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tion the front door bell rang and pres-
ently the servant announced Mr. Gar-

bould.
"Old Garbould!" exclaimed Fred.

"Show him right out hero, eh, Laura?"
Of course Laura wanted whatever Fred

wanted. So Garbould was introduced.
Another bottle of wino was opened, and
the young people were pledged in due
form, Garbould making a very clover little
talk, I remember, of a kind appropriate
to the occasion. Upon its conclusion,
and just as he was about to set his glass
down on the table, he remarked sud-
denly:

"By tho way, Raeburne, I was almost
forgetting. I've another thing to con-
gratulate you about. Your article has
come out. I with you joy. It is really a
very clever bit of writing, indeed."

Raeburne blushed and muttered some-
thing about praise from Sir Hubert Stan-
ley.

"But where did you see it?" broke in
Laura, impetuously. "Oh, dear, I'm so
anxious to look at it."

"Nothing easier," said Garbould. "Tho
magazine is issued today. They were just
putting them out on the news stands, as I
came up on the elevated. I bought a
copy, and one of tho first things my eye
lighted on was your husband's article."

"Where is it?" asked Laura, eagerly.
"Out in my overcoat pocket," said the

critic. "I'll go fetch it."
So Garbould brought tho magazine, and

Raeburne, excusing himself, plunged into
tho book, Laura the while looking over
his shoulder and reading no less eagerly
than he. Garbould began to expatiate on
tho excellence of Fred's stylo to Kitty in
his usual bumptious fashion. When the

. condescends

.to commend an author he is just as fierce

.about it as when ho condemns, which, by
tho way, ho usually does.

Garbould wearies mo when ho mounts
Ms hobby of criticism. So I turned away
from him and began to watch Fred and
,his wifo. Every feature of Laura's face
was lighted up with interest and pride as
her eyes ran rapidly from one side of tho
page to tho other. Fred's face, on the
contrary, was a picturo of consternation.
Presently ho laid tho book down on tho
table. Laura looked at him in surprise.

"What's tho row, Fred?" said L
"Why, hang it all, there's somo mis-

take. This is not my articlo at all."
"Not 'A Carnival of Crime?'" I in-

quired, whilo Garbould stopped his flow
of speech and cocked up his ear.

"Not my 'Carnival of Crime,' cer-

tainly," said Fred. "Listen to this: 'A
Carnival of Crime: Being a protest
against tho banging of horses' tails and
women's heads.' "

"And a very clover protest it is, too,"
put, in Garbould.

"But It's not mine," Faid Fred, consld-irabl- y

chopfallen. "Who tho mischief
an have dono this?"

Ho stared disconsolately at tho maga-
zine as if ho expected to find an answer to
tho conundrum there. I looked at Kitty.
She was gazing demurely out of the win-
dow. Suddenly Fred started and looked
bver at her.

"You did it," ho exclaimed, pointing
his finger at her.

Kitty laughed. "Well, if I did," sho
Faid, "I am sufficiently up in the law to
know that I can't bo compelled to testify
Igainst myself. But whoever did it," sho
continued, "you oughtn't to bo very
Ingry. Seo what it has brought you."
And she pointed to tho lovely face that
Iras leaning over Fred's shoulder.

"Kitty," I put in at this juncturo, "let
mo tell you ono thing no, two things!
These j'oung people, like all tho rest of
as, will have to row their own boats.
Also, peoplo who push their noses into
Dthcr people's affairs aro apt to get them
feadly pinched."

"You might add a third," Kitty
"It is often a very good thing

to forget and forgive. You will, won't
rou, Fred?" sho exclaimed, holding out
uer hand.

Fred grasped it heartily, and I fancied
thcro was a gleam of tears in his eyes as
ho turned away to explain matters to his
wifo and Garbould. "Tho

was at first disposed to feel
Injured, as if a fraud had been perpetrated
upon him personally. But upon reflec-

tion it was apparent that all ho had said
about tho articlo was as truo now as it
had been beforo, so that ho was not com-

promised in any way.
v

"Kitty," said I, when some timo after
wo took our leave and wero wending our
way homoward, "Kitty, so that was tho
reason you wero anxious to get rid of
mo that evening, was it?"

"Of course, stupid," sho baid.

the exd.

An Officer's Trying Situation.
I was dining at tho officers' mess of a

regiment at Tounghoo. It was during tho
wet monsoon at tho time. Wo wero sit-

ting over our wine, "n hen a young lieuten-
ant called out: "I feel something creep-bi- g

up my right leg." I may mention that
wide trousers of American drill aro worn
for tho sako of coolness. An old officer
present told tho young fellow for God's
Fake not to stir, but sit perfectly quiet,
nddinjr that it was no doubt a snake, and
(hat if ho was to movo his position ho
might bo fally bitten. Tho young fellow
behaved with much ncrvo. His faco be-

came a shado paler, but ho took tho ad-

vice given him and remained quiet. IIo
told us in a low voice that tho creaturo,
whatever it was, could not got past his
kneo, and that it had coiled itself around
his leg.

Not knowing how tho affair might end
tho colonel had sent to town for a snako
charmer. Two of theso worthies soon
mado their appearance, ono with a reed
pipe somewhat resembling a flageolet, tho
other bearing a basket with flaps to it.
Tho basket, with ono flap up, was set
down behind tho young officer's chair, the
bearer squatting down besido it. Tho
other officers mado room for tho charmers.
Tho musician commenced to play a low,
soft melody on his pipe, monotonous but
pleasing. In a few minutes tho head of
tho reptile was seen to peep out of the
bottom of tho young officer's trousers, and
after nodding it about a little, keeping
time with tho cadence of tho music, tho
snako slowly wriggled itself free from tho
young fellow's leg and glided toward tho
piper.

