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Quite a part of the mellow Venetian
tight was the short, wiry, decpohested
figure standing by a pitar in front o.

Fan Marco. It was a night to linger
and lsten, to expand and glow in the
meonlight. From the Grand coasnul

camoe quavery foreign cries, the solt
dip of oars, glints of lights, and wisps
of melody, It was a night to win one
from bed, a night dimming all day; a
Whstlerian nocturne

The old San Marcoe clock boomed
ominously twensty-one (e, procluim
ing the hour of nine after the olden
fashion giving each bhour of the twenty
four its rightful count. And with the
last re-echoing boo:m the piaszai band
tumit into a rousing military strain
standing in the center of the sguare
surrounded by a throng of nightpleas
urers; for the Venlce svason was on,
and the city threnged.
be lonely-looking figure in front of

Marco stirred, stepped out, and
sirolled toward the music, slipping i
to & chalr before a table {n an outdoor
LS

Easn

ife,

Cale nolr!™ be ordired
vbseguicus malter, and sat mu
taeen the music and a hilarlous party
¢ wericans drinking champagne at
next table

You canp tell an American wher
he 12" cried modishly dresped
young fellow who was buyving the hot
1l s, fushed with excls and wine

yor

Aud a man {rom Ma Yoy can
rocpgnize By the cut of Lis cout, his
reval, smogth face, mid Keen even ™

That 18 the Americah oye for
roney ood businesa 1 presame”

drawled ap Englsbman in the party
We have to earn ours™ answored
fAuskied youth, “The tajority of
our families aren't old eunough to im
herit from. The asgres American
gpirit leaves its print on all of us, Do
vou think you could mistake one of us
fur & “whiskered Frenchman, an olly
Itslian, & stolid German, or a tight
trousered Englishman i

“All ihis patriotisin because this
your Independence day. ] presume”
seailed the Englislimar

Fourth of July ought to make a
wan rink of bis counrry. You peaple
have YPask bolidays, Christruas and
New Years; that's all. Did you ever
w0 a regular Fouith of July eelebra

g Avenmf.e; :
of Christopher Poe

G. Chapman)

i

Umcle Sam.” snatches of “Dixle,” and
other evidences of patriotism. the gay
party wound up the Grand canal, set-
ting off firenorks making speeches,
siuging and dolng a bundred mad
pranks that shocked the stald respect.
able Venetinns plylng back and forth
ln their somber gondolus, and made
| matter for arubltious reporters and cor-
Tespondents.

The canal rang with uncorked pa
triotism, and those who had been long
est from home were wildest in thelir
demonstratlons,

As the gas ride drew to an end. tie
fasco Bdwen gathered up the remain-

ing Roman can and, picking his
way to the bow, steadied bimsell in
the rocking boat, grasped a stick of

3L Van Wendi's hand, - ud
il the candles in & bunch
rdly wnith a dip of
sparks scal-
Wendt

fratitically

wner of
« Van

fedd.

aid, and

i «xtin
«00 DPoweti apologized
being done, re

% over the

water out of hurm's way

Co we Van Wendt was excited-
Iy ar ng her ith the kelp
of her golleitous

*“Your dinmond ¢ Iychess Din
motd ™ eried Mrs. Van

Wend! sudden-
Ix Where js §27
Wendt's hand went to her
throat gropitg for the chals on which
! had swung. “Why,
folt among the frills
{ ¢e anxi I¥ lined
astly white in the glare of Dow-
Hing rockets.
» deck was searched, Mies Van
Wendt's ¢loilies were shaken out, and
wi tho lanuch was finslly moored at
Ban Marco the whole party fell to ex-
tmining the foor-planks for crevices

mOus

Pat no came to lght, until Belas-
0 Bowen, beside hlmself with anx-
ety for sing Indirectly caused the

loss, caught & glint of gald on the gun
atid found the chain bunging
down, on the outside, almost touching
the water
Van Wendt grasped the thin chain
and jerked it off

