %,
then with a olatter to 10, then to 6, and at
post time about 3 to 1 was the quotation—
about the mightiest out in the price of «
horse in the whole history of the game in
this country.

“Add the 3 to 1 price was what the part-
ners in ownership of Captain Gaston had
to take for theirs.

“They had been in the paddock superin-
tending the saddling of their horse when
the prices were started. They'd con-
fidently expected to get long odds, and
they didn’'t dream that anyhbody except
themselves would ke playing Gaston, and
so they delayed hLiking into the ring til
the horses were at the post.

“When they saw the 2 to 1 chalk they came
near falling down, and they were so dis-
gusted when they heard that the price
had originally heen 900 to 1 that they only
got down a little sympathy bet and rooted
for their horse to lose, so that they'd have
a chance to nail the top price themselves

on some other afternoon.

“Capt. Gaston slunk to the wire like a
fire dog r‘mrl nl.k the way h;; the chiel'’s
bu —only walking to #et the top change
t.y“e);pht I:nuh-. His folks pullad down
a few hundreds, while the ring got one of
those sure enough, not phony, jerrines—
the folks in the rrain ring saying that they’'d
coughed out $250,000 to the tip players on
the thing.”

COLONY OF GREAT BLUL HERONS.
Nave Returned to Same Tree 33 Years
~1% Nests at One Time.

A place of rayo interest to bird lovers in
Michigan is a great blue heron’s nesting
place ten miles west of Battle Creelc on the
north bank of the Kalamazoo River.

It is notable, says a writer in.8(. Nicholas
because there are now only a few nesting
places of this handsome and majestic bird
Jeft in that State. [t is still more notable
from the fact that the few others are.in in-
accessible swamps, while this ope is on dry

d, anly a short distance from an in-
gmrb‘n electric line, and can be reached
without difficulty.

Great blue herons are home lovers and
become #o attached to the place of their
birth that they always retum to the same
nesting place and even the same tree. They
have geon known to nest in one place for
fifty years. This colony has nested on the
EILmuoo River for twenty-two years, .°

A syoamoro treels always selected asthe
first home tree, hecause the color of the bark
barmonizes perfectly with the color of the
birds' plumage. thus affording protection
for hotﬁ bhirds and nests. In this gigantic
sycamore were originally thirteen nests.

The tree is thi‘r‘teen I‘eet' méwrmszen:':co
and 100 feet high up to the first branches.
From this tree 5\e colony has spread out to
several elm trees.

The nests are a most interesting sight and

%0 Jarge that they cen be seen from &
M&wm of one.mile. They are huge, ru
structures, built of good sized tw and

sticks, Joosely pla togethar, forming «
lattice work on which the eggs Imid.

The birds use the same nest every sea-
won, adding more sticks to shape it up when
they return the following season. The
@ pumber from three to four, areof a
binish green color and are & little larger
than hens' eggs.

The herons uﬁn&be nesting scason are
of great benefit to farmers, aa they de-
stroy all the snakes and field mioce for miles
around. When feeding the youn“dtbo
poise and commotion by the go-

ur: behh.urd i“ a great distance.
he biue heron is & majesiic appearing
and most beautiful bird. 1t is fnqunntl(
erroneously oslled the sandhill crane. [t

A

is & solitary bird except when neeting and
is wild and shy.

instead of taking to it good naturedly.

Detective Cronkite Abandons the
Search for a Woman and Her !

Missing Lefters.

Mrs. Arthur Morrell viewed life in a
humorous way; that was a result of her
blissful marriage. Otherwise she might
have resented rather than enjoyed the scorn-
ful glances of the ladies at the Aura, who
had a set of their own and disdained her
husband and herself as rank outsiders. In
that case it is likely she would have re-
jeoted Mrs. General Rudolph’s suggestion,

Mre. General, with her male military
attachment, oocupied the stately and ex-
tensive apartment whioch adjoined the
Morrells’ modest suite. It was Mrs. Gen-
eral's annual custom to receive the elect
at a tea, and it was her suggestion, offered
as If from behind a cloud on & mountain,
that Mrs. Morrell permit the use of her
apartment as a dressing room.

