
WS & ' ' r'tm ' ' " 'Ovm.V' ' ." :.': ' ,7'v va$ vfw;'!?1 " i ,'.- -

- . J
THE WASHINGTON TIMES; SUNDAY, AUGUST 6, 1916. -

i"ri

ih

... "a-- n - iiiiir.-- i-

v

First of Series of Thea Sunday Times .Stories Beatrice Fairfax 4
MWMWVyMMMMMMWWtfV

The Story of the ?

Missing Watchman
my arrival 'At the office one

O'kmornlni one letter on my desk
appealed to me at once. It was
written neatly and with pains-

taking care but there were marks of
agitation In the underlined "urgent" In
one corner and "Please redd" In another.
It was a simple, human document,

i ",Dear Miss Fairfax:
"I am engaged to the watchman of the

i(j oanx. xeaieruay i met mrn on wio
sireei "wun anoiner gin ana no urn nui
speak to me. What shall I doT

"MARY RYAN,
a "231 East Ulat street."
I rave It a moment or two of thought

and then returned to the rest of my mall
with the Idea of coming back to Mary
Ryan's letter later after I had gotten
a' little more perspective on her trouble.

I was half way through my mall when
tho new reporter whose desk was next

t to mine came In.. Jimmy Barton brought
a certain freshness and enthusiasm to
his wonc which communicated Itself an
through the city room. The office boys
greeted mm ana me moi uio "'reader on the paper looked up to meet!
Jhnmv'. M frlenrflv. Infectious grin.

Morning, Miss Fairfax."
"Any question that needs a mans
broad viewpoint? Can your Uncle
James help you any?"

Then he hurried over to the city
editor Howard Barnes and report-
ed that a. reform wave had strucK
New York, for the police sergeants
book was as white and pure as thy
now that would fall next January. A

second later Mr. Barnes picked up his
phone and Jimmy's extension pnonc
sounded simultaneously.

Jimmy darted out with an air of
excitement. An hour later Jimmy Bar-
ton came whirling Into the office
again with the cyclonic effect he
always produced when he Had a good
story.

"Something doing In little old New
York now," he remarked? as he passed
my desk after reporting to the city
editor. "Bank robbers got 130,000 In
the Bronx. And the watchman of
the little old bank has disappeared."

He sat down at his machine and
began hammering out a story.

Mr. Barnes called to him: "del out
your story as fast as possible. We
can'.t wait more than fifteen minutes."

A Sudden Clue.
But my mind had focused suddenly

on one point. The robbery had been In
the Bronx and the watchman was miss-
ing. East 181st street was In the Bronx,
too. Could there be any connection be-

tween Mary Ryan and that robbery.
Jimmy got out his copy with the speed

a good newspaperman must possess. He
handed It sheet by sheet to the waiting
copy boy and when he had finished Jam-
med on his hat In preparation for de-

parture.
"Just a minute. Mr. Barton!" I called.
I rose and held out Mary Ryan's let-

ter to the city editor; I felt I could
best help her by enlisting his interest.

'Ha trlnnced over the letter hastily.. His
keen face lighted up with-the- . pleasure

good newspaperman feels When -- he
thlnks'he Is on the "Inside" of a story.

"You'd better go along with Mr. Bar-
ton," said Mr. names brieny. snowing
the letter to the young reporter who had
moved up to his desk.

"Come on. We'll And the girl," cried
Jimmy enthusiastically.

Jimmy Barton hurried me over to
the subway In frantic speed.
"Jt'a talk It over," he said, when

the Lenox avenue train embarked
ua at last fairly on our adventure.
"If your girl Is the sweetheart of
that missing watchman, we ought to
get some story."

"If my girl Is the sweetheart of the
missing matchman, I hope we can
bring some help."

"You're a fine newspaper woman.
Miss Fairfax! I believe you'd rather
help along a wedding than an extra!"

"Of course, I would." I laughed.
"How long do you think I could keep
the faith and Interest of my readers
it I thought of them as copy? They're
friends to me. 1 don't pretend to do
a newspaper woman. I'm lust a 'big
sister to troubled hearts.' '

"By Jove! I guess about the only
way a fellow could get you to notice
him would be to have a few little
tragedies or his own," laughed Jimmy
Barton. "I'll try It sometime when
we have a quiet day."

"Trying to get Into trouble?" I
asked.

