
Two German explorers. are planning to
g5 to the North Pole In submarine boats.
They think It will,be easier to steam un-
der the Ice pack and ccme out at or near
the pole than to climb over the pack with
dog sledges They are not afraid of get-

tina lost, for they intend to use wtrelesa
telegraphy to keep In communication
with their base of. supplies. Let us hope

that they may be more, successful than,
Andre, who sailed away In a balloon (to
find the pole and has not been -hear*
from since.

A buzz rose from the crowd, and they
were ail on tiptoe again, trying to catch
a glimpse of this reckless buyer. Being a
tall man. Dodds could see over the others,
and there at the side of Holloway he saw
the masterful nose and aristocratic beard
of the eecond stranger In the coffee-room!.
A sudden personal interest added Itself to
the scene. He felt that he was on the
verge of something— something dimly
seen— which he could himself, turn to ac-
count. The two men' with strange names,
the' telegrams, the horses— what was un-
derlying it all?

The salesman was all animation again,

and Mr.- Flynn, was sitting up .with his
white whiskers bristling and hia eyes
twinkling. It was", the best'deal which
he had ever made in his fiftyyears of ex-
perience. '¦,•'¦¦-

"
.' . •

, /'What name, sir?" asked the salesman.
: '¦"Mr.-Mancune."' "-*•'.-¦'"¦"S '*".'.:¦' : •

"Address?" . ¦ '';"¦ •"'.
~

i>v>> -*"'*-
-y,¦'¦' '.'

"Mr. Mancune of. Glasgow."

"Thirty-six pounds bid," said' he. "Mr.
Jack Flynn's lot Is going to Mr. Strellen-
haus of Liverpool at £36 a head. Going-
going

—-"
"Forty!" cried a high. thin, dear voice.

"Then Iwish you joy of your bargain,"

said Holloway: "I don't buy at. that
price, but Ishould be glad to sell you
eome." .* '

, Mr. Strellenhaus took no notice of the
irony. He was still looking critically at
the horses. The salesman glanced round
him ina perfunctory way.--

Holloway grew angry at this persistent
opposition. His red face flushed redder
etlll., ' -

"Thirty-three!" he shouted. ...
"Thirty-four.", said Strellenhaus.'
Holloway .became thoughtful and en-

tered a few figures in'hls notebook.
"At the end of your rope, Mr. Hollo-

way?" asked the salesman, with the sus-
picion of a sneer. . .

"Thirty-five." cried. Holloway gruffly.
"Thirty-six," said Strellenhaus.

"Thirty-one," said Holloway. with the
air of a man who has gone to his ex-
treme limit. . .

"Thirty-two," said Strellenhaus prompt-
ly. -Kr.- ¦/.-./ r.

- '
¦

'

.
"

• "

ones. .Those fives meant determination
and also wealth. < Holloway had ruled the
market so long that the crowd was de-
lighted at finding some one who would
stand up to-hlm.

"The bid£pw stands at thirty pounds
a head," sSl. the salesman. . "The word
lies with you, Mr. Holloway."

of the speaker, iThe salesman leaned
forward. .*>'-;

"May Iask your name, sir?"
"Strellenhaus— Mr. Strellenhaus of Liv-

erpool." . • ;

"It'a a new firm," paid podds' neighbor.

"1 thought Iknew them all. but. I.never
heard of him before." •

The salesman's head had disappeared,
foi he was whispering with the breeder.
Now ha 2 suddenly straightened himself
again. .. .

"Thank you for giving us a lead, sir,"

said he. "Now gentlemen, you have
heard the offer of Mr. ', trellenhaun of
Liverpool. It will give us. a baa« to start
from. Mr. Strellenhaus has offered twen-
ty'pounds a head." *

/^"Guineas." sa.j Mr. Holloway.

"Bravo. Mr. Holloway;'Iknew that you

would take a hand. You arejibt the man
to let such a string of horses pass away
from you. i;The bid Is twenty guineas a
head." ...

"Twenty-five pounds," said' Mr. Strel-
lenhaus.

