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This Story won toe secord pr:*e of ***)

effered by the Pogt-Intelligen'-er and
other leading r.e w*p*ap*r* of the Un.tsd
States for the beet detective story.

CHAPTER I.
The telegraph messenger looked again st

the addr«-s» on the envelope In bis 1 and
and then scanned the house before wf.ich
he was standing. It was an old-fashioned
building of brick, two stories high, with
?r. attle above: and It stood In an old-
fashioned part of Sower New York not far
from the £as* river Over the wide arch-
way there was a small and weather-worn
sign, "Ktmapo St" 1 1 and Iron \\ orks," and
over the smaller door alongside was a still
smaller sign. "Whittler, Wheatcroft St Co."

WTWINKLINCm or mm
\u2666 Mnk anything else. for two months we

haven't been s*:ccee*f*il in getting a single

one of th» big contracts. We've had our
of the Urt'.e things, of course, b it

n.»y don't amount to much. The big
things that we really want have slipped
through otjr finirers. We've lost them by
the skin of our teeth every time. That
Isn't accident. Is it? Of course not! Then
there s onjv one explanation?there's a
leak in this office somewhere."

"You don't suspect any of the clerks,
do y >u, Mr. Wheatcroft?" asked the elder
Whittier, sadly.

"I don't suspect anybody In particular,"
returned the Junior partner, brushing his
hair the wrong way. "And I suspect
everybody In general. I haven't an Idea
who It is, but it's somebody!"

"Who makes up the bids on these Im-
portant contractsT* asked Paul.

"Wheatcroft and I,** answered his fa«
ther. "The specifications are forwarded
to the works, and the engineers make
their estimates ot the actual cost of labor
and material. These estimates are sent
to us here, and we add whatever we think
'?« st for interest and for expenses, and
for wear and tear and for profit."

"Who writes the letters making the
ffer the one with_th« actual figures, I

mean?" the son continued.
I do." the elder Wh;ttier explained. "I

have always done It."
"You don't dictate them to a typewrit-

er 0" Paul pursued.
"Certainly not," the father responded.

"I write them with my own hand?arid
what's more, I take the press copy my-
self. and there is a special letter book for
such things. This letter book is kept al>
ways in the safe in this office? in fact, I
ran say that this particular letter book
never leaves my hands except to go into
that safe. And, as you know, nobody has
a> < e 9S to that safe except Wheatcroft
and roe."

"And the major," corrected the Junior
partner.

"No," Mr. Whlttfer explained, "Van
Zandt has no need to sro there now."

"Hut he used to," Mr. Wheatcroft per-
sisted.

"He did once," the senior partner re-
turned. "but when we bought those new
safes outside there in the main office there
was no longer any need of the chief book-
keeper to go to this smaller safe, and so.
last month?it was while you were ayay,
"Wheatcroft?Van Zandt came in here one
afternoon, and sa d that as he never had
occasion to go to this safe, he would
rather not have the responsibility of
knowing the combination. 1 told him ye
lM»d perfect confidence in him?"

"I should think so*" broke in the ex-
plosive Wheatcroft. "The major has been
with us thirty years now. I'd suspect my-
self of petty larceny as soon as him."

"As 1 said." continued the elder Whit-
tier. "I told him that we trusted him per-
fectly, of course. But he urged me, and
to please him I changed the combination
of this safe that afternoon. You will re-
member. Wheatcroft, that I gave you the
new word the day you came back."

"Yes, T remember," said Mr. Wheat-
croft. "Rut I don't see why the major
did not want to know how to open that
safe. Perhaps he is beginning to feel his
years now. He must be 60, the major,
and I've been thinking for some time he
looked worn."

Five minutes later Mr. Whittier, Mr.
Wheatcroft and the only son of the senior
partner left the glass-framed private of-
fice. and walking leisurely through the
long store, passed Into the street.

They did not notice that the old book-
keeper, Maj. Van Zandt, whose high desk
was so placed that he could overlook the
private office, had been watching them ev-
er sin< e the messenger had delivered the
dispatch.

CHAPTER H.
After luncheon, as It happened, both the

peaJor and the junior partner of WhltUar,
h»at."rof! A- Co. had to attend meetings,

and they wrnt their several ways, leaving
' Paul to return to the office alone When
i he came opposite to the house which bore

the weather-beaten sign of tne firm he
stood still for a moment and looked aero?*
with minified pride and affection. The
building was old-fashioned, so old-fash-
ioned. Indeed, that only a long-estabL.sh >d
firm could afford to occupy It. It was
Paul Whittler's great-grandfather who
who had founded the Itamapo works:
t!iere had been cast the cannon for many of

I the ships of the little American navy that
j gave such a good account of itself in the

war of 1811 Again in ISM had the house
of WhlttUr, Wheatcroft & Co.?the pres-
ent Mr. Wheatcroft a father having been
taken into partnership by Pauls gran 1-
father been able to be of service to the

| government of the United States. All
through the four years that followed the
firing on the flag in is»;i the Itamapo works
had been run day and night. When pea e
came at last and the people had again leis-
ure to expand, a large share of the rails

: needed by the new overland roads which
were to bind the Kast and the West to-

. (te|h'«r In Iron bands, had been roll-
el by Whittler. Wheatcroft »<- Co. Of

; late years, as Paul knew, the old firm
s« med to have list some of its early en-

j "MIKK. WHO SHITS VP THE OFFICE
AT NIC.HT?"

ersy, and having > >ur,g a- 1 vigorous
' til »ra. It had barely held -ts own

1 That *he Ttama} > works should or-- 1

I more tike t e lead was r,.,j Wh'ttler's
! solemn r :rp *c; and to this end he had

b* *n earefu'ly traine,! He was riw a
i "'tt-.g man of nearly . a tall handsom*

- 'law w *h a ntll mus'ache over h s fi-m
i ?? cttH »-d »!"* q -k ? ? > belaw j

curly brown h»;r. He had spent four
year* in college, carry.ng ff har s in
n a' s emi"cs; he w-a? p-»p-.;Lar w ts h;s

'assma-es. w*»x made him class p- r. and
\u25a0 his *<?", -r year he was elected

i d nt of the college photographic society,
j Hts had gone to a technological institute.

