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Demobil ized Officer  
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is-

"YOU'LL DO, X 10." 

Prologue,—In December, lHt, four 
Men father in ft hotel ita Btrnt tnd 
bear on® of the quartet outline a 
J>lan te paralyse Oreat Britain and 
at the aame time selse world power. 
The other three, Hooking, Ameri
can, »nd stelneinan ana Von Orats, 
German*, all millionairea, agree to 
the scheme, providing another man, 
Hiram Potts, an American, is taken 
in. The inatl gator of the plot gives 
hie name as .Comte de Guy, but 
When he leaves for England with 
his daughter he decides to use the 
name Carl Peteraon. The plotters" 
recognise neither nationality nor 
patriotism nor laws. They are a 
formidable baAd of Conspirators. 
The Comte de Guy as leader Is to 
be paid a million pounds sterllngl 

PROLOGUE—(Continued.) 

Genius that he was in the reading 
of, men's minds, he felt that he knew 
the result of that ten minutes deliber
ation. . t And theq . ; . What then? 
. . . In his imagination he saw him
self supreme in power, glutted with it 
—a king, an autocrat, who had only to 
lift his finger to plunge his kingdom 
Into destruction and annihilation. . . 
And when lie had done it, and the 
country he hated was in ruins, then he 
would claim his million and enjoy it as 
a great man should enjoy a great re
ward. . . . Thus for the space of ten 
minutes did the Count see visions and 
dream dreams. That the force he pro
posed to tamper with was a dangerous 
force disturbed him not at all: he was 
a dangerous man. That this scheme 
would' bring ruin, perhaps death, to 
thousands of innocent men and women 
caused him no qualm: he was a su
preme egoist. All that appealed to 
him was that he had seen the oppor
tunity that existed, and that he had 
the nerve and the brain to turn that 
opportunity to his own advantage. 
Only the necessary money was lacking 
. . and . . . With a quick movement 
he pulled out his wratch. They had 
had their ten minutes . . . The matter 
was settled, the die was cast. ... 

He rose and walked across the 
lounge. For an appreciable moment 
the Count paused by the door, and a 
faint smile came to his lips. Then 
he opened it, and passed into the room. 

The American was still chewing his 
toothpick; Steinemann was. still 
breathing hard. Only von Gratz had 
changed his occupation and he was 
sitting at the table smoking a long 
thin cigar. Tlio Count closed the door, 

' and walked over to the. fireplace. . . . 
"Well, gentlemen," he said quietly, 

"what have you decided?" 
. It was the American who answered. 

"It goes. With one amendment. 
The money is too big for three of us: 
there must be a fourth. Tliat will be 
a quarter of a million each." 

The Count bowed. 
''Have you any suggestions as to 

whom the fourth should be?" 
"Yep," said the American shortly. 

"These two gentiamen agree with' me 
that it should be another of my coun
trymen—so that we get equal numbers. 
The man we have decided on is com
ing to England in a few weeks—Hiram 
C. Potts. If you get him in, you can 
count us In, too. If not, the deal's 
off.1' 

The Count nodded, and if he felt any 
annoyance at this unexpected develop
ment he showed no sign of it on his 

• face. 
"I know of Mr. Potts," he answered 

quickly. "Your big shipping man, isn't 
he? I agree to your reservation." 

"Good," said the American. "Let's 
discuss some details." 

Witnout a trace of emotion on his 
face the Count drew up a chair to the 
table. It was only when he sat down 
that he started to play a tattoo on his 
k n e e  w i t h  h i s  l e f t  h a n d .  . . .  

Half an hour later he entered his 
luxurious suite of rooms at the Hotel 
Magnificent. 

A girl, who had been lying by the 
fire reading a French novel, looked up 
at the sound of the door. She did not 
speak, for the look on his face told her 
all she wanted to know. 

He crossed to the sofa and smiled 
down at her. 

"Successful .:. . on our cwi> terms. 
Tomorrow, Irma, the Comte de Guy 
dies, and Carl Peterson and his daugh
ter leave for England.' A country gen
tleman, I think. Is Carl Peterson. He 
might keep hens, and possibly* pigs." 

