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NOTE—The scene of this narrative
Is laid in the mythical town of Mon-
roe, on the Pacific coast. One or two
chapters are laid in the Island of Swat
in the Pacific ocean. The island, but
not the name, is fictitious. There is a
principality of Swat in the northeast
corner of Indi»v the ruler of which is
known as the akoond. The Century
dictionary describes this as being a
province of which little is known. I
have made it an island instead of a
part of the mainland, explaining, of
course, the discrepancy. The suggested
derivation of the name of "Swat," as
found in one of the latter chapters of
the book, is, of course, purely fanciful.

—W. H. O.

CHAPTER I.
Constitutional Smith

CONSTITUTIONAL. SMITH was a
strong-arm ma \u25a0. That and a
bit of a swln' It, too. In fact,

his success as a st' flg-arm man was
due to the finesse >which made him,
upon occasion, a successful swindler.
But it was as a strong-arm man that
he excelled. He possessed the first
essential—individual strength to a very
great degree. It is the lack of fine
physical ability, the lack of strength,

that has too often been' the ruin of
strong-arm men, and has brought the
profession into disrepute. A strong-
arm man who can neither successfully

evade nor battle with the police de-
partment, individuallyand collectively,
is something less than a cipher. He
is more than a knave —he is a fool.
His place Is behind the ribbon coun-
ter In a dry goods store. He is, lit-
erally, no good.

Constitutional Smith was none of
these. He had been too well brought
up. He was a thoroughbred. His
father was the man who cracked the
County National bank in New York
In '73, and made the most successful
and sensational loot of the decade. His
mother came of a family of well known
and well recognized housebreakers, and
his grandfather was one of the most
accomplished horse thieves west of the
Mississippi. The branches and ten-
drils of his family root had for gener-
ation after generation received life and
nourishment from many varied strata
of the underworld.

Constitutional Smith had several
virtues. He had no sweethearts, and
no regular associates or pals. He had
no entangling alliances. He worked
alone. Beyond that, apparently, he laid
no schemes and made no plans; he
left no track or trail behind him; there
were no earmarks to his jobs. Mem-
bers of the force arriving at the scene
of operations in any particular case
could never say, from evidence he left,
'This .is on.c .of. Constitutional's jobs."
Not by a 1long' shot. And herein he
was wise. For it is the man who care-
fully lays plans who makes trouble for
himself, the maw 1 who hangs around a
Job before it is executed that is identi-
fied upon his trial. It is the man who
walks in and does h s job and then
walks out that goes scot free. There
are many instances of this. Up in
Massachusetts a few years ago some
one—who, no one knows to this day—
walked into a house, butchered its oc-
cupants, executed a robbery, and then
walked out. A hundred people might
have seen this thing. As a matter of
fact, no one saw it. A year later the
same thing happened in Brooklyn. The
whole countryside discussed each of
these cases for a year. Each is still a
mystery.

Now, Constitutional Smith was not
a butcher. He had never killed even
in self-defense. But his methods were
just that. Suddenly he swooped down
upon his victim, be it house or bank or
individual, did his work and left—that
was all. He was too economical to
leave his visiting card. He walked
away—and there was another little
mystery to his credit; and a new fail-
ure chalked up against the sleuths.

And Constitutional Smith had an-
other virtue—he was close mouthed;
he never talked. He never blabbed.
He took good care that word of his
aohievFmeiTts 1 never reached the dives.
No one ever whispered in the holes in
the ground that "Constitutional's made
another haul." To make confidants of
his fellow criminals was, as Constitu-
tional regarded it, placing just so much
material evidence In the hands of thepolice. The constitution guaranteed to
Constitutional the right of free speech,
but Constitutional Smith knew that In
his case freedom of speech meant the
curtailment of his liberty. Silence is
golden, and time usually is money;
and in this case speech meant just the
sort of time that Constitutional pre-
ferred not to do; and silence was
money in his pocket. So he kept mum,
did Constitutional Smith.