"No; I'm always In trouble. I have
a natural affinity for that. I mean
falling In love."

A Serious Business.
"And ask me to get you out" I

asked. Even a woman, most of whoso
life centers about other people's stories;
may enjoy having a little fun of hor
own In teasing a dapper youth Uko
Jimmy Barton. .

But at the end of our ride all our
Idle chatter was forgotten, for we came
faoe to face with u real tragedy. Mary
Ryan lived In one of a long row of ordi-
nary brick apartment houses out In the
Rionx. We climbed four narrow flights
of stairs and came at last to a door
In the center of which wbh tacked a
card on which was written, "Mrs. B. J.
Ryan." A moment Inter In answer to
our ring, a motherly, plain-lookin- g wom-
an of about forty-fiv-e opened the door.

We found ourselves In a plainly fur-
nished little place Just a s,tep or two
above actual poverty. Over at the win-da- w

stood n slender girl of about twen-
ty. Her heaving shoulders and the
crumpled "extra" nt her feet, which hnd
reached the Bronx as rapldfy as we had,
told her story.

There wns undoubtedly a connection
bitween Mary Ryan's troubled question
of the day before and the bank robbery
which flashed Its ory In big hoadllnes
across the front page of our paper.
Jimmy picked up the crumpled ball and
smoothed It nut. It took me Just a sec-
ond to read It:
THIRTY THOUSAND DOLLAR

BANK ROBBERY IN BRONX.
WATCHMAN MISSING.

"Police Seeking for George Mc-

Cabe, Trusted Employe."

I hurried to the side of the sobbing
girl and laid my hand on her arm.
yi've come In answer to your letter,"
I said. "I'm Beatrice Fairfax."

The two women faced me In absolute
amazoment. Then the mother rushed
forward, caught my hand and covered
It with kisses,

"Glory bo to the sntnts!" said she.
"Stop crytn', Mary darllnt, and look
wbo's come to help you. It's Miss Fair-
fax herself, bless her kind heart."
'"Miss Fairfax!" gasped Mary, "You've

come all the way out here to help me?"
Jummy stepped briskly. "And to letyou help us a little bit. too. It looks

like a pretty good story" ho began.
I presented the garrulous youth and

he told' them that It was his story thoy
had Just 'been reading.

"Oh. It's George's bank I can't think
what It's-al- l about, Miss Fairfax. Oeorge
Wfis a good boy and ho loved Mary,"
cried Mrs. Ryan.

"I think wo (Can help you. find Oeorge,
swri saia i; mars.wuat I have come

(Copyright, MM, by Inttmitlonst Film Birvlce.)

NEW WORK FOR HUMANITY
Dear Readers of The Washington Times:

At the suggestion of a wise man I have bej, . ; new kind
of work. For years I have written "Advice to thd Lovelorn" for
the newspapers. I have answered questions of men and women
concerning the affairs of their hearts.

Now I am going to do something', rrfore exciting than that.
With the help of Miss Grace Darling I am going to take some
of the most important episodes that come to me through the let-

ters from the millions of readers of "Advice to the Lovelorn,"
make stories of them for The
ling and Basil Dickey will turn them into scenarios for motion
pictures.

They will be produced as stories in The Times every Sunday,
and during the week following the motion pictures will show the
acting of the story.

It is so exciting to think of having your thoughts changed
into actual moving human beings appearing before the public on
the screen.

In my work in collaboration with Miss Darling in the motion
pictures I shall try to give good advice, working as always with
my one great motto, "Love makes" the world go round."

BEATRICE FAIRFAX.

for, but of course Mr. Barton is a re-

porter and what he wants Is a story and
a 'beat' for our paper. Do you .think
you can tell us anything that will help
us solve this mystery."

"I hope too. Oh. pltase help me nnd
him. I love him so. ' and Mary fell to
sobbing again.-- But in a fow moments
she regained her self-contr- and told us
her story.

Once a week George got off from duty
and took her to lunch. He came down-
town to the wholesale millinery storo
where she was one of the trimmers and
on that gala day Miss Ryan proudly
went out for her noon meal on the arm
of Mr. Mccabe.

George wns a nice looking chap and
Mary always thrilled with Joy when tne
other girls saw him come for her. Me
was so steady and dependable. On' that
particular day some people at a nearby
table In the restaurant sat and stared at
him.