It was presuming, no doubt; but then,
why not be obliging? No harm could be
done which the cleaners would not obviate
the pext morning. The hall maid, who
liked her, would be in attendance. And
80 Mrs. Morrell went to a matinée and left
her pretty apartment to its doom.

At first glance on her retun the ravages
did not seem as great as she had feared.
Of course, the soap was gone, and the pins;
yee, and what a shame! the little ivory ele-
phant thag had stood on the mantel.

But etill there was absolute relief in Mrs.
Morrell's soft eyes as they made a second
inspection, unti] they scanned the dresser,

Arthur's picture in the silver frame, the
one she cared for moat, the picture of her
boy lover? Oh, the wretohes!

She found it at length, but to no assuaging
of her wrath, thrown as if with contempt
into an obacure corner. She picked it up
tenderly; the heavy glass was splintered
and breken from a violent blow. .

Mrs. Morrell walked over to the window; |
che threw up the sash, seeking reliei in,
the darkness and the cool night air. The
maternal instinot within her was lacerated
and she fondled the poor, deapised picture
as if it were a babe. How had they dared!
That's what she got, and perbaps dessrved,
for casting her pearls before——

The Aura covered half of a square, which
was bisected by an alley. This alley, dark
and narrow, was little used after the morn-
ing deliveries were over except as some
guest, hurrying home, might make a short
out through it from the trolley line,

Mpys. Morrell's window opened over this
alley; and now as she stood there a sudden
fear checked her bitter thoughts even as
it turned back the blood from her heart.
There were waving lights below, coming,
going, on a run. There were shouts, acute
with alarm; something was wrong. Could

anything have happened to Arthur? He
was 50 late, so late!
The telephone rang insistently. I was

the voiece of the proprietor asking whether
she was in her room, saying he would be up |
directly. Why should he want to know;
why should he want to come?
Breathless Mrs. Morrell faved him as he
entered, the picture pressed to her throb-
breast.

A few words, a tragedy in a sentence,
Arthur was dead. His body, still warm,
had been found in the alley, stabbed,
stabbed through the heart that Lad loved
her, the heart that she had so truly and
devotedly loved.

11,

The Central Office men made sharp, close
examinations of places and persons; first
in the alley, then in the reception room
on the first floor, then in Mrs. General's
gorgeous suite and finally in the modest
apartment where Alice Morrell was weep-
ing over her dead. The trail was as plain as
Holy Writ.

What lady bad walved longest in the
reception room for her carrlage? What
lady had worn smilax? There was a tiny
sprig of it caught under the long window
of that room opening on the alley, Eager
hallboys and indignant Mrs, General made
the same answer—Mrs. James Orvise.

Alice Morrell stayed her tears to show
the ill treated pioture, to tell of where she
had found it. Then Katle, the hall maid,
took up the thread.

“Do you remember that any lady was
in the Morrell apartment much of the time
and especially when the othera were not
theret” was asked.

“Sure, yes. That grand and stately
wan with the red cheeks and black, flashin’
eyes drissed in a white gownd trimmed
with green--what's her name, oh, Mrs.
Orvise—she was in and out nervouslike.”

“Did you see any one look at Mr. Mor-
rell's picture in the silver frame or take
it from the mantel?”

*Sure, yes; that same Mrs. Orvise, and
no wan else. She hed it under the elictric
light, as if to make sure; and she gev' a
little scream, she did. Jest thin they ocalled
me to the hall; and whin I kem baok I don't
remimber seeing either her or it. Poor
gurrls hev' too much to do to he thinkip’
much of what their betters are doin’.”

The Central Office men whispered and
nodded together. Old James Orvise was
80 eminent a citizen that it seemed fit that |
he should be apprised of the trend of their
investigation before any unpleasant pub-
licity might result. So off they put to his
splendid howe.

The old man received them in a library,
sitting stiff and silent in bis great armchair
and listening so intently to the terse state-
ment of the one that he failed to notice
that the other, after r.oving noiselessly
about the room, had stepped stealthily out
into the hall.

