.Vl_,,,o,» s

e 1 A TGRATA AR R T

¢
£

Wi

THE SEATTLE POST-INTELLIGENCER SUNDAY,

SEPTEMBER 3, 1895.

11

Copyright, 138, by Irving Bacheller,

This story won u;q ;«;om prize of 350
offered by the Post-Intelligencer and
other leading newspaapers of the United
States for the best detective story.

CHAPTER 1.

The telegraph messenger looked again at
the address on the envelope In his hand
and then scanned the house before which
he was standing. It was an old-fashionel
bullding of brick, two stories high, with
an attic above; and It stood In an old-

! think anything else. For two months we

fashioned part of lower New York not far |

from the East river. Over the wide arch-

way there was a small and weather-worn |
sign, “Ramapo Steel and Iron Works,” and |

over the smaller door alongside was a still |

smaller sign, “Whittler, Wheateroft & Co."”
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AGAIN AT THE ADDRESS,

MESSENGER LOOKED |

haven't been successful in getting a single
one of the hig contracts. We've had our
share of the little things, of course, but
don't amount to much. The big

tney

things that we reaily want have slipped
through our fingers. We've lost them by
the

1 of our teeth every time. That
fent, §s it? Of course not! Then
there's only one explanation—there's a
leak in this office somewhere.””

“You don't suspect any of the clerks,
r. Wheateroft?” asked the elder
ier, sadly.

“l1 don’t suspect anybody in particular,”
returned the junior partner, brushing his
hair the wrong way. "“And I suspect
everybody in general

who it is, but {t's somebody!"

“Who makes up the bids on
portant contracts™ asked Paul

“Wheatcroft and 1,” answered his fae
ther. “The specifications are forwarded

the works, and the engineers make
heir estimates ot the actual cost of labor
and material. These estimates are sent
to us here, and we add whatever we think
hest for interest and for expenses, and
for wear and tear and for profit.”

“Who writes the letters making the
er--the one with_the actual figures, I
mean?” the son continued.

“I do,” the elder Whittier explatned. “I
have always done it."”

“You dom't dictate them to a typewrit-
er?" Paul pursued.

“Certainly not,” the father responded.
“T write them with my own hand-—and
whal’s more, I take the press copy my-
self, and there Is a special Jetter book for
such things. This letter book is kept al-
ways in the safe in this office—in fact, I
can say that this particular letter book
never leaves my hands except te go into
that safe. And, as you know, nobody has
access to that safe except Wheatcroft
and me."”

“And the major,” corrected the junior
partner,

“No,/" Mr. Whittier explained,
Zandt has no need to go there now.”

"l-.:‘u he used to,”” Mr. Wheatcroft per-
sisted

“He did once,” the senlor partner re-
mx‘nu!. “but when we bought those new
sales 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 agay,
Wheatcroft—Van Zandt came in here one

these im-

“Van

| afternoon, and said that as he never had

the name. he opened this smaller door and |

entered the long, narrow store,
and walls were covered with
racks containing sample steel ralls and
fron beams and colls of wire of various
pizges. Down at the end of the store were
deaks where several clerks and bookkeep-
ers were at work,

As the messenger drew near a red-head-
ed office boy blocked the passage, saying,
somewhat aggressively, “Well*’

“GGot a telegram for Whittier, Wheat-
eroft & Co.,”" the messenger explalned,
pugnaciously thrusting himself forward

“In there!” the office boy returned, jerk
fng his thumb over his shoulder toward
the extreme end of the building, an exten-
sion, roofed with glass and separated by a
glass screen from the space where the
clerks were at work.

The messenger pushed open the glazed
door of this private office, a bell jingled
over his head, and the three occupants of
the room looked up.

“Whittier, Wheatcroft & Co.”" sald the
messanger, Interrogatively, holding out the
yellow envelope.

“Yes," responded Mr
handsome old gentieman,
gram. “You sgign, Paul.”