At first Mary had merely gloried In
the clean, good looks that always at-

tracted such favorable attention. Then
her woman's jealousy stirred, for the
girl who was watching him had a cheap
and flashy prettlness. and. she seemed
much more Interested In .George than In
the hard faced man at her side.

"I asked him If he knew .them. Oh.
Mlits Fairfax, he said he didn't but that
was the girl I saw him with later and he
stared at me as If he'd never seen me
before."

The rest of her story was autckly told.
At 5 she left her place of employment j

ana nurnea nome. one stopped ai n m-tl- e

neighborhood store to do an errand
and presently she met George and the
flashy looking girl she had teen In the
restaurant,

Her lover had a heavy bandage about
his throat, but he still wore his uniform
and badge. He stared at her blankly
with expressionless eyes that had In
them no trace of Interest.

"Think of It, Miss Fairfax. My George
walked- - along next to that painted up
thing and cut me dead. .She took him by
tho arm and hurried him away and he
didn't even try to stop her. But what-
ever he did Is her fault. I'm sure.
George Is honest and I love him so.
Oh, won't you find him for me Mis-

ter?" ,

Mary Gives the Photograph.
"Here's his photograph," cried Mrs.

Ryan, pointing proudly to the picture
of a good looking, well set up young
chap, which occupied" place of honor
on the mantle.

Jimmy studied the plncture then
he asked Mary to lend It to him, and
she tearfully consented. My first Im-

pulse was to protest and then I
sensed that Jimmy Barton had a plan.
What It was I did not quite fathom
then. If I had, I might have helped
more Intelligently and we might all
have escaped a very torturing experi-
ence,

"Miss Fairfax, won't you stay here
with your little friend?" asked Jimmy.
"I've a plan, and I think we'll get re-

sults from It pretty quickly."
"Will you stay?" asked Mary eagerly.
"If you don't hear from me by dark,

come to the office," ordered Jimmy
Barton rather masterfully. "Thanks
for the photograph."

Then he hurried out and left me to
nuzzle over the best way to help Mary
Ryan endure her long hours of un-
certainty.

Poor' Mary Ryan suffered tortures as
she vacillated between hope and despair
while we watted for some word from
Jimmy Barton, reporter and amateur
sleuth.

"Oh, If he's only alive. Miss Fairfax
that's all I ask. Just for him to be

alive and well."
Hours passed and there was no word

from Jimmy. realized that Mary's
strained and tortured nerves could no
longer endure Inaction. The only thing
for us to do was to get out In the
fresh air and walk over to the street on
which she had met her lover nnd the
mysterious young woman whose part
In her life was so puzzling.

Coincidence Is very often kind. We
wandered up and down for almost half
an hour, and Just when Mary was be-
ginning to yield to utter despair a
young woman came around the corner
and hurried on ahead of us, with a bold
and swaggering walk and manner whichat once attracted my atentton to her.
A second later Mary touched my arm
desperately. I was not at all surprised
when she whispered, "That's the girl
the very girl."

We hurried after the girl and watched
her-vanl-

sh through a door at our left.
"We must go, too," cried Mary.
I knew that to follow her on our In-

sufficient evidence was sheerTravado,
but who can rofuse tortured desperation
when it visions one chance In a thou-
sand of finding relief?

A Doctor's Apartment.
The girl we were following had en-

tered an apartment on tho first floor of
tho dark and gloomy building. On the
door there was a little brass sign
pricked out In blick letters. It read,
"Dr. Bchulzc." There seemed no par-
ticular folly In entering n doctor's of-
fice. Mary .walked unhesitatingly over
to the door and turned the knob. It
yielded. We entered a room which car-
ried out the promise of the sign an the
door. It wnp distinctly a 'doctor's office
of the type one iluds in poor neighbor-
hoods. There wore charts and diagrams
on the walls, and the table whs covered
with magazines. A great many shabby

Washington Times, and Miss Dar- -

chairs stood about the room, and theair was Impregnated with the heavy,stale odor of Iodoform and other medi-cines.
latcr 1 had a hard time excusing

"necr sympathetic folly
ShLlh n,e Permit Mary to leadane was to Dndly In neca or a

111' should have found a pollce-?rv.b?M- r'w entered into what might" WeU " a doct '
office.