The stone 2lid into the water, Con-

v ale

“Uh 1 know; beastly vu'gar, churm- | stanee"" he erled, boldiug ep the finely
ingly Chinese; fireworks, songe. | linked ehain 1t's gone down to the
speechos—' béttot: of 1he Grand cansl®™

‘Walt! We'll show you a Fourth of| *1 must replace U717 ¢ried Belasco
July celabration. ™ As the band stoped, | Bowe:n ar Iv. It wus my s:upld
the young Ameriean jomped to his  awkws thot caused It wll. o

chalr :nd waved his hat
“Hutrth for Fourth of July!" he
ernied. “Americans! Americans! We're

rhout to jolt old Ventee with a real |

Fourth of July celebration. Awrbody
who can sing ‘Yankes Doodle’ or
Dixie. comn cver here and bhein, Unk
ed we stand: This Is our day. gathet
around, and we may even fod some
lind ¥ who Lnows the words
‘America’ ™

He aat dow:i amid reproving glance
from the cunservative uembers of bos
party and pardonable patriotic grirs
fromw the others

“:furrak for Fourth of July! We'r:-
coming!™ vame a cry frum the other
side of the nquare, and a minute later
four young college fellows Dursl Upch
the table of Americans

“Welcome lo our eity; my name's
lowen, Belusco Bowen. Glad to see
you on this auspicious day; sit down
and quafl the sizziing fireworks drink,
ryrotechnical champagne. Forward
Amerteans.” lie beckoned to the
erowd about the band, and a number
of recruits came.

“There's 3 New Yorker!™ cried He-
lrsco Bowen, spying the wiry little
nan sitting at the next table =ipping
his cafe noir a little excitedly. I can
t~11 him by his derby. Come on in;
thie watered wine |s fine”

The lonelylooking man plcked up
his cup, and joined the party, Introdne-
ng himself as Mr. Hardy-—-none other
than Christopher Poe.

“Now all together!” cried Bowen,
*we'll sing ‘Yankee Doodle’ and sur
prise the natives. One, {wo, three!
"Yankee Doodle came to town, a rid
ing—"" He picked up an empty bottle
and waved it as a baton in time to the
lively song led by the coliege men sup
ported by o dozen others. Passing Eu-
ropieans smiled indulgently at the mad
Americans, and quite a crowd gathered
to enjoy the refreshing novelty

“Come on!™ cried Bowen, as the
song came to an abrupt finish. “We'll
make a rald on all the stores around
here, and see what we can scrape up
in the way of fireworks. Then we'll
hire & launco and take a trip on the
canal”

Hiz enthusiasm was contagious; of
the mcore of Americans only three
wished to drop out, and while the col
fegians rushed off to find a Chinese
store which might furnish Areworks,

eajoy the spectacle and that it was
their duty as Americans to go along.

the fire have
torn it fr
The chain was specially
& platinum° wire ruaning
it explained Van Wendt
bolding it up. "1 thouglt it was safe.”
He passed 1t into the hand of Chris-
Poo, “See! it must have caught
thing. An awful wrench. Didn't
L, Uopstance?
eut and eversthlzng.'
“1 dont konow what 1

nie one miist
her throat

made,

aocidentally

there s
gt

The gparty, alrcady having dwindled
to a dozen, filed sadly into a cafe for
| supper

I'se beasd of the stone.” whispered
college youths, as the pa
took s=ats, “it's worth a
Van Wend?
aperalor, you

AArT Y
ndred thousand
is the Chldago grain
know.™

All the madness of celebration had
flickered out, and the remalting tour-
ikt sut hovering over jces,
hanging on the words of Van Wendt,

“There is just a chance that some
body might bave picked up the stone”
| suggesied Bowen, glaneing about the

table thoughtfully.