Tho music now became fast and wild,
tho snako keeping timo with it, until,
with a rapid, sharp movement, tho man
on tho floor caught tho snako by tho
neck, thus forcing his jaws apart. Pro-
ducing a steel instrument, tho operator
pulled tho poisonous bag out with a dex-
terous jork; then threw tho snako into
tho basket and shut down tho flap. On
receiving a few rupees tho charmers mado
a low oocisanco and retired with their
prize. Tho snako proved to bo a

or hooded snake, about
eighteen inches in length. After the
reptile had withdrawn from about his
person tho young officier would have
fainted from the reaction, but tho "old
hand" had a tumbler of brandy ready,
which ho made tho youth Bwallow. This
restorative soon put him to rights, al-

though I don't suppose ho forgot tho in-
cident for some time. Cor. San Francisco
Chronicle.

Ead d Opportunities to earn.
"My son," said tho judge, blandly, to tho

youthful witness, "do you know the nature
of an oath P

"I think I do, sir," replied tho littlo boy,
'timidly; "my father has been betting on. the
Detroltstbig season. nChiea:ro Tribune. ,

TI STOLEN LACES

An Episodo in the History of Chicago
Crime.

FROM THC DIAHY OF DETECTIVE DENIS

EIHJIONS, OP THE BANK DETAIL OF THE
CEXTEAX, STATION.

Early in the spring of 1872 the boarders
at Mrs. Frelinghuysen's house, on West
Adams street, felt themselves constrained,
to discuss and decide a very delicate ques-
tion. For some time previous the con-
duct of Mrs. Alice Claypole had given
them great concern. This lady was tho
wife of a middle aged lawyer of good
standing, who seemed devotedly attached
to her, and was blind to the many weak-
nesses of her character, and oblivious of
tho fact that her bearing in male society
was a subject of unfavorable comment in
tho well conducted establishment of tho
estimable Mrs. Frelinghu'3en.

Mrs. Claypolo's flirtations wero tho talk
of tho neighborhood, and her bald headed,
good natured husband camo in for a
goodly share of that pity and compassion
which the world has ever in store for per-
sons apparently unconscious of their own
misfortunes.

"Poor old Claypolo" was an oft repeated
remark; "somo ono ought Jo open his eyes
and let him know tho full iniquity of his
wife's misconduct."

But none undertook this delicate mis-
sion, and "poor old Claypolo" continued
to idolize his charming and fascinating
spouse charming and fascinating not
only to him, but to some half dozen other
gentlemen who wero said to languish in
the sunshine of her smiles.

Mrs. Claypole, to make matters moro
piquant and interesting to her fellow
boarders, was not a beautiful woman, as
the term goes. Sho was tall and shapely,
however, dressed with becoming taste,
and carried herself with a stately graco
that nuver failed to elicit remarks of ad-

miration.
Her features wero somewhat irregular

and heavy in repose, but when sho becamo
interested in conversation, or, better still,
when sho was aiming at a conquest, her
face lighted up with tho ardor of her
thoughts, and her big blue eyes flashed
dangerously from beneath half drooping
lids fringed with long, dark eyo lashes
that tried in vain to screen tho passionate
firo of amorous glances.

No; Mrs Claypolo was not a beautiful
woman, but sho had that subtle power of
charming which is moro fascinating than
beauty and plays the deuco with tho vir-
tuous instincts of mankind.

Mr. and Mrs. Claypole had lived at the
Frelinghuysen establishment two months
when tht boarders thought it high time
to arrive at somo conclusion as to tho al-

leged improprieties of her conduct.
Not content with tho conquest of full

grown and bearded men, the fair Alice,
who was thirty if sho was a year, had re-

cently shown a liking for tho society of
young men in their teens. Three or four
of these susceptible young fellows danced
in constant attendance upon her. They
ran her errands, escorted her to tho
theatre, took her to supper after the play,
and acted spooney generally in tho man-
ner peculiar tc lovesick lads.

And, what was most exasperating to
tho critics of mature age, Mrs. Claypolo
seemed to enjoy this hoidenish homage.
Sho was soft and soothing, even motherly,
in her demeanor toward her young ad-

mirers. She would stroko their cheeks
and pat their heads lovingly, call them
bravo boys, and sometimes so Miss
Goggles, tho ancient spinster, who occu-
pied tho first floor hall bedroom, and was
ever on tho alert to spy out tho moral de-

linquencies of her neighbors, averred
kiss them tenderly and tell them to be
good and truo and devoted to their
mother.

"Sho calls herself their mother, tho
artful wretch," reported Miss Goggles,
with a look of horror in her watery eyes;
"sho ought to bo horsewhipped!"

No wonder Mrs. Frelinghuysen's board-
ers wero stired to tho very depths of their
honest hearts. Such vagaries on the part
of a married woman wero reprehensible in
tho highest degree. They called for an
expression of virtuous indignation. Mr.
Claypolo ought to bo informed of his wifo's
moral obliquity. It was a burning, scan-
dalous shame that such a nice, high
minded, honorable old gentleman should
have tho wool pulled over his eyes by this
wicked woman, and ho a lawyer, too, with
a professional knowledge of tho relief
which could bo speedily gained in the di-

vorce court.
Then it was that tho boarders camo to

tho unanimous decision that Mrs. Clay-
polo was a designing, heartless coquette;
that her society should bo tabooed, and
that poor old Mr. Claypolo should receivo
a broad hint of what was going on, with
a view to a disruption of his mari-
tal ties.

Tho conveyal of this hint was deputed
to James rfadlcy, clerk in a downtown
laco store, who had worshiped at the
shrino of the fascinating blondo when sho
first appeared at tho boarding house, and
whoso attentions had been suppressed
with a scornful derision which still
rankled in his virtuous breast, and mado
him accept tho mission "w ith revengeful
alacrity.