Wav tilJF V'J2UBh a keyhole which
?nnX of. th room lnl whlch wethe girl we were following had

.HMiEB ,FlrfM' that girl's In thereK?' t a whole suitcase full of
IflfJP ft uyou luPPose " she began.
3?niv .'Jli ,h? Interrupted herself sud- -

tttnW h" tones. "GeSrgo!

wiU.e,i. and faced the young man
hi. n Pcklng. For a second?irnPMe,al0. Wtts 1no of b'"nk

Then he laughed coldly and

Mary Is Caught.
A second later th rfnnr nt it.. -- ....

room burst open and In a quick pano-ram- a
I saw the mysterious girl close the

money-fllle- d suitcase and realized thatone of the biggest, most brutal looking
n i nu ever seen was fairly leaping

Into the rnnm u.1...- - ... . - ." """ Muiy ana 1 nsdso foolishly ventured.'" aV0"ow51 hy " man I knew atonce the "Dr. Schulze" of thesign on the door. There was a loveledgun in the doctor's hand. I caught
nfJI? J,wrUt and rushed with her to the
fh" .d"Sr;. ?" h! h.cr '' -- tood

i"ini mat it pro-duced the effect of a snarl.nry uyans letter had brought me In-to strange company!
Thn hlff man nti.kl .- -- , . .

vV "J" i"i .uaiy in nis strong
nJ" ad drnSrd her Into the inner

1 "'""rent jaier tne doctor nndthe m.TI Whn nlrA III- ,- w . i
swVr th..ri h."" ":ifiIy" missing
bound usVighVly wl t h . trongrope!;

' iimnacieo. to cnalrs. andquite helpless. I had Iwas tnurt nr. hi,. . nZ.i.r""? .'"?.'.J I " ""imaa lurxey,-- .
1" e mId8t .of my hideous surprise.t h . Mu, ucmrc io laugn at theabsurd figure I knew I was cutting.

n ouunuon UKe that one always
h.H8..e,tran,?8 'ee'ln of unreality. I

.SL,el"nr m;;eIf that this absurd
rui?di1ftmS. .c?uldn't be tme-t-hat I.
J??.' V .unlrf53; c.ou,d not

ridiculous scene, so likethose depleted In the "ten, twentv. thir-ties of my youth. I expected toawaken at any mlnuto and find myselfat my desk.
A Menacing Figure.

But a moment later tho grim reality
of the situation forced itself on me.
In a conrse. husky voice, without trace
of culture or emo.tlon. the man who
looked like Mary's sweetheart was
spenklns: "They're after its at theother place, too. We got to get out oftown."

Tho "Doctor" nodded emphatically.
The other two men and the tlrl seemedto be absolutely under orders from him.
He gave his commands In a series ofsignals, which he Jerked out roughly
and which thev obeyed without protest.
The big man lifted the suitcase full of
monev and followed the psuudo watch-
man from tho room. Then tho "Doctor"turned and looked at us with a queer,
slow malice which struck terror to my
heart.

That look conveyed the unmlstaknhln
.Information thnt he hadn't quite fin- -
unea wun us mat people wno DiocKod
the game he was playing generally
found him an opponent to be reckoned
with.

He measured us coldly for a minute.
I wanted to shriek out that I was
Beatrice Fairfax and that my paper
would avenge me but I was not quite
sure that it would be wise to reveal
my Identity to the sinister creature
who stood appraising us so coldly.

A second later wonder gave way to
dizzying horror. The "Doctor" walked
over to his medelcne chest and took
out a Jar and a glass retort. He
poured some dark crystals from the jar
Into the retort and then moistened the
crystals with a glass of water. At once
a dense cloud of white vapor arose.

Dlinded by Fumes.
Then the "Doctor" covered his mouth

and nose with his hand and plunged
out of the room and awny from the
strangling fumes that were filling my
lungs with n choking vapor and blind-
ing my smarting eyes.

Tcnso nnd expectant, I sat In thedeadly miasma that was bearing down
upon me with a force that :hoked atmy throat and tortured my heart Into
heavy-floodin- g beats. I had set out to
help Mary Ryan, but I was Impotent
even to reach out a comforting hand
to tho girl who had hidden from me
somewhere In the poisonous white miststhat swirled about us.

"Mary!" I called. "Mary!"
There vns no answer.

hen Jimmy Barton ft Mrs. Ryan's
home with the photograph which Mary
hnd given him, Jic proceeded it once to
tho Rogues' Uallery.