“No. there s no chance, the chain

was trafliug in the water; 1
Ih;-.-'o bhad the stone fastensd to i, but
| the Jeweler said it must slide, and | et
I him have his way, But, come, don’t
let tkis put a damper on us. Let's all
have a nightcap and break up.” Van
Wendt s forced cheerfulness chilled
them all. and the pightcap was me-
chauically drunk in silence

Ha!fl au bour later there remained at
the tabi* only Belasco Bowen and
Christopher Poe.

“Mr Hardy, what would you do In
a position Nke mine? asked Bowen,
varnestly addressing the New York
banker, whose affected simplicity and
sincerity bad won his T,

- 'mo tet the decd reat

hushed, | |

Let's change
the subject. Tell me someibing to
s&¢ Ip Veuloe: #t's ull new to me, and
you seein quite at home”

The galleries and castles of course
you ve ween’

“Yes. but isn't there some slumming
or something to do in this city of
bridees? | ve been looking for some-
body who could show me an exciting
place or two Something different,
that's what 1 want

“I'Il take you to the Ash-markets to.

morrow, H you ke It's quite a
sight” offered Bowen

fhuily ' Would sou? 1 like that
sort of thing, and It snt often one

meets a kindred spirit.™

“That & right.” replied Bowen heart-
ily.

Sow forget all about that stope.™
advised Poe In parting “You are
blamelvsa, and dou't et it worry you
CWe will meet here at ten tomorrow.

They wenil to their separate hotels,
and before going to bed Chrisopher
Poe swnt a cable to his (riend Burns

Was the name of the suspect in

the Farmers' National burglary

Belasco Howen™ 1 remember he

posed as a society chap. When

did he mall from New York?

On returning from an intercsting
excursion with Howen to the fish-
| muarket next day, Christopher Poe
| found the following cipher message
| awaiting him

Right. Suw a newspaper notice
Iast month that after a house
purty it Van Wendt's he went

aboard the same boat with them.

Huving torn up the reasxuring note,
Christoplier Poe wenit 0 his moom.
and sat for an hour cohee ling on

4. Then
ting him to

the missing Duchess I
nt word to Howel invi
dinner that night

Poe turned the talk to a glowing ap-
preclation of Naples after the meal
and before he nnd PBowen parted It
had been decided that they would take
the trip together

At Naples Christopher Poe managed
so that he occapled a room adfolning
Bowen's and, making hls interests
conform with the younger man's, he
| was soon ot an intimate footing with
him

If Bowen had the Duchess Diamond,
which Poe believed he had, surely the
possession of it seemed to bother him
little. He went about the business ot
enjoving himself as thoroughly as any
American tourist and never showed
the slightest degres of pervousness,
alwars seeking Poe's company and
ever ready for diversion
They had spent an interesting ex-

| eiting week at Naples, when one oight

N
oy

|

ilowen received a cablegram which he
tore up and threw in the grate in the
presence of his companion.

“Good news™ asked Poe

“No: bad news. ['ve got to go back
home to tend to business,” replied
Bowen,

“I've about made up my mind to sail
on the Princess day after tomorrow,”
sald Poe promptly.

“Good. Then | shall have the pleas-
ure of your company to New York.”

Bowen sat in thoughtful silence for

“You see, | am morally to blame for
the loss. but the stone eould not be
duplicated. 1 might send them ancther
snonymously to make up for 0.

“Mr. Van Wendt seemed satisfied
that it was orly an unavoldable acci-
dent; | am rure he can stand the Joss,”
replicd Christopher Poe.

“You don't think be’ll harbor any
resentment toward me?”

“Why, no. It was all in the game.
He came along with uvs, and the acel
dent bappened. that's all. You are no
more responsible than | am™

“Buat [ urged the Van Wendts to join
us,” said Nowen ruefully.