When the spokesman had finished Nr.
Orviee touched the button on his desk.

* Ask your mistress to be go obliging as to
step in here for a moment,” he said to the
answering servant.

As the lackey hastened out the other
detective came in from the hall.

“What have you got in your hand?”
demanded Mr. Orvise.

“A white parasol, sir; it was on the hall
stand. [ was going to ask whose it is.”

“It is my wife's, of course. What are
you doing with it? Why do you want to
know?” ,

“You can see yourself, sir?”

The heavy metal handle was scratched;
in the meshes of the silken tassel there
were splinters of glass.

“And do you dare infer——"

In came the lackey looking disturbed.

“Beg pardon, sir,” he said, “but I can't
seem to find Madam powhere. She was in
the dining room just now.”

“Very well, that will do.
slightest consequence.”

The lackey bowed himself out.

“Shs was ig the dining room,” said the
weoond detective, “by those curtains, listen-
ing. She took a cloak from the ball closet
and darted down the back stairs.”

Then old James Ory with a mighty
oath, ordered the officers from his house,
daring them o interfere with his family
affairs, threatening them with gfieial fre

It isn’t of the |

' them they have got down to a Z.

M . summoned Jlld‘. Marocelins
in hot haste from his olub to crown a life.
of skilful counsel by a supreme and
finel service.
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“Those Ceutral Office men are clever
enough, sir,” observed ALe Crounkite, “bhut
they failed to see whai was directly under
their noses.”

It was the next morning, and Cronkite
was reporting to his master the results
of his night of in .

“It's the old story, sir,” he continued,
“of a clue misleading through
lack of a proper correlation of all the facts
and circumstances. In their anxiety to
be thought clever the officers forgot that
they should first be careful.”

“Meanwhile, Mrs. Orvise has not been
found,” interrupted the Judge. “That is
youp main duty, Abe; not the detection of
the murderer.”

“Ab, sir, the quiokest wuy to restore her
to her hugband, I am sure, is to have the
murderer found. Precious time might be
wasted in seeking to know why she fled and
where she is hid. For svmne resson, but
not from guilt, she was bouhd that her
oonduot at about the time the érime waa
ocommitted should not be investigated.
Let the murderer be arrested; she will
return of her own sweet will, with a satis-
factory explanation, if not a true one.”

“But not from guilt?” repeated the Judge
doubtfully.

“No, sir. That death stroke was in-
flicted by a powerful man. No woman
oould have exerted the tremendous musou-
lar force sufficient to drive a dagger through
& heavy overcoat, having in the inslde
pocket a thick sealed package, which was
also penetrated, a——"

“A thick sealed package’
was found on the body.”

“Of course not, sir. That was what the
assassin wanted; that was what he got.
The out passed direotly through the pocket,
and on its inside lining, on the adges of the
cut, I found paper sorap and pulp inter-
mingled with specks of wsealing wax, ex-
actly what would swell out of the hole
should you drive your knife through that
sealed letter there on your desk and then
withdraw it.”

“Then you think-- - "

“I think, sir, that possession of this pack-
age was the motive for the murder; and

No such thing

wes upon the dat

that Mrs, Orvise's apparent oonneotion
with it was only a coincidence in time. |
She was waiting in the reception room; she |
may hgve heard the blow, a groan, the

speeding steps, and have opened the win-

dow; she may have seen the assassin. By |
Jove, sir, she may have recognized him, |
and for that reason— —" f

“Don't refine, Cronkite; you have & work- |
ing hypothesis; how are you going to carry
it out to the proof’®

“I have asked Mr. Morrell’s partner, Cabot
Janes, to call this morning. They were
stockbrokers, you know, sir, in a small way,
Morrell & Janes. Here he is now.”

A slight, dark man, palpably ill at ease,
sidled up to the desk.

“Your man told me, Judge, you would
like to talk with me about this serrible
event,” he began. “I don't know what 1
have to tell; but I am at your service.”

He subsided into the chair to which the
Judge motioned, wiping his brow.