He was convinced that there was
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another man In the ense thnt UeorgP
McL'nbo had a doublo somewhere In .New
Xork'H undorworld and that a daring'
plot had been built on one or those re-
semblances which wo thlnK so odd.

A few minutes' search through the
racks which decorate the walls ot the
gallery confirmed Jimmy's suspicion,
(suddenly he found what ho was search-
ing for, a photograph almost as it it
might have been of George McL'abe.

Could Mary's lover be a Dr. JcKylt
and Mr. Hyde? Jimmy dismissed his
theory of dual personality a second Inter
for when he had sltppcl the photograph
from the rack and turned It about ne
Xound this record Inscribed 'on it:

"Sam Dcfarcc. alias Silent Sam.
--etc.: height. 5 feet 3 Inches: dark
hair and eyes: weight 1CP pounds.
Whereabouts unknown. Mother lives
at 113 East 210th street."
Jimmy made a note of that address.

Ho felt that "Silent Snm" would In-
evitably seek out his mother to confide
In her the successful termination of hlH
coup. If It wero Indeed he who hud
played so Important a purt fts Mr. Bjr-to- n

suspected In tho nr.inx Bank rob-
bery.

Jimmy thought this tho particular
moment to employ a taxi. Ho had an
lda thnt he mlalu want to pet nnay
from 113 East 210th street oven more
rapidly than he got there nnd In didn't
propose to waste ,any time about that
either!

Jimmy Investigates.
He left his cab at the corner of 200th

streot, and bado his driver wait.
Then he jammed his hands into his

pockets, grinned proplttatlngly it the
Fates which he hoped would bo kindly
and swung along quietly on his rubber-sole-d

shoes toward the home of Mother
Defarge.

It proved tobe a tiny detached cot-
tage, surrounded by heavy shrubbery.
Jimmy, lurking In tho shadows a few
houses away, saw a man sneak up cau-
tiously and enter tho gateway. He
waited until he was sure that his man
must have entered, and then he made a
running leap that carried him over the
shrubbery nt one sldo of tho cottage.
Kneeling on tho grass, ho managed to
peek In and get n view of tho meanly
furnished living room.

It was lighted by a kerosene lamp,
which cast sinister shadows over the
ugly little room. Heavy curtains hung
across what Jimmy supposed was in tho
alcove bedroom. At one slue of tho
table sat a wrinkled Old hag.

A Sinister Greeting.
Across from her there was a chair

drawn close with that nlr of expectancy
which Inanimate things sometlmos seen
to take on. The old woman reached
over and patted a gun lying near her on
the table.

Then she turned with an evil nmlle
to greet some ono coming up through
the trapdoor at one side, ot the room
and who blow out a lighted candle di-

rectly he got into the glare of the lamp-
light.

In the clatter of greeting nnd quick
3uestlon and answer which took place

ventured to push the window
open a few Inches. Then ho put Ills
ear to the little opening, wondering
meanwhile if the unaccustomed ventila-
tion would startle the people whose con-
versation he wns determined to ovor-hea- r.

But fortune was decidedly with
Jimmy, for "Silent Sam" evidently felt
that his mother ought to get a glimpse
of whatever had taken him down Into
the basement. Ho led her over to tho
trap and guided her down a step or
two, and In that little Interval Jimmy
managed to push tho window up. climb
through It, close It again, nnd rush
over to a hiding place back of the cur-
tains which screened tho alcove from
the living room.

Ho crouched In that dark little
bedroom and prayed fervently thnt.
nothing should occur to mako htm
sneeze. On a sensitive memorano
In the nasal cavity fates of tho nations,
havo been known to rest. .

"Well, Mom, that guy's a ringer for
me all right-al- n't he?" asked 8am.

A Motherly Longing.
The hag grinned affectionately at

her son. "You're better looking Sam-
my you always was a good-looki-

boy and awful good to your poor old
Mom."

"Aw cut it. Mom. I'm wIbo to you
all right. Ton want your share of
our haul. Well, you'll get It as soon ns
Doc' divvies up. He's some wise

boy, all right. He and Mayme aees
this follow In a cheap lunch room
downtown. They've been following him
for days ever since they noticed how
alike ss two peas wo was, and made
their plans on that."

"But how did they get him, Sam-
my?" asked the poor old hag with an

JIMMY SEIZED THE TELEPHONE

appreciation of her son's story for
which Jimmy felt dutv thnnkful.