The youngest of the three, looking ke
his father, took the messenger's book and
glancing at an old-fashioned clock which

Whittier, a i(all
taking the tele

10

stcod In the corner, he wrote the name of
rm and the hour of delive He was

watehing the messenger go out when his

altention was iddenly called to suhi

of more importance hy a sharp ex na-

tion from his father

“Well, well, well,” sald the elder Whit-
tler., with his eves fixed on the telegram
he had just read. ““This is very strange

very strange, indeed!”’
“What's strange asked the
pant of the of Mr. Wheatcere
steut, irascible-looking man, with a shock
of grizzl!
For all
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b | occasion
When the messenger boy had made out |

to go to this safe, he would
rather not have the responsibility of
knowing the combination. I told him ge
had perfect confideuce in him-—"

“I should think so!” broke in the ex-
“The major Ras 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 afterncon. You will re-
member, Wheatcroft, that I gave you the
new word the day you came back.”

“Yes, T remember,” sald Mr. Wheat-
croft. “But 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.
Wheateroft 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 since the messenger had delivered the
dispatch

CHAPTER 11
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{ was I dunno,

| day mornin’ wan o' them was

{ myself.

I haven't an idea |

Stepping back to cl
hiznd him that they might
said

“Mike, who shuts up the office at night®”

“Sure I do,
prompt answer.

“And do you open it in the morning?*
the young man asked.

“Y do that,” Mike responded.

“Do you that those windows
always fastened on the inside?” was the
next query.

“Yes, Mister Paul,”” the porter replied.

“Well,” and the inquirer hesitated brief-
1y bEfore putting this question, “have you
found any one of these windows unfasten-
ed any morning lately when Yyou came
here?*

“And how did you know that?” Mike re-

urned in surprise.

“What morning was |
pushing his advantage.

“It was last Monday mornin’,
Paul,” the porter expiained, “and how it

be alone, he

soe are

Lo

asked Paul,

windows tight Saturday night—an' Mon-
unfasfened
whin I wint to open it to let in a bit o’
air into the office here.”

“You sleep here always, den’t you?'
Paul proceeded

“I've slep’ here iviry night for three
year now come Thanksgivin',” Mike re-
plied. “I've the whole top of the house to
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 that Mr.

“I THINK WE CAN STAND THE LOSS
A LITTLE LONGER.” SRl

Wheatecroft was right ih 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 h!m 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 and outs of the office.
And how could this knowledge have heen
obtained except by an employve? Paul
was well acquainted with the clerks In the
outer office. There were five of them, in-

ins

cluding the old bookkeeper: and although
rone of them had been with the firm as
long as the major, no one of them had
be there less than ten years
e Paul was ting « in the
private office, smok all
l\‘A ..~‘(Y {£~."‘ i + Ne
sion clock nrn suddenly
struck 3
Paul swiftly swung around in his chair
and looked at it. An old ¢ 1t-day clock it
was, which not only told the time of day,

but x‘rﬂr'\v!ﬂi_a‘sn to supply miscellaneous
astronomical information. It stocod 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
llght came into his eyes and a smile flitted
acr his lips

Ile turned aroun
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s eye the proportions of

ose the glass door be- |
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in his
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course,

Jost three
Mr. Whittier,
| most conciliatory manner, “and the Tux-
| edo people have captured them. But that
may be only a coincidence,

i have

l
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{ “It is a pretty expensive coincidence for

returned

.

snorted Mr. Wheatcroft.

ut because we have lo
ner rei

money,” tha
laving his
, “that’'s no
e our heads.
from
our old cu ery man fair-
Iy. If there is any one in our employ who
is selling us, why, if we give him rope
enough he will hang himself, sooner or
later.”

