
THE EXPLANATION. 

I am trembling. 
When I rest my hand on my desk : 

It trembles. 1 shudder when thp door 1 

Is suddenly opened. I know you will 

tell me you know all about It. that it 

is nothing but nervousness. 

But I am only 3ft and as strong as 

a bear, broad-shouldered and red- 

cheeked. I am sing]-* and independ- 
l ent— 
I Still I am trembling. 
* In front of me I have a copy of the 

local paper, and I read: 

"Otto Jus esen, the merchant, wv- 

robbed of two thousand crowns in 

cash last night. Yesterday ert»>rn>on 

he had written and sealed up a let- 

ter containing the above named 

amount In bills. It was addressed to 

ithe wholesale firm of Soelberg & Co., 

Copenhagen, and was to have been 

mailed this morning, but last night, 
when Mr. Justesen left his office a 

little before midnight to go to his 

club, he carelessly left his window 

open. As the office Is on the ground 

floor, access was easy and early this 

morning the crumpled up enevelope 
was found in the street outsida The 

money, of course, had disappeared. 
The police have no clue.” 

I have read this paragraph three 

times and read it once more. The pa- 

per is shaking in my hand. Do you 

understand why I am trembling? 
I am the thief, you suppose. No. 

Why then? Don't you understand, I 

am Otto Justesen, the man who has 

been robbed. Ssh! Was not that the 

door? 
• * • * 

The police are sitting opposite me 

In the shape of enrik Oram, one of 

the kindest-hearted men I know. Still 
1 am trembling. 

Gram and 1 are old friends, lie I 

knows all about my affairs, knows 

Just how I am fixed. A young busi- 

ness man, starting without capi'al. 
has an uphill job and times are bad. J 

But today there is an abyss be- ! 
tween Henrik Gram and me. IIi3 

voice sounds differently, he is here in 
^ 

k v a 

hIs official capacity. 
"Tell me all the detail?,” be say^, 

"but calmly. Why, you arc shaking 
with nervousness, man?” 

"Well, you t 'e :he thing is this,” 
I begin. And I talk on rapidly, hardly 
knowing what I am saying. I tell him 

that I am ruined if the money is not 

found. Soelburg & Co., are net phil- 
anthropists, they want their money, 

and now, just as I had sue« ended in 

scraping the money o' fb-r. i r- 

gone. 

"Can’t you raise a Ioeu?’ Gram 
-• 

asks. 

asks. • 

"No,” I say. "I am done for; the 

lemon has been squeezed to the laBt 

drop.” 
Now do you understand why I am 

trembling? No, you cannot. You 

think I am afraid of bankruptcy. No, 
it is much worse. It is a lie. There 

has been no theft. 

There never was any money in the 

letter. I stole it myself. It was 1 who 

threw the empty enevelope in the 

street outside. 
The I/ord knows I worked like a 

slave to keep above water, hut it was 

of no use. The lark of two thousand, 

crowns will make me bankrupt un- 

less Soelburg & Co take pity on nm 

'when they hear about my misfor- 

tune. 
“It was gross carelessness to leave 

the money near the open window. 

All a man had to do was to stretch 

out his hand.” 

It is Gram speaking in a tone of 

reproach. A glass of port winp. then? 
He shakes his head. He wants to 

make me understand hat he is not 

paying me a friendly visit. 

A boy comes in from the store and 

hands me a telegram. I tear it open 
and read Cram comes closer. 

“Well?” he asks. 
"Head it yourself,” I say. 

Gram takes the telegram, heads it 

and lays it aside. 
“Must have money; otherwise 

bankruptcy. Soelburg & Co. 
1 am ruined. 

My eyes cannot 'ear themselves 

from the telegram. So the whole 

scheme Is wasted. I am to be pur-' 
ishcd for my falsehood. Is it then J 
really a crime I have commuted? T*t« 

police have had a little cvtra work, I 
without any reason >s if it were not 

rea on enough hat a man wanted, to 

saTO hirr.'elf from banKruptcy. Put 

It is against the law and I will he! 
punished. I am trembling again. 
There is not the least b!t of de3- 
r credo in me. 

X v, listen, Justesen,” Gram 

F-ayr. 

“Yc*s! yes!” I look up. How he is. 

staring at me. What does he mean? 

Now he says slowly, emphasiz- 
ing every word: 

I The wholp story i^ a fake You 

took the letter yourself.” 
"What-1?” 
"You took the le ter yourself 
“Gram! old friend! Wiiat are you 

saying?” 
He bred? over me. la,-s his band on 

my shoulder and rr >eats; “You took 

the letter yourself. There never war 

any money in it.” 
I groan and fall back in my chair 

as limp as a rag. There is no fight j 
in me. I am ready to confess every- 

thing. 
Then the door opens, 

j The man who enters ha* black, 

piercing eyes and a noco like the bill 

jof a hawk, a dark moustache and 

thin lips, He is well dressed. 

“I beg your pardon,” he says. “I 

come in regard o the theft.” 

Gram hurriedly places himself be- 

tween him and me. 

"1 am a police official,” be says. 
The man steps aside so that he can 

see my face in spite of Gram. 