The Judge ocarefully finished a para-
graph of the brief lying before him. He
erased & word, and interlined a clause.

“What was in that valuable package
your partner had with him?” he demanded
suddenly, swinging aronnd.

Mr. Janes smiled waniy.

“Not from our shop,” he declared. “We've
been down on bedroek for the last year,
and this morning when our oreditors de-
manded an assignment, I just had to tell
them there was nothing to assign.”

*“He had a package with him, notwith-
standing; & package valuable enough to
ocost him his life.”

“Then it wasn't all bluff and hot air," |
soliloquized Mr. Janes in dull amaze.
“You see, Judge, Arty Morrell was & good
fellow, a corking good fellow, that sort of
a good fellow who ends up by being bad to
every one, himself included.

“Handsome—the women were just crazy
over him; affable and jolly—you never did
seo such company, but he never went
straight, he didn't know how. 1 think it
was his imagination that was at fault; he
imagined he was all right no matier what
he did, s0 he did whatever Le pleased,

“Well, & week ago I put the situation up
to him hard; an empty tin box, and nothing
coming in but sight drafts. He sat for a
while with his face in his hands, while I
poked the cinders in the grate.

* ‘I'm entirely to blame, Cabot, old boy,’
at length he said; he always took the blame,
Judge; he seemed to think that let him out,
‘I'm entirely to blame, but don't you de-
spair. [ have one card up my sleeve that
I've been nursing against the day of wrath.
Perhaps I hoped that I would never have
to play it, but by the Lord Harry, I'm going
to play it now.’

“And then he ran on and on, planning
the great things we would do with five
thousand certain, and perhaps ten, until
he got in such high spirits that he insisted
in setting up the champagne on our way
home and then buying & diamond ring for
his wife. But nothing cameof it except——*
Janes made a gesture of woe,

“Nonsense!” interjected Cronkite sharply. |
“Do you mean to say that during the week
Morrell didn't talk to some one, write to
some one, call some one on the telephone,
outside of your wretched business and in
such a way as to indicate that he was pur-
suing this secret enterprise of his? Lift
the cobwebe, man, for & moment.”

“Some one did call him on the telephoné
yesterday afternoon when he was out,”
reflected Janes. “Wouldn't give the name,
but s gruff, impatient volce. I made a
memorandum of the number and left it
on his deak; but it has all gone from my |
mind except, yes, exoepl that it ended
with Z.*

“Z is the end of a good many things,”
yawned Cronkite. “I guess wo won't tax
your memory furthey, Mr, Japes. It is
hardly worth the time and cost of col-
lection.”

*A poor ocoot,” mused the Judge, when
Janes had taken up tho hopeless, aimlesn
march of the vanquished.

“A libel on the bird, sir. Still, his mam-
ory serves us all the better for serving
himmo ill, He doesn't dreim that he has ‘
practically given us that telephone address.
They only have to use an alphabetical
series in the most crowded seotions of the
oity, and I doubt if in more than one of

V.

So it proved. “North, 44, Z." was the
only telephone number with that termi-
pation. Tt was for a telephone in the new
Cumulus Buliding, in the heart of the
shopping district, which had been taken
by one Zahn only two days before.
Mr. Zabn, having paid in advance, had
pot seen fit to furnish any information re-

garding bis vocation,

were two elements apparently at odds.
Easentially cautious, he would yet at times
seem to aot impulsively, rashly. The truth
was that having settled upon his premises
with the utmost care he followed the logical
deduction from them with liks confidence,
and his premises now were these:

Morrell had possessad letters compromis-
ing to Mrs. Orvise, growing out . & past
which they both had deemeod 1 ried, When
he, in his extremity, bhad deiormi-ed to
turn these lotters into profit, he had from
fear or shame acted through a go heiween.
This agent, having secured the price from
Mrs, Orviee, had lain in wait for his employer
and killed him; thus keeping the money
already paid and securing the letters for
future exaotions.