! “And before he suspends himself that
’ way,” cried Mr. Wheatcroft. “we may be

forced to suspend ourselves.”

| “Come, come, Wheatcroft,” =aid the se-
l nlor partner, “I think we can afford to
stand the loss a little longer. What we
can’t afford to do is to lose our self-respect
by deing something irreparable. It may
be that we shall have to employ detectives
—but I don’t think the time has come yet.”

“Very well,” the junior partner declared,
vielding an unwilling 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
| rolling 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 father then explained that they were
expecting a special estimate from the en-
gineers at the Ramaps works, and that it
would probadbly be Saturday before this
could be discussed by the partners and the
exact figures of the praposed 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,” said Panl, “that it
seems to me better to leave the combina-
tion as it is. What we want to do is not to
get 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 wall,” Mr. Wheatcroft assent-
ed, a little ungraciously. ‘“Have it your
own way. But T want you to understand
now that T think you are only postponing
the inevitable.”

And with that the subject was dropped.
For severa! 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 {n 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 occupled the corner diagonally oppo-
site.

It =0 chanced that Paul came down late
on Thursday morning, and perhaps this
was the roﬁon that a pressure of delayved
work kept him 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 twilight of a New York
November had already settled down on the
city.

“Can’t T carry yer 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 yvet come. The
porter happened to be standing under the
wagon archway as Paul Whittier was
about to enter the store.

The young man saw the porter and a
mischievous smile hovered 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 office in the
morning 7"’

“Sure T haven’t had me pipe in me mouth
this mornin’ at all,” the porter answered,
taken by surprise.

“But yvesterday morning?” Paul pursued.

“Yesterday mornin',”” Mike echoed, not a
little puzzled

“Yesterday morning at ten minutes he-
fore 8 you were in the private office smok-
ing a pipe—"

“Put how did you see me, Mister Paul?”
cried Mike in amaze; was late in
comin® down yvesterday, wasn't ye?"’

Paul smiled pleasantly.

“A little bird told me,” he said.

“If I had the bird I'd wring his neck for
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
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confidences, and neither was ready with
any explanation.

“At school,” Bab

!
| only occupant the office boy was a little

declared, ““we uster |

think teacher had eyes in the back of her |

head. She was everlastingly catchin® me
when I did things behind her back. But
Mister Paul beats that—for he see me doin’
things when he wa'n't here.”

“Mister Paul wa'n't here, for sure, yes-
terday mornin’,” Mike asserted, “I'd take
me oath o’ that. An’ if he wa'n't here how
could he see me givin' ye a light from me

pipe? Answer me that! He sgys it's a lit-
tle bird told him—but that’'s not it, I'm

thinkin’. No: but what they have clocks
with birds imto 'em that come out an’ teil
the time o' day—‘euckoo! ‘cuckoo!” ‘cuec-
koo!” An’ if that big clock he broke 'ast
week had a bird that could tell time that

way I'd break the thing quick—=o I would.” !

“It ain't no bird,"” said Bob, ‘““you can bet
your life on that. No birds can't tell him
nothin’ more’'n you can catch 'em by put-
tin' salt on their tails. I Xnow 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 at 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 junjor partner hesitated in
the doorway for a second and then en-
tered.

Pau! was watching him, and the same
mischievous smile flashed over the face of
the young man.

“You need not be alarmed today, Mr.
Wheatcroft,” he sald, “‘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.”

“I believe T 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 PAUDL.

he cried, ‘“that was yesterday morning—"

“Allowing for differences of clecks,” 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 get down till nearly 12.”

“T had an eve on you;,” Paul answered,
as the smile again flitted across his face.

“But I thought you were detained all the
morning by a sick friend,” {insisted Mr.
Wheatcroft.

“So I was,” Paul responded. ‘“And if
vou 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-
croft., “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, rumpling 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. Wheatcroft agreed 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 his conversation with
Mr. Wheatcroft 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 store was closed for the
night Paul Whittier wound up the eight-
day clock that stood in the corner opposite
the private safe.

CHAPTER 1IV.