"Twenty-six."
"Thirty." , /;'";¦

It was London against. Liverpool, and
it was the head of the trade, against an
outsider.:-'' Still, the one man had Increased
his bids by .fives and the other only by

tapping his -teeth reflectively with his
pencil as he eyed the horses.

The talesman had mounted upon a
chair, and his ke»n. clean-shaved tace
overlooked the crowd. Mr. Jack Flynn's
gray whiskers were at his elbow and Mr.
Holloway immediately in front. _J.

"You've Been these hordes. jjariTiemen,"
said the salesman with a backward sweep
of his hand toward the line of tossing
heads and streaming manes. "When you

know that they are bred by Mr. Jack
Flynn,:,at his place in Kildare, you will
have a guarantee of their quality. They
are the best that Ireland can produce,
and In this class of horses the best that
Ireland can produce are the best In the
world, as every riding man knows jfell.
Hunters or carriage horses, aI1 warranted
sound, and bred from the best stock.
There are seventy in Mr. Jack Flynn's
string, and he bids me say that if any
wholesale dealer would make one bid for
the whole lot, to save time, he would
have the preference over any purchaser."

There was a pause and a whisper

from the' crowd In front, with some ex-
pressions of discontent. By a single sweep

all the small dealers had been put out
of it. It was only'a long turse which
could buy on such a scale as that. The
salesman looked round him inquiringly.

"Come, Mr. Holloway," said heat last.
"You didn't come over here for ihe sake
of the scenery. You may travel the coun-
try and not see such another string of
horses. Give us a starting bid."

The great dealer was still rattling hia
pencij upon his front teeth.

"Well," said he, at last, "they are a fine
lot of horses, and Iwon't deny it. They
do you credit, Mr. Flynn, lain sure. All
the same, Ididn't' mean to fill a ship at
a single bid In this fashion. Ilike to pick
and choose my horses."

"In. that case Mr. Flynn Is quite pre-
pared to sell them In smaller lots." said
the salesman. "It was rather for the
convenience of a wholesale customer that
he was prepared to put them all up., to-
gether. But if no gentleman wishtJ -to
bid-r-r"

"Walt a minute," said a voice. "They
are very fine horses, these, and •I'will
give you a bid to start you. Iwill give
you twenty pounds each for the string of
seventy."

There was a rustle as the crowd all
swayed their heads, to catch a glimpse

Itis not to buy young horses, however,

that the great dealers come to Ireland,
and th« real business of the fair com-
menced when the four and five year olds
were reached— the full grown, perfect
horses at their prime and ready for any
work or any fatigue. Seventy magnifi-

cent creatures had been brought down by
a single breeder, a comfortable-looking,
keen-eyed, ruddy-cheeked gentleman who
stood beside the salesman and whispered
cautions and precepts into his ear.

"That's Flynn of Kildare," said Dodds'
informant. "Jack Flynn has brought

down that string of horses, and the other
large string over yonder belongs to Tom
Flynn, his brother. The two of them to-
gether are tbt two first breeders in Ire-
land.",

'

A crowd had gathered in front of the
horses. By common consent a place had
been made for Mr. Holloway, and Dodds
could catch a glimpse of his florid face
and yellow covert coat In the front rank.'
He had opened his note book and was

"Why, that's Jim Holloway; the great
Jim Holloway," Bald he; then, seeing by

the blank look upon Dodds' »face. that
even this information had not helped him
much, he went into details. "Sure he's
the head of Holloway &Morland of Lon-
don," said he. "He's the buying partner,

and he buys cheap, and the other stays at

home and pells, and he sells dear. He
owns more horses than any man in the
world and asks . the best money for
them."

When breakfast was over he sauntered
out into the market square, where «he
horse sale was already in prosrres-s. The
yearlings were being Fold first. They

were largely of thoroughbred blood and
were being bought by English dealers,

who would invest a few pounds now on
what they might sell for 50 guineas In a
year if all went will. One man with a
ruddy fare and a yellow overcoat took
them by the dozen with as much sansr-
frold as if they had been, oranges, enter-
ing each bargain In a bloated note book.
He bought forty or fifty during the time
that Dodds was watching him.

"Who is that?" he asked his neighbor,

whose spurs and gaiters showed that he
wsf likely to know.

