
Continued.
“I will do anything you say and

wish,” she said, faintly, and he led
her to a caair.

The marquis’ face blazed.
“Am I to be disobeyed in my own

house?” he said, in a loud, ringing
voice. “Leave the room, gentlemen,
and leave me to this man. You
dare—”

Harry stepped to the door.
“One moment,” he said. “The mar-

chioness wishes you to remain.”
The marquis sprang to his feet.
“Insolent scoundrel!” he exclaim-

ed. “Do you dare—this bouse is
mine! I>eave it, or I hand you over

to justice!
Harry smiled, and the smile w-ia

more ominous than many words.
“No,” he said, gently, “the house

is the Lady of Darracourt’s, my lord,
Mr. Head,” and he turned to that
gentleman, who stood petrified with
amazement at the strange complica-
tion, “the Marquis of Merle has ac-
cused me of burglary and theft, i

am here waiting the constable who
Is to take me in charge. Whether
I am innocent or guilty matters lit-
tle at this moment. But meanwhile
a forgery is committed, and the man
who presents the check declares
that the person who gave it to him
is—the marquis. I am ready to go

to prison, but on one condition only,
that the man and the marquis are
charged with the forging and pres-
entation of the check which the
marchioness disowns.”

The marquis sank into h’s chair
—checkmated.

Mr. Head looked from one to an-
other; the detective kept one hand
upon Mr. Sinclair, while he toyed
with the other with the handcuffs
concealed in his pocket.

At. last the marquis spoke.
“This is braggart insolence!” he

said, his eyes glistening. “I know
nothing of this check; but I can tin
derstand (Bat a mistake may ffave
been made, and”—slowly and sig-
nificantly—“i will undertake to see
that Mr. Sinclair comes to no harm.
If you will leave him here, gentle-
men, I will promise to produce him
if it should be required.”

“There!” bo cried. “Do you hear?
The marquis is responsible for me—

he’ll answer for me! Does that look
as if I had forged the check? Take
your hand off, will you?”

The detective looked to M~. Head
for instructions. There was evident-
ly something behind the case. He
did not want to rake up a scandal
In high life.

Mr. Head looked at Lucille.
"What shall I do. my lady?” he

said, in a low voice.
Lucille raised her sad, weary eyes

to his face, then turned them to
Harry.

He saw that she was tried almost
beyond endurance—that her strong h
■was failing her, and he said, gentry:

"Accept the marquis’ offer.”
The marquis shot a furious glance

at him.
“What business is (his ot yours,

sir?” he demanded.
Mr. Sinclair stole around the table.
“Hush! Don’t—don’t riel him. Let

him settle it.”
And at the warning whisper the

marquis subsided
"Do as you like,” he said, waving

his hand. “I do not understand this
•—this mystery. No doubt Mr. Sin-
clair will explain to me privately.”

Mr. Head made a motion to T*e
door.

Lvicilio ante, and Harry unlocked
the door for then to pass out.

As he did so a voice was heard in
the hall—a woman’s voice—inquiring
If the marchioness was In. It was
Marie Verner’s. The footman, who
had seen Lucille pass down the hall
In her outdoor things, replied in the
negative.

"No! then I will wait. I must see
her. Could you tell nu if Mr. Herne
has been here?” she asked in a qullk,
anxious tone.

Lucille started.
"It is Marie!” she said. "Oh, let

me go to her!”
Harry kept her back gently, and

went into the hall.
At sight of him Marie uttered a

cry of relief and joy, and, flinging
up her veil, dashed to his side.

"Oh, Harry, what has happened?
Why have you left me so suddenly?
Almost on our wedding eve, too—”
she got no further, for Mr. Sinclair,
who stood as if her voice had turned
him to stone, seemed to return to
life, and with a spring dashed past
the men and reached the hail at the
moment Marie was clinging to Har-
ry’s arm.

She uttered a cry and sank back
from the white face with its red
spots of furious passion.