Although the Whittiers, father and son,
spent Sunday out of town, Paul made an
excuse to the friends whom they were vis-
fting and returned to the city by a mid-
night train.
sent himself at the office of the Ramapo
works v ly on Monday morning.

It was so early indeed that no one of the
employes had yvet arrived when the son of

e

tha senior partner, bag in hand, pushed
open tha street door and entered the long
store, at the far end of which the porter

! tidving up for the dav’'s work
ou, Mister Paul?’ Mike
he came out of the
private to see who the early visjtor
might be. “An’ what brought ve out o'
ver bed hefore breakfast like this?"'

“T alwavs get out of hed befora break-
fast.”” Paul replied. “Don’t you?”

¥ get up if T hadn't got to get up
get my livin'?"' the porter responded.
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Paul greeted the boy pleasantly, hut Bob

Thus he was enabled to pre- |

got away from him as soon as possible, for |

ever s
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afraid of the young man, as though some
way mysterious, not to say uncanny.

Paul thought it best to wait for the por-
ter's return: and he stood outgide, under
the archway, for five minutes, smoking a
cigar, with his bag at his feet,

When Mike came back with the two
copies of the Sunday newspaper he had
been sent to get Paul gave him the money
for them and an extra guarter for himseif
Then the young man picked up his bag
again.

“When my father comes down, Mike,”
he said, “tell 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 ve got out o' hed before bhreakfast
and come down here so early in the
mornin’ 2"

Paul laughed a little.

“I had a reason for coming 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 turn the corner and
then went into the store again, where Rob
greeted him promptly with a request to
know why the old man’s son had been get-
ting up by the bright light.

“If I was the boss or the boss' son, eith-
er,” said Bob, “T wouidn't get up tiil I was
good and ready. I'd have my breakfast in
bed, if T 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,
T dunno. There's readin’ enough in one o'
thim to last me a month o' Sundays.”

It may be surmised that Mike would have
been still more in the dark as to Paul
Whittier's 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 first
ashcart he passed after he was out of the
range of the porter’'s vision.

Paul was not the only member of Whit-
tier, Wheatcroft & 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 Menday morning he “entered the
store a little before 9.

As he walked back to the office he lnoked
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
azked shortly.

“No, sir,” the office boy answered.
don’t never get hgre till 9.”

“H'm,” grunted the junior partner.
“When he does come tell him T want to
see him at once! At once! Do you under-
stand?™’

“I ain't deaf and dumb and blind,” Bob
responded. “T'll steer him inte 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 ralling.

“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-waitin’ for fwo hours. An'
I guess 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
wheeled around in his chair.

““Oh, it's you, 18 it?"’" he cried. *“At last'”

“I regret that I was late this morning,
Mr. Wheatcroft,” Van Zandt began.

“That’s no matter!” sald 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. Wheatcroft. “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. Yes.
There is something else I've got to say 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 thé
other side of the glass partition. And it
took a long time saying, for it was evi-
dent to any observer of the two fen as
they sat there in the private office that
Mr. Wheatcroft was trving to force an
explanation of some kind from the old
bookkeeper, and that the major was re-
sisting his employver’s entreaties as hest he
could. Apparently the matter under dis-
cussion was of an importance so grave as
te make Mr. Wheatcroft resolutely retain
his self-contrdl; 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 wag
joined almost !mmediately by his son.

“Well, Paul,” said the father, “have I
got down here before you, after all, anl in
apite 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,” sald
Paul, “since T have succeeded.”

