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These 2 Great
Books Will Reduce

I Your Building Expense
A magnificent, big. 176-irage Catalog
of Mill work and Building Material con¬

taining pictures of 8.000 money-saving
bargains. A handsome Plan Book of
Modern Homes showing 50 splendid
views and floor plans of houses and barns
priced from J360 to $6,000. l)on't pay
dealers' prices. deal direct with us, get
our wholesale prices and save money.

Everything ia Lumber, Flooring, Doors, Windows,
Porckwork, Bnilding Paper, Hardware, Tin-
work, Paint and Roofing at Wholesale Prices!
Don't build, repair or remodel without these two
l»ooks. We guarantee quality, safe delivery,
satisfaction or money back. Write us today.

Send 10c i»ostage for plan book No. 63.
Catalog No. 53 is free.

Chicago MiDwork Supply Company,
1390 West 37th St., Chicago, 111.

Have a Home of Your Own
Makes Old Style Razor $|°°
Safer Than a Safety I paid

will be refunded.
are not

Yon cann»t art your face if you use a lot bw1.it Fits
aayraiar.shp<m *n4 «ff easily and. luickly. OsaanMaand
available, i-erinitting shaving with either hand, "close" or
"once over." Light, simple, practical, and lasts forever.
Marayaraa4y.caaast aick arM kMa. Any man can use it
Old stvlcrnn shave the uwil "Ittrimr Gear* makes
them sah. Costs only $l.<*i.sa»ss SSO.SN yaarlf. Heavily
nickeled, en ased in handsome satin lined leatherette
case, for SI M, paitaMri.
rait.Valuable book: "

MONEY IKK GUARANTEE.OrMr mm.if you
satisfied ye
fke-nuon

Ask us ho» we

pin mj genu-
ineSZJirazors.
SMi SI N cash.
P.O. or exjiress
money order.
Afntl wiftlrri.
KIT SALES C«.
1401 0t.t IWf.

CHICAGO

I Was Deaf 25 Years
CAN NOW HEAR

P. WAV

with these soft, pli¬
able, artificial ear
drums. I wear them
in my ea re night and
day. They are per¬
fectly comfortable.
No one sees tliem in
my ears. Write me
and I will tell you a true story,.how I
got deaf and how I made myself near.

ARTIFICIAL EAR DRUM COMPANY
Address GEO. P. WAY, Manager,

7 Adelaide Street. DETROIT. MICH.

Nr<n<alpil Knr IIrun
Pat. Not 11AW. No. 902.785

LAW STUDY AT HOME
BECOMEAN LL.B.

Only rrrornizM resident law arh<*>l in U. S . Csatamsi Bsgrsa
of OacMar si L»wi- i.I. B .kf camspaaNsaas. Only law arhool in
17 S. conducting MaaNart rssMsal NMtad firing DM iaatiat-
tea, fey and. Over 460 ctaas-rssai lactam. Faculty of orer a
Qiasaaial liijaI. Guarantee to prepare graduates to pass bar ex¬
amination. Only law school firing CsapMa Caarta ia Oratory mt
faMis Spaatit. School highly endorsed and recommended by
¦a*. OWimli, Oaiiaail Mea, Beted Lawyer* aa* Stadeais. Only init¬
iation of its kind in the world. Send today for la|a Naataad)
Warn a<s< ftaipanai. Special rnarsea for Business Men and Bankers.
IAH1LT0N COLLEGE Of LAW. 1180 Eliwertk BUf.. Ckats. &

All Ij'fti itltrifd aa<l «ill; loraod trade

taufLt thoroufhly by mail. tVa teacfa

finnan better enrravln| than can I* gaiD*l
k Jim of rifld apprMtleNhip. Wi alao Improve tha skill of as; ragratir
Ask for rat<uoii% Free. £ffrif ScbaaJ. 48 Pa|i BMv- Cbica|«, IH.

LEARN JEWELERS
ENGRAVING

AflFNTS MAKE BIG MONEY
Easy work and big profits sell

in* ERROR-PROOF SPEED KEYS. Every typewriter
user a live prospect. Used by U.S. Government and biggest
corporations everywhere. Operators ail want it. Insures
¦peed and accuracy. Saves eyesight, stationery, ribbons and
platen. Agents all enthusiastic. Write quick for territory.
YYPEWRITEK SPEED KEY CO.. SI W. Broadway, Now York

TYPEWRITERS MAKES
M Is H Mfr'l prtoaa. W. HIST type-

ailma AHTWHERX, applylag RXKTAL ON PRICE. Write for Cat. 18.
Typewriter Kaiperteai (bt. lWt), 14-18 W. Lake SC. rUeaga, Ul.