Constitutional had another virtue—
he was gentle. He had a giant's
strength, but he rarely used it like a
giant. Like a successful and popular
dentist, he could not always help hurt-
ing his victim, but he hurt no more
than was necessary. But whereas the
dentist hammers in the vicinity of the
Bkull to put gold in, Constitutional
hammered for the purpose of taking
gold out. But his little love taps were
fatal. He had another dentist's habit
—he used an anaesthetic. Abstracting
money from the person of an individ-
ual is always painful. He mercifully
deadened the pain as much as possible.
But he never carried tools or arms or
chloroform save for about an hour be-
fore or an hour after each job. He
knew better. He was well up in the
law of evidence.

As an earnest of the skill and inge-
nuity of Mr. Smith, it Is only fair to

mention here one or two of his achieve-
ments. The world knows about some
of them and has marveled at them, al-
though in each case Constitutional
Smith left the prisoners' dock a free
man, with an unproved charge behind
him. That was because Constitutional
Smith had prepared his defense before
he had committed his crime—a wise .
thing to do. An ounce of prevention is
worth a pound of cure. These cases
merely have to be mentioned In order
to be recalled.

One of these was the famous bank
messenger case. It was a robbery per-
petrated upon three bank messengers-,
each fully armed, and took place in
broad daylight in Wall street in the
sight of half a thousand men. To a
moral certainty Constitutional Smith
did it, but to a legal certainty he did
not. He was acquitted at aiiy rate.
The man that did it got off with some
$30,000 in United States currency. Con-
stitutional Smith has never yet denied
the perpetration of this crime.

His second great alleged offense con-
sisted in cracking the Atlantic & Pa-
cific Trust company safe in 1899. This
was done by means of setting up a
false front to the safe, painted on can-
vas —a complete facsimile of the safe
itself. A member of the force and a
detailed watchman looked with com-
plaisance upon this false front all
through the night. Behind it was
Constitutional Smith and a dismantled
safe. This coup d'etat resulted in an-
other famous case of The People, etc.,
vs. Smith. It resulted also in another
acquittal of the one-and-only Smith.

To the trial of his third case he owes
his peculiar name. In that case his
guilt—of some crime at least —was
proved beyond a reasonable doubt. He
was charged with larceny from the
person of one Willoughby G. Schenck.
The larceny was accompanied with
violence. The crime occurred on the
outskirts of a country town. Wil-
loughby G. Schenck was driving home
and foolishly carried with him nearly
$50,000 in cash, the proceeds of a real
estate deal closed late in the afternoon.
He was held up Pn the highway by one
or two persons, either Smith or an-
other. This other probably was an
accomplice. This man upon the trial
was claimed to be a stranger and was
the principal witness* against Smith.
Smith, however, showed conclusively

that this stranger was covered with
blood, presumably the victim's, while
Smith was Innocent of any evidence of
the crime. The stranger's evidence was
all the prosecution had. Smith was
acquitted and the stranger was arrest-
ed. On his trial Smith took the stand
and swore that the blood upon the
stranger's clothes was obtained in a
fight by which the stranger attempted
to arrest Smith at the time of the rob-
bery. The circumstances were peculiar,
but upon each trial the facts seemed
to corroborate Smith. The alleged
stranger was acquitted. Smith was re-
arrested for the crime immediately, but
immediately he claimed his constituj
tional privilege, that no man can be
twice tried for the same offense, and
the court ordered his immediate re-
lease. On that occasion Smith argued
his own case. It never occurred to the
authorities at that time to take him
into custody on the charge of perjury,

and in the confusion, Smith, having all
the nomadic tendencies of the Arab in
the poem, walked down the center aisle
In the court room and silently stole
away. When they looked for him he
had wisely disappeared. He had busi-
ness elsewhere.

And that is how Constitutional Smith
earned his very constitutional name.
And if any man deserved it he did,
without doubt.

Now, Constitutional Smith had one
peculiarity that has as yet not been
mentioned. And this peculiarity con-
sisted in his personal appearance. And
it was a peculiarity chiefly because It
was not a peculiarity. The peculiarity
was that he was an ordinary looking
man and looked like ordinary looking
men. He was neither extremely tall,
nor short, nor dark, nor fair. He was
not extremely good looking or ill-look-
ing. He was nothing in the extreme.
He was the kind of man that you see in
the street cars, in the ferryboats, upon
the streets. Most men have some mark-
ed peculiarity in appearance that at
once identifies them. Constitutional
Smith had none. And therein largely
lay his safety. Send out a description
of Constitutional Smith to all the. po-
lice stations and postoffices and ad-
vertise it in the papers and the police

would haul in a hundred men or more
in the city of New York alone, anyone
of which answered the description to
aT. A whole regiment of unoffending

Joneses or Browns, or Johnsons would
be gathered in, but nary Smith—Smith
was not among the lot. And this had
stood Smith in good stead many, many
times; the fact of his resemblance to
ordinary men.