The girl on the sofa rose, yawning. 
"Mon Dieu! what a prbspect! Pigs 

and hens—and in England I How long 
Is it going to take?" 

The Count looked thoughtfully into 
the fire. 

"Perhaps a year—perhaps six 
months. . . It is on the lap of the 
sods. . . 

CHAPTER.! 

In Which He Takes Tea at the Carlton 
and Is Surprised. 

ONE. 

Captain Hugh Drummond, D.S.O., 
M. C., late of His Majesty's Royal 
Loamshires, was whistling in his morn- 1 
ing bath. Being by nature of a cheerful 
disposition, the symptom did not sur
prise his servant, late private of the 

famous regiment, who was i«yjng 

breakfast In an adjoining room. 
.After a while the whistling ceased, 

and the musical gurgle of escaping 
water announced that the concert was 
over. It was the signal for James* 
Denny—the square-jawed ex-batman— 
to disappear into the back regions and 
get froft his wife the kidneys and ba
con which that most excellent woman*" 
had grilled to a turn. But on this par
ticular mornitag the invariable routine 
was broken. James Denny seemed 
preoccupied, distrait. 

Once or twice lie scratched his head 
and stared out of the window with a 
puzzled frown. ' 

"What's you looking for, James Den
ny?" The irate voice of his wife at 
the door made him look round guiltily. 
"Them kidneys is ready and waiting 
these five minutes." -

Her eyes fell on the table, and she 
advanced into the room wiping her 
hands on her apron. 4 

"Did you ever see such a bunch of 
letters?" she said. 

"Forty-five," returned her husband, 
grimly, "and more to come." He picked 
up the newspaper lying beside «the 
chair and opened It. . 

"Them's the result of that,"lhe con
tinued cryptically, indicating a para
graph with a square finger, and thrust
ing the paper under his wife's nose. 

"Demobilized officer," she read slow
ly, "finding peace incredibly/ tedious, 
would welcome diversion. Legitimate, 
if possible; but crime, if of a compara
tively humorous description, no objec
tion. Excitement essehtial. Would be 
prepared to consider permanent job if 
suitably impressed by applicant for his 
services. Reply at once Box X10." 

. She1 put down the paper on a chair 
and stared first at her husband and 
then at the rows of letters neatly ar
ranged on the table. 

,(I calls it wicked," she announced -at 
length. "Fair flying in the face of Pro
vidence. Crime, Denny—crime. Don't 
you get 'aving notning to do with such 
mad pranks, my man, or you and me 
will be having words." She shook an 
admonitory finger at him, and retired 
slowly to the kitchen. 

A moment or two later Hugh Drum
mond came in. Slightly under six feet 
in height, he was broad in proportion. 
His best friend would not have called 
him good-looking, but he was the for
tunate possessor of that cheerful type 
of ugliness which inspires immediate 
confidence in it9 owner. 

He paused as he got to the table and 
glanced at the rows of letters. "Who 
would have thought it, James?" he re
marked. "Great Scot! I shall have to 
get a partner." 

With disapproval showing in every 
line of her face, Mrs. Denny entered 
the room, carrying the kidneys, and 
Drummond glanced at her with a 
smile. 
, "Good morning, Mrs. Denny," he 
said. "Wherefore this worried look 
on your face? Has that reprobate 
James been misbehaving himself?" 

The worthy woman snorted. "lie 
has not, sir—not yet, leastwise. And 
if so be that he does"—her eyes trav
eled up and down the back of the 
hapless* Denny, who was quite unneces-

"Demobilized Officer," She Read Slow
ly, "Finding Peace Incredibly Tedi
ous, Would Welcome Diversion." 

sarily pulling books off shelves and 
putting them back again—"if so be 
that he does," she continued grimly, 
"him and me will have words—as I've 
told him already this morning." She 
stalked from the room, after staring 
pointedly at the letters in Drummond's 
hand, and the two men looked at one 
another.,' 

"It's that there reference to crime, 
sir, that's torn It," said Denny in a 
hoarse whisper. 