"Oh. Mayme, she plays her anklegame on him. She stumbles nnd turns
It after she sleuthed along after him
till she got him alone. Then she pre-
tends to fnll. She knows he's Just the
sort that'll bo sympathetic with a lady
In trouble. ' Ho catches her. She pre-
tends she can't walk, and tells him she
knows a good doctor what lives near
by. Ho says he will help her there,
and she knows we've got him nil right.

"BIb John Is waiting Inside the hail
with n slunushot. and Just ns Mnvmo
nnd her helpful friend start to rim." tho
doctor's doorbell ho lumcs nrouml the
corner and hits the chnD over th head.
Thi-- ho nicks him up easy llko he wns
a babv and carries him Into tho doc-
tor's office.

Praise From Headquarters.
"While our friend, tho watchman. Is

still aslcen from what John handed hUn.
they l.iv him down on a couch and take
tiff his uniform. Then they dress him
ud in suit of citizen's clothes nnd clvo
me his uniform nnd badge. Thnt was
Forap cuto trick what do you say.
mother?"

"I rtnv you're a pretty smart boy,
snld Mother Defarge.

I nm scltlnc down tho storv Just ns
Jlmmv told It afterward, but Jimmy's
Inimitable good nnture nnd slangy

cannot make their way Into
cold tre.

But this Is the way be concluded the
first purt ot his recital:

".Vow. tho next thin.? this young
sleuth wnnted to know wns. What havo
these PofurftCti tot hidden away In the
basement that thev seem to think Is so
vnluarle Uncle Jlmmv had belter So
down nnd see!"

It seemed to mc that It was long
hours since the "Doctor" had gone out
and left us to our uncertain fate. I
suppose, as a matter of fact, that It was
llttlo more than u minute. The most
insistent question In my mind was:
Where Is Jimmy Barton?

And then with str.rtllng suddenness
Jimmy cume hurtling through a door-Xvn- y

which had a second before con-
tained the wooden barrier of a door!
I longed to lift the arms which were
bound to my sldo nnd rub my eyes.
This, I thought, wns the beginning of
tho end the vision of tho dying, who
see what most they long to seo.

Jimmy got there neither as tho vision
of a distorted mind nor by any myster-
ious agency but rather as the Inevitable
next step In the Investigations he had
begun at the rogues' gallery and pur-
sued to Mother Defarge's home.

"Silent Snm" mndo clear the mystery.
"After John has tied up the watch-mn- n

nnd brought him up hero to eat his
hoart out In the dark, I goes und plnys
watchman, with a rag around my
throat to look llko I hnd a cold and to
keep me from needing to give mysolf
awny on nccount of tho natural differ-
ence In our voices". J sits on n stool
near the door, nnd when tho clerk nlld
all the rest of thoto fellows that wortU
at their swell Jobs In tho bnnk pasaea
Ing. I Just nodo to 'em without speak-
ing. And nobody suspects. At midnight
I lets In Doc nnd John with his torch."

The Potent Flame.
"My Snmmyl I'd like to see one of

them torches working," whlspored his
mother. "It must look llko regular
magic. Whnt did you say the name of
It wns, now?"

"Oxyacetylono," laughed Bam. "The
flame of thnt burns a plnco clean
through tho steel door next to the com-
bination and gives us a cnance to put
a chisel right In the hole wo make.
John tukes hold of tho handle, turns
It and opens tho door as ensy as you
plenat nnd tho money's ours. Some
trick! Thirty thousand dollars bocauso
we got the trains to go and take It."

Jimmy crouched behind tho cur-
tains poised for a spring. Tho robber
took out a cigarette nnd lighted it quite
nonchalantly with much the 'same nlr
a iioclelty youth uses when conducing
the tale ot somo exploit of which ho Is
proud.

This was tho psychological moment
for Mr. Barton. He leaped through the
curtain, seized the gun which lay upon
the tablo and covered Sam with It. Tho
thief sprang to his feet nnd simultan-
eously his hand shot to his hip pocket.
But a sharp commnnd from Jimmy con-

vinced him that It was too late for him
to attempt to draw his gun.

So ho raised his hnnds nbovo his head
In obedience to orders from the man
whose stendy aim and unsmiling mouth
were bo disconcertingly nt vnrlnnce with
his dnppor nppenrance of social caso.