In one case, in fact, his direct resem-
blance to an ordinary man—an individ-
ual of the name of Peters —had saved
him from conviction. In that case the
star witness, like the witness in the fa-
mous treason trial of Charles Darnay,
had been unable to choose between
Smith and Peters as the guilty man.
The resemblance had puzzled him, even
as the likeness of Sydney Carton to
that more famous prisoner had knocked
a famous treason case into a cocked hat.
Mr. Smith had never, and will never,
forget this circumstance, and ever stnce
that happening he had kept his eyes
wide open, for a multitude of reasons,
for any man who might be to some ex-
tent the counterfeit presentment of
himself. He made no particular point
of It, but he Icept his eyes wide open,
that was all. More grafts than one He
In a close resemblance —so reasoned
Smith. And ifever there was a grafter
upon this earth this Constitutional
Smith was one.

WILL MOVE THE BONES OF EDWIN FORREST

AFTER resting for thirty-fi-'e
years in a marble vault in a
Philadelphia churchyard, the

bones of Edwin Forrest are to be
tranferred to a mausoleum on the
grounds of the home which he estab-
lished for the care and comfort of
aged and lnfirmed Thespians at
Holmesburg, on the outskirts of the
Quaker City.

For a generation the bankers,
brokers and business men of Philadel-
phia have hurried past the picturesque
gate of the old churchyard* of St.
Paul's Episcopal ohurch without giving
a thought to the fact that therein lay
the body of the man who in his day
and generation was the greatest of liv-
ing tragedians.

Now that the church Is to pass out
of the hands of the corporation that
has owned it bo long, and since it has
become known that the dust of the
distinguished dead will have to be
moved to some other sanctuary, the
busy world is pausing long enough to

peep between the dusty bars of the
churchyard railing to decipher the
rapidly fading inscription on the
tomb of the great actor.

His Pathetic Romance
Eloquent as this inscription is, It

fails to tell about the most interesting
features of Forrest's strenuous life.
In other words, this stirring up of the
bones of Edwin Forrest will recall to
some men still living the pathetic ro-
mance of his life — a romance more
picturesque and more sorrowful than
anything that he ever attempted to de-
pict upon the stage.

Catherine Sinclair, sweetheart and
wife of the tragedian, was born in
England. It was there that, they met
and were married. When they return-
ed to the United States, they began
houskeeeping in Philadelphia, anl
their domestio life was charming. He
was a genius and she a woman of edu-
cation and refinement. Books and let-
ters still in existence prove the devo-

Now, at thts present juncture, Mr.
Constitutional Smith was in a very try-
ing situation. This situation was due
to the fact that he had tried a very
tempting, dangerous and daring strong-
arm act, in the strong limelight glare
of publicity, and upon the conspicuous
arena of events —and he had ceen dis-
covered, and what was much worse, he
had been recognized. Recognition was
nothing less than rumoU9. Ruinous as
It was-, however, there was one miti-
gating circumstance—for Constitu-
tional Smith had escaped. Escaped, aa
usual. But they were on his track and
he knew i*. And between the arena of
events and his own personality, Mr.
Smith Immediately out the distance of
a few hundred miles.

By means of devious routes, shifts
and methods known only to himself,
Constitutional Smith stood one day in
the very center of the thriving town of
Monroe, one of the coast cities of the
extreme West; a city which has a well
recognized" place in commercial circles.

He lounged carelessly and easily one
day about the corner of Main and Mar-
ket streets in that well known metrop-
olis, apparently at peace with all tha

world. To a citizen of Monroe he ap-
peared to be a stranger; to a stranger
he appeared to be a citizen of Monroe.
He was playing a necessary part. Out-
wardly he was calm, but there was in-
ternecine turbulence within. He was
in hourly fear of anybody and every-
body. He knew that somewhere be-
hind him, miles or hundreds of miles,
someone or everyone seemed to be
looking for him. In every uniformed
officer he saw a man who had been
furnished with a detailed description of

-him, and who was his sworn enemy.
In every citizen he saw a plain clothes
man who would prove to be a treach-
erous foe.