OLD COINS WANTED S7.75 paid for rare 1853
quarter without arrows.

$20.00 for half dollar. Keep money dated before 1890
and send 10 cents for new coin value book.
A. II. KKAl'M, *©» Kraaa HM(n Milwaukee. Wla.

ORNAMENTAL FENCE
25 Designs.All Steel

Handsome, cost less than wood,
more durable. Don't buy a fence
until you get our Free Catalogue
and Special Prices.
We can save you money.

Kokomo Fence Machine Co.
435 North St.. Kokomo, Ind.

DONT BUY POTATOES
Have Your Own Indoor Potato Patch

in corner of cellar, spare-room. barn. "Indoor Potato
Growing" (copyrighted) tells of a new method of grow¬
ing Y'lneless New Potatoea, indoors, any month,
winter or summer, for home or market. Town, city,
country. No digging, planting, hoeing. Bid yield. Bet¬
ter flavor than field grown. Method sure.cheap, simple.Saves grocery bills. Illustrated circular for stamp.

MONTVALE FARMS, Montvale, Virginia_

the vessel's bow,.the lifecar, floated back
from the lifeboat, standing up to windward
with the end of a hawser. From its bowels
a figure rose up. hurtling a line. Big Jem
Caseo! Then the sailors hauled in. and Casco
went up, hand over hand, and the Algonquin s
crew started climbing down.
The cutter must have seen the peril too,

and Ships Bottom's preparations for the
rescue. She swung off to one side, training
her searchlights on the wreck, lighting up
the scene like day. One beam of light tell
on the hvdroplane, and Welsh laughed.

"Oh, I'm booked too! Soon as she Hops
over on me.bang! This (,osh!

.The hydroplane was working! He had
not shut'off the motor, and now it moved
with an intermittent purring, the fanwheel,
hung high above the wash, lashing out De-
hind. The bird-ship was still fast, her alumi¬
num runners glued to the sea; but the ].>tor
was gathering courage. Welsh watched.
^
Twice more the lifecar washed back to the

wreck, each time carrying away her load ot
sailors. The third time she nearly came to
grief. A sudden burst of smoke streamed
upward, smothering the scene. The sea had
reached the fires. The ship was down to her
fore peak now, funnels and deckhouses under
water When the smoke cleared the lifecar
was gone. The single survivor remained in
the triangular scrap of wreckage.

.That was Casco, doing the hero act,
surrendering his place in the lifecar. He
was balancing up there, bathed in the ave¬
nue'ssearchlights, which picked out his ribbed
life jacket, strapped round his mighty chest.
The whole ship had slumped. Over the
sinking bow Welsh saw Ships Bottom s boat,
packed with the saved crew.
But the hydroplane was moving at last,

and, as one notices little things, Welsh saw
the burnt-out handle of his Coston torch
swept away from where it had clung a

through the driving wash.
Afterward he had cause to remember that.

He knew now only that he was free.
"I bet the Algonquin's plugged up that

hole in the sea an let me loose! he said. I u
get Casco myself!"

THE hvdroplane lurched out again out
of the whirlpool this time! The motor

worked strong. On both quarters of the
freighter's sinking bow the breakers crashed
back; but Welsh bored up between them.
Going shoreward, he'd probably turn head
over heels; but "Big Jem's first rate ballast,
at that!" he chuckled.
The hydroplane had not done so badly,

after all' She had saved Ships Bottoms
face; she had fetched in the revenue cutter
and flared out the lifeboat. And now she
was going to save Jem Casco, the man who
was worth them all!

Across the maelstrom of wreckage he
drove the whirring machine, regardless ot
the suction that could drag down anyuot-fiercraft but this. Nothing could sink the hy¬
droplane! She was built for just such emer¬

gencies, skimming on her air-tight pontoons,
buoved up by the very blast that fought her
back, despite her battered planes. Over
riffraff and water she vaulted, landing on her
upcurved runners right over the wreck; tor
the bow had vanished. Casco sprang as the
waters snatched for him. sprawling in a heap
on the hydroplane's deck.

, f ."All down!" Welsh shouted gleefully.
"Never lost a man."

_ ,̂"The little white dog! Casco gasped.
"D'ye see the terrier?"
"The dog?" said Welsh. "Ye lost a pore

kivi, arter all I done?"
'Hvdroplane and men were whirling shore¬

ward. A biscuit toss away a white object
bobbed on the surface, sending up a pititul
vap. Welsh jerked the seat strap loose.

f"Take her, Jem!" he snarled. "I m goin
to get that tike!"

