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Telephones and Competition. 
Every community which has a tele

phone service is likely to be con
fronted by the question of granting a 
franchise to a rival company. Each 
case must be decided by the govern
ing circumstances, but every case will 
show the peculiarity of the telephone 
problem. The telephone is a natural 
monopoly, for it is to the advantage 
of every subscriber that all users of 
telephones should be on. the same sys
tem with him. More than one system 
means that a subscriber must have 
more than one instrument, or be out 
of communication with part of the 
world of telephone-users. It is diffi
cult, however, to adjust human nature 
to ideal mechanical conditions. Estab
lished companies, without rivals, lack 
the motive of competition to keep 
rates down and service good. There
fore some communities nave welcomed 
new companies which promised better 
and cheaper service. Dual systems, 
like labor strikes, are on their face 
economic losses, yet it may be worth 
while to endure the temporary dis
comfort and loss in order to secure 
better conditions ultimately. The 
butcher may be on one system and 
the baker on another, yet low rates 
may bring two instruments within the 
previous cost of one, and may so in
crease the number of subscribers 
within call as to atone for the incon
venience. If finally one company ab
sorbs the other, the community may 
have become so well established in 
low rates that the surviving company 
dare not raise them. On the other 
hand says the Youth's Companion, the 
effect of competing companies is 
sometimes merely to divide the tele
phone-users of a community without 
adding many to the total number, and 
if the companies then make an agree
ment to keep rates up, the community 
is worse off than before. In the 
strategical game which a community 
plays with public service companies, 
it is difficult to determine in the case 
of the telephone service how far the 
actual or threatened establishment of 
a rival company stimulates mechani
cal improvement and checks the na
tural tendency of a monopoly to extor
tion. No community can settle the 
question without careful study. 

Mr. Bryce incog. 
The last time Mr. Bryce visited this 

country was two years ago last sum
mer, when he landed in Boston. He 
is a very modest gentleman, and he 
prefers to travel incog, when he can 
conveniently do so. So it happened 
that on his last voyage hither neither 
his name nor that of Mrs. Bryce, who 
came with him, appeared on the pas
senger list, and his fellow voyagers 
did not suspect his identity until after 
several days out. Meanwhile Mr. 
Bryce had the pleasure of asking his 
table companions all about this coun
try and its institutions. And they 
glibly answered his naive questions, 
never suspecting that they were talk
ing with the author of "The American 
Commonwealth." Fancy their chagrin 
later on, remarks the Boston Herald, 
when they discovered by accident that 
they had been undertaking to en
lighten an inquisitive foreigner who 
knew far more about their institutions 
than they did! 

The inhabitants of an industrial 
town seeking to abandon it in a body 

a strange event for modern times— 
is now to be witnessed in Spain. The 
town is that of Bejar, near Salaman
ca, whose people are using their ut
most endeavors to have themselves 
distributed—men, women and chil
dren among the South American re
publics. Bejar was once a flourishing 
town, with a reputation for its cloth 
fabrics. Fifty years ago the popula
tion numbered 22,000 people, but the 
place has gradually declined, and to
day contains no more than 9,000 souls, 
who seek to flee from it as fast as 
they can. 

Count Prosper d'Epinay, who has 
been decorated in Paris by the British 
ambassador with the Victorian Order, 
is in the odd position of being a 
British subject and a Frenchman at 
the same time. He was born in the 
island of Mauritius 65 years ago. The 
island, of course, is inhabited by a 
French-speaking population and once 
formed part of the territories of 
France. Both the count's parents be
ing French, the count is regarded in 
France as a Frenchman, but, being 
born under the British flag, he is just 
as sui-ely a British subject. 

"Having refused to remain away 
from the mission field for the full 
term of his furlough, Rev. Dr. Andrew 
Watson, who has been engaged in 
mission work 45 years, has sailed for 
Egypt Dr. Watson is the father of 
Rev. Dr. Charles R. Watson, secre
tary of the board of foreign missions 
of the United Presbyterian church. 
The father has spent the greater part 
of his life in the Egyptian field, and, 
as Dr. Charles Watson-is the execu
tive of this department, the father 
Is employed by the son. 