He was ill at ease, and he was
watching for every possible avenue of
escape. He assumed that he had days
and days to accomplish a complete es-
cape, for he had well covered his
tracks, but he couldn't be sure, and ho
kept watch for anything and every-
thing that might turn up.

Constitutional Smith was one of a
good-sized crowd of people that passed
up and down in front of the Green
Store at the aforesaid corner—he was
an unnoticed man among many un-
noticed men.

But among the crowd was a man
who was not unnoticed. He came
along, bowing right and left to his ac-

All That Is Mortal of the Famous Tragedian Will Be Transferred From a Churchyard
to a Mausoleum on the Grounds of the Actors* Home, Which

He Established at Hoimesburg, Pa.

tlon that they bore to one another.
The splendid library of Edwin Forrest
still contains books which are mute
reminders of those happy days. He
was constantly purchasing rare and
notable books for his wife, and these
presentation volumes invariably bore
on the flyleaf the inscription:

"To Catherine Forrest,. From Her Husbanfl and Sweetheart,
Edwin Forrest."

Mute Love Letters
The letters that passed between

them were filled with terms of en-
dearment. Once, while away on aprofessional tour, Forrest wrote: "Iseem quite lonely without you, and
even In this short absence have often
wished you here; but the three weeks
will pass away, and then we shall see
each other again!"

Witn growing fame came increased
fortune, and Forrest, looking forward
to years of future happiness, conceivedthe idea of building a magnificent pal-
ace on the banks of the Hudson, about
twenty miles from New York. Fonthill

quaintances and friends. From time to
time he expectorated freely as occasion
required. Those of the crowd who did
not know him, either personally or t»y
sight, started at him or. smiled^ at him
as he went along.

Constitutional Smith did both; he
smiled and stared and stared and
smiled. Finally he stopped smiling and
simply stared. Suddenly Smith grasp-
ed his left with his right. Then invol-
untarily, but unnoticed, he slapped his
thigh.

"By George I" exclaimed Constitu-
tional Smith, "the «very man. The
very man I"

A sigh of relief escaped him—a sigh
of expectation. For awhile he turned
In and followed this other Individual.
In doing this he was unnoticed —un-
noticed by the man.

The other was a man well favored
enough in his way and! apparently well'
built and nourished. He wore a short,
stubby beard that was more or less
untidy; it evidently was of but a few
weeks' growth. He was a pleasant
looking man, of prosperous appearance.

This man had two remarkable pe-
culiarities. One was that about his

j^jrHowever, jhe ; turned jIn3 and vfollow-7
ed in the wake ofa this other man, his 1;
counterfeit presentment, so to speak.

In the city of Monroe this other man
was a well known personage. He was i;
Ia man •of« prominence and <position.. i-

The name of this other man was
Billington O'Keefe.•-\u25a0 <,i "}i'-\u25a0-;^r / vK;^^

; : :~;:^;rriCHAPTER ll?^M>f •̂ • -rV
Mr. Billington O'Keefe, the Klondike

King
Constitutional Smith had frequently

|found in his experience that ? the very 3
best time to turn a clever trick was
when he was :attempting to escape the
consequences- another clever.: trick.
There was excitement in it, too. To

!rob a bank, for Instance, and then, with
%the sleuths hot lon your trail, to knock ?
some prosperous looking individual

'. down |in the | public highway and jrob 1
hhim of his .money ,and' dress 7: yourself
In his clothes—an effective disguise—
this was worth while. At present :Con-
stitutional felt the ever present cer-
tainty that behind him the police were (

son his \u25a0 track. There was but' one thin-< >

"' t<y'<lq:\i';\s-'*^7:;^rC. £:J-s^ \u25a0"•ioSr*'si---- > '5;^""";
\u25a0>rl'"I see -; my duty, and * I'll do J it," so-

A Man Standing In the Center of the Floor Showed a Light for a Brief Space of Time

Neck —not across his waistcoat, but
about his neck —he wore a watch chain
made of solid gold. This watch chain
weighed exactly one pound and one
ounce. It was this that some of the
crowd smiled at; it was this that had
caused some of them to stare.