"Thinks I'm going, to lend you 
astray, does she. James?" He was 
opening the first envelope, and sud

denly he looked up with a twinkle in 
his ayes. "Just to set her mind at 
rest," he remarked gravely, "you nilght 
tell her that, as far as I can see at 
present, I shall only undertake murder 
it» exceptional coses." v H 

fie propped the letter up against 
the toast-rack and , commenced his 
breakfast. "Where Is Pudlington, 
James? and one might almost ask— 
whyis Pudlington? No town has any 
right to such an offensive name." He 
glanced through the leftter and shook 
his head. "Tush! tush! And the wife 
of pie bank manager too—the bank 
manager of Pudlington, James! Can 
you conceive of anything so dreadful? 
But I'm afraid Mrs. Bank Manager is 
a puss—a distinct puss. It's when 
they get on the soul-mate stunt that 
the furniture begins to fly." 

Drummond tore up the letter and 
dropped the pieces into the basket be
side him. Then he turned to his ser
vant, and handed him the remainder of 
the envelopes. 

"Go through them, James,, while I as
sault the kidneys, and pick two or 
three out for me. I see that you will 
have to become my secretary." 

"Po you want me to open them, 
sir?" asked Denny doubtfully. 

"You've hit it, James—hit it In one. 
Classify them for me in groups. Crim
inal; sporting; amatory—that means 
of or pertaining to love; stupid and 
jmerely boring; and as a last resort, 
miscellaneous." He stirred his coffee 
thoughtfully. "I feel that as a first 
venture in our new career—ours, I said, 
James—love appeals to me irresistibly. 
Find me a damsel in-distress; a beau
tiful girl, helpless in the clutches of 
knaves. Let me feel that I can fly to 
her succor, clad in my new grey suit
ing." 
" He finished the last piece of bacon 
and pushed away his plate. 

Denny was engrossed in a letter lie 
had just opened. A perplexed look 
was spreading over his face, and sud
denly he sucked his teeth loudly. It 
was a sure sign that James was ex
cited, and Drummond glanced up 
quickly, and removed the letter from 
his hands. "I'm surprised at you, 
James," he remarked severely. "A sec
retary should control itself. Don't 
forget that the perfect secretary is an 

, It; an automatic machine—a thing in
capable of feeling. . . ." 

He read the letter through rapidly, 
and then, turning back to the begin
ning, he read It slowly through again. 

"My dear Box X10,—I don't know 
whether your advertisement was a 
joke: I suppose it must have been. 
But I read it this morning, and it's just 
possible, X10, just possible, you mean 
it. And if you do, you're the man I 
want. I can offer you excitement and 
probably crime. 

"I'm up against it, X10. For a girl 
I've bitten off rather more than I can 
ehew. I want help—badly. Will you 
come to the Carlton for tea tomorrow 
afternoon? I want to have a look at 
you and see If I think you are genu
ine. Wear a white flower In your but
tonhole." 

Drummond laid the letter down, and 
pulled out his cigarette case. "To
morrow, James," he murmured. "That 
is today—tills very afternoon. Verily 
I believe that we have impinged upon 
the goods." He rose and stood look
ing out of the window thoughtfully. 

"You think it's genuine, sir?' said 
James. 

His master blew out tr cloud of 
smoke. "I know it is," he answered 
dreamily. "Look at that writing; the 
decision in it—the character. She'll 
be medium height, and dark, with the 
sweetest little nose and mouth. Her 
coloring James, will- be " 

But James had discreetly left the 
room. 

TWO. 

At four o'clock exactly Hugh Drum
mond stepped out of his two-seater at 
the Haymarket entrance to the Carl
ton. For a few moments after enter
ing the hotel he stood at the top of 
the stairs outside the dining room, 
while his eyes traveled round the ta
bles in the lounge below. 

Slowly and thoroughly he continued 
his search., It was early, of course," 
yet, and she might not have arrived, 
but he was taking no chances. 

Suddenly his eyes ceased wandering, 
and remained fixed on a table at the 
far end of the lounge. Half hidden 
behind a plant a girl was seated alone, 
and for a moment she looked straight 
at him: Then with the faintest sus
picion of a smile, she turned away, and 
commenced drumming on the table 
with her fingers. , 

The table next to her was unoccu
pied and Drummond made his way to
ward it and sat down. -

He felt not the slightest doubt In 
ills mind that this was the girl who 
had written him, and, having given 
an order to the waiter, he started to 
xturly her face as unobtrusively as pos
sible. He could only see the profile, 
but that was quite sufficient to make 
him bless the moment when more as a 
jest than anything else he lmd sent 
h's advertisement to the paper. 