“You!” she gasped.
"Yes. me!” he shou'ed. "What are

you clinging io him for? What do
you call him Harry for? What’s this
about your marriage day?”

Marie stood trembling, speechless.
Harry looked from her to Sinclair.

"Are you mad?” he said, sternly.
What do you know of this lady?”

"Wha- do I know—” Mr. Sinclair
broke off with a wild, shrill laugh.
“I know that sne is to be my wife!
Marie, come to me! Tell him I speak
the truth! Tell him how I’ve worked
and waited for you! How I kept you
at school, and made a lady of you!
Come 10 me, Marie!” and he held
out bis arms. It was piteous.

Harry, looking down at her face,
slowly put her hands from his arm

"What is this?” he said, sternly.
“Does this man speak the truth?
Have you promised to marry MmT'

“Yes, yes, ves!” wailed ?Ir. Sin-
clair. "Years ago, and amonthago;
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I’ve got her letters, here, here, and

here—” and he tore a bundle ol
let ers from his pocket and struck
them with his shaking hand. “An
swer him, Marie! Tell him that yoi

love me, that you’ll marry me!”
Marie Verner was no ordinary wo-

man. A woman of the usual typ

would have lied, prevaricated, and
most certainly have fainted.

She did none of these things. Quiet-
ly, calmly, she fixed her eyes on
the wretched man, and smiled—a
smile full of contempt and loathing.

‘Marry you!” she said; “I would
sooner die! This”—and she touched
Harry’s arm—“is my husband.”

At these words there arose a sob,

and Lucille staggered out into the
hall.

Marie Verner started and drew
back, and Harry darted forward; but
Lucille, with a gesture, swept past
him, and with lowered head passed
up the stairs.”

The group stood amazed, thunder-
struck at this fresh complication.

Marie was the first to recover her
self-possession.

“Yes,” she said, looking around
calmly; “this gentleman, Mr. Herne,
is my future husband. Our marriage
is fixed for to-morrow; that, gentle-
men”—meekly—“must be my excuse
for following him here.”

Mr. Sinclair scarcely waited until
she had finished.

With something between a moan
and a shriek, he threw himself at

her feet.
“Marie! —Marie! Have mercy on

me! Don’t drive me mad! I did it
all for you! I’m a rich man now!
Twenty-five thousand pounds! I>o you

hear? —five and twenty thousand
pounds!—all yours! They can’t keep
me out of it! See, Marie, here is
the check—where is it?—show it to
her! Don’t desert me; don't disown
me, Marie! All these years I've
waited and loved you—”

Marie Verner turned from him,
with a beautiful expression of pain
and astonishment.

“This is extraordinary!” she said.
"I know this person—I have known

! him for some time; but there is no-
{thing in our acquaintance to warrant

He broke in with a wild langfl.
"You hear her! Listen to her! No-

thing in our acquaintance! Marquis,
gentlemen, if she has promised to be
my wife once she has promised, swore
it, a thousand times! I’ve lived tor
nothing but that! Nothing! Worked
and waited"! And now I’m rich—do
you hear. Marie, rich!”

She turned to Harry and whis-
pered :

“Take me awaj!”
Mr. Sinclair sprang to his feet.
“Take her away!’ he shrieked. “Oh,

I understand it all now! Take her
away and marry her! Go on! You’ll
find she’ll fool you as she fooled me!
Do you think she cares for you? No,
it’s me she loves, but she’ll marry
you because you are the real mar-
quis!” and he laughed wildly.

The marquis started forward.
"Get away from here,” he said,

hoarsely. "The man is mad! Take
him away—stay, he is an eld friend,
leave him with me; but go, gentle-
men, pray go ”

"Mad, am I?” yelled Mr. Sinclair.
"Mad! I’m not so mad but I can baulk
you, marquis, and you too, my lady,”
and Lt shook his fist in Marie’s face.
“You’ve got the secret, have you;
and you meant to make a fine haul
with it! You threw me over to be
the Marchioness of Merle, did you?
And you thought I'd stand by and
see it and say nothing except‘Thank
you!’ But you’re mistaken. Gentle
men all, look at that man thereT’
and he pointed to the marquis, as
wo must still call him. "Look at
him! He gave me that check: he
forged it! He must have done ft,
for I didn’t! Why did he give me
that? Why?