..He sprang far out, swimming strong, hand
over hand. The white terrier went under,
and Welsh with him, diving and swimming
down, following the struggling speck. His
lunes were bursting even when he grasped
it; but you can't drown a Barnegat man.
Iri the act of turning upward, he caught
sight of a drowned hulk deep down.
The Copper King! A shadow ship now,

with bursted sides and.her ore cargo spill¬
ing on the rocks!

, , .

A luminous light flooded the life sav^r s
brain as he shot to the surface, a light that
suddenly revealed the mystery of the
"swamping reef."

."The ghoul! Sam Bright never raised a

scrap o* that ore.left it there a purpose
when he found the copper made a magnet
of the bluestone reef! The.the Old Man o
the Sea!"
The hydroplane had blown shoreward.

Casco was still traveling, against his will, till
the Ships Bottom motorboat overhauled
him, snoring in. Welsh and the fox terrier
they hauled aboard drenched and delighted,

and later picked up Casco with the remnants
of the hydroplane; for the brawny life Cap¬
tain was no hydroplane skipper, and he
scored Welsh roundly.

BL7 Welsh's alleged discovery set them all
by the ears. In congress assembled,

t>iups Bottom listened gravely when Welsh
related what he had seen (deep down by the
refraction of the cutter's searchlights) and
the deductions he had drawn from his dis¬
covery.
"O course, if they was some nat'ral devil¬

try of that kind, it 'ud let us out." Casco
agreed "Then again, it might ha ljeen jest
a run o hard luck."

"Or a hole that old Copper King knocked
in the bottom o the wean, w'en she rammed
the reef, eh?" Welsh said scornfully.
"That 'ud swamp ships, all right,"' the

crew agreed: "on'y."
r
Wclsh cried, "w'at's to hinder it

from fillin up? An' how'd that ball up the
wireless all along the coast? An' the motor
engines. No, Sir, a magnet it was that
ketched my rnnners and pulled down that
Algonquin ship, a big electric sea magnet.
That s what that twenty thousand tons o'
copper ore and bluestone mixture made of
the Gridiron! It drawed all the juice from
the wireless.an' that made enough 'lec-
tricity to put motors out o' commission for
ten mile round, and muddle up iron ships
across the Atlantic, a'most, with a good
strong wind behind. That's what the
Copper King done. We wasn't to blame
when iron ships went crazy without due
notice."

For a certainty Ships Bottom hoped so.
And maybe that view was shared by the
Board of Inquiry, which arrived on the very
cutter that had lighted up their daring work

THE SPY

refusal to pay taxes! Do you realize what
it would have meant? No payment of taxes!
The Government could not exist, it would
have been impotent to enforce its will! Not
a cent for the Government treasury.even
the customs officials would have declined to
collect duties! The people laughing at the
tax collectors.what a spectacle for the civi¬
lized world! Despotism starved out of office!
And it was all spoiled.it was all spoiled."

His voice, which had trailed to a hoarse
whisper, was broken by a sob. For a long
minute he stood braced against the table,
overcome with emotion. Then, lifting the
green vial to the gasjet, he permitted the
light to play on it, as if the sight of this trans¬
parent fluid gave him keen inward delight.

"For ten years our brethren all over the
world have toiled and starved and saved,"
he went on. "Seven milliorf rubles we had
gathered.it was all intrusted to your care.
In this country, in your hands, the money
should have been safe." He bent down,
while his eyes narrowed on the four silent
men. "That money never reached me!" he
snapped. "It was intercepted.by the po¬
lice. They had information from an inner
source. In Russia I was the only person
aware of the existence of the fund. I con¬
fided in no one. The traitor was on this side
.a member of this committee."
The others gravely inclined their heads.
"I cannot conceive of any member of the

Central Committee guilty of an act of be¬
trayal!" said Bernstein, the oldest of the
group. "The plan to free Russia was so
elaborate that the police could have learned
of it through a hundred sources."

"Of the plan, yes," acknowledged Jarkov.
Of the money, no!" He dropped into a

chair, his elbows resting on the table, his chin
supported on his closed hands.
"We will endeavor to discover the traitor
here now.among ourselves!" he went

on. "Every man's part in the transmission
of the money shall be scrutinized carefully.
And when we discover the spy, he.he shali
drink this. He pointed significantly to¬
ward the green vial. "Sixty men and women
are in prison now because of his treachery
A great cause shattered.sixty people under¬
going the tortures of Siberia!