And when Mr. Iladley finished his re-
cital of Mrs. Claypolo's shortcomings and
suspected peccadillos, which ho delivered
with many pious sighs and groans about
tho inconstancy of woman, ho was almost
petrified by "poor old Claypole's" em-
phatic rejoinder:

"Til break cicry bone in your carcassf'
"You confounded idiot!" cried tho law-ve- r,

shaking his list in Hadley's face; "you
laco peddling dolt! If I hear another word
of this I'll break every bone in your assi-nin- o

carcass!"
IL

If Iladley had been a man of gool com-
mon sense he would have though, twice
before meddling with the conjugal affairs
of Mr. and Mrs. Claypole. fatudents of
social philosophy have long recognized

trie uangers or sucn interference, nus-band- s

and wives may tight like cats and
dogs, they may bo guilty of tho grossest
kinds of infidelitv, but woo betide the
rash individual wLo essays to patch up
their quarrels or smooth the wrinkles in
their code of mutual morality.

Iladley, however, was young and im-
petuous, not accustomed to philosophical
speculation, and he learned his first lesson
of worldly wisdom from the bitter tongue
of tho irascible lawyer. It was not long
ere ho regretted the foolish step ho took
at the instigation of his fellow boarders.

Mr. Clavpole. it can bo readilv imagined.
had tho Oi'p-- t rvmfidenca in iha linnnr 1
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and integrity of his wifo.'
"Ally," said he, after venting his wrath

on the callow dry goods clerk; "Ally, the
fools aro beginning to talk. It maybe
prudent to draw in a little. Give the
boys a hint to be less demonstrative and
let us work slower for the common good."

"Why, what is tho trouble, Henry?"
asked Mrs. Claypole, as she got her hus-
band's slippers and drew his easy chair in
front of the cheerful grate fira.ni their
private sitting room.

"That idiot Hadlejchas been telling me
of your flirtations. Tho boarders are
shocked at your free and easy ways, and
they induced the fellow to enlighten me
on tho subject. I had half a mind to break
his head."

"Oh! is that all?" said Mrs. Claypole,
with a peculiar smile. "So they think I
am a wicked, reckless flirt? I admire their
penetration. But, under all circum-
stances, Henry, it's a splendid reputation.
A flirt has no time for other business, and
our affairs may flourish without suspicion
while they think I'm engrossed in tho
Eleasurablo occupation of juggling with

for Mr. Hadley, you may
leave his punishment to me. I will settle
him in a way ho will remember for tho

j rest of his life."
"Ho deserves something, the meddle-

some fool," responded Mr. Claypole, in a
contemptuous tone. "But what is vour
plan?"

j "Wait and sec," was tho quiet rejoin.
' dcr, whilo those big blue eyes flashed om.

inously; "it will be in the direct line of
business."

I "Ah! I understand," said tho elderly
j lawyer. "Do you expect any one this even-- i
ins"

"Herman promised to be hero about 9
o'clock."

"Well, I will take a nap and afterward
go to the club, so that you may work him
alone. He is smart as a whip, that lad,

' and I expect great things of him,'' and
with this Mr, Clavpole settled himself in

j tho easy chair, closed his eyes and was
soon snoring gently in front of tho fire.

Mrs Claypole, who was moro annoyed
by tho incident of tho evening than sho
was willing to admit, took up tho evening
paper and rapidly scanned its columns.
Sho seemed to bo looking for some partic-
ular item of news. Presently a paragraph
struck her eye which sho read with great

I

interest.
"Tho scheme worlts well," sho mut-

tered. "No clew? Of course not. Trust
a woman's wits for that. Six months
more will give us all tho money wo need,
and then for tho sunny south. Bah! How
I detest this horrid climate as well as tho
hurry-scurryin- g habits of tho people.
Everything is rush and bustle and money
making. Well, let them pile up their
wealth, let them repair tho ravages of tho
firo and build costly temples of trado and
commerce. Those who neither weave nor
spin will bo the gainera in the end.
Honest industry is ever opening up ave-
nues of idleness and luxury for those who
have tho courage and ability to follow tho
only royal road to ease and affluence."

lin Claypolo finished his nap in about
an hour, and at onco went out to spend
tho evening at his club, leaving his wife
alone to ent ertain tho expected visitor.

She added a few touches to her toilet
after the departure of her husband, and
then sat down to tho piano and sang ono
or two lovo songs in a low contralto
voice.

Tho music reached tho ears of tho
boarders in the parlor, who by this time
had worn tho sensational story of Had-
ley's reception by Mr. Claypolo thread-
bare, and wero deliberating as to tho next
step to bo taken in exposing the scandal-
ous doings of the fascinating blond.

"Tho old fool has gone out as usual,"
said ono. "She's expecting somebody.
She always sings thoso sentimental dit-
ties when ono of those kids is coming."

"Well," remarked another, an elderly
gentleman with a pair of tw inkling brown
eyes, "I think wo had better allow things
to take their natural course. Tho flirta-
tions of married women bring their own
punishment, and I guess old Claypole will
finally come to his senses without any as-

sistance on our part."
"But it's so abominably disgraceful,"

snapped Miss Goggles. "I wouldn't mind
so much if sho confined her attention to
grown men, who ought to know better
than to encourage her base designs; but
to think of her inveigling those boys.
Why, it's an outrago against all the
recqnroized maxims of good society."

"Never mind that. Miss Goggles," said
tho old gentleman, who seemed anxious
to restore peaco in tho Frelinghuysen es-

tablishment. "We have dono all" wo can
for tho present. Besides, wo havo no
evidence that there is anything radically
improper. All pretty women like to
flirt."

"Oh! Mr. Johnson," ejaculated tho
spinster, blushing feverishly. "How can
you say such a thing?"

"It's truo, Miss Goggles," said Mr. John-
son, stoutly and with a touch of gallantry.
"Coquetry is ono of tho prerogatives of
tho sex; the art is inseparable from female
loveliness. Don't attempt to deny it,
Miss Goggles; you. of all women, ought to
bo tho first to recognizo this universal
truth."

Tho old fellow, who was suspected of
matrimonial designs on tho antiquated
spinster, accompanied this speech with a
glanco which throw Miss Goggles into o
flutter of excitement. Several of the
gentlemen tittered at her confusion, but
sho was too busy with tho tender thoughts
Mr. Johnson had suddenly inspired to
notice their amusement.