"Silence!” cried the marquis, and
he sprang upon the wretched man;
but Harry seized him in his hercu-
lean grasp and held him off.

“Why?” cried Mr. Sinclair. “To
shut ray mouth? Oh, you may look
as black as you like; I’m going to
make a clean breast of it. Why
shouldn’t I? The money is no use
to me now!” and he glared at Marie
Verner. ,rThat check was a bribe
to me to keep my mouth shut, to
keep the secret I got from old Pol-
lard. Gentlemen all, that man’s not
the rightful marquis! There stands
the real lord—there!” and he poinx-
ed to Harry.

"It is a madman’s raving!” sax
the marquis, wetting his parched
lips.

"Raving, is it? It’s the truth? His
mother was married at St. Angelo,

Paris! There is the copy of the cer-
tificate; there in Paris is the entry.

The real marquis is Harry Herne;
and, gasping, he sank into a chair,
glaring at Marie Verner.

Mr. Head took the certificate
from his nerveless fingers and read
it swiftly.

“Is this true?” he said in a grave
voice to the marquis. “I have long
suspected some mystery—”

“True!” and the marquis laughed.
“Does it sound true? Take him to
a lunatic asylum.”

Marie Verner glided forward. Her
face was white as death, but there
was a smile upon her lips.

"It is true!” she said, and her
voice fell upon the storm like ,-j.e

clear notes of a hell. "It is true,
and he knows it. I learned the se-
cret and”—she shrugged her s-ou
ders—“should have taken the whole
world in o my confidence to-morrow
after twelve o'clock. I should have

been the Marchioness of Merle then!
“But your folly has spoiled both r

pretty plots, marquis—Mr. Merle, i

should say. Take my advice and ac
cept the situation—as I do!” and she
smiled. “My lord,” and she turned
to Harry, **you have had a narrow
escape; and yet, I don't know, I think
I should have made you as good a
wife as most. But its no use cr\
ing over spilt milk! You had ue
ter remember that. You can take th-t
man’s title away from him; it is
yours; but you can’t take his wife!”
and she smiled sardonically.

Harry sank into a chair, great
drops standing upon his brow.

“Are you a fiend?” he gasped. "This
is all your work!”

She smiled.
“No, not a fiend; only a woman

full of ambition, my lord. My work?
—you mean Lucille’s marriage? les.
You see, I wanted her out of tat
way! ”

“Heaven forgive you!” broke from
him; “I cannot!”

“Wait until you are asked, my lord,”
she said. “And yet, I don t know
why you shouldn't forgive me when
you know what i am going to do!”
and she moved to the door.

“Where are you gotng?—what ar
you going to do?”

She put his band from her.
“I am going to Lucille,” she sa?3.

“Not to make reparation—l leave that
for fools; but I am going to put you
straight in her eyes—to show her
that you couldn’t have done anything
else but marry me under the circum
stances. I was making you—wasn .

I?”
She laughed.
“Good-day, gentlemen. Mr. Merle,

you have spoiled both our fortunes,
and I cant forgive you! A forged
check!—it was the work of an iuio !

and, with the first touch of passion,
she shot a furious glance at him and
went out.

They heard her ascending the stairs
with a light careless step. Bad to
the core, she had one redeeming qual-
ity which most villains, male and fe-
male, Jack courage!

Mr. Head went up to Harry and
laid his hand on his shoulder.

“This is strange and sudden news,
my lord,” he said, solemnly. “I have
long had my doubts that there wr as
some mystery in the life of the late
marquis; but you will admit that it
was not my place—”

Harry shook his head wearily.
“What is to be done?” he said,

hoarsely.
Mr. Head looked at the marquis.
“I do not imagine that the claim

will be contested, he said, signifi-
cantly. “I would suggest a compro-
mise.