Her e.ves, he could see. were very 
blue; and great masses, of golden 
brown hair eo'led over her ears, from 
under n small black hat. He glanced 
at lier hands, and noted, with approv

al, the Absence of any ring. Then he 
looked once more at "her face, and 
found her eyes were fixed on him. 

This time She did not look away. 
She seemed to think that it was her 
turn to conduct .the examination and 
Drummond fumbled in his waistcoat 
pocket. After a moment he found 
what he wanted, and taking out a card 
he propped it against the teapot so 
that the girl could see what was on it. 
In large black capitals he had written 
Box X10. 

She spoke almost at once. "You'll 
do, X10," she said, and he turned to 
her with a smile. 

"It's very nice of you to say so," he 
murmured. "If I may, I will return 
the compliment. So will you." 

She frowned slightly. "This isn't 
foolishness, you' know. What I said in 
my letter Is literally true. I want 
you to tell me," and there was no trace 
of jesting ini her voice, "tell me, on 
your word of honor, whether that ad
vertisement was bona fide or a-'joke." 

He answered her in the same vein. 
"It started more or less as a joke. It 
may now be regarded as absolutely 
genuine." 

She nodded as if satisfied. "Are 
you prepared to risk your life?" 

Drummond's eyebrows went up and 
then he smiled. "Granted that the 
inducement is sufficient," he returned 
slowly, "I think I may say that I am." 

He saw that she was staring over 
his shoulder at some onfe behind his 
back. 

"Don't look around." she ordered, 
"and tell me your name quickly." 

"Drummond — Captain Drummond, 
late of the Loamshires." He leaned 
back in his chair, and lit a cigarette. 

'"My dear Phyllis," said a voice be
hind his back, "this is a pleasant sur
prise. I had no idea that, you were in 
London." 

A tall, clean-shaven man stopped be
side the table, throwing a keen glance 
at. Drummond. 

"The world is full of such surprises, 
isn't it?" answered the girl lightly. "I-
don't suppose you know Captain Drum
mond, do you? Mr. Lakington—art 
connoisseur and—er—collector." j 

The two men bowed slightly, and 
Mr. Lakington smiled. "I do not re
member ever having heard my harm
less pastimes more concisely de
scribed," he remarked suavely. "Are 
you interested in such matters?" 

"Not very, I'm afraid," answered 
Drummond. "Just recently I have 
been rather too busy to pay much at
tention to art." 

The other man smiled again, and it 
struck Hugh that rarely, if ever, had 
he seen such a cold, merciless face. 

"Of course'you've been to France," 
Lakington murmured. "Unfortunately 
a bad heart kept me on this side of the 
water. Sometimes I cannot help 
thinking how wonderful it must have 
been to be able to kill without fear of 
consequences. There is art in killing, 
Captain Drummond—profound art." 
He looked at his watch and sighed. 
"Alas! I must tear myself away. Are 
you returning home this evening?" 

The girl, who had been glancing 
round the restaurant, shrugged her 
shoulders. "Probably," she answered. 
"I haven't quite decided. I might stop 
with Aunt Kate." 

"Fortunate Aunt Kate." With a 
bow Lakington turned away, and 
through the glass Drummond watched 
him get his hat and stick from the 
cloakroom. Then he looked at the 
girl, and noticed that she had gone a 
little white. 

"What's the matter, old thing?" he 
asked quickly. "Are you feeling 
faint?" 

She shook her head, and gradually 
the color came back to her face. "I'm 
quite all right," she answered. "It gave 
nie rather a shock,' that man finding us 
here. You've stumbled right into the 
middle of it, my friend—rather sooner 
than I anticipated. That is one of the 
men you will probably have to kill. ." 

Her companion lit another cigarette. 
"What is his particular worry?" 

"First and foremost the brute wants 
to marry me," replied the girl. 

"I loathe being obvious," said Hugh, 
"but I am not surprised." 

