-

to

Lawrence Biakeley, lawyer,

Pittsburg with the forged n

ronson ease to'get the deposition of John

Gilmore, milliopaire. In the latter's homo

he i aitracted by a picture of & youns
X o millionaire explaing s

#irl whom the mi ablaing le bt

Interested in_a sirl in blue. The train
1s wrecked. lakeley Is rescued from the

He finds that he is under_survelllance
and hears of strange doings Tn the house
next door.

CHAPTER XV.—Continu

As we turned the corner I glanced
back. Half a block behind us John-
son was moving our way slowly.
When he saw me he stopped and pro-

see

jured pony. By one o'elock miy

day's duties were performed, and a
long Sabara of hot\ afternoon
stretched abead. McKnight, hlways
glad to escape from the grind, Bug
gested a vaudeville, and " in 'sheer
ennuf 1. consented. I could.neither
ride, drige nor golf, and my owh. com-
pany bored me.to distraction,|. ¥

“Coolest place in town these'days,™
he declared. “Electric fans; breezy
songs, airy costumes. And | there's
Johnson just behind —the coolest
proposition in Washington.’

He gravely' bought three tickets and
presented the detective With - ane.
Then we went in. Having livad'a nor-
mal, busy life, the theater in the aft-
ernoon is to me about on a par with
ice cream for breakfast. Up on the
stage a very siout woman In short
pink skirts, with a smile that Mc-
Knight declared looked like a-lash in
a roll of butter, was singing nasally,
with a laborious kick at the end . of
each verse. Johnson, two rows ahead,
went to sleep. McKnight prodded me
with his elbow.

“Look at the first box to the right,”
he said, in a stage whisper. * I want
you to come over at the end|of this
act.” |

] H,

ON 1T Wi

PLETE ANNIHILATION, \
I confess\to a return of some of the
bickening sensations of the wreck;

ward with tenxe faces. Then the let-
ters werd.gone \and I saw\a long lev-
@ stretch of. track, even the broken
stone betweert:the ties standing out
distinctly. Far, off\ under a cloud of
smoke a small objedt was rushing to-
ward us and growlng larger as it
came. \

Now it was on us, & mammoth In
size, with huge drivers and a colossal
tender. The engine leaped aside, as
it just in time to save, ug from de
structign, with a glimpse of-a &toop-
ing fireman and a grimy engineer. The
long trafo of sleepers followed. From
a forward vestibule a porter In a
white coat 'waved his hand. . Tha rest
of the cars'seemed still wrapped in
slumber. With mixed sensations I
saw my own car, Ontarin, fly past,
and then I rode to my fect and
gripped McKnlght's shoulder.

On the lowest top of the last car,
one foot hanging free, was a man. His

countryward. “Conductor, let, us oft

people around me wers leaning. for

boxes. At the end there was a door
1éading nto the wings, and as we
went Roldly through I turned the key

The fna! set was being struck, and
no one paid any attention to us. Luck-
ily they were similarly indifferent to
a banging at' the door I had locked,
a \banging which, 1 judged) signified
Johuson, \

“I'guess we've broken up his inter-
ference,” McKnight chuckled.

Stage hands were hurrying In every
direction; pleces of the side wall of
the last drawing room menaced us; a
switchboard behind us was singing
like a teakettle. Everywhere we
stepped we were in somebody's way.
At last we were across, confronting a
man igls shirt sleeves, who by dots
and dashes of profanity seemed to be
directing the chaos.

“Well>* he said, wheeling on us.
“What_can I do for you?"

“I would like to ask,” I replied, “if |
you have any idea just where the last |
cinematdgraph picture was taken.”

“Broken board—picnickers

“No. The Washington File

aker | Fiftesn
ke | yatdings:
Jare: om

tures by contract. We don't ake them

ourselves.”

-eeded with, great deliberation tolight | | ¥
a cigar. }:xf hurrylng, however, he| It was the first time I had seen fer black derby hat was pulled well down | He glanced at’my bandaged arm. ;Ea'.'"‘u
caught the car that we took, and stood | since I put her in the cab at Baltl-|to keep it from blowing away, and his | “The announciment says two | fodsn and Dumoud trasta whie
unobtrusively on the rear platform. P \ miles,” McKnlght put In, “but we | poiad
He looked fagged, and nded: | g sho;‘)ld X;lkc to know l\;‘lm-nh.[lr it s rail- | prope:
. es, to McKnight's de- road miles, automobile miles, or po-

}f}n’l"m our o liceman miles.” I X R el

“We will give him a run for his | I am sorry I can't tell you,"” he ro- | Friee S8
monéy,” he declared, as the car moved | plied, more civilly. “We get those pIos | g may rea:

at the muddiest lane you can find.”
At one o'clock, after a six-mile ram-
ble, we entered a small country hotel.