"Well, what shall we do, Mr. Johnson?"
asked Miss Goggles, as soon as sho re-
gained her composure.

"Nothing," was the laconic response.
"Nothing?"
Thero was a tone of disappointment in

this query which caused Mr. Johnson to
elevato his eyebrows suspiciously. But
ho was firm in tho resolution with which
ho sought to imbue his fellow boarders.

"That's just it," he rejoined, emphatic-
ally. "We'll do nothing more, but wait
and"

"Watch," clumedin Mr. Hadley.
"Yes, sir; wait and watch. You havo

hit it exactly. I thought you would
realizo tho wisdom of this course."

Hadley's faco flushed, but he had gained
wisdom sinco hi3 interview with "poor
old Claypole," and deemed it prudent to
say nothing.

Something about the programmo struck
the boarders favorably. Tho first step of
active interference had resulted disas-

trously. Tho old lawyer was evidently
indifferent to the fato his wife so reck-
lessly invited. "Waiting" and "watch-
ing" were words full of mystery and
ominous import. The programmo pre-
saged keen excitement. Ten pairs of eyes
scrutinizing every look and action of a
frivolous woman, ten superheated brains
wrestling with tho motives that guided
her conduct, and ten busy tongues ready
to tear her reputation to tatters on the
slightest provocation why, the prospect
was delightful to this modern school for
scandal, and with one accord tho boarders
lifted up their voices in approval.

"Agreed," was the unanimous verdict.
"We'll wait and watch."

Meanwhile 0 o'clock had arrived, and
with it Mrs. Claypole's expected visitor.
From her cozy littlo sitting room upstairs
camo tho rhythmic thumming of the
piano and tho soft contralto voice singing
in delightful unison, "You'll Remember
Me."

"One of them's there," said Miss Gog-
gles in a stago whisper. "She always
sings that song when that curly headed
boy comes. Bat it's getting late I wish
you all good evening."

And Miss Goggles glided swiftly from
the parlor and went upstairs.

"ine games begun, remarked Mr.
Jnhi
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--How so?" askedTHadley.
"Miss Goggles is first on watcu.

HL
Mr. Johnson was right. Miss Goggles

was first on watch.
Tho watery eyed spinster foresaw many

personal advantages in the scheme of
agreed upon by tho boarders. In

tho first place, nature seemed to have en-
dowed her with especial gifts of poking
and prying into the personal affairs of
othere.

Her eyes, expressionless though they
wero, were remarkably sharp both at
short and long range. Her ears, which
bulged out like miniature cornucopias,
had very susceptible tympanums, which
accurately received and registered tho
slightest undulation of sound. Her nose,
long, sharp and pointed, seemed framed
to scent out scandal; whilo her high, nar-
row forehead betokened intellectual quali-
ties in keeping with thoso other tokens of
inquisitiveness and cunning.

Then she had a footfall as soft and vel-
vety as that of a cat. Sho glided noise-
lessly about tho house, and was con-
stantly turning up in the midst of inter-
esting domestic incidents. Tho servants
said sho had a disagreeable habit of looking
through the keyholes. One night, when
young Mr. Jobson came home slightly un-
der tho weather, and Mrs. Jobson began
to moan and cry and threaten to return
to tho aching bosom of her mother, Miss
Goggles was caught peering through tho
transom of their room. Sho excused her-
self on the ground that sho thought tho
wretch was murdering his unfortunate
wife, and she wanted to bo ablo to testify
against him in tho criminal court.

Mrs. Jobson came near tearing her eyes
out tho next morning, and Mr. Job- -

j son, mortified and humiliated almost be-

yond endurance, consulted a scientific
friend as to tho practicability of
securing tho germs of somo malignant
disease with wluch to quietly inoculato
tho innocent, saintlike Miss Goggles,

This showed Mr. Jobson to bo a bitter,
spiteful man, quito capablo of tho awful
crime which tho spinster suspected him of
contemplating; but a man cannot feel
friendly and dovclike toward a woman
who has w itnesseu and gloated over his
first connubial tiff.

Then, Miss Goggles was pleased with
tho new programme because it emanated
from Mr. Johnson.

Tho old gentleman had been partifn-larl- y

attentive to tho spinster of late. Ho
had taken her to tho theater several times
and grown tenderly sentimental over tho
subsequent oyster stews. More. than
onco ho had waxed confidential over tho
parlor stovo, and spoken of his financial
affairs in a way which excited kero envy,
if it did not warm her to love.

Sho felt herself blushing (vhenover
thoso kindly, twinkling brown eyes looked
into tho literally liquid depths of her own
passionless orbs. Affairs had reached
such a pass now that Mr. Johnson had
only to whisper an affectionate word, and
sho was ready to flop into his afms and
proclaim vows of undying devotion.

But Mr. Johnson did not whisper that
word, contenting himself with an occa-
sional sigh and a glance of respectful ad-
oration. IIo sometimes called her "Hen-
rietta" that was her given name but
tho word seemed to como from him s,

and ho lapsed into moody silenco
every timo it escaped his lips.

Now was tho opportunity of her life,
sho argued, as sho glided up stairs to her
hall bed room. If she wero indnstrious
in her espionage, if sho discovered reck-
less abandon on the part of tho fascinat-
ing Mrs. Claypole. if sho tf ero tho first to
procure proofs of unlawful conduct, Mr.
Johnson would be piofuso in expressions
of admiration, and probably bo impelled
to make tho longed for declaration.

When Miss Goggles reached her room
sho closed tho door noiselessly. Inside
thcro was another door which communi-
cated with tho sitting room of Mr. and
Mrs. Claypole. This door, of course, was
locked on the other side. Tho key holo
"was stuffed with paper, tho chinks wero
covered with list, and tho glass of tho
transom had a green baizo covering to
shut out tho'gazo of curious eyes and
deaden the sounds within.

It w as evident that tho Claypoles knew
of and wero desirousof circumventing tho
inquisitive proclivities of their next door
neighbor.

