By GEORGE
STILLWELL

“Go back into that house and get
out to the back yard. Climb the
fence into our yard and come in by
the kitchen door. Got that, dad?

“Every bit of it, Jack" replied
Mr. Ladd promptly.

He dived into the open doorway
of No, 23, missing the girl who was
holding the door, but plumbing into
the stocky man standing behind her.

He was only just out of sight. The
girl had only just closed the door
when Mrs. Ladd appeared on the
scene on her own side of the railing,
She had managed at last to get the
spring-lock out of its snarl. Then,
flinging open the door, she had
charged out to the porch like a war-
horse snufling the battle—not afar
off, but close by.

“Where is he, Jack?" she demand-
ed. "Where i= your father? Why
doesn’t he come in?"’

“What do you mean, mother?"”
There's nohody here except myself.”

“"Don't talk rubbish, John Ladd, I
saw a man dart across the porch
next door just as 1 got that dratted
door open. At the same time 1
heard your father cough.”

“1 didn't hear it," protested Jack.

“Well, T did."

Jack thought quickly. He must
cover his father's retreat somechow.
A happy suggestion came to him. It
was perfectly true that he had not
noticed the wheezy cough of his
fugitive parent.

*1I know how it was, mother,” he
said. "I must have coughed. That's
what you heard™

“Don't b idiotie!”
“It was your father.
I've been married to him neirly
twenty-four years without knowing
his cough when 1 hear it? 1 thought
it was out here. But it may have
been at the back.”

“Oh, no!" interposed Jack in a
hurry. “It wasn't at the back; I'm
sure of that.”

“How do you know? I'm going to
see.”

“No. Let me go, mother. There
might  be burglars out there, you
know. Suppose they were to attack
you! T should uever forgi ¢ my-
sclf.”

Although Jack said this «ith Jue
gravity, and as if he believed thor-
oughly in the possibility, he could
not shake her resolution.

“I can't help it, John,” she said.
“I'm sure 1 heard your father cough
somewhere, If he isn't at the front,
he must be at the back. I'm going
to satisfy myself, anyhow.”

Worked up as the estimable lady
was over the mysterious family in
No. 23—who might be burglars, and
probably were—her ecagerness to
have an understanding with her
husband over his staying out so late
rehearsing at the Classic Club over-
powered cvery other consideration,

“You may go to the back yard
with me if you like, John,"” she said
with a shake of the head which
would hive sent terror o her hus-

she replied.
Do you think

band’s soul if he had seen it. “But
you needn't fear for me, I have my
bread-knife. Lead on!”

"Very well”

He took his mother's left hand.
The corrugated-edged bread-knife

was in the other. They went through
the hall and kitchen to the back
door.' Jack stopped and held up one
hand impressively as he whispered:

“Hush!"

"What is it?”

“I think I hear somebody."

“Who—your father?"

“Not likely, But it may be if
you're sure vou heurd him cough.”

“Well, 1 ¢id hear him."

Mrs. Ladd had nailed
te the mast,’

With cluborate. caution Jack open-
ed the kitchen door and peered into
the yard. It was absolutely black.

her colors

with the silence as positive as the
diarkness,

"I don't think there is anybody
here,” he suid after a momenm of

lopking and listening,
“Thers must be,"
Ladd, "The coogh 1
from your Lither.) He wasn't at the
frout of the house, Therefore, he
must be at the back. I'l walk nie
the yard and strike one of these wax
matches.  They'll Lurn in the open
air well enough,  There's no wind.”
But 1 took her longer thin she
had anticiputed to make a muich
blaze up n the yard True, there was
no wind 1o speak of HBut there wias
just enough of a tresome itk
brecze to caunse the flame to flicker,
even when she hollowed her hand
about it.
lJack watched her intently lo
about five seconds. Then he eauph)
sight of a large, red, f{lustered fucy
ungler a back-tilted derby hat as the
osmer  tiptoed  goward the kilcher,
sloor, L ' e
Hhlurry, dad! Get to your reem.
3 L wfls

msisted Mrs.
heard came
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quick! I'l. hold her here for 1
while,” whispered Jack.