“it's mighty unfortunate, but T'd for-
gt it if I were you. You started a
good time, and we all enjoyed it; let's
think of that Iastead of the gnfortu-
nate climax.™

“1 guess you'rs right, but 1 do feel
gulity. 1 suppose therss no chance
to dredyge the Canal®™

"Of course pot The diamond's

a . and suddenly remarked:

“By the way, 1 want to take home
a couple of bottles of that Parbera
wa saw (o that little wine-shop the
other day. 1 wonder If it would be
open tonight ™

“We might stroll over and take a
chance,” suggested Poe anxious not
to lose might of his companion now
that sailing-time was near.

Luckily the shop was open, and
Bowen purchased three bottles of
cholce wine privately put up by the
dealer in squat, thick-necked bottles,

“Wa'll drink thess on the boat, to
svold paying duty on them.” remarked
Howen, bis eyes carsssing the shapely
bottles

“1 volunteer my help,” sald Poe;
“guess 11 buy a bottle or two mysell.™

With thelr purchases the pair
strolled back to the hotel, and before
polng to bed that night Christopher
Poe sat long in eilent contemplation
before the heavy wine-bottles.

An idea was smoldering in his mind

Irnl-n--d sitting in

So far he had notling tangible against [

Howen except his record, as affirmed
by Hurns, his Interest in urging the
Van Wendis to go on the wild Fourth
of July excursion, apd his awkward
moverment which sbhowerea Miss Van
Windt with sparks. Since then Poe
had seen nothing to substanttate his
suspicion, and he was surprised that
Howen could act innocence so per-
tectly, If he really hsd the dinmond
how oid he figure to g=t it past the
Cuostoms in New York? In Bowens
mapuer he found ne copfession of
gutlt; the young fellow acted naturally
and confidently

Placing the wine-bottles in the bot-
tom of his steamer trunk, Christopher
Foe went to bed. Next duy both were
occupied in making preparations for
satling. and it was only at dinnertime
that they met  After dinuer, as they
were sitting opposite each other in
the quaint, cool lobby of their little
Italian hotel, Christopher Poe sud-
denly glanced down at his jeft hand

“How'd I gt that? he cried, Uiting
his little finger, to show the ragged
tail, torn jJaggedly across, exposing
the quick

He fumbled in his pocket with his
other hand

“Goet m knife?” he asked abroptly,
glancing at Bowen

‘No, pot here. What's the matter™”

“Fve torn my natl. | used to carry
one of those pallelippers They re
handy. You don't happen to have a
pair?

“No," answered
then he '

Bowen, absently
) furward with Interest
Why, yes, by George, § guess | have!
he crind 1 seldom use them He
slipped bis fingers toto an upper walst
coat-pocket and produced a compact

eteed natlclipper
“Thanks, very much™ replied FPos
winelng a bit from the irritation as he
worked at his nail
There It's all right nows
handy things to have
the heavy, sharp blades

Those are
He examined

“I find them useful, but 1 usually
forget Ym carrying them,” replied
Bowen quickly, rey out, and
dropping the nalle s into his
pecket nonchalantly

Next day ther pailed early on a
gigantic, fast boat far New York, boeth

evidently glad to bid goodbye to vaca-
tion and get back to réal work
Helasco Bowen seemed particularly
elated, but in the afternoon, as the
ahip struck into the sea and a pro-
nouneced rolling motion was felt, he
retired to his stateroom_ which he oc-
cupied alone Christophirr Poe re.
the smoking-room,

thinking over the disappearance of the
Duchess Damond, and piecing (o
gether bits of circumstantial evidence
against owen.

Half an hour later he strolled up to
the wireless room on the promenade
deck, and to his wurprise. as he en-
tered, found Belasco Bowen just hand-
ing over & message to the operator

Bowen glanced up sharply at Poe's
entrance, then smiled easily, remark.
ing:

"1 was afraid j'd be a bit sea-sick,
but T couldn’t stand it in my berth, so
1 strolled up on deck.”

Poe had a flesting glimpse of the
wireless message, as the operator
counted the words, and he was thrilled
to find it written in cipher,

For the remainder of the day he
strolled about on deck with Bowen,
and just before bedtime drank with
him one of the interesting black bot-
tles of Parbera, finding it excellent.