The man stared In astonishment at the
stranger's ignorance.

man who received it. One turned pale.

The other sprang excitedly to his feet. It
might be a coincidence, but It was a very

curious one. Ifit was not a coincidence,
then what could it mfan? He puzzled and
puzzled, but could find no satisfactory

solution to the problem. Allbreakfast he
was turning it over in his mind.

As he opened the telegram Dodds could
perceive that it was as bulky as the first
cne. He observed, also, from the delay

In reading it, that It was also in some
sort of ciDher. The gentleman did not
write down any translation of it,but he
eat for eome time with his nervous, thin
fingers twitching among the hairs of his
white be&rd, and his shaggy brows bent
In the deepest and most absorbed atten-
tion while he mastered the mcrnlng of it.
Then he sprang suddenly to bis feet, bis
eyes flashed, his cheeks flushed and in
bis excitement he crumpled the message
up In els band. With an effort he.mas-
tered his emotion, put the paper into his
pocket end walked out of the room.

This was enough to excite a less astute
|and imaginative man than Worlinrton

Dodds" eyes had already fallen upon

this man. and he had wondered vaguely

what he was doing In such company. Ha

rm a tall, white haired, eagle nosed gen-
tleman, with a waxed mustache and a

carefully pointed beard— an aristocratic
type which setmed out of its element
among the rough, hearty, noisy dealers
who surrounded him.

"Looks like it." Dodds answered; and
at that moment his thoughts were sud-
denly drawn off into another direction.

The boots had entered the room with
a telegram in his hand.

"Where's Mr. Mancune?" said he to the
waiter.

"Well, there are some quare names
about. What was Ityou said?"

"Mr. Mancune," said the boots, glanc-

ing round him. "Ah. there he is!" and
he handed the telegram to a gentleman

who was sitting reading the paper in a

"No,Idon't know," sa'.d he. "Inever
heard It before. It's a foreign name.
Perhaps if you were

"

But at :hst moment a little round-faced,
ruddy-chirked gentleman, who was
breakfasting at the next table, leaned
forward end Interrupted him.

"Did you fay a foreign name, sir?" said
he.

"Strellenhaup is the name."
"I am Mr. Strellenhaus— Mr. Julius

Etrelier.haus of Liverpool. Iwas expect-
ing a t^l^rem. Thank you very much."

He rat so r.ear that Dodds. without any
wish to play the ppy. could not help to
eome extent overlooking him as he
opened the envelope. The m^fsacre wai

e very long one. Mr. Stre!!enhaus ar-
ranged the sheet* methodically upon the

tablecloth in front of him *o that no eye

but tils own could Fee them. Then 'he took
cut a notebook and with an anxious face
he began to make entries In It, glancing

first at the telegram »r.d then at the book

end writing apparently one letter or
f.g'ure at a time. Dodds was interested,

for he knew exactly what the man was
doing. He was working out a cipher.

Dodds had often done It himself. And

then suddenly the little man turned very

pale, as If the fu'l purport of the mes-
sage had been a shock to him. Dodds
had done that also, and his sympathies

were all with his neighbor. Then the
stranger rose, and, leaving his breakfast
untasted, h« walked out of th« room.

"I'm thinking that the gintleman has
he* bad news, sorr," said the confidential
waiter.

THE 15th of July, 1ET0. found John

YTorllr.gton Dodds a ruined game-

eter of the Stock Exchange. Upon

the 17th he was a very opu'.ent man.

And yet he had effected the change

without leaving the penurious little Irish
townlet cf Dunsloe, which could have
been bought outright for a quarter of the

sum -which he had earned during the sln-

rle day that he wu within Its wails.
John Worllr.srton Dodds had many of

th» gifts which lead a speculator to suc-

c*m. He tu culck In observing, Just in

•ttlxsatlng, prompt and fearleis In act-

Ing. But In financ* there Is always the

element of luck, which, however one may

eliminate it, still remains, like the hlank
at roulettr. a constantly present handicap

upon the operator. And so it was that
Worllngton Dodds had come to prief.

Everything which he had touched had
gone wrong; and now, on the eve of his
marriapa. young, clear-headed and ener-
getic, he was actually a bankrupt had his
creditors chosen to make him one. But

the Stock Exchange is an indulgent body.