Mr. Thomas Ladd managed to ge
into the kitchen without being seer
by the excellent lady, who was fid
dling with the lighted match. H«
reached his bedroom, and with 1
“Whoofl” of relief began to take of
his clothes.

CHAPTER IIL
“ANOTHER BOLD BURGLARY.

“Well, John, it secems 1 was mis
taken,” said Mrs, Ladd, when at iasi
she made a match burn and hac
loovked all over the yard, *“But nc
onc can tell me 1 didn't hear yow
father cough."

“There are other people wht
cough like him perbaps,” venturec
Jack,

"Not a bit of it. Thut was yow
futher, 1 tell you. And when he does
condescend to come in he'll ger @
picce of my mind. You see if he
doesn't.”

The perturbed lady went back
the kitchen, where she threw the
bread-knife upon the table. It was
seldom that her husband stayed out
s0 late as this. When he did it was
always on account of the stage per-
formances that were the chief end
and object of the Classic Club,

Thomas Ladd had been one of the
founders of the orgunization twenty-
five years earlier. That was before
his marriage. At that time he was
considered the handsomest “juvenile

lead" on the Philadelphia amateur
stage,

His bride was a serious-minded
young womat. She never cared ifor

the play. dut she liked to see her
good-looking husband, in jack-boots,
slashed silken sleeves, and slouch-
hut with drouping feather, Hourishing
a rapier and delivering the heroic
sentiments of the romantic drama,

Even when he was uttering cynic-
isms 1n modern plays she used to
think him guite as attractive, He was
a man who could wear evening
clothes withou' finding himself with
too many hands and feet too big for
the scene.

Nowadays he was cust for heavie:
parts, His Macbeth and Ingomar
had both been praised, and he could
do a grufl, middle-uged Wall Street
king to the life, ' :

Mrs. Ladd still attended perform-
ances at the Classic when he ap-
peared. But it was only out of the
goodness of her heurt, She knew it
would hurt him if she didn't. Per-
haps she was proud of his histrionic
achievements cven now. Ji she was
she carefully md the ‘sentument.,

“Well, 1 can’t sit up for him any
longer,” she announced with a wor-
ricd glance at the mickel clock on the
mantelpiecce. “You'll have to leave
the front door unbolted. He has bis
lutch-key. Good mght!l”

She went slowly up-stairs.
found himsell listening for the ex-
plusion that he knew would come
when she tound his father in bed.

“l shouldn't care to be in dad's
place,” he grinned to himself,

And just then the storm broke.
Mr. Liadd was getting & piece of his
wile's mind.

"He's gettmg a good large piece,
too.” wurtered Jack as his mother's
eloyuence mmcreased, "Poor dad!"

Suftly he opened the fronmt door
and went out tw the porch, He
svated himsell on the railing at the
larther end, where he could not hear
the rumble of the domeste tempest
within,

It was very dark. He was the
width ol s uwn house away frum
the ruiling which separated 21 from
28, But with the aid of the distam
strvet-lamp he could dimly make out
the lromt door of the mysterious
neighbors,

“T'hey're yueer people,” he mused.
“l wish | knew what business dad
hus with them. And mother believes
they wre burglirs!  Pshaw!  Just be-
caliee two men and two women an
vrdinury  durk  elothing  were  seen
uear a house thit was robbed she
juiips tw the conclusion that these
are the people. Why, there are lots
ot men and women that look ke
them! This 158 4 world ol comcs-
denees, '

Streichmy hunself, he decided thal
he would go i e bed, when the
creabing @ long-disused door  will
ke when 1 18 opened caused him
o plasier himselt aganst the house

Phe creakmp was at No, 24,

Jack  stured  hard. A shadow
emciged from next door. This wae
fulluwed by three more,

“They're all going owt," he mur
muted, “Theres the whole four ol
e, What's the game?"

The Dlittle girl m black had been
the first to cmerge. She was follow-
€l by the woman whu Mes, Ladd
had decided was her muthér,  Then
came the boy. The stocky man was
ahe last.  Me wried the door afier

Juck

he had closed it noiselessly,

The three others stood perfectly
still until he had satisfied himself
that the door was sccure, Then all
four silently descended the steps and
opened the gate.