"Do we stop at Quarantine to plck
up the doctor?” asked Poe idly, as like
all travelers they anticipantly dis-
cussed their arrival

“No." answered Dowen quickly.
“Hut we slow down to piek him up,
and usually the Customs men come
aboard there ™

“Oh, yes. they row alongside in a
boat and climb up a pllot’s ladder, 1

“Usually just opposite the lttle
Quarantine rock.” added Bowen. “We
run slow for about fifteen minutes,
coasting just past Quarastine™

The New York banker was pleased
to find thut his companion nad s=uch
exact information, and ns @ result, b
fore going 'o bed FPoe wrote a long
messags to ms triend Duros in New
York. The message wa® §n cipher
and be slipped into the wirclnss office
with It early next morning belors
tuahy passengers were on deck

The trip was pleasant, and Por and
Howen weres continually together ex-
cept when lowen stayed alone in his
stateroom during periods of sea-gick-
ness  Each night they drank togotlier
a bottle of the pleasant Italian wine.
and those on board who noticed them
wonderiéd why they were Inseparable

The night before arriving In New
York Belaseo flowen was particularly
gry; all avidence of geasickn rad
pussed, and he gave up the cvening
to cementing his  frivndship

with
Chrlstopher Poe, and suggesting de
lighttul little excurxions they could
make in Now York

Poe, too, was ln good spirits, for
he had received an answer to his clab
urate instructions to Burns

They met again after lunch next
day. and New York was ulready ia
sight

“Wa're gaiting in" beamed HNowen,
sharing the bustling anticipation of
the whaole ship Bee?" he pointed
to a far-off speck. There's Quaran-
tine, and it's only balf an hour to dock
from there”

‘Land certainly looks good afior all
this Are you packsed up
queriod Pop

No

won't be

time=

Golng down to finlsh now, It
diffleult. Only a steamer-
trunk and two gripe. | guess | can
squeeze everything into them.”

He excused himself and went below, |
while Poe leaned over the rall thoueht-
fully. watching the little rock islund
gradually growing bigzer against the
forizon |

Ten minntes
rejoined him

“Finlshed so zoon?" queried Poe

‘Yes. got everything in but the last
confounded bottle of that Parbera
We should have drunk two last night

Hat | had to get rid of mine”
stulled o “There's no fun in being

later Belasco Bowen |

delayed by having to pay duty on a
little bottle of wine™

‘By George, you're right They'd |
be sure to stick me for it. and it

would take an hour to go through all
the red tape Let's finish that bottle
now. What do you say "’ asked Bowen
evenly.

“Why not? There's the old Statue
of Liberty looming up, let's drink
to her,” offered C(Christopher Poe
propmtly.

Belaseo Bowen whisked through the
saloon and down to his berth, return-
ing instantly with the bottle and a
COTKscTew

“Steward,” he called to a passing
greyhound, “get me & couple of
glasses, will you?

The boat was already slowing up
for Quarantine, and those of the pas
sengers who had finished their pack-
ing were crowding to the port-rail to
 the doctor and Customs men come
abeard by the narrow rope-ladder

“let's get over on the other side
out of this crush,” suggested Bowen
They sauntered to the de d side of
the ship, where the great Statue of
Liberty stood (o full view

Belasco Howen gazed off across the
water, pointiong out several small #ail-
ingcraft dotting the waves and bob-
Ling about like corks.

“lsn't it beautiful?" he eried

“Yes, but that life looks more ro-
mantic than it & See those two [«
lows down there, alone in the big dory,
handling those heavy oars: do you
think they enjoy the jolly fishermen's
life you read about?” queried Poe.