The marquis laughed sardonically
and threw himself back in his chair.

“Compromise!” ne said with a
sneer. “I shall contest this claim to
he last farthing! I will never give

up, never!”
Mr. Head approached the table and

bent over him.
“For your own sake remain quiet,”

he said. “Do not anger him; he nas
been cruelly used. Look back, sir,
upon the years he has borne the
shadow of disgrace and obloquy. As
to the claim, if this be genuine—-
and I see that you know it is—it
can easily be proved—you are lost!”

The detective, who had been per-
fectly silent, watching the scene and
taking in every detail, stepped lor
ward.

“I have to do my duty,” he said.
“I arrest you. sir, on a charge of
forging—a check on Messrs. Coutts'
bank!”

The marquis started and clutched
the table.

“You—you cannot!” he said, hoarse-
ly.

The detec. ive shook his hcaa.
“It is the cleverest case—and the

prettiest—l ever had to do with. ’

he said, with an air of satisfaction.
“The evidence is conclusive. That
man,” and he pointed to Sinclair,
“could not nave done it if he tried.
He isn't clever enough. Come sir,
behave like a man.”

Harry came into the light of the
lamp that streamed upon the table
and upon the marquis’ face.

“Stop!” he said. “Will you give
me a few minutes wi h—him?’

The words left his lips slowly, al-
most mechanically. The detective
looked at Mr Head.

“Ten minutes, my lord,” he saici,
significantly, and he a"d Mr. Head
walked into the hall.

Harry locked the door after them,
and as he did so he noticed that Sin-
clairf stole to the window and glid-
ed out—noticed, hut did not attempt
to follow him or raise an alarm.

Pale and stern, he walked up to
the table.

"You have ten minutes,” he said,
and his voice trembled as he looked
at the craven face of the man who
plotted against him and was now at
his mercy. “Write quickly! Give me
her freedom and—” he poi ted to
the half-open window.

The marquis laughed.
“And leave you in possession—the

Marquis of Merle!” he scoffed.
Harry flushed for a second.
“No!” he said. “Keep it all, title,

money, everything, but her freedom.
Give me that and I surrender all
else. See,” and he wrote a line or
two on a piece of paper, surrender- ,
ing his own claim.

The marquis clutched it and start- j
ed to his feet, staring at him.

“You—you mean this; he gaspeo. |
Harry pointed to the paper.
“Quick!” he said, sternly, “I think

only |of her; you have to think or
yourself. I will not trust her to
your mercy. Refuse to sign and no-
thing can save you from the fate
you plotted for me ! Quick! I hear
them outside.”

The marquis snatened up the pen
and wrote, then flung the paper to-
ward him. Harry took it and put it
carefully in his breast. Then he
pointed to bis hat and ulster.

The marquis required no words.
With a bound he seized the coat
and put it on. then, with his hand
upon the window, he looked back.

He could not repress one last taunt.

“She is my wife still!” he said.
“I know it!” he said “I will re-

member it! Now go!
The window closed noiselessly, an

Harry waited in the center of tna
room. The ten minutes expiredj anu
there came a knock at the door.
He opened it and admitted the de-
tective and Mr, Head. The former
looked around the room quickly.

“Gone?” he said.
Harry inclined his head gravely

The detective bit his lip irresolutely.
“Well, you know best, my lord,”

he said; “but it was a splendid case. ’

CHAPTER XXXVI.
Half an hour later Harry stood

upon the terrace and looked out over
the lawn to the park, and the wide-
stretching woods beyond.

Mr. Head had gone back to Lon-
don with the detective; but he had
remained long enough to talk over
the position of affairs with Harry,
and to prove to him that there could
be little or no doubt that he was in
reality the marquis, and that the man
who had borne the title so long h;■/*
gone out nameless and penniless.

“You are the marquis, Harry,” he
said, “and his fate, and—forgive me!
—hers, Lady Lucelle’s, are in your
hands. It is for you to say what shall
be done.”