* ere he had m.de h«*n*e!f master of tie
* eor>- and practice of mc*;iur«v Af'»r

1 - .it 1 ;'?» : V - w -r- o .1
*-\e»:gate»l every important steel and

>n w'rks he could get :-to. he had c- ne
ne to take a desk in the off! -e .

j It «i< i>nly for amm- tu tha: he s; »-!
jo- ? «? -walk o f ; »it« looking at tne

. old hu.l 1 g Then i>\u25a0 went over. Instead
; *'\u25a0 'erlng : e long «?- me he waiked down
| the alleyway left o;>en far the heavy

j »«» .* W »n he came oppos.ta the pri-
vate office In the rear of the etore he et-

arr.red tae liviri and the windows car»-
PiUy to see if he eouid detect any means
of mgresa other thoee open to everybody.

As Pa tl entered tbo pr. xate off, e he
j 'nml the porter there putting coal >n the

t-a.

TELEGRAPH MESSENGER LOOKED
AGAINAT THE ADDRESS.

When the messenger boy had made out
the name-he opened this smaller d<K>r and
cnter«*d th« long, narrow store. Its aides
and walls were covered with bins and
racks containing sample steel rails and
Iron beams and coils of wire of various
sixes. Down at the end of the store were
desks where several clerks and bookkeep-
ers were at work.

As the messenger dr»w near a red-head-
ed offl> e boy blocked the passage, savin*,

somewhat aggressively, "Well?"
"(Jot a telegram for Whittier, Wheat-

croft A C0.." the messenger explained,
puttnaclouslv thrusting himself forward.

"In there!" the office boy returned. Jerk-
ing his thumb over bis shoulder toward
the extreme end of the building, an exten-

sion. roofed with glass and separated by a
glass screen from the spate where the
clerks were at work.

The messenger pushed open the glased

door of this private office, a bell Jingled
over his head, ami the three occupants of
the room looked up.

"Whtttler. Wheatcroft Co.*" said the
ni«»*«»»nger. InterroKatlvely, holding out the
yellow envelope.

"Yes," responded Mr. Whittier, a tall,
handsome old p- ntleman. taking the tele-
gram. "You sign. Paul."

The youngest of the three, looking like
Ma father, to-»k t -e messenger's book an I
glancing at an old-faahioned clock which
strod In the corner, hp wrote the name of
the firm and the hour of delivery. He was
tv .tching the messenger go out when hi*
attention was suddenly calb I to suble< t*
of more Impojtan » by a sharp exci mi-
lion from his father.

"Well. well, well." said the elder Wlfct-
tier, with his eves fixed on the telegram
he had Just read "This is very strange-
very strange. Indeed!"

"What's strange?" asked the third occu-
pant of the office. Mr Wheatcroft. a short.
Steut. Irascible-looking man. with a sho k
of grinding hair.

For all answer Mr Whittler handed to
Mr Wheat raft the thin v!;j» of pa; ? r

No sooner had the Junior partner read
the paper than he s»em< 1 angrier than
ever.

"Strang*?" be crb 1 "I should think It

was Confound 11\ at rang* and
deuced unpleasant, too."

"May I see what it Is that's so very
ktrange?" asked Paul, pit king tip the dis-
patch

"Of nurse you ran see it." growled Mr.
Wheatcroft. "and let us *. . what »? i .-an
make of It."

The young man read the message »|nud:

"Peal off Can get quarter cent litter
terms Carketidale."

Then he read if again to hints If. \t
he said - "I .nf» t T ten t ??? c \

thing so xerv nr in- It th;»* We've
lost a eontrs t. I suppose but that true
ha\ e happened lots of tim--s , b isn't
tt?"

"It's happened twice before this fall."
returned Mr Wh» afcroft fiercely "after
our b',l hi t b. en pra ?»' allv t> cep»< i. i-d
Just before the signing of the final con-
tra ft!**

"T«e» nr* explain. Wheatcroft," Inter-
rupted the elder Whittler gentU "You
M«t not exp * r- : \ « n?> v» lor' 'and th*
ln« end o«%r of this bi:<ur.ess as v, * do.
Her Idea he bss l»een In the ofllce onlv ten
«tv*~

"T don't expect h'rn to understand."
gvrwted Wheatcroft "Il"»w e nd! be

-
* I

<!cn't understand it myself.??

"Close that door Paul." said M" Whit
tter "T dot; t sir nv r>* t».« \u25a0] Vs

fc n Ww '? 11 W *?*>t nIV \u25a0 5 i ? '
"

"11-»re ar* t*>e fact* tn ei«\ Vaul.
and I t'lnk you will admit that C <~\- s e
certainly curious,** becan Mr Whittler.
"Twice this fall, and now- a third 'itre,
we have '

portan* enters, and -et ' .«t before eur

bid »#< f ' »U a -e >*. 1 ? *-ns
eut under v.* bv a fraction of ? c< nt 1

ge» the *ob 7*l?--- * « .\u25a0» we were
going *o g- ? O" b<i 1 ' 11,I 1, <r o* the p -rat ana

Central's bridge Oxrr tbe I.ltlle Mackin-
tosh rlxer- >»Ut In the en.| It w »« the T' T

edo Sfe<»l Companr that c it tK » >ntra. t

Then tbere ?« the or»'er f->r t s e V- .w

tniles of wire f-tr ?Ve Trans ? ,1

Telegranh we m» '>? sn extraord!nar ; *

low e«tlmate or>
? v .» wante' t ?

eontraet and we threw off not ontv our
but ev>" s'loware<« #»r *»er >. e »-ic-

perses si ' ' five t. ' -e the
tsst »id » »d t» ' ' the r«\e *> « -c a 1

put In an off,-r <\u25a0;-!> a hundre-1 a:>d tw n-
tv-(!ve Jelh't les« than on*-' Now ee>«- «

te'e \>v t o.t« ? "he Xfe f v t.
Tnanranee Comranr is coing *?> ptjt ttr a

tit butldtn* we w : < aske-t to est.mate

fsr> the ste 1'? is"
'' We w anted at

work tin'."' are *xrd «*<d there « 11 '.tie

doln*. s* vou know and we rrast set
work for eur mat? we a- We v < i-t

to hav»» tk '« wnict 'f we coil'.* We
c*f.»re-d to do ?' at what « rex ttr \u2666»

ec«t of msr':*aett»r* w<»hetit nr st
of all sr I ft#" wl*t- :f inx- hire.- * <ll
fer c ,-rVe ?> ' ? -\u25a0< "i* ?

f r depr? tat *n of ? * ant The v' e ? re«l-
--* ,n » n f the ene who nt-

tr |<> to all their r» v«l e«*a'», I* Mr i' rk-
eedsle 11.' told me \.«t.T!a\ »t os:r
Md wss x-erv 1 w. and f h at w. w -

tain to get the contract. Ar.d now be
aer.de me this." and Mr. Wh. tt r | k .1
up the trie*ram arain.