The boat in question was headed out |
to sea, and the two fishermen jerked
frantically at their cars to svold a pos-
sible collision with the great vessel

lefore Helasco Bowen could reply.
the eervile steward stepped up with
the glasses

Howen ripped off the tin-foll cap on
his bottle, slowly twisted the screw
into the cork, pulled it out with an
accustomed jerk and filled brimming
glasses for Foe and himsell. He
placed the half-empty bottle in the
scuppers where it would not tip over
and idly removed the cork from the
screw as he amiled at Poe and pro
posed:

“We'll drink to the dangers of the
sea and the pleasure of safe home
coming.”™

He slipped the corkscrew into bis
pocket, absently tossed the cork over
the rail. and ralsed his glass to touch
the rim of Poe's

They drank, and Bowen refilled the
glasses,

“And here's to the Goddess of Liber
ty," ecried Poe, tuming toward the
gold glittering statue dimly outlined
in the harbor. “May every man wsho
denerves liberty have 1t

“That's a funny toast” sakl Iowen
awkwardly, glancing in slight confy-
sion down into the water, whers the
two fishermen were drifting astern.

“1 wonder how that figure of Lib
erty strikes a petty little smuggler
bringing in valuable goods to defraud
his country,” mused Poe, staring
abead into the dim barbor.

Bowen glanced at him nervously
“What's come over you'" he asked
haltingly.

“Why, nothing.,” replied the New
York banker, turniug to gaze ingenw-
ously into the shifting eyes of bis com-
panion. "1 was just wondering how
you felt smuggling that Duchess 1Ma-
mond

“How 1 feel'!™ Bowen's eyebrows
drew down narrowly. His face sud-
denly cleared, he glanced nervously
into the water, and then laughed full
in Poe's face,

“And I've been wondering all along
how it would feel to be an amateur

detective who thinks be's worked up

8 cate and wius a fellow's frieudsmp
just to betray bim at the finidl s
upper Hp curled contemptuously; ho
glanced nervously back inta the water,
On, | knew vour recognized tne,*
ankd Poe Some ol my baggage 18
tiarked with € P anag ) koew that
wotlde't escape yvour sharp eves. |
You ve callsd we Hardy with suther
i . th g vou had |
a Joke on me. | dida't miss [t nor did
I miss pot OuUr cagerness 1o have |
he Van Wendts joln that wild party; !
I saw you were guick-handed too, |
when vou ppilled the sparks over Mina |
Van Weondt, and nipped off the plnu—|‘
num wire with your little auilclippers, |
on which 1 found the nick made ln\
|
l
|
|

laborats exarctne

ug ¥

cutting the chala. The hand 15 quick-
aor than the eye, but net quicker than
the imagination.'
“What the desil do you mean? eried
Howmen, putting down his glase, and |
ng with his back to the rail. “Do
yoi accuse me of stealing the Duchess
Diamond T I
‘Yes. and with attempling to smug-
gle it into New York™
Where have | got it rconcealed
then?" erled Howen, his hand sueak.
ing toward his hip-pocket |
Oh, don't trouble to find that little
peari-handled gun. I've seen it builg-
ing out beneath your coat before. Look
r there. Do you ses that officer in
white and those thees in blue? FPoe
pointed to a crowd of customs officers
who had just climbed up to the ship's
deck from the dootor's boat, aud were
already cuoming town hem |
ged o one
of terror |
“I cabied @ friend of mine in New
York to send rustoms hooss officers on
bourd at guarantine, and take you be-

Howen's expreasion

fore you ded in emuggling in the
Truehess Tamond ™
“Hut | haren't got it; I never did
have |t You can't prove a thing™
lerted Bowes ¢ xcitedly, leaning threat-
alngls toward Poe

gnaled to the cus-

and &l
' He

n. who hurried wp
to Howen:
¢ haven't

tterest in  thase
abottles. 1 noticed
wusually large, and 1
with one= in my room.

but

tod
Cne of those corks would nicely cone

e Xper

e llke the Duclioss
the corks

ceal a blg sto
I have thrown all
nv cried Bowen desperately, as
the customs-houss officers quietly sun
roatded him. !