Jimmy wns so absorbed In the man
with whom he wns dealing that his A-

ttention did not for ono second Jocus
on the old woman, who was crouching
nt the other sldo of the table.

But she was watching Jimmy with the
fixed and beady intensity of gaze ono
sees eometlinea In tho eyes of n cornered
rnt.

To Jimmy's alert cars there came the

HE HAD FOUND THE WATCHMAN!

sound of a body turning restlessly about.
His attention wandered for a moment to
a puzzled question as to the man in the
basenjent. What was his condition?

Jimmy Finds Another Gun.
Then Mr. Barton returned to tho

business at hand. He ordered Sam to
turn about, and with the gun already ,tn
his possession pressed between tho
thief's shouldcrbladcs, Jimmy searched
his captive's hip pocket. 'A second later
he stood holding a gun In each hand and
reflecting whimsically that there didn't
iicem any special need for the trick he
hnd learned out West from a friendly
Indlnn shooting with both hands simul-
taneously.

Mother Defarge was still crouched
in her corner watching with evil fixity
the man 'who had overpowered her son.
Her jjeryiertcd mind was working

knew the heavy penalty
which would overtake an escaped con-
vict If he were caUBht ncaln in a crlmo
of the very type which had earned him
Ills previous sentence. She did not pro-
pose that Snm should be taken again.

Jimmy was Intent on the man Defore
him. Mother Defarge's moment had
come. She raised hor can and swung
It with lightning-lik- e rapidity and a
force her sWnny nrm IM not presaged.
Under the impact of thclow the glass
chimney of the lamp shivered to atoms
and heavy black darkness mantled the
room. '

Automatically both of Jimmy's trig-
ger fingers worked. Two shots rang
out and two spurts of fire pierced the
black. But neither or them found a
human mark. Sam hod leaped through
rho window and dragged his mother
after him.

A Sound in the Basement.
A second later Jimmy struck a match

and lighted the candle his mind had
noted when Sam put It down. He
stood In the dim light waiting It never
occurred to him that his opponent had
gotten away leaving hlm'masier of the
situation. But a moment later a sound
from the basement claimed his atten-
tion. He listened and the sound re-
peated Itself; it seemed a call for help.

Candle In hand, he went down intothe ugly black damp of that sinistercellarway. Over In one corner lay afigure prone and struggling. The can-.dl- e
light flickered and then flared up,

revealing the missing watchman. Therewas no doubt about It this was theoriginal of the photograph Jimmy had
noted first In Its place of honor onMary Ryan's mantleplcce.

"I'm Jimmy Barton, of the Journal,"
said that redoubtable youth, "andyou're George McCabe. The chap who
looks llko you got awav but hi. con
federates don't knqw It yet. Would you
know the house where the girl luredyou"

McCabe Is Astonished.
McCabo gasped. His mind had never

been trained In the school of news-paperdo- m

It could not work as fast
as Jimmy's. For that matter, it could
not even protend to follow Jimmy's.

But ho had a pleasing grin wide and
frank and friendly. "You're Barton, of
tho Journal I got that much all right.
Now give us tho rest of It again, will
you? About all I seem able to realize
Is that you've come along and saved
me."

Jimmy repeated his sketchy littlestory and- - threw In a few details for
clearness.

"Oh, yes. I know the house. I'll
take you there," said George.

"No my taxl'll take us."
It was rather lucky for Mary and

me that Jimmy had kept that taxi.
When Jimmy Barton came 'hurtling

through the door of "Doctor" Schulze'a
like a human catapult I decided that the
end of my brief stay on earth had
come, Jimmy lost no time In seizing
the boiling retort and hurling it out of
the window.

He rushed over to the windows and
flung them wide, letting In a flood of
clean, blessed air bearing the pleasantly
familiar Bronx odor of boiling cabbage
and frying onions. They seemed like the
perfumes of Araby after the noxious
fumes of that retort. '

Some Sort of a Fight.
Vaguely I knew that there hod been

some sort of a fight in the outer rooms.
I heard shots and shouts but they had
meant nothing more to me.

When Jimmy told us the story of his
ndventures later down at the Journal I
learned Just how ,ne had happened to
appear at the opportunte moment. Just
aftor he had discovered and freed
George they rushed out from the De.
fni-g- hut and leaped Into the waiting
taxi.