"Pv* yon r .in to sav th - t you th'r Vtv e
* ? '.a\o s.-mehow r.:s 1e

acquainted with our bids'*" a-ked the
yc? t-g r-j-n.

Thai s what I'm th. ' g i. ?> wis

JfjUtauobt'g c.. >i
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S -pping hack to c!o*e the glass door be-
hind him lh»t they might be alone, he
Mid:

Mike. who shut* up tls« offlc- at night*"
"3u-e I do. Mister Paul," *is the

prompt answer.
"And do you open it in the morning**

the young roan asked.
J do that." M;ke responded.

"Do you see that those windows are
always fastened on the inside?" was the
next query.

"Yes. Mister Paul." the port«-- r«pl'ed.
"Well," and the -rwjuirer hesitated brief-

ly h?"f jre putting this question, "have you
found any one of these windows ur.fas:en-
ed any morning lately when you came
here?"

"And how did y»u know that?" Mike re-
turned in surprise.

"What morn re was It?" asked Paul,
pushing his advantage.

"It was la=»t Monday mornin*. Mister
Paul," the porter explained. ' and how it
was I dunno. for I had every *aa o' the
window* tijht Saturday night?an* Mon-
day mornin* wan ©' them was unfas'ened
whin I wint to open it to let in a bit o'
a;r into the office here."

"You sleep here always. "Isn't your*

Paul proceeded.
"I've slep' here lvlry night for three

year now come Thanksgivin'." Mike re-

plied. "I've the whole top of the house to
myself. It's an iligant apartment I have
there. Mister Paul."

When Mike had left the office, Paul took
a chair before the fire and lighted a
cigar. For half an hour he sat silently
thinking.

He came to the conclusion thgt Mr.

"I THINK WE CAN STAND THE LOSS
A LITTLELONGER"

Wheatcroft was right ift his suspicion.
Whittier, Wheatcroft & Co. had lost im-
portant contracts because of underbidding
due to knowledge surreptitiously ob-
tained. He believed that some one had
got into the store on Sunday while Mike
was taking a walk, and that this some-
body had somehow opened the safe.
There was never any money in that pri-

vate safe; it was intended to contain
only important papers. It did contain the
letter-book of the firm's bids, and this is
what was wanted by the man who had got

into the office and who had let himself
out by the window, leaving it unfastened
behind him.

What grieved him when he had come to
this conclusion was that the thief?for
such the housebreaker was in reality-
was probably one of the men In the em-
ploy of the firm. It seemed to him almost
certain that the man who had broken in
knew all the Ins and outs of the office.
And how could this knowledge have been
obtained except by an employe? Paul
was well acquainted with the clerks in the
outer offi.-e. There were five of them, in-
cluding the old bookkeeper: and although
rone of them had been with the firm as
long as the major, no one of them had
been there less than ten years.

While Paul was sitting quietly In the
private office, smoking a cigar, with all
his mental faculties at their highest ten-
sion. the clock in the corner suddenly
struck 3.

Paul swiftly swung around in his chair
and looked at it. An old eight-day clock it
was. which not only told the time of day,
but pretended also to supply miscellaneous
astronomical information. It stood by it-
self in the corner.

For a moment after it struck Paul stared
at it with a fixed gaze, as though he did
not see what he was looking at. Then a
light came into his eyes and a smile flitted
across his lips.

He turned around in his chair slowdv and
measured with his eye the proportions of
the room, the distance between the desks
and the ?afe and the clock. ITe glanced up
at the -loping glass roof above him. Then
he smiled again, and again sat silent for a
minute. lie rose to his feet and stood with
h!= back to the tire. Almost in front of
him was the dock in the corner.

Tie took out his watch and comnared its
time with that of the clock Apparently he
found that the clock was too fast, for he
walked over to it at:d turned the minute
hand ha< k It seemed as though this was
a more difficult feat than he supposed, or
that he went about it carelessly, for the
minute band broke off short in his flngcrn.
A spasmodic movement of his as the thin
metil snanped pulled th« chain off its
cylinder and t -e fell with a

AII the clerks looked un; snd the red-
headed offi.-e boy w is prompt in answer to
the bell Paul ranrr a moment after,

"Bohbv." ?; -id the voting man to the hoy.
as he took his hat and overcoat. "!'"?» lust
broken the clock. I know a
they make a specialty of repairing time-
P ce« like that I'm soirs- to fell them to
sen l for if at once it tn the man who
w ill come this afternoon with my card. Po
you understand ?"

"Cert." the boy answered. "Ifhe ain't
got your card he don't ret the clock."

"That's w at I mean." Paul responded,
as he left the office

P.efore ) . reqr-hed the street door he met
Mr .teatcroft

"Paul," ' ied the junior partner, explo-
sively. "I've been thinking about that?-
about that?you know what T monti' And
I've de-ided that we had better put a de-
tec* vp on this t*jng at once'"

"Yes
"

said Paul, "that"s a good idea. Tn
fact. 1 had fust come to the same conclu-
sion. I "

T*e-< : e , < . el- ed himself. He had turned
slightly to speak to Mr Wheatcroft. and
now he sf.w that Van Zar.dt was
standing within ten ?#.?\u2666 of them and he
notice' -ha* the old bookkeeper's face was
strangely pale.