"But it isn't that that matters." She 
looked at Drummond quietly. "Henry 
Lakington is the second most danger
ous man in England." 

"Only the second," murmured Hugh. 
"Then hadn't I better start my career 
with the first?" 

She looked at him in silence. "I 
suppose you think that I'm hysterical," 
she remarked after a while. "You're 
probably even wondering whether I'm 
all there." 

Drummond flicked the ash from his 
cigarette, then he turned to her dis
passionately. "You must admit," he 
remarked, "that up to now our conver
sation has hardly proceeded along 
conventional lines. I am a complete 
stranger to you; another man who i* 
a complete stranger to me speaks to 
you while we're at tea. You inform 
me that I shall probably have to kill 
him in the near future. The state
ment is, I think you will agree, a 
trifie disconcerting." 

The girl threw back her head and 
laughed merrily. "You poor young 
man." she cried; "put that way it does 
sound alarming." Then she grew se
rious again. "There's plenty of tlina 

for you to back out now If you like.M 

She was looking at him gravely as 
she spoke, and it seemed to her com
panion that there was an appeal in 
the big blue eyes. And they were very 
big: and the face they were set in was 
very charming—especially at the angle 
it was tilted at, In the half-light of the 
room, Altogether, Drummond reflect
ed. a most adorable, girl. And ador
able girls had always been a hobby of 
his. Probably Lakington possessed'' a 
letter of hers or something, and she 
wanted him to get it back. Of course 
he would, even if he had to thrash the 
swine to within an inch of his life. 
* "Well!" The girl's voice cut into 
his train of thought and he hurriedly 
pulled himself together. 

"The last thing I want is for the 
incident to finish," he said fervently. 
"Why—lt'.s only just begun." 

"Then you'll help me?" 
'That's what I'm here for." With a 

smile Drummond lit another cigarette. 
"Tell me all about it." 

"The trouble," she began after a mo
ment, "is that there is not very much 
to tell. At present it is largely guess 
work, and guess work without much of 
a clue. However, to start with, I had 
better tell you what sort of men you 
are up against. Firstly, Henry Lak
ington—the man who spoke to me. He 
was, I believe, one of the most brilliant 
scientists who has ever been up at 

"That Is One of the Men You Will 
Probably Have to Kill." 

Oxford. There was nothing, in his 
own line, which would not have been 
open to him, had he run straight. But 
he didn't. He deliberately chose to 
turn- his brain to crlqpe. Not vulgar, 
common sorts of crime—but the big 
things, calling for a master criminal. 
He has always had enough money to 
allow him to take his time over any 
coup—to perfect his details. And 
that's what he loves. He is quite un
scrupulous; he is only concerned In 
pitting himself against the world and 
winning." 

"An engaging fellah," said Hugh. 
"What particular form of crime does 
he favor?" 

"Anything that calls for brain, iron 
nerve, and refinement of detail," she 
answered. "Principally, up to date, 
burglary on a big scale, and murder." 

"My dear soul I" said Hugh incredu
lously. "How can you be sure? And 
why don't you tell the police?" 

She smiled wearily. "Because I've 
got no proof, and even if I had . . ." 
She gave a little shudder, and left her 
sentence unfinished. "But one day, my 
father and I were In his house, and, 
by accident, I got into a room I'd nev
er been in before. On a desk lay 
some miniatures, and, without think
ing, I picked them up and looked at 
them. I happen to know something 
about miniatures, and, to my horror, I 
recognized them. Do you remember 
the theft of the celebrated Vatican 
miniatures belonging to the duke of 
Melbourne?" 

Drummond nodded; he was begin
ning to feel Interested. 

"They were the ones I was holding 
in my hand," she said quietly. "And 
just as I was wondering what On earth 
to do, the man himself walked into 
the room." 

"Awkward — deuced, awkward." 
Drummond pressed out his cigarette 
and leaned forward expectantly. 
"What did he do?" 

