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TheStrange Adventures
of Christopher Poe

St- - ricj of Strange Cases Sohtd in Secret by a Danker-Dctectlv- m
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(Copyright JS1S. ty W G Chapman.)
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Quite a part of the mellow Venetian
night was the tbort, wlr), deep-cheste-

figure standing b) a pillar In front o.
n Marco. It was a night to linger

and listen, to expand and glow in the
moonlight, rrom the Grand canal
came quaver) foreign cries, the sott
dip of oars, glints of lights, and wisps
of melody. It was a night to win one
from bed, a night dimming all da , a
Whistlerlan nocturne.

The old San Marco clock boomed
omlnousl) twentjonc times, proclaim
ing the hour of nine after the olden
fashion giving each hour of the twent)
four its rightful count. And with the
last boom the piazzi band
burtt into a rousing militar strain
standing in the center of the square
mrrounded by a throng of night pleas
urrrs; for the Venice season was on.
and the city thronged.

The lonel) looking figure in front of
San Marco stirred, stepped out. and
strolled toward the music, slipping in
to a chair before a table in an outdoor
cafe.

Cafe noir'" lie ordered from ro
obsequious waiter, and sat musing be-

tween 'he music and a hilarious part)
of Americans drinking, champagne at
the. next table

You can tell an American wherever
he is." cried the modishly dressed
)ojng fellow who was bu)ing the bot
ties, fiusbed with excitement and wine
"nd a man from Manhattan jou can
r cognize br the cut of his coat, hi
cravat, smoo'b face and keen ees "

"That Is the American eo for
money and business I presume,"
drawled an Englishman in the part)

"We have to earn ours" answered
the flushed )outh "The majorit) of
our families aren't old enough to in
herit from The aggressive American
spirit leaves its print on all of us Do
)ou think jou could mistake one of us
for a "vbiskered Frenchman, an oil)
Italian, a stolid German, or a tight
trousered Englishman?"

' Ml I his patriotism because this is
)our Independence da), I presume,"
trailed the Englishman.

Fourth of Jul) ought to make a
man liilnk of his countr). You people
liae tank holida)s. Christmas and
New Year's; that's all Did )ou ever

c a regular lb of Jul) celebra
tion?"

' Oh I know ; beastly .u ?ar, charm
infly Chinese, fireworks, songs,

"
"Wait! We'll you a Fourth of

July celebration " As the band stoi red.
the young American Jumped to his
chair tr.d waved his hat.

"Hurrah for Fourth of Jul)!" he
cried. "Americans' Americans' We're
rbout to jolt old Venice with a real
Fourth of July celebration. An) body
who can sing "Yankee Doodle' or
"Dixie." com ever here and bell. Unit-

ed we stand: This Is our da), patter
around, and ne may ccn find some-
body who knows the wards tc

" "'America
He jat down amid reproving glance?

from the conservative .nemlers of h
party and pardonable patriotic grlrs
froir the other

"Hurrah for Fourth of Jul)! Welc-
oming!" came a cr) fn.ro the other
Kide of the niuare, and a minute later
four )oung college fellows burst upon
the table of Americans

"Welcome to our cit) ; my name's
Bowen, Belasco Dow en Glad to see
you on this ausricious da), sit down
snd quaff the sizzling fireworks drink,
I)rote.hoical champagne. Forard
Americans:" He beckoned to the
crowd about the band, and a number
of recruits came

"There's a New Yorker!" cried o

Bowen. sp)Ing the wlr little
man sitting at the next table sipping
his cafe noir a little excited!). "I can
tell him by his derby. Come on In,
the watered wine Is fine."

The lonely looking man picked up
Ins cup, and Joined the party, lntrodnc
Ing himself as Mr. Hardy none other
than Christopher Poe.

"Now all together!" cried Bowen,
"well sing 'Yankee Doodle" and sur-

prise the natives. One, two, 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 6ong led by the college men sup-

ported by a dozen others. Passing Eu-
ropeans smiled indulgently at the mad
Americans, and quite a crowd gathered
to enjoy the refreshing novelty

"Come on!" cried Bowen, as the
one came to an abrupt finish. "Well

make a raid on all the stores around
here, and see what we can scrape up
In the way or fireworks. Then well
hire a launcn and take a trip on the
canal."