His other peculiarity was in its way
quite as remarkable. Only one man
noticed it and only one man knew it.
That one man was Constitutional
Smith. For Constitutional Smith
knew beyond any reasonable doubt
that but for that short and stubby
beard, and but for the watch chain and
the wearing apparel; but for these
things, he and the other man were as
like as two peas. Now, no two peas
are exactly alike; and no two men are
alike. And these two men were not
exactly alike. Given all the distin-
guishing details —clothing Smith in
similar clothes, decorating him with a
three-weeks' growth of beard —and
then placing these two men side by
side, any fool would have seen the dif-
ference. But to meet these men apart
was quite another thing, as may pos-
sibly develop later.

At any rate the likeness was suffi-
cient in all respects to please the mind
of Constitutional Smith, and he was a
man who was not generally easily sat-
isfied.

liloquized Mr. Constitutional Smith.
Billington O'Keefe, now one of the

prominent citizens of Monroe, chiefly
by reason of his reputed wealth, had
had a varied career. He had ever
lived in the city of Monroe; he was
born and brought up there. He was a
rough,

(
good-natured sort of man, who

up to a certain period in his career
had been a rolling stone. Up to that
time if he ever had a dollar the peo-
ple of Monroe never knew it. Billing-
ton O'Keefe had been jack of all
trades and master of none. But he
hit it when he hit the Klondike trail.
He was one of the few who did. There
were many men who sought the Klon-
dike from Monroe; many of them
dropped every dollar they had. If
Billington O'Keefe had gone with an
expensive outfit he would have come
back without a dollar; if he had had
anything to lose he would have lost It
As it was he went without a dollar;
tramped half the way, with nothing

but his clothes upon his back; without
the suspicion of an outfit—and he had
come back rich as Croesus.

It is the barefooted boy who goes
out with a couple of angleworms and
a bent pin—it is "he who catches fish;
tt was Billington O'Keefe who came
back from the Klondike worth many
times his weight in

castle, as it was to be named, was the I
creature of their united brains. Sev- |
eral times a y%ar husband and wife
journeyed to the place to watch the
progress of the builders. On one par-
ticular Fourth of July the tragedian
planned a celebration, to which he in-
vited three or four hundred of his
neighbors. It was a grand success—a
fact that will not be disputed when it
is known that the host himself read
the Declaration of Independence.

Jealousy Entered Home

But this bliss was not to last. "Within
a few years after their marriage jeal-
ousy entered the Forrest household.
The tragedian heard some one speak
in complimentary terms of the beauty
of his wife, and from that moment
he became an unreasonable being.
Some time later, while he was. in Cin-
cinnati filling a professional engage-
ment, he found George Jamieson, a
member of his company, paying pretty

little attentions to his wife. To a man
of Forrest's temperament this was un-
bearable, and there was a >-.cene which
made all concerned miserable.-

Six months after that, while -In his
Philadelphia home one night, Forrest
discovered a letter in the handwriting
of George Jamieson addressed to his
wife. It was a long, rambling epistle,
filled with rhapsodies that rivaled the
poetic fancies of the most pronounced
stage lover. But Forrest regarded it
as tragedy, and would not accept it in
any other light. There wap a separa-
tion of the couple, and even this was
not without theatrical effect. As his
wife sat in the carriage that .was to
take her from Forrest, she asked him r

for a souvenir of their happy days. He
picked out the choicest book in his
library, and placing hts autograph on
the fly-leaf presented it to her. Not
satisfied with that, he lifted an oil
painting of himself from the wall, and
had it placed in the carriage with his
departing wife.

Mrs. Forrest Vindicated

Separation was followed by divorce.
The trial ended in a victory for Mrs.
Forrest.. A decree was given to her,
and the actor was ordered to pay her
alimony amounting to three thousand
dollars a year.

The bitterness caused by this sad af-
fair remained with Forrest until he
died. To the fanciful the story of the
courtship and marriage of Catherine
Sinclair and Edwin Forrest reads like
pages taken from the tragedy of
Othello, the only difference being that
the great tragedian shrank from play-
ing in real life and to its end the part

of the swarthy Moor.
By what seems to be a strange coin-

. cident, two of the three actors in this
sad drama met a sudden and unex-
pected death within a few years of
each other. Jamieson" wa3 struck and
killed by a railroad train near Yonkers,
N. Y. Forrest died while alone in the
sumptuously furnished study of his
Philadelphia home. He had no one to
comfort his last hours; but expired
amid the books, paintings and works
of art that had meant so much to aid
him in his struggles at that last ter-
rible moment.