Jack gasped. Where could they be
going at that time of night? It was
past cleven,

“By Jovel The man and boy are
carrying something that looks like
baseball-bats tied up in cloth, No
they're not thick enough. Yet, ye
gods! Can they be jimmies? Would
they carry burgla.s' tools as openly
as that?”

Then he laughed silently at his
own foolishness,

“I'm blessed if I nin't as bad as
mother for getting queer ideas about
folks! 1 feel as if 1 ought to apolo-
gize to them. I will if 1 ever get to
know them."”

The family from No. 28 was walk-

ing past. Jack clung closer to the
wall go that they should not see him

Hark! One of them was speak.
ing. It was the stocky man. His
words reached Jack in a low, cauti-
ous rumble:

“We ought to get back before two
o'clock.”

“Yes," came from the boy. “Ii
we have luck.”

They glided on, their footfalls
making no sounds on the flagstones.

Jack Ladd clung to the railing,
draping himself over it like a wet
towel. He felt weak.

“l1f they have luck!” he breathed.
“I heard him say it. What can that
mean? I've a good mind to follow
them. No, I can't do that. But I'll
keep awake till they come back if 1
have to sit up all night,”

Jack Ladd's resolve was not re-
markable when it is considered that
his father had spent an hour or more
in No. 23, and had been out of the
house only a short time,

“1f these people really are crooks
I'm quite sure dad doesn’t know 1it,
and I'll have to tell him what I
heard them say. At all events, 1'll
see what time they come home and
whether they bring any booty with
them. If they have Iluckl By
Heavens! This is simply awfull”

He went up to his bedchamber, a
front room on the third floor, He
would have a clear view of the street
from the window.

“l would rather have sat in the
Morris chair in the parlor,” he
thought. “But 1 know mother would
come snooping down to see why 1
hadn’t gone to bed, She never can
settle down for the night tll she
knows we are all under cover. That's
the way mothers are.”

Jack seated himself in a rocker at
the window. It would not do for
anybody outside to see a light in his

room, It would surely make them
suspicious. So he did not light the
gas.

“Too bad, too. 1 could have read
while I was waiting, As it is, I can't
do anything but just wait."

There was no use grumbling, He
had entered upon a task that he felt
must be done. It must be regarded
in the way a soldier accepts sentry-
duty—as most important, even though
monotonous, Jack felt a little ke
a hero. It was rather a comfortable
feeling, too,

It was midnight when he began his
vigil. How slowly the time passed!
How hard it was to keep awake!
Why did a fellow's eyes close of
themselves unless one kept his
thoughts strictly upon them? Juck
asked himself this yuestion so per-
sistently that he almost fell asleep
while trying to find a satisfactory
answer,

FPulling himself together resolutely.
he stared at the stars. A happy idea
came to him. le would try to pick
out the various constellations; = he
had learned many of them at school.

“Let’s see,” he murmured as he
leaned back in the rocker to gaze
at the firmament more conveniently.
"T'hose three stars 1. a row are the
belt of Orion. Orion? Who was he?
Is it a leash of hounds he 15 sup-
posed to be holding? Or gouts? 1
don't see anything that looks like it.

*There's Ursa Major. 1 know him,
all right. Wait a minute! I'm all
mixed up with him and Charles's
Wain and the Diprer!

“Oh, the deurel I've forgotten.
And that bunch of little stars over
there; is it six or seven? They think
g0 1 can’t count 'em, and—"

He stopped talking to  himself
about the stars in order to yawn.
When he had finished yawning his

eyes were closed, How zomfortable
this  rocker was! A fellow could
put hig head back, and—and—and—

Boom!

The deep-toned bell of a church-
clock woke hum up with a start,

“Hello! One  o'vlock!  They sad
they would be bpek at two, | wonder
whether they're havimg Juck.”

He got up from his chawr and
stoold hefore the window, his hands
in his pockets. Somehow he feared
that he had been neurly asleep.