Ignorant of Morrell's whereabouts, Mra.
Orvise had vome through & strange yet
natural chain of ciroumstances upon his
pioture as she had known him; and in her
hot temper had expressed her loathing by
breaking and casting it aside.

Just as paturally ehe had waited alone
in the reception room for her carriage;
had opened the window at some alarming
sound; had seen the agent spring with his
booty from his victim and disappear in the
darkness, She had gone bhome to Jearn
how curiously and closely she had become
involved by trifting events in this tragedy;
she had fled; why ?

Not out of terror but knowing her hus.
band’s fondopess, she had realized that she
was safe, except when confronted by ab-
soluteproof. Itwas theletters, the letters—
she must get them at onoe!

So much then was accepted by Cronkite's
discreet and orderly mind as, if not evident,
at least evidential. The other phase of
his nature now asserted itself; he was ready
to attest his faith by his work.

By his work, advisedly. The detection
of orime was one thing; the punishment of
erime quite another. He was the private
servantof a private master; serviug through
him private interests. '

The interest in this case for which the

had been engaged, the interest
which it was his sole duty to protect, was
the well being of Mrs. James Orvise. She
must be saved from scandal, suspicion
and aoccusation. She must be saved from
herseif. ’

This last seemed most pressing and
exigent to Cronkite as he hurried up town.
Here was no common woman; she was
bold, resourceful, desperate and above
all passionate.

She would regain the letters at any cost. |

Was thera not a new danger for her in the
danger that lowered over Oscar Zahn?

The idle, gaping crowd around the Cumu-
lus Building told Croakite that something
had already happened. At first the janitor
would have denied him access to Zahn's
office, but after a whispored word he led
him thither with funereal solemnity.

Within were the two Central Office men
standing over the dead body of a man.
They greeted him effusively, drawing him
to one side for a confidential talk.

“We're onto your lay, Abe,” they said in
harmonious sections; “the Judge being so
close to old Orvise, it ain’t hard to size.
Now you square us with the old man, won't
you, for making such a mistake last night
and we'll let you in on something good
at the fust chanoe. After all, coinofdences
do play the deuce at times and he ought
to be grateful to us for keoping mum and
running down the assassin so quick.”

“Suicide, hey?" commented Cronkite,
with a glance at the bloodstained breast,
the dagger half clutched.

“Certain —when he realized that we had
him dead to rights after his mad wore off.

“A queer chap was Zahn; under a cloud
of some sort, caused by Morrell, who was
a shady fellow, we find, Lived by odd
jobs and anything he ocould pick up.

“Sneaked into the Aura when a big re-
ception was on and looted a lot of triflea
in the dressing room. Ihd a lot of fool
things like putting a bit of smilux in his
buttonhole.

“Well, while moseying around there he
must have come suddenly across a pioture
of Morrell when Le was a young chap and
had done him up, It pu? him in a regular
frenzy. He smashed the pioture with one
of the parasols and then laid for him in the
alley. And there you are.”

“Right and tight,” said Cronkite. “Why,
there's a bit of the smilax in his bulton-
hole still. How did you find it al! out?”

“The simplest thing in the world,” an.
swered the official duet. “A blood stained
handkerchief was found in the alley this
morning with hix name on it. He must
have dropped it when he ran; that's why
he sooffed himself. The rost was sasy.”

Just then the telephone rang. It was
Judge Marocellus.

“Drop the case, Abe,” he said. “Mrs.
Orvise has returned home. A mere ate
tack of the nerves.”

“Perbaps s0.” mused Cronkite as he
rode downtown.

Yet as he reviewed his laborious and
orderly premises, recalling that no hand-
kerchief was in the alley when be had
minutely searched it the night before, and
that no trace of the sealed package or the

price for it had been discovered
in Zahu’'s office, he wondered in his silent
way who was the real victim of that attack.

HE'S A JAIL RORBBER.