His enthusiasm was contagious; of
the score of Americans only three
wished to drop out, and while the col-

legians rushed ofT to find a Chinese
store which might furnish fireworks,
Bowen banterlngly persuaded Mr. and
Mrs. Van Wentd, the chief dissenter,
that their daughter Constance would
enjoy the spectacle and that It was
their duty as Americans to go along.

By the time the scouts had returned
loaded with Roman candles, nigger-chaser-

good old fashioned
candles and lanterns, the cumber

had swelled to thirty. A launch and a
polygot cafe orchestra were hired, and
amid shouts of Three Cheer for

I'ncle Sam." snatches of "Dixie," and
other evidences of patriotism the gay
part) wound up the Grand canal, set-
ting off fireworks making speeches,
singing and doing a hundred mad
pranks that shocked the staid respect
able Venetians pi) Ing back and forth
lu their tomber gondolas, and made
matter for ambitious reporters and cor-
respondents.

The canal rang with uncorked pa
triotism and those who had been long
est from home were wildest In their
demonstrations

As the ga) ride dre-- to an end. bc-
lasco Bdwen gathered up the remain-
ing Roman caudles, and. picking his
wa) to the bow, steadied himself in
the rocking boat, granted a stick cf
punk from M Van Wendt b hand, 'nd
touched off all the candles In a bunch.

He lurched awkwardl) with a dip of
the boat, and a shower of sparks scat-
tered over Constance Van Wendt

"M) dress'" she cried, frantically
fighting off the sparks.

A dozen hands flew to her aid, and
the sparks nco instant!) exlin
guished Ilelasco Bowen apologized
sincerel) and no harm being done, re-

turned to v.aving his candles over the
water o- -t of harm's ai.

Constance Van Wendt was excited-1- )

arranging her attire with the help
of her solicitous, mother

'Your diamond' The Duchess Dia-

mond'" cried Mrs Van Wendt sudden-1)- .
"Where is it?"

Miss Van Wendt's hand went to her
throat, groping for the chain on which
the famous stone had swung "Wh),
it's gone' ' She felt amorg the frills
of her dress, her face anxiousl) lined
and ghastl) white in the glare of Bow
en's failing rockets

"I bo deck was searched. Miss Van
Wendt s clothes were shaken out, and
when the launch was flnail) moored at
San Marco the whole part) fell to ex-

amining the floor planks for crevices
But nothing came to light, until Ilelas
co Boien, beside himself with anx-
iety for bating Indlrectl) caused the
loss caught a glint of gold on the gun
wale, and found the chain banging
down, on the outside, almost touching
tho water

Van Wendt grasped the thin chain
and jerked It off

"The stone- - slid into the water.
he cried, holding up the nnel)

linked chain "It's gone down to the
bottom of the Grand inal""

"I must replace it'" cried Belasco
Bo a en anxiouslv 'It was m) stupid
awkwardness that caused it all In
fighting the tire torne one must bate
accidentall) torn it from her throat."

"The chain was specially made.
there is a platinum wire running
through It." explained Van Wendt,
holding it up 'I thought it was safe "
He rassid it into the hand of Chris-
topher Poe "See' it must have caught
on something An awful wrench Didn't
)ou feel it, Constance'"

In the excitement and everything,"
sin- - murmured "I don't know what I
felt "

The part), airead) having dwindled
to a dozen, filed sadly into a cafe for
supper.

"I've heard of the stone." whispered
one of the college ouths, as the pa
tnotic part) took seats. "It's worth a
ccol hundred thousand Van Wendt
is the Chicago grain operator, )ou
know."

All the madness of celebration bad
flickered out, and the remaining tour-
ists sat hovering over ices, hushed
hanging oi the words of Van Wendt.

"There is just a chance that some-bod- )

might have picked up the 6tone.'
suggeste-- Bowen, glancing about the
table thoughtfully.

"No. there is no chance, tho chain
was trailing in the water, I should
have had the stone fastened to it, but
the Jew e!er said it must slide, and I let
him have his way. But, come, don't
let this put a damper on us. Let's all
have a nightcap and break up." Var.
Wendt s forced cheerfulness chilled
them all, and the nightcap was me-
chanical!) drunk in silence.

Half an hour later there remained at
the tab!- - only Belasco Bowen and
Christopher Poe.