While Forrest was buried in the
vaxilt in the churchyard of St. Paul's,

it hag always been understood that his

Immediately he did two things.
First, he assumed a place of promi-
nence among the people of Monroe;
and he was looked up to and admired.
People forgot about poor Billington
O'Keefe. They bowed low to Billing-
ton O'Keefe, the wealthy. And from
the first all that he touched seemed
to turn to gold. He made some real
estate investments and sold out at a
considerable advance; he bought stocks
on 'the rise and sold them on
the decline, and he always came out
on top. He was all right, all the time,
was Billington O'Keefe. At least so
thought the people of Monroe.

He did another thing. He had man-
ufactured for hrmself out of- the first
few ounces of gold that he had dug
and washed the heavy watch chain
which he wore about his neck. It was
a ourious chain, fashioned not in the
conventional links. It had a snaky,
scaly appearance, caused by the fact
that each so-called link was made like
an infinitesimal peach basket and
fitted into its neighbor as one peach
basket fits into another. Its manu-
facture had been quite as expensive,
if not more so, than the material of
which It was made. And it weighed,
as has been said, one pound and one
ounce.

"The one ounce," remarked Billing-
ton O'Keefe to his friends, "is for good
measure. And besides, the gold is soft
and the ounce will wear off before" I
die."

But there was more about the chain
than its fine material and its superb
manufacture—it was the distinguish-
ing feature of Mr. Billington O'Keefe.
Strangers were advised to watch out
for the man with the big watch chain
about his neck.

"For that's Billington O'Keefe," the
citizens would say.

Now, Constitutional Smith treasured
all these things in his heart —and a
good many more besides. And first of
all, he deliberately ceased to shave him-
self. His beard began to grow. Then
he started in to find out all he could
about Billington O'Keefe. Day after
day he dogged the latter's footsteps,
followed him here, there and every-
where; made a mental note of all his
haunts and habits. For Constitutional
Smith was nothing if not systematic
and business-like.

Time went on apace, and with it grew
the beard. Somewhere on the conti-
nent several of the most astute detect-
ives were scouring city after city, with
a view to laying hands on Mr. Consti-
tutional Smith. And the trail was get-
ting hot and hotter as they went.

There is a certain comraderie among
the denizens of the underworld the
whole earth over. Constitutional Smith
was not proud. He was a New Yorker
with an enviable record, but he was
willing to believe that there were some
of a fair sort in the city of Monroe.

One day in an obscure part of the
town, in an obscure grog shop, Consti-
tutional Smith sat in the back room
holding a confabulation with two of
.the citizens of Monroe. The names of
these two gentlemen are immaterial.
It is enough to say that they usually
worked together and that the wonder-
ful art of photography had enabled
them to be known and recognized In
one of the more famous picture gal-
leries in Monroe as No. 399 and No.
400.

"Now," said Mr. Constitutional Smith
to these gentlemen, "now you know
who I am, and that I mean business,
and that I can swing anything I un-
dertake. You understand the whole
scheme, and just what there is in it for
you? Is that right?"

They nodded in unison. "You see,"
went on Mr. Smith, "there can't be the
least danger. Nobody in Monroe knows
me, and if I'm shoved aboard a vessel
nobody will be the wiser. In the
meantime everybody will be passing
this Klondike king on the street here,
and bowing and scraping* to him."
He grinned as he said it. "So he cer-
tainly won't be missed. Nobody will
be missed. That is, excepting me.
And nobody, as I said, will miss me,
except the plain clothes gang from the
East. And that's just where and how
It is; just about. And if it's all right
say so and we'll put her through."

Nos. 399 and 400 indicated, with an
assuring flow of words, that the whole
thing was to their HkiQg. So Mr. Smith
whispered into their respective ears the
details of the whole thing, presented
each with a crisp bill as a token of his
earnestness of purpose, and left them
to their own devices.

Two nights later, Mr. Billington
O'Keefe, having been summoned to a
distant part of town by a note pur-
porting to come from one of his many
friends, left his spacious house, where
he lived a bachelor, and struck out for
his destination. His course lay through
some poorly lighted streets. On one of
these streets was an old shed.