Harry stood leaning his brow upon
his hand, listening to the grave and
prudent lawyer.

“I cannot decide what to do,” he
said. “It is all so sudden, so unex-
pected, and, above all, so mysteri-
ous.”

“And yet it is seo plain when you
think it over,” said Mr. Head. “The
detective told me that the moment
he heard the marquis speak and look
at you he guessed what would hap-
pen, and that he knew you were the
rightful lord of Darracourt, and that
the forged check had been paid for a
bribe. And now I will go to Lon-
don,” he concluded. “I will verify
the certificate, and hunt up evidence,
and—what else can I do for you?”

“Two things,” said Harry. "Find
the—the marquis, and let him under-
stand that while he lives he shall be
cared for. I will allow him a liberal
income, always providing”—and his
face darkened— “that he remaftis
away from his wife, unless she sends
for him. The next thing is to go to
this address. You will find Susie
(here, waiting for a message. Simply
tell her that Lady Lucille has need
of her, and send her at once.”

Then, when Mr. Head bad gone,
he returned to the terrace and look-
ed out upon the vast estate that was
now his—his, the Marquis of Merle!

But his eye grew no brighter, nor
his face less dark and gloomy, vriint
did it all amount to—title, lands,
houses, gold—seeing that he had lost
that which he valued more than all
the world beside: Lucille!

The false marquis had known how
to sting when he turned and, as a
parting taunt, reminded Harry that
Lucille was still separated from him
by a gulf which only death could
bridge.
He had lost Lucile. So bitter was
the thought, so great was tne pain
which the realization of the fact caus-
ed him, that his sudden acquisition

of title and wealth only increased
his sorrow. ,

Better to have been a nameless
peasant, with the woman he loved by
hig side, than to be the Lord of i>i&rle
knowing that Lucille was the wife
of another.—the man he had de-
throned!

Suddenly there came a step behino
him, and Marie Verner glided to his
elbow.

To be continued.
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TRANSPORTATION IN NEW YORR.

City Terminals Without Traffic Con-
nection.

Scientific American.— The total
lack of a co-ordinated plan (or shall
we say of coordination of effort?)

in the provision of transportation fa-
cilities in New York city, is forcioly
brought to the notice of the public
by a letter of Vice-President Rea of
the Pennsylvania railroad company
to Chairman Wilcox of the public
service commission, which draws at-
tention to the fact that when the
Pennsylvania’s new station at Sev-
enth avenue and Thirty-third street.
New York, is opened to the public
in the summer of 110, it will he
without any connection with the rap-
id transit system of the city.

The predicament in which the
magnificent new terminal will find
itself has its parallel in the history
of the three great bridges across the
East river. The Williamsburg bridge
stood, for several years after its
competition, completely isolated from
the elevated railroad systems of

Manhattan and Brooklyn; and it was
only recently that the costly elevat-
ed approaches to, and roadways on,
the bridge were placed in service.
The great Queensbcrro bridge, open-
en a few months ago, is likewise
without any rapid transit or elevat-
ed railway connections: and the
present indications are that the new
Manhattan suspension bridge, which
will l>e completed within a year, will
find itself in the same predicament.
The case of the new Pennsylvania
terminal will be particularly aggra-
vated, since it will not only bring
all the express trains of America’s
greatest railroad into the city, bu
it will also serve as the gathering
and distributing center for a large
suburban travel from New Jersey
and from the extensive and popu-
lous residential districts of Long
Island.