*

But I shall sit
here and watch him while he writhes in
agony. He will see my face rejoicing in his
pain."
The fear-stricken confusion written in the

faces of the four men was intensified by the
yellowish gaslight that diffused itself about
the room.
"Who arranged for the transmission of the

money?" demanded Jarkov.
As if moved by common impulse, the eyes

of three members of the group turned ac¬

cusingly toward Benjamin. He leaned back
in his chair, pale, haggard, a cold perspira¬
tion beaded on his forehead.

"Only he knew of it," declared Bernstein

of rescue. At any rate, the learned boanl
made investigation and expert analysis of
the reef, and listened to Little Welsh's theo¬
ries as expounded by one who had solved a
marine marvel, a far-reaching menace of the
sea. "Such monumental imagination de¬
serves respect," they gravely agreed. What¬
ever they might think, "the wry immensity
of Little Welsh's explanation makes it
worthy of acceptance." And Welsh was

jubilant.
Ships Bottom was satisfied too. Every¬

body was satisfied.except Sam Bright, of
the wrecking company. But Bright's fate
was in Government hands now.

"If Welshy s right, Sam must a found out
too, soon's he got his wreckin' ap'ratus on
the Copper King," Casco said sol>erlv.
"That'd account for why he kep* everybody
off, -so's we wouldn't find he'd left her cargo
lie. Tradin' in shipwreck!"

But what we want to know, how come it
those magnet waves let go on you for awhile
after they gripped ye, Welshy?" That's
what the crew wanted to know. "How d'ye
know it wasn t a whirlpool sucked ve down,
an' the freighter,.you and your Hertz'an
waves an' things?"
Welsh waved aside the doubters with dis¬

dain. "Oh, that? Why, w'en the Algonquin
struck, she let down her kedge anchors,
didn t she? She was full o* copper too, a
iron ship. She just drawed off all the 'lectric
fluid. Broke the current, you might say."
The crew of Ships Bottom drew a long

breath. So long as she didn't break them.
they had her to thank for that!

"Here's who you got to thank for that!"
Little Welsh cried, swinging up the tiny
white terrier. "He laid the Old Man of the
Sea.him an' the hydroplane! Eh, Sind-
bad?"

Continued from page 8

solemnly. "It was agreed, for greater safety,
that only one of us should be concerned with
the money. We left it all to him.he was
the only one who could have betrayed us."

Jarkov's form was shaken by a' violent
tremor. He looked helplessly toward the
young man, his eyes pleading for some word
of denial, some explanation or repudiation.
But Benjamin only trembled and seemed to
grow cold.

"Speak! In Heaven's name speak!" cried
Jarkov. "You, my own Benjamin!" Then,
moved by a sudden revulsion of feeling, he
seized the young man by the shoulders, as if
to shake the facts out of him. "I want the
truth.do you hear?" he demanded. "The
truth.no evasions!"

Benjamin's lips parted as if to speak; but
the words died unuttered. He buried his
face in his hands, sobbing violently. Finally
he roused himself, as if from a stupor. "I
alone am responsible," he said firmly.
The others recoiled from him, as if'he had

delivered them a blow where a caress was ex¬

pected. Benjamin, conscious of the growing
aversion they felt toward him, bent forward
in his seat and made as if to speak. But a

violent rattling of the doorknob distracted
the strained attention of everyone in the
room.

THE noise persisted, until Bernstein, in
response to a signal from Jarkov, rose

from his seat and opened the door. An ex¬
clamation of surprise burst from his lips. It
was echoed by the others, as a woman's
form, dimly outlined in the narrow doorway,
revealed itself to their astonished gaze. She
stood there, perfectly calm and self pos¬
sessed, gathering to herself the light in the
darkness of the hallway.
While the five men waited, overcome by

her unexpected presence, she advanced into
the room and threw up her heavy veil. A
look of recognition leaped into the eyes of
the men as they beheld her beautiful, clear-
cut features, shadowed by the wide brim of
her big hat.

"Olga! exclaimed Benjamin, his pale face
grown paler. "Where have you been the last
two months?"
She met the menacing scowls of the men

resolutely, proceeding with slow deliberation
to remove her gloves. The shimmer of
jewels on her slender, graceful hands pro¬
duced a heightened feeling of amazement
among the onlookers, as if they marveled
where she had acquired these costly rings.

"I see you are surprised," she said, forcing
a smile. "Let me inform you that this is no
accidental interruption of your proceedings.
My melodramatic entry was carefully timed
by your own words. Look up at the ceiling!"
They gazed upward; but saw only an un¬

even area of cracked plaster, on which dirt
and cobwebs had accumulated.

"There is a hole near the gas fixture," she


