
A DOUBLE INTRIGUE
BY GEORGE MUNSON

(Copyright by W. G. Chapman.)
' Stevens, the assistant teller, ed

Waterburyjjetween the hours
of one and two. On.Saturdays Water-"bur- y

went home at twelve, when the
bank closed, and Stevens remained
behind to clean up the work. This
occupied about an hour and a half, or
longer.

; Stevens was getting thirty dollars a
week, and his wife was in the hos- -

thnP

Fate Had Dealt Him the Worst.

pital. The delicate and difficult oper-
ation had been successful, but Stev-
ens owed nearly five hundred dollars.
The sharks were pressing him, top.

1They had threatened to come down
'to the bank; that would mean the loss
of his position, of course.

He had thought over his problem.
In his desperation the moral aspect
of the projected crime amounted to
nothing. He Toiew that he could walk

HfL

out of the bank, just before closing
time, with four or five thousand dol-
lars in his pockets, in the shape of
hundred dollar bills. Old Wrigley,
who superintended the depositing of
the money in the safe, was as blind
as a bat. The exploit would not call
for any remarkable exhibition of
"nerve."

His wife, a weak-wille- d little wo-
man, would, of course, be horrified.
But Stevens knew that she was the
kind to stick to a man through thick
and thin. Some day, some timer there
would be an opportunity for rejoin-
ing her, and meanwhile he cbuld at
least arrange to send her a thousand
dollars, through friends. They would
not let her starve in order to recom-
pense the bank, which expected a
man to live after his marriage on
thirty dollars.

The problem was simply whether
he could "get away with" his plunder.
Stevens had made all his plans. He
knew just where he was going to
hide. He would rent a room in the
furnished room quarter of the city
and lie low for a month or two. The
mistake most bank thieves made was
in confiding in some woman. Stev-
ens would confide in no one. He wore
a mustache; with that gone, and
spectacles, he believed he would be
safe from detection.

"What's the matter, Stevens?
Why are you looking at me like
that?" demanded Waterbury irrita-
bly.

"I beg your pardon," stammered
Stevens. Waterbury had been very
trying of late; he seemed bent on
picking a quarrel, and on the flim-
siest of pretexts. Well, that was an-

other reason for Stevens' plan. His
position was insecure; and it would
be just like Harrison, the president,
to turn him adrift when Mary was
ill.

Waterbury was pacing the floor of
his cage when Stevens relieved him
at twelve o'clock that Saturday
morning. "I thought you were never
coming," he growled. He nodded