Obviously the most satisfactory
plan for placing the Pennsylvania
terminal in immediate touch with the
subway system would be to build an
extension of the existing subway
south from Forty-second sfreeu
through. Seventh avenue to the Bat-
tery. This is the plan advocated by
the Pennsylvania company;, and as
far back as 1906 such a route was
laid out by the old rapid transit com-
mission as part of a complete sys-
tem through Manhattan and the
Bronx, the northerly portion of which
was to be built up Lexington avenue
from Forty-second street to provide
the East side with greatly needed
facilities. This route is indorsed by
the present public service commis-
sion. The failure to build the line
must be laid at the door of the In-
terborough company, which operates
the present subway; for it was not
until last June that the offer of this
company to construct such a line
was received by the commission
Mho have the proposal now under
consideration. The traveling public
has no interest in the controversy
as to where lies the responsibility
for the delay; but it is tremendously

interested in having this line con-
structed with the least possible de-
lay. We are -well aware that there
ere other rapid transit routes be-
fore the commission, for each of
which their particular sponsors claim
special advantages and the neces-
sity for immediate construction; but
in view of the importance of the
new Pennsylvania terminal as a dis-
tributing center and of the pressing
need for another four-fcraok Fine
south from Forty-second street to
the Battery, we believe it will be
the concensus of opinion that this
line should be one of the first, if
not the very first, to be authorized,
and that the contractors and the
public service commission should
join hands in rushing it to aji early
completion.
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A brakeman retired to a farm and
started to le-ad the simple life. Hav-
ing a piece of new land to break
he hitched up a team of mules,
wrapped the lines around his waist
in farmer fashion and started to

work. He had gone but a short dis-
tance wh< n he saw o stump anead
and immediately begun giving the

railroad “stop” signal with both
hands. The plow struck the stump,
and the hrakeman went head first
over the plow. Picking himself up,
he ran angrily to the mules ana
roared:

“You flop eared scoundrels, don l
you ever look back for a signal?”—
Atchison Globe.
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Mr. Rosenbaum mused over the in-
timacy between Mrs. Rosenbarm and
Mrs. Goldstein. Their frequent meet-
ings and gossip were known to him.

A light dawned on him as he
thought about it. “Moshe,” he said.
"Give it up. Don’t try to hide the
fact about the raise in wages any
longer from your wife. You can’t do

it.”
“Well, I’ll try a couple of times

more,” said Goldstein With a deter-
mined manner. “Surely I ought to
find a hiding place.”

“I can’t help \ou," said Rosenbaum.
“I give it up; I’m sharper that what
you are and if I can’t fool a woman 1
like to bet you can’t.”

Mr. Goldstein went his way. When
Saturday came and he took the extra
$2 bill in his hand he was no nearer
knowing what he would do with it
than he bad been a week ago.

Just before he started for his
Brownsville home he removed one oi

his shoes and placed the money in
the toe of ir. Feeling quite secure In
its possession, Morris went home and
turned the $l2 over to his wife. The
strong-minded woman said nothing
and placed it carefully away. Shortly J
before retiring Morris removed his’
shoes, felt of the rolled up bill, and
went to bed contented—at least, he
had baffled the energetic wife. In the
morning he arose and noted that his
shoes were just where he had placed
them; he fitted a pair of slippers on
his feet and decided that he would
start ton Coney Island at noon, or
shortly after.

Mr. Goldstein roamed around his
front yard and smoked and mused on
the pleasures of the coming outing.
Mrs. Goldstein appeared at the front
door, “Going to stay at home all
day, Morris?” she asked.

“1 think I'll take a long walk this
afternoon,” said Mr. Goldstein. “Go
far away right out into the country.”

Mrs. Goldstein turned back, saying,
“A walk will do you good.”

Then Mr. Goldstein heard her call
*o the elder son: “Sholem, shine up
your father’s shoes; he’s going to
take a walk.”

Mr. Goldstein’s happy feeling in
staidly changed to one of despa r.
He knew Sholem never overlooked
anything; already he heard the boy
stirring around looking for the shoes.
“Don’t touch the shoes!” he cried in
a quavering voice. “1 won’t, have
them shined.”

“Go on, do what 1 told you, Sho-
lem,” said Mrs. Goldstein, and that
ended the matter. The boys did what
their mother said.

Mr. Goldstein sat on a bench in
the front yard and heard the shining
going on at the back door. Every in-
stant lie expected to hear a cry from
the boy about a discovery that would
expose his attempt to conceal money.
But not a word was spoken, and Mr.
Goldstein began to hope that the
slices would be polished without the
money being found. Finally Sholem
announced in a loud voice that the
shoes had been shined and added that
he was going away lor a time.