"My Dear Col. Cheney: 1 

"The bearer, Mrs. Elvina Simpson, 
is in dire distress, and after having 
heard her story I am convinced you 
are the only man on earth that can 
assist her. I bedpeak for her your 
very best personal efforts.' I still 
hold in grateful remembrance the 
splendid work you did for. me, and 
Mrs. Farwell joins me in best wishes. 
Sincerely, 

"CHARLES B. FARWELL." 
"P. S.—I will be responsible for 

your fee in this case." 
So read Col. Cheney while Jeff 

stood by awaiting the colonel's or
ders. 

"Farwell," he mused, "oh, yes; 
that's the chap from Duluth that 
'wanted a name.' His P. S. is ex
tremely interesting." Then to Jeff: 

"Lady waiting outside?" 
"Yas, Kunnel, an' she's powerful 

perturbed, sah. She bin cryin' I 'spect 
fum th' look ob her eyes." 

"That's nothing, Jeff, women cry on 
the slightest provocation." 

"Das de trufe, kunnel. But dls pore 
woman's in a heap o' trouble an' ve'y 
anxious ter see you. I reckon she's a 
widder. She all dressed in brack." 

"Well, show her in, Jeff, and let's 
get through with it." 

"Yes, sah." 
Mrs. Simpson came in almost timid

ly. She was a tiny little woman, about 
55 years old. Her eyes were a kindly 
gray, though red from recent weeping. 
Her plain black habiliments confirmed 
Jeff's assertion that she was a widow. 

"Mrs. Simpson?" 
"Yes, sir," replied the woman in a 

quiet diffident voice, "and I know you 
are Col. Cheney* Mr. Farwell showed 
me your picture." 

"You know Mr. Farwell quite well, 
Mrs. Simpson?" Col. Cheney merely 
wanted to get the woman perfectly at 
ease so she could state her trouble 
succinctly and in as few words as 
possible. 

"Oh yes, sir, indeed I do. When he 
first came to Chicago and worked in 
the post office he boarded with me on 
the West side. He continued to make 
my house his home kven after he en
tered the railway mail service." 

Mrs. Simpson's manner and talk 
showed her to be a woman of refine
ment and good breeding. Her appear
ance would indicate she was not in 
easy circumstances. 

"You see, Col. Cheney, when trouble 
came I knew no one to go to, no one 
in all this broad city, so I wrote Mr. 
Farwell and told him everything. This 
morning an answer came and inclosed 
therein was the letter of introduction 
to you. You may be sure I lost no 
time in coming to your office." 

"Yes, Mrs. Simpson," replied Cheney 
with a pleasant smile, "and now per
haps you will tell me this awful 
trouble. Maybe we shan't find it so 
bad after all." Then he muttered to 
himself: "Women invariably put the 
cart before the horse." 

Mrs. Simpson actually smiled a wan, 
pitiful smile. Her heart was sore op
pressed and the colonel knew it, but 
something in his frank, pleasant man
ner seemed to give her hope and cour
age, and she replied: 

"Excuse me, colonel; I thought you 
knew; it's about my son Samuel. He's 
24 years old and a pharmacist. He 
graduated at the university four years 
ago with a degree of Ph. G. and shortly 
afterwards took a position in the store 
of G. H. Rhodus, of this city. There 
has never been a complaint against 
him so far as I know. His habits are 
good and all his spare time is spent in 
reading. His wages he always brought 
to me saying I must not work so hard. 
You see, colonel," and here the little 
woman's eyes dropped, "we haven't 
had much since my husband died 15 
years ago, and sometimes it's been a 
hard struggle to get along. Samuel 
was doing so well and not long ago 
congratulated himself that his salary 
had been increased, so that I could 
keep house for him and do nothing 
else. Now," and here there was a 
catch in her voice, "now it's all gone 
—all gone," 

"But why, Mrs. Simpson, why is it 
all gone? What has made the 
change?" quietly asked the colpnel. 

"Samuel is in jail!" A suppressed 
sob sprang involuntarily from the poor 
woman's heart as she conveyed this 
information. 

"In jail!'' exclaimed Cheney. "For 
what?" 