Drummond gets a warning to 
keep out. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

. Be Sure It's the Right Road. 
It's the best policy to go slow 

enough to make sure of the way you 
would go. There's many a youth car
ried away by the enthusiasm of the 
minute. He has never learned the 
true sense of values, and lacks the 
measures for proper ratings. Many 
get the work bee and leave school 
long before they are fitted for toll. 
Some get the Idea that they are 
never treated right at any job and 
throw it up before they get to the 
point of earning a dividend for their 
employer. Still others leave home 
thinking they will have full oppor
tunity to do as they please. How 
little such folks understand life. There 
is much repentance that would never 
have been needed, and tears that 
might have been., spared If folks had 
been willing to take the right road in 
life.—Gri 
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THE feet that Big Sioux 
Biscuits are the most 

popular biscuits in their 
home states, proves one 
outstanding thing: Quality. 
Better wheat, better baking 
—these are the secrets of 
the unusually inviting flavor 
of Big Sioux. 
Always have Big Sioux Cookie. 
Cakes and Crackers ini the house 
and serve them with everything 
from soups to desserts, 
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Insubordinate Fowl. 
Hiking through the small French 

town, an ignorant chicken, unversed 
in the appetites of American darkies, 
crossed thp road in front of a colored 
detachment. With much zeal a sol
dier broke forth from the ranks and 
set out in pursuit. -

"llait!" bellowed the officer In 
charge. Both fowl and negro only 
accelerated their paces. 

"Halt! Halt!" repeated the officer. 
The dusky doughboy made one plunge, 
grasped the chicken by the neck and 
stuffed it, still struggling, inside his 
shirt. ' 

"Dere!" he panted. "Ali'll learn 
you, you disobedient bird."—Q. M. C. 
Recruiting Notes. 

Time Clock for Hens. 
The hen that did the cackling may 

not have laid the egg, government 
farm experts assert. They advise 
farmers to use trap nests In order to 
pin the cackler down to facts In the 
way of eggs. By holding a hen on 
the nest until released, the announce
ment said, it was possible to keep tab 
on the good layers, regardless of the 
fuss raised by some bens on false pre
tenses. 

The Advantage. 
"Medicine," said the professor, "Is 

the most noble of all professions. We. 
heal the sick, we pore weary hours 
over laboratory problems for human
ity, we—" 

"Yeah," said the student, "but what 
I like about It Is that we write all 
our prescriptions in Latin and can get 
away with such a lot of bunk."—Rich
mond Times-Dispatch. 

The roadstead of Callao, the port of 
Lima, Peru, is regarded as one of the 
safest lit the world. 

The love of the mosquito for a bare 
anto is surpassed only by the love of 
a fly for a bald head. 

MOVIE ACTRESSES AND 
THEIR HAIR 

Did It ever occur to you that every 
movie actress you have seen has lovely 
hair, while the most popular count 
their curls as their chief beauty? In 
fact, many are leading ladies Just be
cause of their attractive looks. Inquiry 
among them discloses the fact that 
they bring out all the natural beauty 
of their hair by careful shampooing, 
not with any soap or makeshift, but 
with a simple mixture by putting a 
teaspoonful of canthrox (which they 
get from the druggist) in a cup ol 
hot water and applying this ina^nd 
of soap. This full, cup of shampoo 
liquid is enough so it is easy to apply 
it to all the hair instead of just the 
top of the head. After its use, the hair 
dries rapidly with uniforpi color. 
Dandruff, excess oil and dirt are dis
solved and entirely disappear. The 
hair is so fluffy that it looks much 
heavier than it is; its luster and soft
ness are delightful. Send 2c to cover 
postage for free trial package to H. S. 
Peterson & Co., Dept. 225, 214 W. 
Kinzle St, Chicago, HL 

TO DEATH 
When the body begins to stiffen 
and movement becomes painful it 
is usually an indication that the 
kidneys are out of order. Keep 
these organs healthy by taking 

TIOLDMEDAL 
l A P S l j L E S 

The world's standard remedy for kidney, 
liver, bladder and uric add troubles. 
Famous since 169& Take regularly and 
keep in good health. In three sizes, all 
druggists. # Guaranteed as represented. 
Look for tha name Cald Medal on every box 

and accept bo imitation 

LadiesKeepYourSkin 
Clear, Sweet, Healthy 
With Cuticura Soap 

and Cuticura Talcum 
» 