“*Yes, you just threw the one cons
taining the stone into the water. and
vour fishermen accomplices have
picked it up by now and are making
for shore this minute. Look!" He
put his band on Bowen's shoulder, and
W wd toward the fishermen's boat,
muking for shore. At that moment a
trim gray launch fiying the police flag
leaped out from behind the stern of
the great orean liner, and In 4 minuta's
time overhauled the hig dory with the
tu o dazed pseudo fishermen

lowen trembied as he caw the police

bmemd ol
- G

Loat and svarch hls accom
f He saw them, remove, after a
struggle. 4 small object from the coal-
pocket of the urger fisherman. Then
Bowen turned to his captors, and, his
arms siack and limp, his lips quivering
sald, “"You've got me"™ Iis shifting
eves tought Poe’s. “Buat how the devil
dil rou koow | planned to throw the
vork overboard right here at quarans
tine
“That was easy " smiled the banker,
as the officisls in white slipped hand-
euffs over Howen's wrists, fter 1
surprized vou sending long code meoes-
sages | questioned vou about the boat.
and found that you koew we slowed
down at quarantine. [ felt that was
the most logical place for you to throw
over the little cork. Your fishermen
could row close while the doctor was
being picked up, and if you threw the
cork ear#fully 1t might Jand right in
the boat, or at least near enough so
It would Aoar until they could plek It
up, wasecn because the crowd would be
walching the officials boarding on the
other side. That is all. I just rook &/
chance, same as yvou did when you |
pulled off that carefully planned 1ittle |
party of yours on the Grand canal.” |
On landing ar the dock in New
York, Christopher Poe looked for bis |
friend Burns, anxtous o clasp his|
hand after the lengthy parting, and
thank him for his assistance in cap'
turing Powen |
Finding vo trace of Burns, Poe went l
1o a telephone booth on  the dock |
board, and called his friend’s office. |
“Hello, that

ANOTHER VIEWPOINT

Stngle hilessodfneas honts matrt
mony every time”

Oih !
Its advantpges,
You ll hase
“Well, for example, has
o pay to attend lectures, while n mar
ried mian } for noth

ng

I don't know, Matrimony has

tn show me”™
u bharhelor

e«is hls at hume

A FAIR CHANCE

ias Guendolsrn

exnctly. but Twm her second
father refuses (o

1} \ Why dust thouw weep’

lorg but took a piece out of yout

fuinialoons
Wearie

rralihed

you, Poe™ came a L
cheery volee from the other end, |
“Yes,”" exclaimed Poe. 1 missed The Seholar— s s dead set
vou at the dotk. Couldn't you make | on me gettin’ & hut, by
| Yt | gum! I'm goin' & i ocost ‘em
“Ne Mitchell called me away just! somepin
half an hour before sou were due. |

Everything all right™
Yes, fine. They got him at quaran- |
time all right, thanks to your long-dis
tance work "™ |
“Oh. that wasn't anything,” an-
swered Hurns. “But tell me, did you

xet any rest at all on the trip? I'm
mighty glad you're back eafe.” |
“No rest to speak of,” sald Poe

quickly. “Two or thres other jobe
turned up  Hut | got a change, any-
way, and | guess that's & rest. | swear
Il pever tackie another mystery. This
chap Howen turned on me, and called
me an ‘amateur detective.” In spite of
all the care I've taken, I'm afraid I'm
becoming known.  I'm going to give It
up. It's a thankless job. "

“Walt!™ cut in Buras arxiousiy.
“Mitchell has a job for us. 1've just
®ol the detalis There's a clever band
of scratchmen forging drafts in Chica-
k0. I've got reservations on the elgh-
teen-hour train. Can you make L™

“Yes,” answered Poe eagerly. “My
grip is through the customs already.
“Volume H' is in it. 1 won't need any-
thing elee. 1 can get to a tax! in two
minutes. What time does the fiyer
leave™

EXTREMES

i,

Old Toper—My doctor says that
drinking beer will make me fat!

Mrs Toper—That may be, but ite
more Liable 19 make you lean