It took a moment for Mrs. Simpson 
to recover herself and she proceeded: 

"Some time ago Mr. J. H. Haviland's 
little daughter Laura was suddenly 
taken very ill. Dr. Furniss was 
called to attend her and wrote a pre
scription. Mr. Haviland's butler took 
it to Fhodus' sto-e and Samuel filled 
It. He gave the medicine to the butler. 
That night Laura Haviland died. 
There was an investigation and as a 
result Samuel was arrested for crim 
inal carelessness in filling the prescrip
tion." Again Mrs. Simpson's feelings 
well-nigh overcame her. 

"Go on, Mrs. Simpson, tell me every
thing." 1 

"Yes sir, I will. Naturally Mr. Havi
land was very bitter and his wife was 
almost crazed by her grief. Laura was 
their only child and both parents fairly 
idolized her. I sympathize with them 
with all my heart. Dr. Furniss made 

a statement to Mr. Haviland' in which 
he said the prescription had not been 
properly filled, that a certain poisonous 
drug had been placed therein in suffi
cient quantity to kill a man. Samuel 
had compounded the prescription, but 
he insists he put it up exactly as pre
scribed. That's the whole case, colonel, 
and oh," here all a mother's yearning, 
love and heartfelt pleading came into 
Mrs. Simpson's voice, "I know Samuel 
did not make the horrible mistake. I 
know it. He couldn't have done so. 
You will help me, won't you, colonel?" 
Her hands were raised in entreaty. 

"From what you say, Mrs. Simpson," 
gravely replied the colonel, "it's a very 
serious case. Dr. Furniss stands high 
professionally in this city. I am frank 
to admit I do not like him any too well, 
but that doesn't affect his professional 
standing. I can't promise any definite 
results but I'll investigate and see 
what can be done. Who is your son's 
lawyer?" 

"He hasn't any; I couldn't afford to 
pay very much, and the Havilands are 
so rich it would take a good one to 
offset the talent employed by them to 
assist the state in prosecuting my 
son. Oh, Col. Cheney, it's awful— j 
awful!" and heart-rending sobs shook 
the little woman's frame. 

"There, calm yburselt Mrs. Simp
son, your son shall at least have fair 
play. I'll get him a lawyer; I'll see 
the boy right away and arrange 
bail. Meantime you go home; Sam
uel will join you there this after
noon; later I'll inform you what to 
do. Pending the boy's trial I'll try 
and get _ him some employment, 
though, of course, he could hardly ex
pect to follow his profession until 
this case is settled." 

"God bless you, Col. Cheney. Mr. 
Farwell said you would help me, and 
I feel better already." 

"I can't do impossible things; but 
I'll leave no stone unturned to find 
out the truth. That's what we want, 
Mrs. Simpson, the truth." 

"That's all, colonel, and the truth 
will vindicate my son Samuel." 

Mrs. Simpson I left, and with his 
usual alacrity Col. Cheney started to 
work on the case. 

First he called up "Central 2126." 
"Hello," he said, "Mr. Layton, 

please." 
"Hello, that you, Layton? *rhis is 

Cheney talking. Are you very busy 
now?" 

"No," came back the answer over 
the copper wire; "and if I was I 
wouldn't be too busy to do anything I 
jould for you. What's up, colonel?" 

"Got a case for you. Not a big 
fee, if any, but a charitable act, and 
a heap of satisfaction for you in 
doing it." 

"What is it?" 
. "Too long to explain over the 
wire; besides the details are not yet 
complete. I'm going over to the county 
jail now, and will see you on my re
turn. By the way, I may want you 
to go bail for a friend of mine." 

"All right, colonel, do as you see 
fit. I'll wait for you and we'll go to 
luncheon together." 

"All right, Layton; good-by." 
"Good-by." 
Mr. Emerson Layton was a very 

shrewd lawyer, age about 39, and also 
independently rich. 

As Mrs. Simpson had stated, Mr. 
Haviland was a very rich and influen
tial man. His stately home facing 
the Lake Shore drive was one of the 
most beautiful in the city. He would 
leave no stone unturned to prosecute 
the man responsible for his daughter's 
death. 