“Luck, «¢h?" he mused.
might mean getting into a4 house and
tinding a lot of jewelry and sohd
silverware without beng caught. g
it might mean—well, unything! It
seems ubsurd to brand sueh nice-
looking people a8 burglurs just be.
cause we Jon't happen 1o know wha
they are. That girl next door looks
g innocent as—as—as—Laura.

“Oh, it's all piffle!  They're all
right. ' Maybe we shall be mtinue
when we ger acquamted, < 1t'd be
funny if they should 5o to owm
¢hurch and mother: gut 10 know 1he
iwo ladice w the missmonary sociely.
Stranger things than that are heurd
of every day."

Anocther yarn broke off his reliee-

“That

tions, 'The rocking-chair looked irre.
gistibly cozy. He seated himself und
stretched his arms over his head.
Then he wus perfectly quiet for n
utiknown interval

Jack has never confessed that he
lost consciousn=ss an nstint as he
sat in that rocker. 3ut when he came
to himself with a start he shivered,
as people do who have oeen sleep
ing in chair near an open window
al nighv. Tt was a jinghng sound
that disiirbed him from his uneisy
doze.

He was on his feet before he knew
how he got there.

There were low voices outside
Two of them were ol women; their
clear tones came up from the streel
to his third-story w~indow almost a-

distinctis as if he had been on his
own front porch,
“Don't mike a noise,”" he heard

“fy would be baw if we woke any-

budy next door.”
TO BE CONTINUED
MYSTERIOUS HOLES
ON ILLINOIE FARM

Pond Which Was Known as “Bottom-
less Pit” |s Strangely Drained
of Water.

While a “bottomless pit" on the
farm of John Gerson, Jergsey County,
111, has been changing itself, a new
pit, not bottomleas, but with less bot-
tom every day, has been added to the
natural attractions of the place. Ger-
son visited Jerseyville and told mer
chants there of the queer doing of
nature on the Gerson homestead. As
& result, many vieitors have gone to
the farm, which is fourteen miles west
of Jerseyville,

Those who visited the place relate
that at a place near Gerson's barn a
circular patch of ground, twenty feet
in diameter, has given way and has
sunk to a depth of about fifty feet. In
the middle of the big hole thus formed
{8 a hole somewhat larger than a sil
ver dollar and steam is rising from
this opening, it is declared.

At the same time a pond a short dis-
tance from the barn, which because of
its depth has been known a# the bot-
tomless pit, has been mysteriously
drained of water. Its depth, as now
shown, is about twenty feet,

Gerson told his visitors that a week
ago he noticed that the circular patch
of ground was rising and falling, as if
a powerful mole were at work beneath,
The next day the sinking of the earth
at this point began, he sald, and when
the hole was fifteen feet deep his two
sons entered by a ladder and examiced
it, but they left when it appeared that
the bottom was vanishing beneath
tbem.

DIVORCED FROM MAN
BHE NEVER MARRIED

Anyway, the Ceremony Was an iliegal
One, Trained Nurse Telle
Judge.

Minneapolis, Minn.—QGettlng =& dl-
vorce from & man she had never mar-
rled was the unusual experience of
Laura O'Brien, a trained nurse, who
secured a decree in the Distriet Court.

“Why, I hardly knew the man,” ghe
told the court in substantiation of her
compleint.,

“I was divorced last winter from
Charles J. O'Brien and four months
later Benjamin Kniffen called on me.
He asked me to go to a theater. His
refqueet seemed like an frresistible
command. Instead of taking me to a
theater he took me to a church.

“‘It's all right, he told me as he
held me by the arm and led me into
the pastor's study. ‘Do ag they tell
you'

“There were three persons besldes
us present. A man in black told us to
join hands. Questions were asked and
answered and a marriage certificate
wos handed me,

At that moment 1 realized what 1
had done. 1 was not marrizd to this
man; could not be legally under my
divorce decree. 1 lelt him at the altar,
Next doy a note from Koiflen said
he was on his way to Canada.”

Judge Fish annulled the marriage.