“He

“Don’t ba in a hurry and I'l} ol

terday afternoon I don't know what ..
sessed me, but 1 feit drawn donm‘~

soma reasan. I wanted to see if
was going on here. 1 knew we p
that bid Saturday, and I wondereq
body would try to get at it on Su
1 came down abont 4 o'clock—and
man sneak out of the front door
office. 1 followed him as swiftly g9
and as quietly, for I did not w"mg
the alarm until I knew more. The
not see me, and as he turned t
steps of the elevated railroad Sliﬂ‘;:‘ i3
corner I saw his face.” the
“Did you recognize him?
Whittier _— a,
“Yes,” was the answer. “Anq he Li%
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cheeks—perhaps that's the reason,
morning I called him in here and
“Who—who is it?" asked Mr. M
dreading to look at the old
the firm a
thirty vears and more
“It is Major Van
There was a moment of silence: then
voice of Paul Whittier was heard n:
“A mistake?" cried Mr. M
“What kind of a mistale?"
sponded Paul.
“Do you mean that the majep tswy
“That’'s what T mean,” Paul
“But he has confessed,” Mr, m
retorted
Tespanss,
Hat sty

see me. There were tears rolling down
finally confessed the whole thing.*
who had been in the employ of
croft declared - M
“I think there is some mistake™
“A misjake as to the gullty man* pe,
guiity " asked Mr. Wheateroft,
“I can't help that,”” was the

“He isn t the man who opened t
yvesterdaly afternoon at half-past §
out the lstter-book." -

The old bookkeeper looked at Qho,~
man in frightened amagement.

“I have confessed 1t,” he said teously,
“T have confessed it." "

“I know vou did. major,” Paul w
not unkindly, “And T don't know why yog
did. For you were not the man.”

“And if the man who confesses is
man who did it, who is?" o

“I don't know who he is—although Ihavy

“I'M AFRAID I DO UNDERSTAND IT®
MR. WHITTIER SAID.

my suspicions,” said Paul; "h‘l‘lth have hig
photograph—taken in the act!”

CHAPTER V.

When Paul Whittier said that he had
photographs of the man who had been ine
juring the Ramapo Iron and Steel Works,
showing him in the act of opening the safs,
Mr. Whittler anu Mr. Wheatcroft looked
at each other in amazement. Major Vaa
Zandt stared at the young man with feas
and shame struggling together in his face

Without waiting to enjoy his triumph
Paul put his hand in his pocket and teok
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 3:10 yesterday
afternoon, jugt as he was about to ope
the safe in the corner. You see he s
kneeling with his hand on the lock, but
apparently just then something alarmed
him and he cast a hasty glance over hi
shoulder. At that second the photograph
was taken, and so we have a full-face
portrait of the man.

Mr. Whittier had looked at the photes
graph, and he now passed it to the impae
tient hand of the junlor partner,

“You see, Mr. Wheateroft,” Paul cone
tinued, “that although the face In the
photograph bears a certain family
to Maj. Van Zandt's, all the same that is
not a portrait of the major. The man why
was here yvesterday afternoon was a young
man-—a man young enough to be the mas
jor’s son!”

The old bookkeeper laoked at the
speaker.

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

“I confess I don't understand this al
all,” declared Mr. Wheatcroft irascibly.

“I'm afrald that I do understand IS
Mr. Whittler sald with a glance of come
passion at the major.

““There,” Paul continued, handing hig
father a second azure square, “there is 8
photograph taken here ten minutes after

o first—at 3:20 vesterday afternocon. That
shows the safe open and the same young
man standing before it with the private
letter-book in his hand. As his head I8
bent over the pages of the book, the view
of the face !s not so good. But there ead
ba no doubt that it is the same mag. Yo
see that, don't you, Mr. Wheatcroft?

“T see that, of course,” returned M&

Walking down the store together, they [

came to the private office,

As the old bookkeeper saw them he
atarted up and made as though to leava
the office.

“Keep your seat, major,” cried Mr.

T SOMETHING ELSE?™ ECHO-
ED THE OLD MAN, FEEBLY.
Wheateroft

“Keep 1

«ternly, but
ur se please ™

unkindly.