CIIAPTFR TIT.
Tv '~ the next week the offie*

th r. Wheatcroft A- Co. had its usual sspeet
of prosperous placidity. The routine work
was done in the routine war the porte*
o*»e-e-1 the offh-e even- morr-i-g and the

e arrir.'d a *ew minutes after |»
Wr»s opened: fhe clerks came at r>». and
-X 1 Me "re- fV.e partners w-**-e rr> be *n<%n

t v '' n r T ? read-r.r the mornt-r's
c- ????*?« r*r» r»

Wh ttiers. father and son. had had a
-d - *'-:ss n. w-!»h Mr Wheatcroft as to the
n- st x ivisahle eo' -»e to adopt to
"? « future 'eaVap» of the trade secrets of
? a The «e- tn-
d'ssssadlnr the -un- >r partner from tV
er~r>|r>vlng of detect \»c

"Not x-et." he st'd. "not vef T'-»s»
clerks h,ve all -e-rv J us fa't Vf.:lly
\«t-s and I don't

j the !nd i C«*l»x' of he'ng vie,ire V?that's
j whr»* t v i--V c.xil it. fan'? tf"-of ».e - e sh id-

cw- I h- - -heap \u25a0?»»! -a- ti "? n \u2666-v
I ?-*--rt t v 1 *«t '.nr -1 acts
| so r' >t ?-?- car s'--w > -v

an-'art he « "

"F it t! -s «-*r' ftl nr can't go on f
ever" ea \u25a0 h-»t«-d Mr W \u25a0 itcroft "If w
are to He »sn«i-r don exvry onntra t wortv
having we n ght as ft-11 go out of the bus-
iness ""

"That's true, of course." Mr. Whittler
admitted "1 t we are not sure that we are
b« underbid unfairly^?"

I he TuseUo Company hax*e taken away
three contracts from us In the past two
men"' s

"

.-Hed the Itini«r partner. We ian
?» oau u*»4 '

**We have lost three contracts, of
co*irs\" returned Mr. Whitver. in his
most conciliatory manner, "and the Tux-
edo people have captured them. Hut that
may be only a coincidence, after all."

"it is a pretty expensive coincidence for
us," snorted Mr. Wheatcroft.

"But because we have lost money," the
senior partner rejoined gently, his
hand on Mr. Wheatcroft's arm. "that's no
reason why we shou'd a! -o lose o-ir hea J «.

It Is no reason why w« should deoart from
our old cu.-rom of treating every man fair-
ly. Ifthere is sny one in employ who
is selling us. why, if we give him rope
enough he will hang himself, sooner or
later."

"And before h» suspend* himself that
way," cried Mr. Wheatcroft. "we may be
forced to suspend ourselves."

"Come, come, Wheatcroft," paid the se-
nior partner. "I think we ran afford to

stand the loss a little longer. What we

can'' afford to do is to lose our self-respect

br doing something irreparable. It may
be that we shall have to employ detectives
?-hut I don't th'nk the time has come yet."

"Very well," the junior partner declared,
yielding an unwilllnsr consent. "I don't in-
sist on it. I still think it would be best not
to waste any more time?but I don't insist.
What will happen Is that we shall lose the
roiling of those steel rails for the Spring-
field & Athens road?that's all."

Paul Whittier had taken no part in this
discussion. He agreed with his father, and
he saw no need for him to urge any further
argument.

Now he looked up and asked when they
intended to put in the bid for the rails.
His fafher then explained that they were
expecting a special .estimate from the en-
gineers at the Ramapo works, and that it
would probably be Saturday before this
could be discussed by the partners and the
exact figures of the proposed contract de-
termined.

"And if we don't want to lose that, con-
tract for sure." Insisted Mr. Wheatcroft.
"I think we had better change the com-
bination of that safe."-

"May I suggest," salrt Paul, "that it
to me better to leave the combina-

tion as it is. What we want to do is not to
pet this Springfield & Athens contract so
much as to find out whether some one real-
ly is getting at the letter-book. Therefore
we mustn't make it any harder for the
some one to get at the letter-book."

"Oh, very w -11." Mr. Wheateroft assent-
ed. a little ungraciously. "Have it your
own way. But I want yon to understand
now that T think you are only postponing
the inevitable."

And with that the subject was dropped.
For several days the three men who were
together for hours in the office of the
Ramapo Iron and Steel Works refrained
from any discussion of the question which
was most prominent in their minds.

It was on Wednesday that the tall clock
that Paul Whittier had broken returned
from the repairers. Paul himself helped
the men to set it again in its old place in
the corner of the office, facing the safe,
which occupied the corner diagonally oppo-
site.

It so chanced that Paul came down Tate
on Thursday morning, and perhaps this
was the reason that a pressure of delayed
work kept nim In the office that evening
long after every one else. The clerks had
all gone, even Major Van Zandt, always
the last to leave?and the porter had come
in twice before the son of the senior part-
ner was ready to go for the night. The
gas was lighted here and there in the long,
narrow, deserted store as Paul walked
through it from the office to the street.
Outside the swift twilightof a Now York
November had already settled down on the
city.

"Can't T carry ver bag for ye. Mister
Paul?" asked the porter, who was showing
him out.

"No, thank you, Mike," was the young
man's answer. "That bag has very little
in it. And besides 1 haven't got to carry
It far."

The next morning Paul was the first of
the three to arrive. The clerks were in
their places already, but neither the senior
nor the Junior partner had yet come. The
porter happened to be standing under the
wagon archway as Paul Whittier was
about to enter the store.

The young man sew the porter and a
mischievous smile ho\ered about the cor-
ners of his mouth.

"Mike." he said, pausing on the door-
step, "do you think you ought to smoke
while you are cleaning out our offioe in the
morning?"

"Sure I haven't had me pipe In me mouth
this mornin* at all," the porter answered,
taken by surprise.

"But yesterday morning?" Paul pursued.
"Yesterday mornin'," Mike echoed, not a

little puzzled.
"Yesterday morning at ten minutes h»-

fore 8 you were in the private office smok-
ing a pipe "

"Put how did you see me. Mister Paul?"
cried Mike in amaze: "ye was late in
comin* down yesterday, wasn't ye?"