"Mr Hardy, what would you do in
a position like mine?" asked Bowen,
earnestly addressing the New York
banker, whose affected simplicity and
sincerity had won his confidence
"You see, I am morally to blame for
the less but the stone could not be
duplicated. I might send them another
anonymously to make up for It."

"Mr. Van Wendt seemed satisfied
that it was orly an unavoidable acci-
dent; I am sure be can stand the loss,"
replied Christopher Poe

"You don't think he'll harbor any
resentment toward rac?"

"Wh), no It was all in the game.
He came along with us, and the acci-
dent happened, that's all. You are no
more responsible than I am."

"But I urged the Van Wendts to Join
us," said Bowen ruefully.

"It's mighty unfortunate, but I'd for-
get It If I were you. You started a
good time, and we all enjojed It; let's
think of that Instead of the unfortu-
nate climax."

"I guess jera're right, but I do feel
guilty. I suppose there's no chance
to dredge the Canal T"

"Of course not. The diamond's

gone let the derd rest. Let's change
tho subject Tell me something to
see In Venice it's all new to me, and
)ou seem quite at home '

The galleries and castles of course
)ou ve seen'

Yes. but isn t there some slumming
or something to do in this city of
bridges' ive been looking for some-bo-

who could show me an exciting
place cr two Something different,
tbats what I want

I'll take )ou to the fish markets to-

morrow, if )ou like Us quite a
sight." offered Bowen

Bull)' Would )ou' I like that
sort of thing and It Isn't often one
meets a kindred spirit"

'Thats right," replied Bow en heart
11

Now forget all about that stone,"
advised Poe in parting "You are
blameless, and don l let it worr) )ou
We will meet here at ten tomorrow

The) went to their separate hotels,
and before going to bed Chrlsopher
Poe ient a cable to his friend Hums

Was the name of the suspect in
the Farmers' National burglar)
llelaco Bowen' I remember ho
posed as a society chap When
did he sail from New York'
On returning from an Interesting

excursion with Bowen to the
next da). Christopher Poe

found the following cipher message
awaiting him

Bight Saw a newspaper notice
last month that after a house
purty at Van Wendts he went
aboard the same boat with them
Having torn up the reassuring note,

Christopher Pes' went to his room,
and sat for an hour concentrating on
the missing Duchess Diamond Then
he sent word to Bowen inviting him to
dinner that night.

Poe turned the talk to a glowing ap-
preciation of Naples after the meal,
and before he and Bowen parted It
bad been decided that the) would take
the trip together

At Naples Christopher Poe managed
so that he occupied a room adjoining
Bow en's and, making his interests
conform with the )ounger man's, ho
was soon on an intimate footing with
him

If Bowen had the Djchess Diamond,
which Poe believed he had, surel) the
possession of It seemed to bother him
little He went about the business ol
enjoying himself as thoroughl) as any
American tourist and never showed
the slightest degree of nervousness,
alwavs seeking Poes corrpan) and
ever read) for diversion

The) had spent an interesting ex-

citing week at Narles, when one night
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Bowen received a cablegram which he
tore up and threw in the grate in the
presence of his companion

"Good news?" asked Poe
"No, bad pews I've got to go back

home to tend to bjsiness, ' replied
Bowen

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

' Good. Then I shall have the pleas-
ure of jour company to New-- York."

Bowen sat in thoughtful silence for
a minute, and suddenly remarked:

"By the way, I want to take home
a couplo of bottles of that Barbera
we saw in that little wine-sho- p the
other day. I wonder if It would be
open tonight?"

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

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

"We'll drink these on the boat, to
avoid paying duty on them," remarked
Bowen, bis even caresslne the shapely
bottles.

"I volunteer my help," said Poe;
"guess 111 buy a bottle or two myself."

With their purchases the pair
strolled back to the hotel, and before
going to bed that night Christopher
Poe sat long in silent contemplation
before the heavy wine bottles.