But tho genius of Miss Goggles roso
superior to trival obstacles of this kind.
Days ago sho had seized a chance to enter
tho Claypole apartments and unfasten tho
button which held tho transom closed.
This maneuver had evidently not been
noticed, sinco only that morning, whilo
Mrs. Claypolo was down town shopping,
she had tried tho transom and found it
woikcd responsively and noiselessly to her
touch.

As to tho key hole, a pair of tweezers
had picked tho paper almost entirely out,
bit by bit, until only a thin layer re-
mained, which could bo easily removed
when the exigencies of tho caso reqired
such a step.

Consequently Miss Goggles was well
situated to play tho part of a spy and, if
needs be, to surpriso tho blonde in tho
very height of her amours.

And Miss Goggles chuckled softly to
herself as she heard tho lid of tho piano
closo and tho singing givo place to sounds
of earnest conversation.

Turning dovvn tho gas, tho inquisitivo
spinster mounted on a chair, pushed tho
transom open a little, and was delighted
to find that tho anglo of vision thus ob-

tained gave her a full view of Mrs. Clay-
pole and her visitor, besides enabling her
to hear every word that passed between
tbc-- n.

What was transpiring in tho Claypolo
sitting room must havo been profoundly
entertaining, Einco for a full hour, at tho
risk of cramp in her neck. Miss Goggle3
remained in this uncomfortablo attitude,
with wide staring eyes and eager open
ears taking in the scene below.

IP

'"
IVhat teas transpiring.

Suddenly the ancient spinster released
"ler hold of the transom, sprang from tho
jhsir with a suppressed scream, hastily
undressed herself, got into bed. and
pulled tho clothes over her head like &

frightened child.
IV.

What was tho cause of Miss Goggles'
agitation? Tho spinster had nerved her-

self to see and hear strange goings on in
tho Claypole sitting room- - Something out
of the ordinary run of scandalous proceed-
ings must have occurred to make her divo
deep under the bed clothes as if sho
wanted to shut out the remembrance of a
horrible sight.

"When tho expected visitor was admit-
ted, Mrs. Claypole was seated at the piano
warblincr plaintive love songs. She roso
and received hi cordially, called him
"dear Herman," end allowed him to press
his Iids to her check.

I Th hoarders wera rjgh- - A3 to, the !za

crinis youtmui aninirer. Ho was atiout
17 years old. Ee had a bright, sunny
face, with laughing blue eyes, and flaxen,
curly hair, brushed from a" square, intelli-
gent forehead, adorned by heavy bushy
eyebrows, which wero arched like a bow
at full tension.

He was dressed with great neatness.
His black cutaway coat was of tho new-
est pattern, tho vest cut low, showing a
wide expanse of shirt bosom. He wore a
gold watch chain of excellent make, and
on the little finger of his right hand was
a solitairo diamond ring.

Tho boy looked liko a well to do bro-
ker's clerk. He carried himself easily and
gracefully, as though accustomed to so-

ciety.
Ho was evidently a welcome guest, for

Mrs. Claypole's eyes dwelt lovingly on hi3
handsome faco, and beamed with pleasure
as ho asked her to resume her seat at tho
piano.

"What shall I play, Herman?"' sho
asked, smiling.

"You know my favorite song. Ally," he
replied. "Sing, 'You'll Bemember Me.' "

Mrs. Claypolo complied, and the boy
hunir on the tones of her low, rich voico
with rapt attention. His eyes followed
her every movement; his faco flushed

i with delight when sho turned to him dur--,
ing the tender passages of the song and
accented them by glances which sent a

j thrill through his frame,
j There could bo no doubt as to the feel-- I

ings with which the lad regarded her; ho
j was desperately in lovo with this fair en

chantress.
And Mrs. Claypole? It would bo diff-

icult to proboher feelings. Practiced in all
tho arts of coquetry, she could play w ith
hearts at will and yet remain serene and
cold beneath tho surfaco

Tho conversation with her husband do- -'

noted that tho lad was kept under tho
spell for a purpose. What was tho

n purpose which could induce a woman of
maturo ago to enthrall a boy and keep his
heart jumping in response to her seduc-- I

tivo wiles?
Just as Miss Goggles was gently open-in- g

tho transom Mrs. Claypolo again left
the piano and seated herself by the side of
tho boy, who. with a trace of old timo
gallantry, raised her jeweled fingers to his
lips aiidkisscd them. The action sent a
thrill through tho bosom of tho antiqno
eavesdropper, which was intensified when
the blonde run her fingers lovingly through
his flaxen curls and fondly patted his rosy
cheeks.

"Now, that is enough uonsenso for to-- j

night," sho said, with a winning smile.
"Tell mo what you have been doing lately,
Herman."

"You ought to know, Ally," he answered
laughingly; "or doesn't the governor make
daily icports?"

"I am afraid he does not tell mo every-
thing," was tho smiling reply, "and I
always liko to hear tho exploits of tho
boys from tho captain's own lips."

i'ho lad was evidently pleased, no
said frankly: "To tell you tho truth, Ally,
I havo been a littlo suspicious of tho gov-
ernor of late Ho dootn't seem to bo
toting fair Ho said he only got 1.000
for that last bundle, whilo I havo it on
tho best authority that tho stuff brought
$1,700 Tho gang aro mad about it, and
yon better givo him a gentlo hint that wo
will stand anything but swindling on his
part. Wo run all tho risk, and ho ought
surely to bo satisfied with a square divy."

A shadow crossed tho woman's face, but
it was gone in a moment.

"You aro right, my boy," sho said, in a
caressing tone. "Henry should bo moro

' careful of your interests indeed, of all
our interests, sinco wo aro all in tho samo
swim. But you know what ho is."