Paul smiled pleasantly.
"A little bird told me." he said.
"If I had the bird I'd wring: his neck foi»

tellin' tales." declared the porter.
"I don't mind you smoking. Mike," the

young man went on: "that's your own
affair; but I'd rather you didn't smoke a
pipe while you are tidyingup in the private
office."

"Well, Mister Paul. I won't do It again,"
the porter promised.
'"And I wouldn't encourage Bob to smoke

either." Paul continued.
"I encourage him?" Inquired Mike.
"Yes." Paul explained: "yesterday morn-

ing you let him light his cigarette from
your pipe?didn't you?"

"Were ye parkin' in thro* the winder.
Mister Paul?" the porter asked eagerly.
"Ye saw me?an' I never saw ye at al!

"

"No," the young man answered. "I can't
sav that 1 saw you myself. A little bird
told me."

\nd M;th that he left the wondering por-
ter and entered the store. Just inside the
door w.is the office boy. who hastily hid
an unlighted cigarette as he caught signt
of the senior partner's son.

CANT I CAnrtV YOUR BAG FOR
Your*

When Paul saw the r>vi-headed boy he
smil«*i again mischievously.

"Bob." he b»~can, "when you want to se<->

who c,»a star i on h 3 head the lc*»?t. you
or Danny the bootblack. don't you think
vou could choose a better place than the
private offi -e*"

The boy was quite as much taken
by surprise as the porter han but he
was yclinger and quicker wilted.

"And wher d'd 1 have Panny in the
he asked, defiantly.

-y, ?.« - mi ~n ;.r." PaTil ar«=w«»rpd.

attl! sml!":-.sr. "a li-'le t. fare half-past S."
"Y- .-vriiv :--rr.in"" r»'t»eat«-d Poh, as

?;\u25a0 ir-> it e sto r a'' all the ever'"
of t * ? ' fare "Maybe Danny did

r. {\u25a0 r A v. - jtt "

r>' ?\u25a0. \u25a0* i^aijr*> "4) all 'he way

nta tie j"'"vat- f?l -e," Pa il went
" t« hle

Red !c ke-1 at him with .?v r \u25a0 - w n 'er.
"How ' y V T .-.v "' t ? ' 1 1 v

a,-ked frankly "Were y u lookln' through
th» win 1< ?» ?**"

"How do I know that'you and I'anny
stool or. j,'ir he*d« ::i th» -r.-r of the
off.ee w*h y jr heels \jr

~ *st the saf«%
oT the raintf N> vt t ! me I I trv

the yaM if I you. Sport* of that sort

are more fan tn the open air." And with
that parr-.? shot Paul went or. hi* * y to

his own d«'sk. lea\ing th« offica boy greatly
pmaM.

confidence?, and neither was ready with
any explanation.

"At school." Boh declared. "we us' flr
think teacher h.3i eyes in the hack of her
heal. She was everlastingly catchin" me
when T did thing? behind her ' But
Mister Paul beats that?for he see me doin'
things when he wa'n't here."

"M:ster Paul wa'n't here, for sur*. yes-
terday mornin'," M:k<* asserted. "I'd take
me oath o' that. An* if h? wa'n't here how-
could he see m* givin' ye a light from mo
pipe* Answer me that! He says it's a lit-
tle bird told him?but that's not it. I'm
thin kin*. Xoi but what t'nev have clo ks
with birds i*to 'em that come out an' ted
the time o' day?'cuckoo!* 'cuckoo!' 'cuc-
koo!' An* if that big clock he broke 'ast
week had a bird that could tell time that
way I'd break the thingtjaJcli?so I would."

"Itain't no bird." said Bob, "vou can bet
your life on rhat. No birds can't tell him
nothin' more'n you can catch em by put-

tir' salt on their tails. T know -what it is
Mister Paul does?least I know how he
does it. It's second sight, that's what it is!
I see a man onct 3t the theayter, an' he?"

But perhaps it is not necessary to set
down here the office boy's recollection of
the trick of an ingenious magician.

About half an hour after Paul had ar-
rived at the office Mr. Wheatcroft ap-
peared. The Junior partner hesitated in
the doorway for a second and then en-
tered.

Paul was watchine him. and the same
mischievous smile flashed over the face of
the young man.

"You need not be alarmed today, Mr.
Wheatcroft," he said, "there is no fascin-
ating female waiting for you this morn-
ing."

"Confound the woman," ejaculated Mr.
Wheatcroft, testily, "I couldn't get rid of
her."

"But you subscribed for the book at
last," asserted Paul, "and she went away
happy."

"Ibelieve I did agree to take one copy of
the work she showed me," admitted Mr.
Wheatcroft. a little sheepishly. Then he
looked up suddenly. "Why, bless my soul,"

! "I WANT YOU TO GO?" BEGAN PAUL.

he cried, "that was yesterday morniner?"
"Allowingfor differences of clocks," Paul

returned, "it was about ten minutes to 10
yesterday morning."

"Then how do you come to know any-
thing about it? I should like to be told
that!" .the junior partner inquired. "You
did not sret down till nearly 12."
"I had an eyo on you/' Paul answered,

as the smile again flitted across his face.
"But I thought you were detained all the

morning bv a sick friend," Insisted Mr.
Wheateroft.

"So T was." Paul responded. "And If
you won't believe I had an eye on you all I
can say then is?that a little bird told me."

"Stuff and nonsense!" cried Mr. Wheat-
eroft. "Your little bird has two legs,
hadn't it?"

"Most birds have," laughed Paul.
"I mean two legs in a pair of trousers,"

explained the junior partner, rumplinp his
grizzled hair with an impatient gesture.

"You see now how uncomfortable it is td
shadowed," said Paul, turning the topic
as his father entered the office.

That Saturday afternoon Mr. Whittier
and Mr. Wheateroft apreed on the bid to
be made on the steel rails needed by the
Springfield & Athens road. While the
elder Mr. Whittier wrote the letter to the
railroad with his own hand, his son ma-
neuvered the junior partner into the outer
office, where all the clerks happened to be
at work, including the old bookkeeper.
Then Paul managed h!s conversation with
Mr. Wheateroft so that any one of the five
employes who chose to listen to the appar-
ently careless talk should know that the
firm had just made a bid on another im-
portant contract. Paul also spoke as
though both his father and himself would
probably go out of town that Saturday
night, to remain away until Monday morn-
ing.