They whirled over to the building
whore Mary and I were captive though
both of them were tempted to ntop at
the Ryan home and rcaszuro us as to
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their safety, or, at least, telephone us
somo encouraging message.

"But every minute counted," laughed
Jimmy. "And even If It didn't seem so
very polite to keep the ladles In sus-
pense, wo decided that when you wero
chasing thieves you couldn't stop topay party calls."

The Conspirators Run Out.
When the taxi In which George Ma-Ca- be

and Jimmy had been dashlns
around corners In the Bronx arrived at
the street In which George remembered
meeting Mayme, the chauffur was com-
manded to slow down to ti speed which
would havo won more approval frcm
a traffic policeman than tho ono at
which they had previously been going,
and they hailed the first two policemen
they met, and enlisted their aid.

Just as thev got to tho doorway deco-
rated bv Dr. Sohultzo's card the con-
spirators came rushing out. At onia
tho" "Doctor" and Silent Sam pulled
their guns. But one of the pollcernmi
knocked Sam senseless before he could
shoot.

Then two shots sounded simultan-
eously. Jimmy nnd the "Doctor" had
fired at tho same moment. Schulze'
bullet cnt wild, but Immy's found 1U
mark and the "Doctor" crumpled In ih.p which lay silent and motionless-de- ad!

It was then that Jimmy found him-
self turned into a human catapult. Vis
John knocked the gun from his hand,
picked him up bodily, and llutic lilmcrashing against tho door of the Inner
room. It gave way and Jimmy whirled
through to rise from his daxe a second
later and net with a promptness W'r.lcu
saved us from the funics ot Ute bolilmx
retort.

The fight outside continued.
A second later Gcorgo McCabe cama

rushing into the room.,.
"Mary, my girl!" T cried George,

"you're safe and we've got the others.
The policemen have handcuffed the lot
and your George has helped his bit to-
ward getting back the money lor. Ui
bank-- so that's all right!"

He was unfastening tho knots which
bound her to the chair on ho spoke,
and a sceond later aho was. cUiii.mis
to him, laughing and crying ami tell-
ing him all In one breath thn; ha
loved htm and that she would never
be glad enough she'd written to Miss
Fairfax.

"Beatrice Fairfax!" cried George al-
most incredulously. 'I didn't think there
was such a person not u real lady any-
how, like you, ma'am."

"However, you see she's real now.
don't you, McCnbe" laughed, Jimmy,
'making as If to Imitate that gentlo-mnn- 's

affectionate clasp of Mary-b- ut

with me for the recipient of his nid&r.
I imlled and withdrew. Jimmy bar-

ton was a clover Ind there was no
doubt of that, but as I. had told Granny
a few hours before, my work was my
llfo.

Just a Little Dream.
"May I mnke so bold to ask, miss,

how you came to do It the column, I
mean the Advice to the Lovelorn?"
asked Georce McCabe with respectful
curiosity."

"Oh, It was alwnyc a dream of
to try to help other folks a little bit."
xalil I.

As I looked at George and Mary-s-afe

and happy again In their love X

found myself torn between two emo-
tions. There was a suddedn alow of
deep and tender Joy; my column. "Ad
vico to the Lovelorn," had aved this
bov and Ctrl to life and each other.

And then there was the memory of
what grandmother hnd said to me only
that morning although It seemed al-
most yeura since morning. "Beatrice,
you ought to get married!" Was she
right wat it woman's destiny to love
and marry nnd have a home of her
own? Or could I find my Joy In serving
others? Wns service my destiny?

I felt Jimmy Barton's glowing eye
fixed on my faco. Somehow I felt nnt
and at peace because he was there.

And then I wus brought baclc to the)
actualities of the moment, for my newt
friend, Mary, turned to me and held out
hor hand. ''Oh, Miss Fairfax, we don't
seem to be thanking you .it ill. But
that doesn't mean we aren't grateful
und won't always be. I wonder A'here
George and I would be tonight If It
weren't for you and Mr. Barton!"

I felt the sudden sting of tears In my,
eyes. It was Jimmy who mved the day.
"Don't worry about where yon mlnh' be

you are In clover. And now I'll toll
you whero we're going to be In a min-
ute, and that's whero I can got a beef-
steak about four Inches thick! Who
with me?"

Everyone was I

(Thei second episode In tfhls unique
and exciting lilm play will be pub-
lished next Sunday. De sure to look
for It, both here and In the motion
pictures.) ,
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