In front of this old shed, on that
memorable evening, something hap-
pened, and happened in the twinkling
of an eye.

Just as O'Keefe reached it something
long and strong and powerful shot out
into the air. This something smote
Billington O'Keefe just behind the ear.
At that instant, for B"illington O'Keefe,
the world went out into darkness. He
fell down like a dog. and where he fell
down there he lay.

Something had struck him, and that
something was nothing less than the
"terrible right" of Mr. Constitutional
Smith.

The rest was easy. Mr. Smith
dragged Into the shed the unconscious
figure of Billington O'Keefe. Once in-
side, he moistened a small rag with
something that smelt sweet and heavy
upon the evening air, and held it for
some moments upon the nose and
mouth of BillingtonO'Keefe.

Then, with considerable rapidity, and
in a very business like way, Constitu-
tional transformed the shed into a

dressing room. For he was not only a
strong-arm man and a swindler; too; T
he was a lightning-change artist in the +bargain.

Across the street two young menwith numbers, that did quite as well
as names, sat in a dark alley way. They
were waiting for a low whistle. In a
short time they heard it. They *
emerged from the dark alley way,
looked carefully up and down the nar-row street, and then glided noiselessly
across. They entered the little shed.As they did so, a man standing inthe center of the floor showed a lightfor a brief space of time.

"Holy geeJ" they exclaimed, unggiu
their breaths, as they looked upon
hin>, "who'd a thought it?" The m*B*-:
held the light smiled good naturedly.

Then he frowned and pointed to th» '-\u25a0

figure on the floor. "There I am," he
said, "right as a trivet. I'm not likely
to wake up till morning, but you caru
take the rag and the dope along with
you for prudence sake. Now, call
your little old cab out there, and bun-
dle me in and take me down to the

.wharves and dump me into any out-
ward-bound old hulk that's goin' to
sail at once."

He pulled out a couple more bills.
:

"This now," he said, "and the rest
when the thing's all done."

He waved his hand after the man- >
ncr of Billington O'Keefe, carefully ad-
justed his watch chain about his neck,

•cautiously opened the door to the lit- -tie shed —and strolled away.
At the corner of the street he paused

just long enough to see a shabby fly
draw up to the curb and to see .two
figures step inside with a heavy bur-
den swung between them. .Then with I
a heavy load lifted from his mind and
conscience, he swung on up the street.

If he had an appointment with a
friend that night, he may have kept It,
and he may not; but certain it ia that
at about half-past 9 that night he
passed up through the brilliantly
lighted main thoroughfare of the city
of Monroe, bowing right and left to
many people on his way toward his
home. Certain it is that once he \
reaohed the house, he swung up the \steps with an air of certainty, adjusted 'his key into its proper hole, nodded to
his housekeeper inside — and then ,
passed on up to the den and smoking j

room of Billington O'Keefe. There was \just one man in the whole world who
could have done these things with cer-
tainty; just one man who could have
arranged everything beforehand as it i
had been arranged—and that man was
none other than this man.

In the ramshackle old fly No. 399 had «
stuck his head out of the window and !

addressed the driver.
' "Now, Billy,"he said, "drive like fife
to you know where." -'You know
where" was a long distance off. It was
a matter of miles. Finally the old
wheels of the fly went clattering over
the loose boards of a superannuated |
dock—almost the last dock in the vicin-
ity. Once more No. 399 stuck oyt his ,
head. "There she is," he said, making'
out at the end of the pier, through the
thin fog, the hazy outlines of a sailer.
"Drive to the forward gangway, Billy.
That's the ticket. Now."

The cab came to a stop. One of the
two gave vent to a low whistle. He
was answered from the deck of the
vessel.

"You, Jenks?" asked the cabman.
"Me, all right," answered the man

on the boat.
"Well, here's how," answered No.

400, half dragging the figure of a man
from the cab. "We've got him right j
and tight. Jenks, and he's- your meat,
and the 'Sally Mag's' to boot."

The man they called Jenks leaped
to the dock, fetching a lantern with }
him. As he reached them,, he paused, i
stretched his legs wide apart, and r"
viewed the figure at their feet with the
air of a connoisseur. Then with one
foot he felt of it.