Just before the stor® was closed for the
night Paul Whittier wound up the eight-
day clock that stood in the corner opposite
the private safe.

CHAPTER IV.
Althouph the Whittiers, father and son,

spent Sunday out of town, Paul made an
excuse to the friends whom they were vis-
iting and returned to the city by a mid-
night train. Thus he wam enabled to pre-
sent himself at the oflVe of the Ramapo
works very early on Monday morning.

It was so early indeed that no one of the
employes had yet arrived when the son of
the senior partner, bag in hand, pushed
open the street door and entered the long
store. »t the far end of which the porter
was still tiiving up for th* dav's work

"An' is that you. Mister Paul?" Mike
asked in surprise, as he came out of the
private office to see who the early visit"""
might be. "An' what brought ye out o'
yer bed before breakfast like this 0"

"T alwavs get out of bed before break
fast." Paul replied. "Don't you?"

"Would I get tin if I hadn't got to g»t up
to sret my livin'?" the porter responded.

Paul entered the office, followed by Mike,
still wondering why the young man was
there at that hour.

After a *wift dance around the office
Paul put down his bag on the table arid
turned suddenly to the porter with a ques-
tion:

"When doe« Bob get down here?"
Mike 1'oVel nt the ejock !n the corner he-

fore nnswerinc.
"It'll be ten minutes," he said, "or maybe

twenty, before the boy doi>« be here today,
seeln' it's Mondav mornin', an' he'll be
tired with not workin' of Sundav."

"Ten minutes'*" repeated Paul. slowly.
Aft»r a moment's thoupht he continued:
"Then I'll have to ask you to go out for
m» Mike."
"I ran go anvwhere ye want. Mister

Paul." th» porter resnotided
"Iwant you to f." bepan Paul?"l want

you to go?" and he hesitated as thouprh
h<» was not quite sure what It was he
wished the rw>rter to do. "I want you to
go to the offi- e of the <»otham Gazette and
eet me two copies of yesterday's paper.
IV. vou understand''"

"Maybe they won't be or»»>n so early In
the mornln'," said the Irishman.

"That's no matter." said Paul, hastily
correcting him*elf "I mean that T want
you to eo now and Ret the papers. If you
ran. Of course If th* office Isn't open I
shall have to *<>nd .'train later."

?M'll V» coin* now. Water Paul." and
Mike took his hat and smarted off a? once

Paul walA- d through the stor* with the
porter. Wh»'-n had e >n«» th» y<> .ntr
run 1vked the fr>nt d'vir and returned at
or.ce to the private oft''** in th* res'- Hp

sh-it himself In and low-red all th* aha ies.
so that whatever he mlaht do inside the
off. -<» ~ou!d not he seen by any on» on the
outside. *

tr* j|t»ver i» was he wished to do h" was
»Mc ?o do )t swift!* f> r!r !? s.« a mn-
ut» after 1 e had »\u25a0!"sed door of the

opened it 'sc'-'v &' * ran'" ,t

ma'n sf-re w,!h hi* hk* tn his hand.
He wilk»*d leisurely to the fron* of th*
«? r< >rr:v;n*there J is* in time to an! "k
the d »">r as the office Kov oarre around the
m* »r STOk np a ci*tr*tt<*.

W" en Hoh. itHI p'iffinsr steadily. w»*
* »r» nen the IT f>->d enter the «' ir«»

hf Jr. -k»- ! and <i that Pp'd

trasinir at him. The hoy nlnch<»d the cijrar-

ette cm of hi* mouth and dropp«- 1 It our-
side, and «r!»n came in. his eyes expre*sin<

s ? r*-r'.ff a* t e ;r# ~n e of the »e-s;->r
partner's ton d,wn town at that early
hour In the morning.

Paul *reetv>d the boy pi. asantly, hut Eh
got away from him a* »oon as possible. for
ever s'nce the ??ti *vi *old *lat

ta4 £9£« »a i-a U;« o St'9 whfß Bob was itg

"ABOUT SOMETHING ELSE?" ECHO-
ED THK OLD MAN. FEEBLY.

Wheatcroft, sternly, but not unkindly.
"Koep your seat. pl^awe."

Th»n he turned ro Mr. Whit tier. "I have
something to fell you both." h* said, "and
f want th<» major h«ro while I tell you
Paul, rr.-iy T trouble you to see that door
\u25a0 * <"lof.'d i*o that we are our »f h»*rinc *"

"C-rtainly." Paul responded, as he shut
the door.

'?Weil, Wheatcroft." Mr Whittier ask>d,
"w .at in all thta mystery of yours now*"

The Junior partner swunr around in his
chair and fa'-'d Mr Whittier.

"My mvsterv"" he <*rl*d. "If*the mys-
v-v f*iat puixled us all-aid I've soiv*d
It."

"What do you mean?" ask«d the senior
partner.

"What I m*an Is that som»hody has
b«<" ope-ifßjr that sxf* th«*r*> !n th f corner
and -eadir.* our private lett»r-book and
finoit r o'-t what we w«*rc bidding on Im-
port* nt c attracts What I mean la that
thir man has taken this Information filched
?nm us .and ha- s id it to our competitors,
who were not to ? *<? rupukus as to be un-
willing to buy stolen (roods!"

"W« all suspected this. as you know,"
the e!df>r Whhri-r said. "Have you any-
thing n*>w ni *?"

"Haven't 1*" returned Mr. Wheatcroft.
"I've found the man" that's all!"

"Toil, too!" ejaculated Paul.
"Who is h<i," aekert rh» senior partner,

ait a ißiauUt" Ji:. Wheats »u

occupant the offlc® bov WJJ * little
afraid of the young man. as though some
way mysterious", rot to say uncanny.

Paul thought n best to wait for the Ti-
ter's return: #tl he stood outside, mii»r
the archway, for five minutes, smoking a
cigar, with his bae at his fee*.

When Mike came hark with the two
copies of the Punday newspaper he had
been sent to pet Psul gave him the money

for th- m and an extra quarter for himself.
Then the you nit man picked up his has
again.