Dr. Furniss, the physician in the 
case, was what is known as a "fash
ionable doctor." His practice was 
among the rich, and his fees in keep
ing. A graduate of Pennsylvania uni
versity, he had an extensive hospital 
practice, and had later gone abroad 
and studied in Heidelberg and Vienna 
for two years. Professionally he was well 
equipped, and enjoyed good standing. 
His influential family connections had 
insured him-a large practice from the, 
first. As Cheney had told Mrs. 
Simpson, he personally did not like 
Dr. Furniss. » 

At 11 o'clock he appeared at the jail. 
At his request he was allowed to see 
Samuel Simpson. Cheney looked the 
young man over thoroughly. He was 
a clean-cut, manly-looking chap, 
brown eyes and hair, and truth was 
written all over his face. The colonel 
told Simpson of tie interview he had 
had that morning with his mother. 
Frankly and honestly young Simpson 
related to Col. Cheney all he knew of 
the case. Of course Rhodus had a 
very large; store, and large numbers 
of prescriptions were put up there 
eve*-y day. He could not remembei 
the component parts of any one he 
had filled. But it was an invariable 
rule that t^ch prescription be checked 
after it was* filled. Simpson had done 
this, and pasted the filled prescrip
tion in a big book kept for that pur 
pose. After he had given the medi
cine to the Havilands' waiting but
ler the matter passed from his mind 
and he thought no more of it until his 
arrest. That was all. * 

1 "What hours were you usually 
working in the store, Simpson?" 
asked the colonel. 

* "'I came on at eight in the morning1 

sir, and save for an hour for luncheon, 
worked until six." - ^ ; 

"About what time was this prescrip
tion filled?" 

"About 'five in the afternoon, if I 
remember rightly." 

"And Laura Haviland died at mid
night the same night, I believe?" 

''Yes, sir." 
"You know Dr. Furniss?" 
"By sight, yes, sir. He's been in 

the store several times about medi
cine." 

"Been in there since the child 
died?" 
, "The day following, about ten' in 
the morning, he came in and asked 
to see the prescription book—said he 
wanted to look up a certain prescrip
tion he had given a man some time 
ago." 

"Who was there while he was look
ing up this—er—prescription for a 
man?" 

"Why, no one, sir, as I recollect." 
"And you were with him all the 

time he was in the store that morn
ing?" 

"Yes.—Wait. No—let me think. He 
did ask me to get him some mor
phine tablets one-eighth strength for 
his hypodermic case." 

"You got them?" 
"Yes, sir; I went to a room behind 

the prescription case where poisons 
are kept and secured what Dr. Fur
niss wanted." 

"How long were you gone?" 
"Two minutes, possibly. Not over 

three at the outside." 
"Very good. And the next you knew 

was your arrest?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"Where has the prescription book 

been since your arrest; do you know?" 
"The officer arresting me was ac

companied by a man from the prose
cutor's office, and he took the pre
scription in question with him. I sup
pose it's to be used against me." 

This concluded the interview. 
Cheney arranged the bail and sent 
Samuel home to his mother with an 
injunction to say nothing about the 
case to a soul and to report at Che
ney's office at nine the next morning. 

Then Cheney went to the prose
cutor's office and obtained an exact 
copy of the disputed prescription., He 
'phoned Sid Guthrie to meet him at 
Lay ton's office. Guthrie was there 
waiting when Cheney arrived. 

"Go out and get a spot on Dr. Harry 
Furniss; he has offices in the Renault 
building. There's about a hundred 
doctors in that building, but Furniss 
is the king pin of them all, so far as 
style goes. Don't lose sight of him 
until to-morrow morning. Report to 
me at nine o'clock." 

Guthrie went and Layton, who had 
heard Cheney's admonition, said: 

"Furniss, eh? What's he up to now?" 
"Don't know yet, Layton, but that's 

the case I spoke to you about." 
While at luncheon Cheney told Lay-

ton the entire case as he knew it. 
layton agreed to defend young Simp
son, and when compensation was men
tioned he laconically said: "Oh, hang 
the money part of it" which was typ
ical of the man. 

Cheny arranged to have his friends 
Dr. Stuyvesant and Layton come to 
his office at 9:30 the next morning. 

Guthrie reported as directed. "He 
had found Dr. Furniss at his office. 
The doctor saw a number of patients 
at his office until three p. m.; made 
a few calls on the North side until five 
o'clock; went to his bachelor apart
ments and remained until six; came 
out in evening clothes, dined at Audi
torium Annex with two men; after 
dinner attended Illinois theater; was 
called to 'phone during second act; at 
conclusion of performance took cab 
with his two friends, went to South 
side, got couple of women acquaint
ances and went to several places of 
more or less questionable character; 
women friends and two men left Fur
niss at two a. m.; doctor then went 
home a little bit under the weather; 
hadn't left home at nine a. m." 