BRIDE, 70, I8 8TILL BABHFUL

Eays “Walt Till We're Alone” When
It Comes to the Kiss.

Alton, 111.—When Mrs, Jane Delp, 70
wears old, becume the bride of Philip
Polept, 74 years old, she refused to al-
low the Dbridgegroom to kiss her—
others were looking.

“Let us wuit untll we are alone,”
goid Mrs, Polect, "I am stll] bashiul.”
Her pleadings were compiled with,

The bridgegroom sald proudly that
he had preferrel lis bride over muny
younger women he might lLave lad,
Just for the trying.

By marrying Pelect, Mrs, Polect sald
ghe forfellts a pengion of $1£ &4 muuth
a8 o soldier's widow. Polect draws &
pension, They are residents of K.sub,

BEuach bad been bereft by the deall
of u former mwarilal partner. Tuey suid
it was vo loueslme living olope thut
they declded w o colapuny lor egaci
other.

Newfoundlan's | isherics,

The mackere! f'shery has been
practically extinet ta Newtoundland
waters for the last caarter century,
owlng to the migratlon of these fish
to the Americpu senbor *d. Bo enor-
mous was the e tent o. the fishery
In former times that over 1,000 ves-
nels of different nationalli.es carried
on the pursuit there.

Fate Not to Be Avolded.

Fate (s & mighty successful bill col-
lector, and you are wise in paying
your debt the minute it is due, It
you wait for ber to foreclose the mort-
gage she always adds the interea
and costs,—John A, Howland. ;

In the army of the Haytien republic
_chairs are provided for the use of sea-

His Notes ‘7
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“lincuse me If ) pecmn to crowd
you," muttered the wun  with the
hundles, ;

“Oh, that's all right," answered the
polite i,

“These darned bundles are a nuis-
ance all right," continued the bundle
carrler, "DBut the more 1 have of
them the better chance 1 possess 1o
plense the family by bringing them
what they wanted,

“You see, 1 haven't a very good
memory, and can't remember what
they want me to bring home, so 1
have taken to making notes in my
notebook, und 1 fear 1 am not a very
good note maker. To be a good note
maker 4 man bas to begin early in
life, 1 suppose.

“The idea is to scribble just a little
reminder, that is all, You don't have
to o0 into elaborate detalls, But I
can't read my own writing very well,
I get part of it all right, and the rest
of it wroni. Yestetday when I got
home the toilts woere mad when they
saw me bringng o bottle instead or
a book, Boun g they asked me
whether 1 had Linbei's Look 1 knew
instantly thal the boitle was wrong.
But 1 couldnt d.ich it They had al-
ready seen the Uung,

“What's thas? wy wife wanted to
know. ‘Why if he Lasn’t brought us
a bottle of hulr oil instead of ' a
speller!’

“l had written down ‘Byers' Ad-
vanced Speller' and teok it to read
‘Byers' Huir Stimulunt.! Today’s note
called for ‘Locke's *“Septimus” and
‘Snaith’s “Araminta,” and 1 didn't
know whether Lhey were drugs or
books,

“I got ‘Squabs Magnesium’ all right,
because this here Squab sticks to the
drug business and doesn't get out any
books, which makes it easy. But
when fellows like Byers get out both
books and drugs it makes it pretty
bad for house husbande like me,

“Then 1 get mixed on my own er-
rands, too, 1 can never remember to
go to the dentist and get my tooth
filled.”

“Naturally,” said the polite man,
with rare discernment.

“Yes, and I realize it must be at-
tended to, 80 I just make a note of it,

‘See dentist get filling.” But would
you believe it? Every time 1 read
that notation I read it wrong, The

word ‘dentist’ looks like Bemls, and
Bemis is an old friend who keeps an
emporium near my place of business,
and whenever 1 read my notes, in-
pgtead of reading 'See dentist get fill-
ing' 1 read ‘See Bemis get full'"

“A most natural mistake,” agreed
the polite man.

“And 1 have been doing that for
gome time now.'"