"When my father comes down. Mike,"
he said, "teil him I may be a little late in
getting back this morning "

"An' are ye goin' away now. Mister
Paul?" the porter asked. "What good was

it then ye got out o* bed before breakfast
and come down here so early in the
mornin'?"

Paul laughed a little.
"I had a reason for coming l here this

morning." he answered briefly: and with
that he walked away, his bag in one hand
and the two bulky and gaudy Sunday
newspapers In the other.

Mike watched him txsrn the corner and
then want into the store again, where Bob
greeted him promptly with a request to
know why tha old man's son had been get-
ting up by the bright light.

"IfI was the boss or the boss' son. eith-
er." said Bob, "I wouldn't get up till I was
good and ready. I'd have my breakfast in
bed. if I had a mind to?an' my dinner, too

?an* my supper. An' I wouldn't do no
work an' I'd go to the theayter every night
an' twict on Saturdays."

"I dunno why Mister Paul was down,"
Mike explained. "All he wanted was two
of them Sunday papers with pictures into
"em. What did he want two o' thim for,
I dunno. There's rcadin' enough in one o'
thim to last me a month o' Sundays."

It mav t>« surmised that Mike would have
been still more in the dark as to Paul
Whittier* reasons for coming down town
so early that Monday morning, if he could
have seen the young man throw the two
copies of the Gotham Gazette into the rirsfi
ashcart he paased after he was out of the
range of the porter's vision.

Paul was not the only memljar of Whit-
tier, Wheatcroft <fc Co. to arrive at the
office early that morning. Mr. Wheatcroft
was usually punctual, taking his seat at
his desk just as the clock struck half past 9.
On this Monday morning he-entered the
store a little before 9.

As he walked back to the office he looked
over the desks of the clerks as though he
was seeking some one.

At the door of the office he met Bob.
"Hasn't the major come down yet?" he

asked shortly.

"No. sir." the office boy answered. "He
don't nevar get f*>re till 9."

"H'ra," grunted the Junior partner.
"When he does come tell him I want to
see him at once! At once! Do you under-
stand ?"

"I ain't deaf and dumb and blind." Rob
responded. "I'll steer him into you soon
as ever he shows up."

But, for a wonder, the old bookkeeper
was late that morning'. Ordinarily he was
a model of exactitude. Yet the clock struck
9 and half-past and 10 before he appeared
in the store.

Before he had changed his coat Bob was
at his side.

"Mr. Wheatcroft, he wants to see you
now in a hurry," said the boy.

Major Van Zandt paled swiftly and
steadied himself by a grasp of the railing.

"Does Mr. Wheatcroft wish to see me?"
he asked, faintly.

"You bet he does/' the boy answered,
"an' in a hurry, too. He come bright and
early this mornin' a-purpose to see you,
an' he's been a-waitln* for two hours. An'
Iguess he's got his mad up now!"

When the old bookkeeper, with his
blanched face and his faltering step, en-
tered the private office. Mr. Wheatcroft
whaled around in his chair.

"Oh, it's you, is it?" he cried. "At last!"
"I regret that I was late this morning,

Mr Wheatcroft," Van Zandt began.
"That's no matter!" said his employer.

"At least I want to talk to you about some-
thing else."

"About something else?" echoed the old
man, feebly.

"Yes," responded Mr. W*heatcroft. "Shut
the door behind you, please, so that that
red-headed cub out there can't hear what
I'm going to say. And take a chair. Yea.
There Is something else I've got to sav -to
you. and I want you to be frank with me."

Whatever it was that Mr. Wheatcroft
had to say to Major Van Zandt it had to
be said under the eyes of the clerks on thrt
other side of the glass partition. And it
took a long time saying, for it was evi-
dent to any observer of the two tfien as
they sat there in the private offi. e that
Mr. Wheatcroft was trying to force an
explanation of some kind from the old
bookkeeper, and that the major was re-
sisting his employer's entreaties as beat he
could. Apparently the matter under dis-
cussion was of an importance so grave as
to make Mr. Wheatcroft resolutely retain
his self-contr#l; and not once did he let his
voice break out explosively, as was his
custom.

Major Van Zandt was still closeted with
Mr. Wheatcroft when Mr. Whittier ar-
rived. The senior partner stopped near the
street door to speak to a clerk, and he wai
Joined almost immediately by his son.

"Well, Paul," said the father, "have I
got down here before you, after all, anl In
spite of your running away last night?"

"No," the son responded. "I was the first
to arrive this morning?luckily."

"Luckily?" echoed his father. "I sup-
pose that means that you have been able
to accomplish your purpose?whatever it
was. You didn't tell me, you know."

"I'm ready to tell you now, father," said
Paul, "since I have succeeded."

Walking down the store together, they
came to the private office.

As the eld bookkeeper saw them he
started up and made as though to leave
th» office.

"Keep your seat, major," cried Mr.

"Don't b* in a hurry a - 1i n tell v«» Tterday afternoon I don't knew wh
' *?*

sessed me. hut I fait down toiJT'soma reason. T wanted to see if ,

was going on here, i knew we had? **
that bid Saturday, and I wondered if «!*
body would try to *et at it o n Sund* T i!
I came down about 4 o'clock?and I
man sneak out of the front !*'* «

off: e. 1 followed him as swiftly as T ?J,*
and as quietly, for I did not want to J? 4
the alarm until 1 knew mora. Tha mm <»i
not see me, and ,i« he turned to jrou«SJ
steps of the elevated railroad station «
corner I saw his face."

"Did you recognize him?"
Whittier.

**

? Yes." was the answer. "And he dM r-*

see me. There were tears rolling do t.w7
cheeks?perhaps that's the reason. t»J?
morning I called him in here and h« >'
Anally confessed the whole thing.*'

? Who?who is ;tr* asked Mr. Whittledreading to look at th» old
who had been in the employ of the flnn*fllthirty years and more

?