"You say 'women friends,' Sid. 
Wh&t kind?" 

"Not the kind I'd care to be seen 
with in public." 

"All right, Guthrie; put Lonergan 
on his trail to-day and you get some 
rest. You need it." 

"Bet I do, colonel. S'long." And 
Guthrie was gone. 

At 9:30 o'clock Layton, Simpson 
and Dr. Stuyvesant met in Cheney's 
office. 

"Now, Simpson," said Cheney, when 
all were comfortably seated, "tell Mr. 
Layton and Dr. Stuyvesant just what 
you told me yesterday. Understand, 
everyone here is your friend." 

Without a tremor in his voice and 
with the ring of honesty in every 
word, Simpson told his story. Layton 
and Dr. Stuyvesant were impressed 
apd when the boy was through Layton 
-said: 

"Go over to my office and I'll give 
you a position as a clerk and messen
ger until this case is settled." When 
the bpy had gone Dr. Stuyvesant said: 

"Have you that prescription, colo
nel?" ^ 

"Here's a copy I made yesterday. 
Ytfu doctors have such an unintelligi
ble way of writing these things, a per
son not an expert would have trouble 
in reading it" 

"I guess I can make it out," said 
the doctor, smiling. Then reading to 
himself he said: "Tincture Opii cam
phorated; Tincture Kino; Syrup Zan-
giberis and Syrup Simplicis. Tea-
spoonful every three hours.' Um. 
Not an uncommon one; used /or in
testinal troubles for children. Noth
ing in that to'produce death." 

"Two doses of the medicine were 
given the child and three hours after 
the second dose she. died. A chemical 
analysis was made of the remaining 
portion of the medicine. I secured it 
and here it is," said Col. Cheney, pro
ducing the paper. "What do you 
make of that* doctor?" 

The doctor, studied the paper care
fully and said: "Good God! Cheney, 
there is no camphorated tincture of 
Opium in this; it says Tincture of 
Opium.' That means the pure drug, 
and there was enough to kill a strong 
man, let alone a delicate child. It 
looks bad for the boy; it looks bad." 

"Hold on a minute," interrupted 
Layton, "Cheney only has a copy of 
that prescription. As counsel for 
young Simpson I want the original. 
I know It's not customary to allow 
it, but the prosecuting attorney will 
let me have it, I know. He's a good 
friend of mine. Just wait here a few 
moments, you fellows," and Layton 
grabbed his hat and was gone. 

Cheney and Dr. Stuyvesant occu
pied themselves for about ten minutes 
when Layton burst through the door 
like a cyclone. He was an impetuous 
man. "Here it is," he exclaimed, lay
ing the prescription on the table. 
This is what Dr. Stuyvesant and Che
ney read: 

For Laura Haviland. 
# Tr. Opii Camph... 3 iv. 

Tr. Kino 3 ii. 
Syr. Zangiberis 3 i. 
Syr. Simplicis qs. ad 3 iii. 

1TV et sig 3 i. eve^y 3 hours. 
FURNISS. 
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"Well, doctor," finally said Cheney, 

"what abqut it?" 
"There's nothing to it. The prescrip

tion is regular and professionally cor
rect. It's in Furniss' handwriting; 
I'd know it any place. The young man 
Simpson evidently forgot himself and 

1 put in tincture of opium instead of the 
camphorated. It's an awful blunder to 
make. I'm sorry for him because he 
appeared honest to me." 

"It does look bad, Cheney," said 
LaycQ.n, "but we'll do what we can for 
the boy. A light sentence may be 
secured." 

"Sentence be damned!" burst out 
Cheney. "I'm not convinced yet. I 
want time to think it over. I'll 'phone 
you gentlemen later." 

After they had gone' the colonel 
paced up and down the room denying 
himself to all. He went carefully over 
the whole case. Mrs. Simpson's posi
tion appealed to him, as did the boy's 
honesty; but there was that damnable 
telltale prescription, there was the 
chemist's analysis; the chain appeared 
complete. 