What is the case of one to-day may ba

that of another to-morrow, and every one

is Interested in seeing that the stricken
man is given time to rise again. So the

burden of \Vorllngton Dodds was light-

ened for him. many shoulders he'.ped to

bear 'It. and he wae able to go for a little
summer tour into Ireland, for the dor-tors

had ordered him re«=t and change of air

to restore his shaken nervous eystem.

Thus it was that upon the 15th of July,

1STO. 'he found himself at his breakfast in

the fly-blown coffee-room of the G'-orge

Hotel, in the market square of D'Jnsloe.
It is a dull and depressing coffee-room,

but on this particular day it whs "as
crowded and noisy U that of any London
Hotel. Heavily booted men clattered in
ar,d out. spurs Jingled, riding crops were
stacked In corners and there was a gen-

eral atmosphere of horse. From every

?=Me Worllngton Dodds heard of year-
i'nps. of Kindgalln. of roarers, of ppavins,

of crfbsuclrera, of a hundred other terms
v h'c K were as unintelligible to him as his

own Sto<k Exchange Jargon wouid have
1.« n \r, *jjecompany. He asked the wait..' r.ir 'he reason of it all. and the waiter
v *« s>n artonlsfced men that there should
1<¦ nr»y one in the world who did not
U' w <t.

"£hur* lt*» *he Dunsloe horse fair. s*our
\:,.,*Cr—the gr*-at**?t home fair In a!l
Olrelard. ItInsts for a wake and the foist
rccie from far an' rear— frnm England

an* Scotlar.d an' Iverywhere."
Tie waiter bad a tfiepram in hi*hand

¦tad he turned the address to Worlington

Dodds.
"Shure Iniver hoard such a name. *orr.

May be you eotjWJ tell me who owns it?"
Dodds looked at the envelope. Strellen-

haus wa» the name.

(Copyright by McClure, PhlUlpf & C»>

fjDodds. Was there any connection be-
rjtweex) these two

'
messages, or

'
was It

''merely a coincidence? Two men with
strange names received two telegrams

within a few minutes of each other, each
.of a considerable length, each In cipher,

and each causing keen emotion to the

"By Jove!" cried Warner. "Old Dodds
was riKht after all."

And then suddenly he saw a newspaper
boy fasten a poster unon a lamp post, and
a little crowd had gathered around itin
an instant. One of them waved hia hat
in the air: another ahouted to a friend
across the street. Warner hurried op and
caught a glimpse of the poster between
two craning heads:
"FRANCE DECLARES WAR ON GER«'

>iANT!"

Mr. Warner, who was the
'
partner of

Mr. Worllngton Dodds. and who was suf-
fering from the same eclipse, had gone
down to the Stock Exchange, but had
found little consolation there, for th« Eu-
ropean system was in a ferment, and ru-
mors of peace and of war were succeed-
ing each other with such rapidity and
assurance that It was Impossible to know
which to trust. It was obvious that a
fortune lay either way, for every rumor
set the funds fluctuating; but without spe-
cial information it was Impossible to act.
He returned to his office in the afternoon,
half inclined to back the chances of peace,
for of all war scares not one In ten comes
to pass. As he entered the office a tele-
gram lay upon the table. It was from
Dunsloe. a place of which he had never
heard and was signed by his absent part-
ner. The message was in cipher, but h»
soon translated It, for it was short and
crisp.

' -
/;'--

"Iam a bear of everything German and
French. Sell, sell. sell, keep oa selling."

For a moment Warner hesitated. What
could Worllngton Dodds know at Dunsloo
which was not known in Tbrogaaorton

street? But he remembered the quick-
ness and decision of his partner. If h»
was to act at all he must act at once;
so, hardening his heart, he went down
to the house, and, dealing upon that cu-
rious system by ¦which a man can sell
what he has not got and what he could
r.ot pay for if he had it, he disposed of
heavy parcels of French and German se-
curities. He had caught the market In
one of its little spasms of hope, and ther»
was no lack of buying until his own per-
sistent selling caused others to follow his
lead and so brought about a reaction.
When. Warner returned to his oSces It
took some hours to work out his accounts,

and he emerged into the streets in th«
evening with the atsolute certainty that
the next settllns day would leave him
either hopelessly bankrupt or exceedingly

prosperous. .
Itall depended upon Worllngton Dodd

•
Information. What could he possibly have
found out at Dunsloe?