An idea was smoldering in hit mind

So far be had nothing tangible against
How en except bis record, as affirmed
by Burns, his Interest In urging the
Van Wendts to go on the wild Fourth
of Jul) excursion, and bis awkward
movement which showered Miss Van
Wendt with sparks Since then Poe
had seen nothing to substantiate his
suspicion and he was surprised that
How en could act innocence so pcr-tect-

If he really had the diamond,
how did he figure to get it past the
Customs in New York' In Bowen s
manner be found no confession of
guilt, the oung fellow acted naturally
and confidently

Placing the wine-bottle-s In the bot-
tom of his steamer trunk, Christopher
Poe went to bed Next da) both were
occupied in making preparations for
sailing, and it was onl) at dinnertime
that the) met. After dinner, 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 left hand

"How d I get that'" be cried, lifting
his little finger, to show tbo ragged
nail, torn Jagged!)- - across, exposing
the quick

He fumbled in his pocket with bis
other hand

"Got a knife" he asked abrupt!) .
glancing at Bowen

' No net here. W hat's the matter' "

'Ive torn m) nail I used to carry
one of those They're
handv You don t happen to have a
pair'"

"No," answered Bowen absently,
then he leaned forward with interest
Wh), )es by George, I guess I have''

he cried ' I seldom use them ' He
slipped his fingers into an upper waist-
coat pocket and produced a compact
steel nail clipper

'Thanks very much." replied Poe
wincing a bit from the Irritation as he
worked at his nail

There it s all right now Those arc
band) things to have" He examined
the heav), sharp blades

"I find them useful, but I usuall)
forget Im carr)ing them,' replied
Bowen quickly, reaching out, and
dropping the Into his
pocket nonchalantly

Next day they sailed early on a
gigantic, fast boat for New York, both
evidently glad to bid goodb)e to vaca-
tion and get back to real work

Ilelasco Bowen seemed particular!)
elated but In the afternoon, as the
ship struck into the sea and a pro-
nounced rolling motion was felt, he
retired to his stateroom which he oc-

cupied alone Christopher Poe re-

mained sitting in the smoking room,
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"What the devil do you mean?

thinking over the disappearance of the
Duchess Diamond, and piecing to-

gether bits of circumstantial evidence
against Bowen

Half an hour later he strolled up to
the wireless room on tho promenade
deck, and to his surprise, as he en-

tered, found Belasco Bowen just hand-
ing over a message to the operator

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

"I was afraiilj'd be a bit sea sick,
but I couldn't stand it in my berth, so
I strolled up on deck."

Poe bad a fleeting glimpse of the
wireless message, as the operator
counted the words, and he was thrilled
to find It written In cipher.

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

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

"No," answered Bowen quickly.
"Bat wc slow-- down to pick Mm up,
and usually the Customs men come
aboard there."

"Oh, yes, they row alongside in a
boat and climb up a pilot's ladder, I
remember."

"Usually Just opposite the little
Quarantine rock," added Bowen. "Wo
run slow for about fifteen minutes,
coasting just past Quarantine."

,M &--i,l
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The New York banker was pleased
to find that his companion nad such
exact information, and as a result,

going to bed, Poe wrote a long
message to his friend Burns in New
Vork The message was in cipher
and be slipped into the wireless office
with it earl) next morning Lefore
man) passengers were on deck

The trip was pleasant, and Poe and
Bowen were continually together ex
cept when Bowen stajed alone in his
stateroom during periods of sea sick-
ness Each night they drank together
a bottle of the pleasant Italian wine,
and those on board who noticed them
wondered why they were Inseparable

Tho night before arriving In New
York Ilelasco Bowen was particular!)
ga). a!! evidence of seasickness tad
passed, and he gave up the evening
to cementing his friendship with
Christopher Poe, and suggesting de-

lightful little excursions they could
make in New York.

Poe. too, was in good spirits, for
he had received an answer to his elab
orate instructions to Burns

They met again after lunch next
day, and New York was airead) in
sight

'Were getting in," beamed Bowen.
sharing the bustling anticipation of
the whole ship See'" he pointed
to a far off speck 'There's Quaran
tine, and It's only half an hour to dock
from there"

Land certainly looks good after all
this tim Are you packed up?
queried Poe.

'No Going down to finish now, it
wont b difficult Only a steamer-trun- k

and two grips I guess I can
squeeze everything into them"

He excused himself and went below
while Poe leaned over the rail thought
full) watching the little rock island
gradually growing bigger against the
horizon

Ten minutes later Belasco Bowen
rejoined him

' Finished so soon'" queried Poe
"Yes, got ever) thing in but the last

confounded bottle of that Barbera
We should have drunk two last night "

' But I had to get rid of mine."
smiled Poe "There s no fun in being
dela)ed by having to pay dut) on a
little bottle of wine"

B) George. )ou'ro right The) 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 )ou sa)'" asked Bowen
ev enly.