Accomplishments of » Negro Law)er In
West Virginla.
RirLey, Ohie, Jan. 11.—Down in the
mountains of West Virginia, in the heart
of the coal and coke distriot, lives James
Knox Smith, a negro lawyer. His profes-
sional card reads as follows:
“Compliments of James Knox BSmith,
Lawyer and Jail Robber. Practice in all
the Courts of Virginis. Keystone, Me-
Dowell County, West Virginia. 1 delight
in defending the r and those whom I
believe to be innocent when my fees are
secured. My motto is Quick Collections
Upon all Claims and Prompt Remittance
Made in Cold Blood. The Bible to prove
all things and hold fast to that which is
good. rhenlon. Brethren, me early
as your counsellor, for know ye that even
the righteous vannot be saved without an
advooate.” )
The revorse ¢ide of this appeal for clients
contains a cut vhowing the inely Afri-
can features of the ful robber, together
with a copy of a eulogistio article about
him from a pewspaper, which calls him a
“borned orator, & malrvol in style and a
nial, courteous gentleman.”
”Ho calls himsalf jail robber because of
bis success in defending his clients. In

lead'ng to juries in behalf of his colorert

rothars he refors to them only as “poor
nigge, " and prays for acquittal or lenlency
mainly on the #\'aund of their ignorancy
and poverty. o has a J)ru-uoe AmMon
both blacks and whites, and carries himse
with great dignity. ) )

He a glass eye, which comes in very
handily as a tear producer in his eloguent
flights of A'M, for some vnforiunate
defendant. His services as a Republican
spelibinder are constantly in demand, and
it is related that on one occssion, while
making speeches in Old Virginia, his re-
marks were s0 offensive to the white people
that |ha{ sent out & searching party to
capture him.

'Yhen it was that the slipping out of the
imﬂohl optic stood him staad

is captors were positive that the man
t had h.,r pursuing had ur& htyonhw-
was not nearly =0 porpous as o
gentleman, and thev releated hina.
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oounts of the investigation. A now
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see the sad result,
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FOR WASHI NGT?.\' CATHEDRAL.

Archbishep of Canterbury te Give & Pulpit
With a Wistery. /

It is expected that before the noxt Ascen-
sion Day the cathedral at Wasbiagton will
receive » most int and valuable
gift from the Archbishop of Canterbury.

This is an ambon or pulpit made of stones
removed from Canterbury Csthedral dur-
ing the work now being carried on. Accord-
ing to the Church Eelectic, it is being soulp-
tured under the direction of Willlam D.
Carol, architect of the cathedral.

It ia given by the Archbishop in memory
of his predecessor, Stephen lLangtoh, and
it will illystrate the history of the English
Bible. The following desoription of it has
heen printed:

“The ambon is 10 feet in height and 9 in
length; on its front are three bas-reliefs
with four statuettes between them:. As
the Bible is God's charter uf civil and re-
ligious liberty, the central bas-relief repre-
sents Archbishop Stephen Langton leading
the Barons and han the Magna Cherta
to King John for his ature under the
oaks of Runnymede, June 15, 1215,

“The left hand bas-relief represents
the venerable Bede diotating the last chap-
ter of the Anglo-S8axon Oo.%{ of 8. John
on his deathbed, A, D. 785. 'The right hand
bas-relief yregenta the martyrdom of
Willism e, author of the first priuted
English Bible, A. D, 1525,

“The four statuettes represent
who, at different
ﬂc:ﬂl ibl eoly, Alfred the Great, who

sh ®, namely, 4 .

set the Ten Comuru‘.dmmu and the Lord's
Prayes in the vulgar tongue (A. D. 87);
the Rev. John Wryclif, vicar of Lutter-
worth, who issued the English Bible, A. D,
1383; Lanoelot Andrews, rd Dl-b? of
Winchester, the wost prominent the
translators of the King James, or author-
ized version, A. D. 1811, and Westcott 1‘3
Bishop, Durham, a leader in the mnkin.
the revised version, A. D. 13811888,

“Above is sculptured a trieze of -
cipal books in ur. evolution of zho‘?o
B&‘le. from the Anglo-Saxon of

721 to the revised version as iasued 4
The ambon will be placed in &
sanctuary. which le now bd-‘g. E
with the Jerusalem altar and

of stones from Glastonbury Abbey,
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