In fifteen minutes he passed along
the path through the front yard, giv-
ing his father a smiling look, and
disappeared down the road.

“Where is Sholem going?” Morris
called out to his wife.

“Coney Island,” said Mrs. Goldstein.
Morris gave a start. That was

where he was going. He walked up

and peered into the house, and saw
the shoes setting inside of the door,
well polished. He ventured to ask a
question: “Did you give him any
money?”

“No,” said Mi’s. Goldstein. “He
said he had a little. Told me he
found it.”

Unhappiness descended on Morris

How His Wife Found Out
and remained there until noon, when
he took the shoes and started to pm
them on. There was no $2 bill in
the toe of the right one. Sholem
was at Coney Islad.

“Now I know why he looked so
happy when he left,” said Morris;

The next day, at work, Mr. Gold-
stein told his troubles and gave an
account of his new failure to save the
12 to the sympathetic Aaron Rosen
baum.

"What is to be done?” asked Mor
ris, in conclusion.

"I’ll talk with Shmool,” said Mr.
Rosenbaum. “You and I are two
SchlamejLs. We got no heads on us.

Three days later Mr. Rosenbaum
called Mr. Goldstein to him at even-
ing and they went home together.
"Shmool advises.” said Mr. Rosen
baum, “that you take the $2 and next
Saturday put it in some place right
in plain sight and not try to hide it.
Schmool says, if you got an old vest
or coat hanging around that has been
there for a long time, hide it in that.
If you conceal it. the money is sure
to bo found. But it you put it right
under their noses they'll not think to
look there. He got the idea out of a
smart detective book.”

"It sounds pretty good,” said Mr.
Goldstein. "I never ..anight of that
plan before. I do It.”

Saturday, Morris and the others
quit work at noon, as muul, and he
went straight to his home and going
to a little summer shed in the rear,
placed the $2 bill in the inside
pocket of an old ragged waistcoat
that was hanging in a conuV and had
been there for a year or more.

No ono saw him do it although
Mrs. Goldstein observed him come
out of the shed, but said nothing. Mr.
Goldstein took a stroll around
Brownsville during the afternoon and
visited neighbors in the evening. He
did not go near the shed again that
day or night lest he arouse the sus-
picion of Mrs. Goldstein.

In a serene frame of mind ho arose
on Sunday and again formed plans
for the Coney Island outing. Alas
for the plans! Morris after breakfast
assured himself that Mrs. Goldstein
was in front of the house and then
quietly made his way to the shed. The

i waistcoat was gone.
Mr. Goldstein gave a cry. "It is no

use,” he said aloud. “Pinstor!” Mrs.
Goldstein hastened to him.

“What is it?”
“The old vest! gasped Morris

"Where is it?”
“Oh, that old thing,” said Mrs.

Goldstein. “1 got tired of seeing It
hang around and yesterday while you
were out walking I gave it to the rag-
man.”

"Mrs. Goldstein, aid you know
there was in tlxo Inside packet?
You have thrown away money!”

"1 took the bill out before I gave it
to the man,” said Mrs. Goldstein
calmly. "I had an idea it was there.”

“Had an idea, how?” cried Morris.
“Why,” said the lady, “you had your

wages raised a couple of dollars a
week some time ago, and ever since
then you have been trying to hide the

extra money. 1 always looked for It
and found it every time, except once,
and then I have an Idea who got it.
You never told aboout the raise, but
I knew it all along. Next Sunday you
and I and the children will take an
all-day outing at Coney Island. 1 have
been saving the money for it ever
since you got the increase.”

Mr. Goldstein looked repentant.
“My dear, just one question,” he said.
“How did you find out that I got rny
wages raised? Who told you?”

“Aaron Rosenbaum’s wife,” said
Mrs. Goldstein. “And I knew that
you were trying to hide it from me.
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