So, with a bow they separated. Mr.
Strellenhaus walked down to the tele-
graph office, where his message was de-
layed because Mr. "Worlington Dddds was
already at the end of the wires, for,after
dim guesses and vague conjecture, he had
suddenly caught a clear view ofthis com-
ing event, which had cast so curious, a
shadow before ItIn this little"Irish town.
Political rumors, names, appearances, tel-
egrams,. seasoned horses at any price,
there could only be one meaning to it-
he held a secret and he meant, to use It.

g 1 a nces crossed
like swordblades. "ItIs possible that I
may see the horses again." ,. . '

"Ihope so," said Mr. Mancune, and his
white, waxed mustache gave a feline up-
ward bristle.

"Quite so! Mr. Flynn suggests, gentle-
men, that as you are both largo buyers.
It would, perhaps, bo a convenience to
you if he was to add the stiinz of Mr.
Tom Flynn. which consists of seventy

animals of precisely the urns quality,
making 140 in alL Hav* you any ob-
jection. Mr. Mancune?"
"No, sir."
"And you, Mr. Strellenhaus?**
"Ishould prefer It." < •

••Very handsome! Very handsome. In-
deed I" murmured
the sal e a m a n.
"Then I under-
stand. Mr. Man-
cune, that your of-
fer of fifty pounds
a head, extends to
the whole of thesa
horses?"

"Yes sir."
A font* brtath

went up from the
crowd. Seven thou-
sand pounds at
one deal. It was
a record for Dur.s-
loe.

"Any advance,
Mr. Strellenhaus?"

"Fifty-one."
"Fifty-six."
"Sixty."
They could hard-

ly believe their
ears. ¦ Hollo way
stood with his
mouth open, star-
ing blankly in
front of him. Th«
sale sxnan tried
hard to look as If
such bidding and
prices were noth-
lns unusual. Tha
crowd listened In
¦Hence.

"Sixty-one," said
Strellenbaus.

"SIxty-flve.~
"Sixty-six."
"Seventy.**
But the clock-

work had run
down. No answer-
ing bid cam* from
Mr. Strellenhans.

"Seve n t y bid*
sir."

Mr. BtrelleahAUJ
shrugged his shoul-
ders.

"I. am buying
for another, and I
have reached his
limit.", said he.
"If you will per-
mit me to send for
Instructions

"
"Iam afraid, sir,

that tb« sal* must
proceed."

"Then the horses
belong to this gen-
tleman." For the
the, first time he
turned toward his
rival, and their

"And here Is another," said Mancuna.
"Nothing could be more handsome, gen-

tlemen," said, the salesman. "It'sa treat
to oee such" a" spirited competition. The
last bid was fifty pounds a head from
Mancune. The word lies with you. Mr.
Btrellenhaus."

Mr. Jack Flyan whispered •omsthin*
to the salesman.

"As a mere matter of business, jsntle-
men," said the salesman, "ItIs usual la
such cases to put down a small deposit as
a guarantee of bona fides. You willun-
derstand howIam placed, and thatIhave
not bad the pleasure of dolns; business
with either of you before."

"How much?" asked Strellenhaus,
briefly.

"Should we say flve hundred?"
"Here Is a note for a thousand pounds."

"Thank you for your bid. sir. Potty
pounds a head has been bid by Mr. Man-
cune of Glasgow. Any advanco upoa
forty?" 4 , -.

"Forty-one," said StrellenhauJt ;
"Forty-flve." said Mancun*. .
The tactics had changed and Itwu tS«

turn of Strellenhaus now to advanc* by
ones, while his rival sprang up by flY«a»
But the former was as doend «• vrar.

"Forty-six," said he.
"Fifty!" cried Mancune.
Itwas unheard of. Ths most that th«

horses could possibly average at a retail
price was as .much as these men w«-»
willing-to pay wholesale.
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