Then he turned to Mr. Whittler. “T have
something to tell you both.” he sald, “and
I want the mafor harce while T tell vou
Paul, ma T trouble vou to see that doer
is ¢ 80 at we are nut of hearing »*

. rtain) Paul responded, as he shut
t door

Weil, Wheatersft” Mr. Whittier asked,

Wheatcroft forcibly; “‘what I don’t see s
why the maior here should confess if he
isn't guilty!’

“T think I know the reason for that®
said Mr, Whittier gently.

“Thera haven't been two men at ouf

! books, have they?” asked Mr. Wheateroft]

ing around in his |

Whittier
» eried. “It's the mys- |
ry ®hat puzzled us all-and I've solved |
'
" mea 2 el l the sen r !
A thsa somehod has
g that safe th ” p or
1 \ »t kK and
' ' £ on im-
X I m s that
’ v . :
’ ) r competitors,
who scrupnul 5 as to be un- |
willing 1y stolen goods
Weéa all s ‘ t | 3 e v oo !
i ed 1 3 you know,
the elder Whittier said. *“‘Have you any- |
thing new now?"’
“Haven't 1™ returned Mr. Wheatoroft.

“I've found the man' that's all!”
“You, too!" ejaculated Paul.
“Whe ia he? asked the senior partner,

“Wait a minute,” Mi, Wheateroft begged.

“the major and also this fellow who has
been photographed?”

Mr. Whittler looked the old booke
keeper for a moment

“Major,” ha sald, with compassion in his
voiee, “you won't tell me that it was you
who sald our secrets to our rivals? And
vou might confesss it agaln and
should never belleyv@ait. T know you bete
ter. I have known you too long to
any charge against vour honesty, eveR it
you bring it yourself. The real
the man who is photographed here, i8 your
son, isn't he? There is no use of
to coneceal the truth now, and there is B9
need to attempt it, because we &
lenlent with M‘m for vour sake, major.”

There was a moment's silence, brokel
by Mr. Wheatcroft's suddenly saylng:

“The major's son? Why, he's dead,
jsn’'t he? He was shot in a brawl after ®
spree somewhere out West two or thres
years ago. At least that's what I
stood at the time.”

“It is what 1 wanted everyhody fo ufe
derstand at the time,’ said the old books
keeper, breaking silence at last. “But®
wasn’t so. The hoy was shot, but he was
killed. T hoped that It woull;l be 3
warning to him, and that he wou
a fre . Friends of mine got him &
place In Mexico-—-but luck was
him, 30 he wrote ma, and he lost that.
Then an old comtade of mine gave him &8¢
other chance out in Denver, and fof &
while he kept stralght and did his
well. Then he hroke down once more,
was discharged. For six months I
not know what had become of him. .
found out since that he was a tramp M,
weeks, and that he walked most of the
way from Colorado ts New York
fall he turned up here in the city,
worn out, slek y 1 wanted to order alm
away, hut I couldn't. 1 took him
and got him deesnt elothes and told him
to look for a place, for I knew that B
work was the anly thing that would ke
him out of mischlef He 4id not find &
place—perhaps he Aid not look for 68e
But all at once T discovered that he had
money. He would not tall me how he
it. T knew he could not have /‘MB: by
and =o watched him. 3
and at {auv T found that he was

at

nnt

sh start

he

honestly:

after him

#elling vou t5 the Tuxedo Company.
“Bnt how could he apen the Mf!-’"‘“
Mr. Wheaternft. “You in't know the
comhbination”™
“1 414 r tell him the »-mhlnntllll
4!4 know.,"” ma'd the old bookkeepes, ™
e . dlenity. “And T didn't have
tell him. He can open almost any¥ [
w!thont knowing the combination.
he does it, T don't know. It is his #‘I

He listens to the wheels as they turh,
he sets r,.-u' and then the other; and
in ten minutes the safe is open.”
“How could he get into the store?™ Mr.
Whittler inquired.
“He knew T had a key,”™ reapanded thE
0ld bookkeeper, “‘and he stnle it from ¥S

He used t¢ watch on Sunday

ne