"Why not? There's the old Statue
of Liberty looming up let's drink
to her." offered Christopher Poe
propmtl).

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

Steward," he called to a passing
gre) hound "get me a couple of
glasses, will )ou''"

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
seo the doctor and Customs men come
aboard by the narrow rope-ladd-

" Let s get over on the other side
out of this crush," suggested Bowen
The) sauntered to the deserted side of
the ship, where the great Statue of
Liberty stood In full view

Belasco Bowen gazed off across the
water, pointing out several small sail-
ing craft dotting the waves and bob-
bing about like corks

"Isn't it beautiful? ' he cried
"Yes, but that life looks more ro-

mantic than it is See those two fel-

loes down there, alone in the big dor),
handling those heavy oars, do ou
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 oars to avoid a pos-
sible collision with the great vessel

Before Belasco Bowen could reply,
tbo servile steward stepped up with
the glasses

Bowen ripped off the tin-fo- cap on
his bottle, slowly twisted the screw
Into tho cork, pulled It out with an
accustomed jerk and filled brimming
glasses for Poe and himself He
placed the half-empt- bottle in the
scuppers where it would not tip over,
and idly removed the cork from the
screw as ho smiled at Poe and pro-
posed:

"We'll drink to the dangers of the
sea and tbv pleasure of safe home-
coming"

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

The) drank, and Bowen refilled the
glasses.

"And here's to the Goddess of Liber-
ty," cried Poe, turning toward the
gold glittering statuo dimly outlined
in the harbor "May every man who
deserves liberty have It"

"That's a funny toast," said Bowen
awkwardly, glancing in slight confu-

sion down Into the water, where the
two fishermen were drifting astern.

"I wonder how that figure of IJb-ert- y

strikes a petty little smuggler
bringing in valuable goods to defraud
his country," mused Poe, staring
ahead into the dim harbor.

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

"Why, nothing," replied the New-Yor-

banker, turning to gaze Ingenu-
ously into the shifting eyes ot his com-
panion. "I was just wondering how
)ou felt smuggling that Duchess Dia-
mond."

"Hov I feel!" Bow en's e)cbrows
drew down narrowly. His face sud-
denly cleared, ho 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 he's worked up.

a case and wins a fellow's friendship
just to betray him at the nnish His
upper lip curled contemptuously; ho
glanced nervousl) back into the water.

Oh. 1 knew vou recognized me,"
said Poe Some of my baggage is
narked with V P. and 1 knew that

wouldnt escape )our sharp eyes.
Youve called me Hardy with rather
elaborate exactness, thinking )ou had
a joke on me 1 didn't miss It, nor did
I miss noticing )our eagerness to tiavo
the an Wendts Join that wild party;
I saw )ou were quick handed too,
when vou spilled the sparks over Miss
Van Wendt. and nipped off the plati-
num wire with )our little nail clippers,
on which 1 found the nick made in
cutting the chain The hand is quick-e- r

than the e)e net quicker than
the imagination '

"What the devil do)ou mean?" cried
Bowen, putting down his glass, and
turning with his back to the rail. "Do
)ou accuse me of stealing the Duchess
Diamond"

'Yes, and with attempting to smug-
gle It Into New York "

Where-- have I got It concealed
then'" cried Bowen, his hand sneak-
ing toward his

Oh. don't trouble to find that little
pearl handled gun I've seen It bulg-
ing out beneath )our coat before Look
over there Do )ou see that officer in
white and those three In blue?" Poe
pointed to a crowd of customs officers
who had just climbed up to the ship's
deck from the doctor's boat, and were
already coming toward them

Bon en's expression changed to one
of terror

"I cabled a friend of mine In New
York to send customs house officers on
board at quarantine, and take you be-fo-

)ou succeeded in smuggling in the
Duchess Diamond "