A gentle breeze Trom the window 
came into the room; it caught up the 
original prescription and blew it on 
the floor at Cheney's feet. He stooped, 
picked it up, and was about to deposit 
it on the table when something caught 
his eye. He stopped, looked at the 
paper in his hand for a moment. Three 
steps took him to the window, up went 
the curtain, and from his pocket Col. 
Cheney took out a powerful magnify
ing glass. In the glaring sunlight he 
studied every phase, every word and 
characteristic of the written prescrip
tion. His breath almost stopped. 

"Well, by the eternal!" he muttered. 
"He is clever but he's overstepped 
himself this time." Back to his desk 
he went and 'phoned Layton and 
Stuyvesant to come to his office at four 
o'clock—there was going to be "some
thing doing" in the Simpson case—No, 
he wouldn't tell now, but they could 
come prepared for a good time; that 
was all. 

Guthrie was routed out; Cheney 
wouldn't trust any other of his force 
to do what he wanted done that day. 

"Go out and find out aii you can 
about the movements of Dr. Furniss 
on the —th of this month (naming the 
date of Laura Haviland's death); get 
it quick as you can. Pick up Lonergan 
and tell him I want Furniss here at 
four this afternoon." 

The sleep was gone from Guthrie's 
eyes and he did as he was told. 

At three he reported. Cheney 
listened to what he had to say and 
muttered, "thought so." 

At four o'clock Layton and Dr. 
Stuyvesant came in wondering what 
was up. Cheney never said a word 
about what was on his mind. A little 
while later Dr. Furniss came in 
dressed like a fashion plate: long coat, 
gray trousers a*d gloves, red scarf, 
silk hat, walking stick and patent 
leather shoes. He looked the part of 
a "fashionable doctor." Cheney had 
met him once and said: 

"Good afternoon, doctor. Of course 
you know Dr. Stuyvesant and Mr. Lay-
ton?" 

Dr. Furniss bowed slightly and said: 
"Good evening, gentlemen," and then 
to Col. Cheney: "You wished to see 
me about something, I believe—pro
fessionally?" 

"Well, no and yes. I'm not'person
ally ill," replied the colonel, smiling. 
"I have been interested in the Simp
son case. You reriiember it doubt
less?" 

"The young man who compounded 
the prescription for Laura Haviland 
and by mistake put in a virulent 
poison? Oh, yes, I remember it." 

"Mr. Layton is Simpson's lawyer 
and Dr. Stuyvesant has been called as 
a medical expert for the defense." 

"It certainly is in competent, hands 
then," said Furniss, bowing to 
Stuyvesant. "Thank you," quietly re
plied Stuyvesant, and Cheney CQntin-

4ie d: 
"You attended Laura Haviland, I 

believe?" , 
"Yes." 
"And wrote this prescription which 

was sent to Rhodus' drug store to be 
filled?" Dr. Furniss looked at the 
paper in Cheney's hand, and said:-' 

"Yes, that's the prescription." 
"Two doses, I believe, were given 

the child, one at six and the other at 
nine o'clock. Coma set in and at 12-
o'clock that night the child died." 

"You seem to be pretty well, in
formed," said the doctor, smiling. 
"What you say is correct." 

* "Thank you. You are sure this pre

scription fcere Is exactly as it wa» 
when you gave it to Jorkins, the but-: 

ler, to have filled?" 
"Precisely. Why all this question

ing, Col. Cheney? The prescription 
speaks for itself. Dr. Stuyvesant, here, 
can doubtless identify my hand
writing." 1 

"Quite true, the doctor has already 
done so. I admit it is all your hand
writing. But I also know," and here 
Col. Cheney arose, pointed his finger 
at Dr. Furniss and in a voice tense 
with indignation continued: "I know 
when you gave the butler the prescrip
tion it read: 'Tincture of opii.' The 
word 'Cqmphorated' was not tjiere." 