"He'll do, I guess. He's got a bit'
too much flesh on him, but I'll soon
work that off, I guess. He'll be with |
me f'r just about a year and a day,
I reckon," he went on, expectorating
freely, "and by that time he's liable
to get trained in."

"Shouldn't wonder a bit," said the
others. Jenks pulled out a flask and
passed it around.

"Here's wishin' you both luck," he
said, taking the first swig. "I'm off at
two tomorrow morning." He pulled
out a couple of greenbacks and hand-
ed them over.

"I guess that'll do you two allright," he growled, "and if I ain't got
a bargain I'll take it oufn his hide and
not out o' you. See?"

"S'long," they answered, moving off.
"S'long," he responded, swinging his

lantern by way of a farewell.
The man on the box whipped up his

lean and bony horse, and the men with
numbers instead of names drove off
into the night.

They were quite unawares of the fact
that all this time a man with a gold
chain about his neck had been stand-
ing out of sight behind a pile of lum-
ber watching carefully all that had
been done. This man stood there
until he had seen Jenks and one of the
ships crew drag the unconscious fig-
ure into the vessel's hold. Then he
breathed a sigh of relief, strode softly
up the dock, hailed a cab of his own
and made off. He reached the center
of the town about 9:30 and dismissed
the cab.

He had not heard the conversation,
and he had not heard the men in the
cab call the man in the boat by the
name of Jenks. And he had not seen
the face of the man in the boat, for ,
the larntern had illumined only Jenks* :
legs arid the figure of the man who lay.j,-
prone upon the dock. But he waa
satisfied. The deed was done, and he
could afford to risk the rest.

(To Be Continued)

body eventually was to be placed un-
der a becoming monument on the
grounds of the Actors' home at
Holmesburg. The place is unique.

Considered Inmates His Guests
The tragedian never intended that it

should be regarded as a charitable in-
stitution: but so planned the details
of its management that old and infirm
actors and actresses who were com-
pelled to seek shelter there in their
declining years should be considered
as the guests of Edwin Forrest. Few
professional people have more pride
than those of the stage, and they ac-
cepted the gift of the dead tragedian
strictly in the spirit that he intended.

Twice a year there is a notable^eele-
bfation to which a smaH number of
favored outsiders are invited.' One of
these celebrations is held oh the birth
anniversary of Shakespeare, and the
other to commemorate the birth of
Forrest himself. On these occasions
the venerable actors and actresses,
bent with" the weight of years and mis-
fortune, gaily repeat the scenes of their
former triumphs. Nothing can be more
intensely interesting than the perform-
ances of these superannuated players.
Nothing could be more unutterably
pathetic. For the time being they re-
new their youth. Once more they strut
before the glare of the footlights, and
once more they listen to the music of
laughter, and drink in the applause
which invigorates them like old wine.

An Err.blerr.atio Tribute

One winter day, many years ago,
some thoughtful person placed a large

basketful of red roses on the snow-
covered slab that sheltered the body of
Forrest in St. Paul's church yard. A ,
local writer, who must have had the
soul of a poet, said at the time that the
sight was finely emblematic of the life
of Edwin Forrest, wherein the red roses 1

of dramatic triumph were inseparably, ,
intertwined with the cold frosts of do-
mestic affliction.

It is interesting to note how every-
thing in connection with the life and
death of Edwin Forrest almost un-
consciously hag a tendency to revive
the memory of his unfortunate and
unhappy domestic alliance.

It is significant that the old Forrest
mansion at BroaS and MasteF streets,
Philadelphia, where the tragedian lived
and died in the midst of luxury, is now-
occupied as a school of design for wom-
en, where ambitious and talented
ypung girls learn the rudiments of a
technical education which is to bring

them fame and fortune.
It is equally significant that the un-

finished palace on the Hudson where
this man expected to spend so many;
years of bliss is now the site of a
Catholic convent.

Not less significant than either of
these examples' is the Forrest homo
itself, which shelters beneath its hosp-

itable roof some of the most illus-
trious women that have ever adorned
the American stage. Thus It la that
the violets and roses of womankind
have sprung up to sweeten and beauti-
fy all of the spots intimately associated
with the memory of a man who is spp-
posed to have died with an iniylacablQ
animosity toward the fair sex.

M hi; A. I fell