But I haven t got it, I never did
have it You can't prove a thing"
cried Bowen excitedl), leaning threat-e-ilngl- )

toward Poe
Poo turned, and signaled to the cus-

toms house men. who hurried up He
re'plied evenly to Bowen- -

"Of course )ou haven't it now; but
I suspected )our interest in those
thick necked wine-bottle- s I noticed
tho corks were unusually large, and I
experimented with one In my room.
One of those corks wojld nicely con-
ceal a big stone like the Duchess "

'But I have thrown all the corks
ava)'" cried Bowen desperately, as
the customs house officers quietly sur-
rounded him

"Yes, )ou just threw the one con-
taining the stoie into the water, and
)our fishermen accomplices have
picked it up b) now and are making
for shore this minute Look' " He
put his hand on Bow en's shoulder, and
po.nted toward the fishermen's boat,
making for shore At that moment a
trim gray launch fl)ing the police flag
leaped out from behind the stern of
th- - great ocean liner, and In a minute's
time overhauled the big dor) with the
two dazed pseudo fishermen

Bowen trembled as he caw the police
board t!.r boat and his accom-
plices He saw them, remove, after a
struggle, a small object from the coat-pock-

of the larger fisherman Then
Bowen turned to his captors, and, his
arms slack and limp, his lips quivering,
said, 'Youve got me" His shifting
e)es sought Poe's But how the devil
did )Ou know I planned to throw the
.ork overboard right here at quaran-
tine'"

"That was eas) " smiled the banker,
as the officials in white slipped hand-
cuffs over Bowen's wrists. "After I
surprised vou sending long code mes
sages I questioned )ou about the boat,
and found that jou knew we slowed
down at quarantine I felt that was
the most logical place for )ou to throw
over the little cork Your fishermen
could row close while the doctor was
being picked up, and if )ou threw the
cork carefull) it might land right in
the boat, or at least near enough so
It would float until the) could pick it
up unseen because the crowd would be
watching the officials boarding on the
other side Tsat Is all I Just took a
chance, same as )ou did when you
pulled off that carefully planned little
part) of )ours on the Grand canal "

On landing at the dock in New
York, Christopher Poe looked for his
friend Burns, anxious to clasp his
hand after the lengthy parting, and
thank him for his assistance in cap-
turing Bowen

Finding no trace of Burns, Poe went
to a telephone booth on the dock
board, and called his friend's office

"Hello, that )ou, Poe?" came a
cheery voice from the other end

"Yes." exclaimed Poe "I missed
vou at the dock Couldn't )ou make
it""

"No Mitchell called me away just
half an hour before )ou were due.
Everjthlng all right'"

"es. fine They got him at quaran-
tine all right, thanks to )our longdis
tance work "

'Oh. that wasn't an)thing." an-
swered Burns "But tell me, did you
get any rest at all on the trip? I'm
mighty glad )ou're back cafe."

"No rest to speak of," said Poe
quickly "Two or three other jobs
turned up But I got a change, any.
way, and I guess that's a rest I swear
I'll never tackle another mystery. This
chap Bowen 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 Burns anxiously
"Mitchell has a Job for us. I've Just
got the details There's a clever band
of scratebmen forging drafts In Chica
go. I've got reservations on tho eigh-
teen hour train Can you make It?"

"Yes," answered Poe eagerly. "My
grip is through the customs already.
'Volume II' is In It. I won't need any
thing else I can get to a taxi In two
minutes. What time does the flyar
leave?"
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ANOTHER VIEWPOINT
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Slnglr liltssedness beats matri
mony ever) time '

Oh' I dont know Matrimony has
Its advantages

You II have to show me"
"Well for example, a bachelor has

to pa) to attend lectures, while a mar
ried man gets hl at homo for noth
Ing"

A FAIR CHANCE

m

'oi look happv Has Gwendolyn
accepted )ou"

'.Not exactl). but Im her second
choic" in case her father refuses to
buv her a duke

A CARELESS CANINE

ru,Mk."! ,' .r."Hfe. V t '
;nrMji , !A"'ro

Gentle Willie Why dost thou weep"
The dorg but took a piece out of )0ui
pantaloons

Wearie Walker -- W hen he grabbed
pard. he cat.;ht hold of more than th"1

pants'

RETALIATION

The Scholar 'I) folks is ilcad set
on me gottin a education, but by
gum! I m goln" to make it cost 'em
somepin".

EXTREMES

if ' Jt
Uliit w

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

Mrs Toper That may be, but Its
more liable to make you lean.
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