“I can g(*t back the money you 

lost,” he says. 
“You”, I stammer. What did he 

mean? Was it a trap perhaps? 
“On one condition,” he says. “You 

must withdraw your complaint. 
Gram turns to me. His r 

1 

presses his sorrow at having suspect- 
ed me without reason. 

“Of course, you accept,” he says. 
I nod my head. My brain i* 

lyzed understanding nothing .1 only 
stare at the man with the piercing 

s 
eyes. 

‘‘I must have if in writing,’* he 

rays. 
*‘Of courje,” Gram rep-lies. 
The man unbuttons his coat and 

from an inside pocket produces a wad 

of bills which he puts on my desk. 

"Please count them. There are two 

thousand. To make a clean breast of 

it, i was I who stole the money from 

you. but 1 have regretted It and If 

you are satisfied with getting back 

your money— 

Yes, everything is correct. There 

are two thousand crowns in bills. I 

count them over and over again. 
Gram has picked up a pen and Is 

writing some kind of an agreement, 
which I sign. I declare to have re- 

ceived from Nicholas Ivragborg the 

sum of two thousand <rowns. in con- 

sideration of whi h 1 consent to drop 
all prosecution. 

I -nr r tr-il one word of the 
* s- except that I am saved 

'•rn-n h;in\ns’tcy and dishonor. 

T!uic simply cannot be any expla- 
r a Goa 

* • * # 

1 r.m a different b?ing now.. The 

crisis is past and my business is thriv- 

ing beyond all expectation. Only one 

thing is lacking to make my happi- 
ness complete—the explanation. 

Sometimes I press my hands against 
my throbbing temples. The thoughts 
are chasing one another badly. Why 
— ? How? I see before me ihe man 

with piercing eyes. Was he perhaps 
the evil one and did 1 sell my im- 

mortal soul to him? 

One morning I get a lette rfrom 

Gouth Africa. 1 do not know the 

handwriting and finger '(he eneveiope 
for a while before opening it. I 

read: 
“Dear Sir—1 am sure you have 

racked your brains many rimes for 

my sake, bur now I will tell you the 

story. People call me the mastor 

thief, 1 am a past master of the art 

of stealing. 
“I came to Roskilde o nthe night 

train the very night you manufactur- 

ed your little yarn about the money 
In the letter. The whole town was 

talking about you the n*»\* d^y arc 

there was not a in'Me pcrsoh who 

doubted that you had invented hp 

story yourself.' I listened to all the 

gossip in the bar room of the ho- 

tel 

“Your letter, you said had been 
stolen about midnight, the very houi 

when I had cracked a nice lit le crib 

in Copenhagen getting a snug little 

amount of SO,000 out of a jewelry 
shop. You see, a much more stylish 
affair. 

"I caught the night train at 1:13 

and reached Roskilde about 2 in the 

morning. I have always found it a 

good scheme to go to a small town 

and stay there for a while so as not 

to be arrested at the frontier. 

“Do you understand now that it 

was good business for me to pay 2000 

crowns to get a certificate from the 

authorities that 1 had been in Ros- 

kilde at midnight? 
“I proudly returned to Copenhagen 

the same evening, was, of course, ar- 

rested at the depot. The whole job 
at the jeweler’s had been arranged 
so that I was immediately suspected. 
My methods were too well known to 

the detectives. 
“But I show them our agreement. 

The police ring up Roskilde police 
station on the phone. Was I right? 

■ Sure enough! And. of course, even I 

could not be in two places at the 

same time. 
“And now I am sitting here think- 

ing that I have done a good thing, 
supposing you don’t try any more 

I tricks. Respectfully yours, 
“NICHOLAS KRAGBERG.” 

* * * * 

The letter is burnt, the ashes gone, 

j But, after all, there is an explanation 

jof everything.—Harold Tandtrup. 

'. J. and Mrs. McCall, of Kansas 

City, were in Brownsville yesterday, 
I having arrived Saturday night. Mr. 

McCall is in charge of a party of 

j prospectors from the North. 

C. II. Peterman, wife and son, of 

St. Paul, Minn., are Brownsville vis- 

tor#. 

Fire Insurant 
Joyce R. Wood 1 

Phone 100 Combe Building. Over Bowse Furniture Company | 
-a—i "i ■ » .. " 

■ THERE IS LUND. AND UNO f 
I!! If you pay LAND prices you do nor want Land. I J 
'J have none to sell, nor expect to have, but know w hue X 

|| you should buy if you would secure value rccei\ed I 
i! Because as a Civil Engineer I know the whole Va'lcy 4 
0 ai you know your dooryard. X 

E. B. G ORE, i 
II Reference Merchants’ National Bank \ 

«V 

I 
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T. Crixell, Sole Dealer, Brownsville 

ADVERTISE YOUR BUSINESS 

£ 
f ^ B 

Brownsville Herald Co. 
s ;s' § it msi. • J 

\ jj 

Your salesman who are representing you are careful 

Ilf to wear clean linen and well pressed clothes in or- 

der to strengthen, the impression that all things 
coming from your headquarters, men and goods, all 
high grade. The dress of the letters and literature 

I you send calling upon your customers is as important 
a matter as the shave, shine and dignity of your salesman. 

> 

A little paper and cold type; and a warm im- 

pression is guaranteed aside from the ap- 
peal in the text of your argument. 