"Yes." responded tho boy, moodily, "I
know'what ho is. and ho belter bo a littlo
moro careful Had it not been for you,
Ally, wo would havo broken with him
long ago and given buna push toward tho
pen. If you say thu word now I'll risk

' everything to settlo him. and well go
south together "

"No, no! Herman." cried tho woman, in
a tone of alarm, "that would never do.
you foolish boy. 1 must still bo your
mother, and you must bo kind and con-
siderate to Henry "

Tho boy pouted, but returned tho kiss
with which this declaration terminated

"I am getting tired of this 'mother
business." ho said, testily. "A fellow
don't 'want two mothers."

"But jou need me, my dear, to keep you
safe. You would have been In trouble a
year ago had I not caught you in time.
Now, bo patient, Herman, and don't har--
bor harsh thoughts about the governor.
I w ant my boys to work pleasantly to- -

gether, and we'll soon bo ablo to enjoy
the good time that's coming."

"All right, Ally," said tho lad in a'mors
cheerful spirit. "I'll not only wait, but
work, if you say so."

"That s my bravo boy, said tin woman,
kissing him again warmly. "Now, tell
me what's in tho wind."

"Well, we've dono somo fino night work
lately," Herman responded, his eyes flash-
ing enthusiastically at tho recollection.
"Wo've been cracking nrivato cribs, and
tho governor has several thousands in the
vault, which will bo worked off soon on
the outside The cops aro all at seo.
They are looking for eastern crooks, and
havo no idea that homo talent fa at the
bottom of all tho fine work in town. I pasa
members of tho central detail every day,
and they don't condescend to notice thj
peddler boy who is disposing of stolen
goods under their very noses."

Tho lad laughed heartily at this evi-

dence of tho perspicuity of tho police, and
i continued.

"We aro going to branch out in an- -

other direction. Tho privato house racket
is played out. for the people aro getting
edarmed and laying in stocks of firearms
to give the cracksmen a warm reception.
We will scoop in the business district
next. Thero aro lots of fine pickings in

' somo of tho wholcsalo houses, and wo
have two or three marked which aro easy
to crack. Oh! there'll bo no end of fun
and boodlo during the next threo months,

' and then it will bo timo to take that va- -
'

cation you spoke of."
"I am glad you aro working toward the

business center," said tho woman. "But
how aro you on blowing?"

"Curly has been practicing lately," an-

swered tho lad, "and promises welL A
fellow from St. Louis, an old timer, has

i him in tow and says he'll bo a daisy in a
few months. But we don't depend on
blowing for good hauls. We'll tako all
tho loose stuff we can find such stuff
that can be casny peddled and has a quick
sale in offices and private houses. Tho
governor's vault is a safe hiding place."

I "But isn't this peddling fake rukyT'
(

asked Mrs. Claypole, uneasily.
"Bless you, no," replied the lad, laugh-

ing. "It's the greatest scheme on earth.
Tho cops will never suspect poor peddler
boys of being mixed up with high tnri
cracksmen. Tho Tery openness of our

i street fake is an insurance against su3-- j
picion, and I understand the scheme isjbe-- i
ing adopted bv tho biz bugs in New

i York."
j "Well, you must bo cautious, nerman.
, I don't want any of my chicks nabbed."
! "You needn t'bo afraid. Ally," eaid tho
i bov. "We've got everything fixed in
. ase of trouble. Hell be a fly cop, in-- i

deed, who tumbles to our racket."
"Do you think, Herman," eaid tho wo-

man, with some hesitation 'that you
could do a Ifrtla job on my own account?

"Why, of course I can," promptly re-

plied the lad. Anything yoa want will
bo attended to; the boys swear by their
mother. Just give it a namo end con-

sider it done."
Mrs. Claypole smiled at Bermin's con-

fident tone. She was proud of her in-

fluence over the "gang," who were always
ready to obey her slightest behests, and
she was particularly plecsod with the ar-cr-

becsise of tha hxnvirr.f! castsia.

sno drew her chair nearer to him, and ca-

ressed bim in a motherly fashion.
"Two peoplo havo offended mo griev-

ously," she said in a tone of mingled
mournfulness and malignity; "they havo
tried to damage my reputation in this
neighborhood, and want to set Henry
against mo because I am kind and affec-

tionate toward you, Herman."
"Who are the villains?" cried the boy

melodramatically. ' G iva mo their names
and tho gang will soon settlo their hash."

"Oh!" responded Mrs. Claypole, with a
languishing sigh, which had tho effect of

i stirring Herman to deep anger, "i aon t
j want any rash deed of vengeance. This
j is a matter which can be disposed of
without bloodshed. I would like their
punishment to bo lingering to be in the
nature of mental agony, the loss of friends
and tho sacrifice of good name in short,
to mako them objects of scorn, to make
them suffer as they intended I should
suffer."

"They shall do all this and more, I
swear," exclaimed the lad, excited by tho
quiver in tho woman's voico and tho tear
sho had forced to glisten in her eyo.
"Who aro they?"

"Ono is a Ionian," said Mrs. Claypole,
"who watches my movements and circu-ulate- s

evil reports about my character a
malicious, spiteful 'wretch, whose life has
been ono long chapter oi deceit and wick-
edness, and whoso solo excuse for living
now is that sho may sow the seeds of dis-

sension and hatred broadcast in the hearts
of loving husbands and trustuig wives.
You Jmow her, Herman; she lives in this
house"

Tho lad jumped to his feet and paced
the floor excitedly.

"It's that Gpggles," he cried. "Know
her? Why, of courso I know her, the pry-

ing, meddlesome hussy. And sho haa
dared to talk of you to backbite and
slander you! Say, Ally" and he spoke in
a tragic whisper, every syllable reaching
tho acuto ears of the eavesdropper "we ll
kidnap her and bury her ah e. If she
inakes any outcry this will settlo her."

And the lad pulled a murderous looking
dirk from his hip pocket, end brandishcp
it fiercely liko a stage vdlam.

It was" at this juncture that tho tran-
som closed, and Miss Goggles hurried to
bed, shivering and quaking with fear.
If sho had listened a httio longer she
would havo heard the cruel blondo acqui-
esce in this boyish schemo of revenge and
becomo acquainted with a scarcely less
fiendish plan to get even with Mr. Hadloy
for Lis impertinent interference in Mr.
Claypole s personal affairs.