“And that's why you fear You may
be taking home a package the family
will not want, 1 suppose,” suggested
the polite man, as he got up and pre-
pared to leave Lhe train at the next
slation,

The Fly Guy.

“Yes, sir,” said Pluckem the barber,
“A dollar-ninety, please.”

"Great Caesar's grandmother's
ghost!"” exclaimed Sharpern Heeg, as
he stepped from the chair. “"Would
you mind itemizing?"

“Not a-tall,” said Pluckem agree-
ably. Forty cents for a bair cut,
gixty for a shave, fifty for a singe
and forty for a tonlc. One-ninety."”

*0Oh, them,"” murmured Hee, and
paid over the onemninety while his
eyes wandered up toward the ceiling,
where a thousand files were singing
and playing leapfrog.

!
&

“Aln't it terrible,” said the barber
npologetically, “lI'd give a good deal
1o know bow to keep 'em out.”

“Would you glve me my dollar
ninety back?' asked Sharpern Hea.‘
“1I'm somewhat of a fly guy—that is 10
iy, A fiyologist, and 1 can tell yon
right off how you can avold haviing
unother sgpeck of trouble with them."

“You're on,” sald Plackem eagerly,
and handed back the dollarninety.

“You get a ladder,” explained Hee;
ns he put on his hat, “and you climb
up and cateh ‘em one by one and
pring ‘em dowm and baircut ‘em,
pupve 'em, tonie 'em and #inge 'em,
and then you charge ‘em each forty
for the haircut, sixty for the shdve,
{ifty for the singe and forty for the
tonie, and the next day not a one of
‘om'll come back,”

And he gtepped jauntily but rapid-
Iy out, while Pluckem swallowed a
cupful of lather in his chagrin. 1

Forgotten Detail

A clergyman, who was a widower,
had three grown-up daughters. Having
occasion to go awny for a few weeks
he wrote home from time to time, In
one of his letters he informed them
that he had "married a widow with six
children."

Thkis created a stir in the house-
hold. When the vicar returned home,
one of the daughters, her eyes red
with weeping, sald:

‘“Where's the widow you married,
father?”

*“Oh, 1 married her to another man.
1 ought to bave told you that.” ol

Nearly Always, WilHe,

“Pa, 1 know which is the most war
like nation.”

“Well, my son, which ia 1t

“Vacci'nation, pa. 'Cause it's al-
ways in arms, len't It?”

A "Piker,

Banker—"1 stole but $10,000 and I
had the opportunity to steal a mll-
lion.”

Lawyer—"But you didn’t. And $10,-
000 is a State's prison offense.”

Mountain as a Gift.

The Church Army has in the course
of Its existence, received many novel
gifta and now it has been favored
with the offer of a mountain. A
friend In Wales has written offeping
to the soclety what he describes a
small mountain. The explanation is
that the mountain containe a large
quantity of stone which the donor
thinks may be useful in providing em-
ployment in quarrying to the men
under the soclety's charge—London
Evening Standard.

Hunting Record of a “Yaller Cur”™

L. N, Barker of the northern part
of this county owns & coon dog, com-
monly known as “yaller cur,” which
in the last four winrers has caught
furred animala to the value of $674.85,
The dog bears the marks of numerous
encounters with raccoons, Its face
and body are seamed with scars and
only the stubs of its ears remain.—
Morocco correspondence Indianapolis
News.

Large 8ale of Razora

A Bheflleld (England) writer, In com-
menting on the desirability of the
American market for ragors, declares
that more razors are bought In Amer-
jca for each man than in any country
of the world.

Thinking One's Belf Old.

If at 30 you expect to be an old man
or woman, at 66 youn will be one, be-
cause the mind makes the material
correspondence of whatevar It sets it-
self permanently upon.—Health Reo-
ord.
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Headaches
and Eyestrains

Many who for years have suffered in-
tensely from chronic sick hoadaches of all
kinds without benefit, have found imme-
diate and permanent relief in properly
adjustod glasses, because eye strain was
the cause, We remove the cause and our
cure is lasting. . Batisfaction Guaranteed.

Hotel Waldorf, 310 Sumamit.
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