Furniss turned as pale as a ghost,, 
but gazed at Cheney unflinchingly. 
The latter continued: 

"When ttie child died your profes
sional instinct and knowledge toldl 
you it was a drug, not disease, that 
killed her. You began to wonder 
what was in the compound. Haviland,, 
though torn with grief, had sense-
enough to take the bottle for 
examination. You couldn't destroy, 
that evidence, if evidence there was. 
At ten the next morning you went 
into Rhodus' drug store, doubtless? 
purposely going in at a time when 
you knew Simpson was alone. You< 
saw the prescription; 'Tincture of 
opii' stood out in glaring letters, ac
cusing you of criminal carelessness^ 
But you have a fertile mind, Dr. Fur
niss; you realized your mistake, and 
told the young man you wanted mor
phine tablets for your hypodermic 
case. He went to a small room where 
poisons are kept; and while he was 
gone you quickly wrote 'C-A-M-F-H'f 
after 'Opii.' • Clever, my dear doctor, 
damned clever, but you overstepped 
once." The doctor started to inter
rupt, but Cheney continued: "Wait, 
I'm not through yet. The afternoon 
you were called to Havilands' youi 
were attending a reception at the 
Orrins'. It was a pretty gay reception, 
because in two hours you drank sev
eral high balls, besides numerous po
tions of punch. Your condition was. 
decidedly uncertain, though you had 
good control of your physical actions. 
Now, doctor, what about it?" 

Layton and Dr. Stuyvesant looked 
on with wondering eyes. Furniss had 
paled, but later regained his equilib
rium. After Cheney was through he 
said: 

"Well, what about It? You have 
concocted a clever story, but it's all 
a. series of damned ilea—what can you 
prove? Nothing. Tour trap is wett 
Kid, but I don't walk into it." Herw> 
tha doctor got very sarcastic ami 
continued: "Of what avail will your 
improbable story be against my wordT 
Bah!" 

The doctor was fine, but Cheney 
wasn't through yet. "Damn you," he 
said, moving towards the doctor, "I 
expected that. You would fortify 
yourself with the high standing of 
your family and the exalted position 
you hold among the profession; you 
would sacrifice young Simpson, kill 
his poor mother with grief; you would 
do all this to save your own worthless, 
self from the punishment you richly, 
deserve, and which you are going to 
get. Listen a minute while I play 
the trump card. The evening you 
wrote the prescription at Haviland's-
house you used a plain black pencil. 
The next day in the drug store you, 
got hold of the wrong pencil, and 
used one with indelible lead to write 
'Camph,' though the same color as-
the other one. There are two in your 
pocket now," pointing at the doctor's 
upper waistcoat pocket. "Look at 
this," and Col. Cheney moistened the 
end of his finger and touched the 
word "Opii." and then, "camph." On 
the first word no impression was-
made, but the word "Camph" became 
a dark purplish blue. "Now, Dr. Fur
niss, do yoi deny my story?" 

Layton'murmured "Good God! "un
der his breath. Stuyvesant stood per
fectly still watching the drama unfold. 
Furniss' eyes almost seemed to jump 
from his head. He looked at Che
ney's telltale work fascinated, like a 
rabbit does into the eyes of a cobra. 

"Well," he stammered, "what are 
you going to do about it?" 

"Do? From here we three gentle
men are going to the prosecuting at
torney's office and have the charge 
against Simpson dismissed. To do 
this we shall tell the story. What 
the prosecutor will do I don't know,, 
but he's pretty keen after crooks.'* 
Furness winced as Cheney pro
nounced the word. "Then we're going 
to have that young man reinstated in 
his position, and Mr. Haviland put in 
possession of the truth. That's all. 
Dr. Furniss." 

"Can't this be fixed up?" said Fur
niss, with a sickly smile. He was one 
of those persons who supposed that; 
every man had his price. Just how 
he got but of that office, he never 
could distinctly'remember, but he had 
a recollection of strong physical as
sistance from behind. 

An officer was sent by the prosecu
tor to arrest him that evening after ! 
Cheney had told his story. But the 
bird had flown, and money perhaps, 
saved him from being apprehended. 

Mrs. Simpson was a happy little' 
woman that night when her boy was 
brought s to her free from all ,suspi-; 
cion. Rhodus was glad to get hint ' 
back:: > 

"Col. Cheney," said Mrs. Simpson, 
while tears of joy rap. doWn her 
cheek, "how can I ever repay you for 
what you have done for us? How—;? 
How—" # u v < 

"You have already repaid me, Mrs. 
Simpson—paid, me in full," said the 
colonel, with a bright smile. 

"But I don't ! understand^r-how?" 
faltered the little woman. 

"The smile on your face, the light 
in your eye; the joy in your heart, are 
full recompense for all I have done." 

"God bjess you, colonel.'/ : 
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