But Miss Goggles had heard too much.
Her nervous systAi was severely shocked.
Sho passed a dreadful night, and in tho
morning was found dangerously ill with
brain fever.

Shortly after the incident above re-

corded Chicago as startled by a series
of bold and successful burglaries in tho
business section of tho city.

Tho perpetrators of theso crimes wero
skillful workers. They plcited out first
class estabLIimcnts and cirted off largo
stocks of such merchandiso as was readily
salable. At, a rulo tho safes wero left un-
touched, tho burglars being satisfied with
tho portablo goods m tho store

Among tho victims wero Williamson tz

Graves, tho hardwaro merchants, on Lako
street, who wero relieved of a valuable
assortment of firearms, knives and tools;
Cobb's circulating library, which lost a
number of expensive books and stationery,
and Mendelssohn's laco ttore, on Wash-
ington, near State street.

Tho lace storo wa3 completely sacked of
its finest goods. All tno imported hand
mado laces wero taken. The burglars loft
tho common grades in a state of confu-
sion on the counters, and must havo spent
considerable timo in selecting their booty.
Mr. Mendelsohn estimated his loss at
about 10,000.

The storo had been entered by tho win-
dows which opened into an alley in tho
icar of tho building. Tho goods iveru
taken out by tho front door, which was
lound open m tho morning.

Of course thoso daring robberies caused
a commotion at police headquarters. No
noted cracksmen wero in tho city, and yet
tho doteetr. es v. ero convinced that the
burglaries wero the work of old hands.
Several expert criminal hunters were put
to work on tho case, but they worked dili-

gently for weeks without striking thi
iaintost clew.

TLo newspapcre and public became im-

patient over tho delay in capturing thf
daring burglars, and the central detail
camo in for a liberal doso of censure.

To mako matters more complicated, it
was openly charged that there had been
no burglary at tuo Mendelsohn store, but
that the proprietor, nho was known to bo
financially cmbarnvsbed, had robbed him
self to gain tbe sympathy of tho public
and make easy terms with his creditom

Mr. Mendelsohn was greatly annoyed
by this accusation. Ho acknowledged
that hi3 financial affairs were in a e

condition, but ho pointed lo his
past record as incompatible with tho in-

famous act of which ho v. as charged.
His friends admitted everything in re-

gard to previous probity, but shrugged
their shoulders significantly when they
Aoro asked to accept it as an assurance
of present integrity.

"The facts aro ngainst jou." they re-
marked. "Burglars do not gonorally pos-
sess tho technical knowledge to eimblo
them to pick out the finest laces in the
excitement of a midnight raid. If your
storo was despoiled by robbers, where nro
tho robbers?"

And Mr. Mendelsohn's inability to prc-du- co

thoso living proofs of his innocenco
was regarded as additional evidence of hhi
guilt!

Then camo an attempt to find Mendel-
sohn's accomplices, for it waj evident
that ho could not havo carried out this
gigantic scheme of deception alone and
unaided.

A hint wa3 received at police headquar-
ters that a clerk named Iladley was impli-
cated. The noto conveying the hint wm
written in a delicate female hand. It
read.
To tho Cblel of Police

Dear Sis Vtleh Jasca HadJer, cleric In
store, about t!ico (stolen licet. I'er-hap-

oi3e of ha luir tritztds are rponhfs a por-

tion of the goods. At obj- rate, you can Laic ths
hist for what It 13 urorth.

Osx VTao Hcsrzcrs.
The detectives did tako the hint. For

a week or two Hadley was constantly
shadowed, and his lady acquaintances
were subjected to a rigorous raploaage,
which, had th"y been aware of it, would
have thrown them Into hysterics.

Hadley's fiancbc, the beautiful daughter
of a wealthy lumberman, woro toao hznd-eom- e

laces at churches one Sunday. The
following day hir father received 2 visit
from a strangrjr, who poured poison Into
his car concerning his prosptctive

The Etrauger was nromptly kicii
out of the offic, but wen tha lumber-
man's daughter admitted that evening
that tho hjat& were the gift of Hadler
eomo months previous tho old can wartd
2ngry and told her to throw them la tho
fire

"There's something wrong about the
fellow," ho cned; "clerks cannot afford to
buy such expensive gewgaws- - Perhaps
hehe!ped Mendelsohn to rob hiafcclf "

And Hadlcv waa bead hissself with
grief when, toe very next morning, a dis-

trict messenger brought him a parcel
the laces and other prwesls ho

had made to his sweetheart, togtiw with
a note blotted with tears, stating in sim
pie but excrucatisg terms that her Leart
was broken, and that t&ey sust part for-
ever mere

It' ws3 several months before Hadley
could dear hinufiif ia ths ey of tho
yocsg hidy asd her father, and during
kz thxa hi hid jcarttd ssrw la aiders

Bnafiow'and" suffered the torments of a lost
soul in purgatory.

Thero was ono member of tho city de-

tective force who took no stock in th
story that Mr. Mendelsohn was his own

j burglar. This was Denis Simmon3, ono
of the oldest and shrewdest of Chicago'

i able officers; who for ths last coven year3
, had been detailed on bank work-- 1

"Mr. Mendelsohn," said Dcni3 to tha
grief stricken merchant, "don't worry
yourself to death. 1 am convinced that
the robbery was tho work of professional

' thieves, and I'm a Dutchman if I con
pinch them beforo I'm many weoks older."

TI.o xcor. ofprofsssior.al thictts.
Tills was tho strongest expression

Denis could use. for every ono knows ho
is not a Dutchman, and wouldn't bo ono
for auv consideration.

Mr. londelsoku was consoled by this
expression of confidence.

"I thank you, Mr. bimmona," ho said
with emotion. "I hope heaven will pros-
per you in this work If tho "thieves aro
not captured soon I shall Vo ruined in
body and soul, for even my old father la
Germany thinks I am tho thif."