"It is Major Van I'.andt!" Mr Trw*
croft declared **

There WHS a moment of silence: then tha
voice of Taul Whittier was heard antim

"I think there is some mistake!"
"A mistake"" cried Mr. heat am*

"What kind of a mistake?"
"A mlsjake as to the guilty man. 1*

sponded Paul.
"Do you mean that the major in?

guilty?" asked Mr. Wheatcroft.
"That's what T mean." Paul return*."But he has confessed," Mr. WhaatflM

retorted.
"I can't help that." was tha rttptatt.

"He isn t the man who opened tNatatfayesterdaly afternoon at half-past 3
out the lVtter-book."

The old bookkeeper looked at th# va»n.
man in frightened amaiement.

"I have confessed It." he said piteous
"I have confessed it."

"I know you did. major." Paul <Je<*la|M
not unkindly. "And I don't know whyyon
did. For you were not the man."

"Ar.d if the man who confesses is net tha
man who did it. who is?"

"I don't know who he is?although IfctT*

"I'MAFRAID I DO TTNDERSTAND IT*
MR. WHITTIER SAID.

my suspicions," said Paul; "hut I hire hft
photograph?taken in the act!"

CHAPTER V.
When Paul Whittler said that he hal

photographs of the man who had bean in.
Juring the Ramapo Iron and Steel Work*
showing him in the act of opening the safe,
Mr. Whittler anu Mr. Wheatcroft looked
at each other in amazement. Major Van
Zandt stared at the young man with feer
and shame struggling together In hto tact

Without waiting to enjoy his triumph
Paul put his hand in his pocket and tool!
oat two squares of bluish paper.

"There," he said, as he handed one ta
his father, "there is a blue-print of the
man taken in this office at S:10 yesterday
afternoon, ju§t as he was about to op*n
the safe in the corner. You see he U
kneeling with his hand on the lock, but
apparently just then something alarn»4
him and he cast a hasty glance over hit
shoulder. At that second the photograph
was taken, and so wo have a full-face
portrait of the man.

Mr. Whittler had looked at the photo,
graph, and he now passed it to the lmpa«
tlent hand of tbe junior partner.

"You kvo, Mr. Wheatcroft," Paul co>
tiuued. "that although the face in the
photograph bears a certain family likened
to Maj. Van Zandt's, all the same that !»

not a portrait of the major. The man whs
was here yesterday afternoon was a youxf

man?a man young enough to be the ma-
jor's son!"

The old bookkeeper looked at th«
speaker.

"Mr. Paul," he began, "you won't I*
hard on the--'" Then he paused abruptly.

"1 confess I don't understand this »l
all,*' declared Mr Wheatcroft Irascibly.

"I'm afraid that I do understand It.*
Mr. Whit tier said with a plane# of com*

passion at the major.
"There," Paul continued, handing h!|

father a second azure square, "there Is ?

photograph taken here ten minutes after
the first?at 3:20 yesterday afternoon. That
snows the safe open and the same yornif
man standing before it with the private
letter-book in his hand. As his h»»d H
bent over the pages of the book, the view
of tie face fs not no Rood. But there CM

be no doubt that It Is the same mm- To®
see that, don't you. Mr. Wheatcroft?"

"I see that, of course," returned Mr,

Wheatcroft forcibly; "what I don't see M
why the major here should confess Ifhi
isn't guilty!"

"T think I know the reason for thai. 1*
said Mr. Whlttler gently.

"Ther« haven't been two men »t euf
books, have they?" asked Mr. Wheatcroft}

"the major and also this fellow who
bei»n photographed?"

Mr. Whittler looked at the old hook*
keeper for a moment.

"Major," tv* said, with compassion In W
voice, "you won't tell me that It w*s Tn"

who sold our secrets to our rivals? And
you might confers It again and agai»--i
should never I know you J* *

ter. I have known you too long to bell***

any charge against your honesty, ev*°

you bring it yourself. The real oowntj
the man who is photographed here,

son. Isn't he? There Is no use of W"B*

to conceal the truth now, and there t»

need to attempt It, because we shall
n

lenient with him for your take, major.

There was a moment'* silence, broie
by Mr. Wheatcroft's suddenly saying?

"The major's son? Why, h*» <>«?»»

isn't be? Tie was shot In a brawl
spree somewhere out West two or tn

years ago. At least that's what I
stood at the time."

"It Is what T wanted everybody to "£*
derst;ir»d at the time." said the old hoo '|!
keeper, breaking silenc* at ]»

wasn't «o. The bov was shot, hut h* wi*

not k IJ"d. I hoped that It would h« »

warning to him, and that he would to**

a fresh s'nrt. Friends of mine gat hi**
plae# In Mexico?but was a*a! n't
him, so he wrote me, and he lost tft*
Then an old comrade of mine prav* him

other chance out In Denver, and
while h«» kept s'raight and did his
well. Then he broke down on<*e more,
he was discharged. For six months I
not know what had become of him.
fo ;rd out *ln'-» that h«> wis a ,ram fweeks, and that he wilked most or y?
way from Colorado to N*w York. Tn»

fall he turned up her* In the city.

worn out. sick I wanted to order n!

away, hut I couldn't. I took him heejU
and got him clothes and toldj>
to look for a. for I kr.ew that h«_
v ork wist:,* on'y thing that would
h!m out of m H* d; 1 not fln l

place?perhaps h<» did not look for ?
But all at once T discovered that he .
money If# would not t«ll t*»e how * r

It. T knew he could not hive -ome WF

and ro J watched him. I*^2.
after him. and at last T found that he

**llii«r v.--i to tH» Ttix»do Company.
"Rut h"W could he open the «afe* cr\

Mr. Wh»a*croft. "You d.dn't know
combination." ?

"T did no' toll him the comblna*»"
d ! d kn. w," «a'd the old bookkeeper

?* c d'rn'ty. "An ! I didn't ha*e
tell him. He can open almost any *

w'»h «? Vn >w "cr the comblratlon. -
he do*4 " ft, I don't know. It Is h'*
He listens to the wheels as they turn,

he sets first on" and then the othefJ
In ten mln it. * th»* ?afe is open."

"How could he jjet Into the store-
Whfttler Inquired. , M

"He knew T had a k«-y." rescondefl \u25a0

old bockk"»P'"". "'ard he stole It
He ittcu t» wauh on Sunday af«iU«P