"Cheor up." said Deals, encouragingly;
"we'll bag tho gaiae, and then you can
take a month's vacation to rocolvo tha
apologies of your suspicious friends."

VI.
If this were a romance Instead of a

story based on facts, it would ba easy to
ossociato Mr. Simmons n&at with somo
wonderful experiences during hb search
for tho lacs robbers.

Real detective wcrk, howeTcr, rarely
possesses romantic features Scccc3 in
this arduous calling is attained as much
by patient plodding aa by a fcen appreci-
ation of tho habits and methods of crim-
inals and a shrewd knowledge of tho
world. Sometimes tho mest Important
revelations aro tho result of sheer accident.
As straws show tho drift of n c&rrsni, ?o
do trivial incidents often guide dvteetivo
sldll to tho acconiplishmoat of great and
important ends

When Denis pledged himself to "bag
tho gamo," he had not tha slightest clew
to work upon Liko several of his con
freres, ho believed the robberies were com
mitted by New York experts, but ha waa
as much puzzled as thoy wero when it
wa3 proved byond porsdvwituro tht no
metropolitan thieves of premlnenco, ibpu
who wore bkillod at ths ciaas of work,
had been in tou for months.

Consequently. Denis had to "go ft Wind '
for a time, trusting to Troridttttee ti
furnish him a clew. And Provtdeuro
didn't shirk this grave duty.

Two or three dayn aftr his conversa
tion with Mr Me&daisehn tho detective
was detailed 911 a petty larceny easo In a
fashionable boarding house on Michigan
avenue. Th job waa an easy on, ana ns
he was about to loavo tho liouso a lady
usked him if ho were a judge of lucott.

"No. madam." said BLmmona; "why Co

Ycu nskf
"Because I havo lust made a winder

fui bargain," replied tho lady. "I hv
bought wvoral yards of the finest Fronrr
hand made laco "for $1 a yard. It's wort
ut leant $10 a yard "

"Indeed!" sutd Denis, hie hrt ffivlns
a great bound v.i ho thought, of th.it
troublesomo robbery at MaudthMhtife,
"of whom did you buy it?"

"Of a peddler a nico looking, eittiy
haired young man, wearing a vulvtuout "

Tho 'detective examined Um hie, and
although not an expert, bo had sttfRdent
knowledgo cf t. .ch goods to warrant him
in tho roncluMuu that the paddier wait
practically giving the Ueea away. Ho
mado an exenso lo take tbe "bergaln"
down town and sitowd it to air. Mcadrl
solin, who immediately recognised It as
a portion of hi stolen atock.

Denia bad atrock a dew The dmarip
tion of Ue peddlur UUied with that of
Herman ImtlgrcT. a boy wham he had
arreetod fer bneok work Brral year
and whom ho tuought waa leading a cor
root life. SttU. tho detective did not
think that lAudgraff was skillful enough
to commit the lace robborr. the bey wi
probably the tool of cUftrr tbirvwe, who
hud set him to soton ol tho geedft
as tho safest means of dinpeetef of them

But this was a grt diseevery. and
Simmons wa elated ovnr it.

About the wuno timo another detective
had his attontien called to a cfaoap peck
otbook bought from a jMtdtUtir by a ork
era clerk. Tbia pocketbook proved t be
part of tho stock stolen from Cotob's Clr
culating bjrary The peddler who teld
it answered to the drecnpttvR ob Gbarh
Mott. a partner of Landgrail's, aad tl
brother of Mollis Mott, wheea thieving
propensiUofl aad profligacy wwo tho talk
of Chicago for years

"It never rains bat it pottrs," remarked
Denis to his coUeaguo. "Wo are on tbe
evo of a great hauf "

Having got track of a portion of tho
stolen prop"rty, Slranona felt that tbe
rest of tho work was cosaparatlveiy sim-

ple. IIo soon located Landgrafl aad Mott
Thoy lived la an old framelioose on West
Thirteenth street with Mrs Laadgaafl

The detective avAn cautious inquiries
as to the habits of tho boys, and uacnr
taiaod that thy w regular alght-hawk-

as well as street pddini by day.
They rarely rrached hem before day
light, and Invariably drovo p in a buggy,
from which thry earned bundles into tuj
hooi-zo- .

Two other boy, known as "Curly" aad
Herman, often accoiaparud thwn. aad
stopped with Mrs Landgraa' fer days at
a btretch.

As thoso farts developed Skzaaoax
changed his uuad afcoat the eonncctiaw ef
New lork men with tho burgiari. lie
bad struck an organised gang of smart
young thieves, who were probabhr solely
responsible ft.r the crime whieh had
Btartled tho busmce oetamcwty aod ptix-ili-- d

the police
It was late at night waea Dcoi riprii

the result cf Lis investigalios to tbe chief
He wa Instructed to wrt the lad, b.i
as by this time th7 were cad&cirtcdly on
one of ibdr mannciag cxredlUoti. sias-mo-

concluded to swcp carrra oa the cif
frame house ia It early mamksg ant
capture the whole ag

Thr oCocrs were detailed to aasiat
Kmnoaa. and at 4 e'dodc In "Jba zscraing
thjy drove ont oa "Vrt Tairtwajti street.
Denis talked 3..uiritlail aioat tt
lmpjrtaf of t fjditiflra and the
praise Uiv w&ald xtcHro ftr brwtkhjgup
sseh a daring and dangerous gang at bur-
glars.

"it will Iw one cf the bscrst things cf
the Je." k s aa - pie&2id feather
In all azr cap

Dents' enthtadaaa wt$ iafeetxyas.
Long befori th7 resjehed tfce old frass
bouse hi eoileagnta vt swIltd with the
magnitude of their siiwioa. asd antici-
pating the glowing acceonts of ihtir y

aad pcowesa "Shfcl: would tdam
th e&hrsms of tha aewspapKX.

Thaesmar aa nafc tsin dleia