“Where are the company's offices?’

“New York.” He stepped forward | wuter hedter

i1

We had seen nothing of Johnson for a and grasped a super by the shoulder. | tlase of city residence. L]
balf hour. At that time he was a |“What fn blazes are you doing wih | i34 bt » rould
quarter of a mile behind us, and losing i | that gold chair in a kitchen set? Take | buldit fovless ou can
rapidly. Before we bad finished our H vay s basutital re e

luncheon he staggered into the inn.
One of his boots was under his arm,
and his whole appearance was deplor-
able. He was coated with mud, streak-
ed with perspiration, and he limped
as he walked. He chose a table not
far from us and ordered Scotch. Be-
yond touching his hat he paid no at-
tention to us.

“I'm just getting my second wind,”
McKnight declared. “How do you.feel,
Mr. Johnson? Six or eight miles more

1| throw it over a soap box, If you have

* 1 ple hav

that plece of plnk plush there and |
|

{not got a kitchen chair.” _ | ’
| 1 had not realized the extent of the | T gtory

ad. The unex-

nd wiped my foreh
on West fol | nddpen:
sor

{ pected glimpse of Al
lowed almost immediately by the rex

222
teaement or terrace, en oast side
shock, but now I dropped into a chair | Weodward “Avenaa  Two “distiach 2-story
room Furnace, clowet

| arance. bara an
clation. of the picture, had left me | the lot s 70 feet fronton the bes
185 Coot ‘room

ip and unnerved  McKnight was | 58
looking at his watch. \-‘::xno

] iy s hel ;
“He says the moving plctire Deo. | Msutsous sorvise 1t you chats sall writa.

office down-tawn. We can

and we'll all enjoy our dinners.” John- | make it 1f we go on now.” { 229 "

son put down the glass he had raised » called a cab, and wo started | g Dlessantand siebely farm of 1 80 re ety

te his lips without replying. There wak no sign of | § seres orchas good timber: § bulldings
worth §3.080, rioe is only §5,000—and it s

The fact was, however, that I was
like Johnson. 1 was soft from my
°k's Inaction, and [ was pretty well
Cone up. McKnight, who was a well-
spring of vitallty and high spirits, or-

. “Upon my word,” |
. “I feel lonely without

The people at the down-town office
of the cinematograph company were
very obliging. . The picture had been

“:‘
!
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Flae new bouse with all modern conveniences,
writhin 300 feet of the weat side of Woodward Ave-

dnn.-reqll a nu‘x;je c‘on:::cl(on. mrtjdo n: Tk ey e e Ry ! i roomt hard ool Saiah 't Gild: plescy
“neasly everything in the bar, and senf aken, they safd, at M———, just two | (Yo soald not build the house for 8000
y everything s J [ 240 v e e For oo precmionn. Wal worth

it over to the detective, but Johnson
refused it.

miles beyond the sceme of the wreck.
2 | looking at.
It was not much, but it was something

/1 hate that kind of peraon,” Mc- to work on. I decided not to go home, 244
Khight sald pettishly. “Kind of a fel- i \ but to send McKnight's Jap for my .*‘f.':‘»::‘."-.'.'.’.‘:.‘:.;;‘:‘“:nl“&“.:'.".::
low that thinks ydu're golng to poison ) clothes, and to dress at the Incubator. | water. bath. water-closst, furnace, and every pos-
s

bis dog if you offer him a bone.”
When we got to the car line, with
Johnson a draggled and drooping tail
to the kite, I wak In better spirits. [
bad tald McKnight the story of the
three hours just after the wreck; [
3ad not named the girl, of course; she
had my promise af secrecy. But I told
him everything else. It 'was a relief
to have a fresh mind on it: I had puz-
zled 80 much over the iucident at the
farm-house, and the necklace in the
gold bag, that I Bad lost perspective.
He had been. interested, but inclined

to be amused, until I came to the [fng, bent forward, lips slightly parted, | “Good God, that's my " t

A 2 2 L s my man!” [ sald | the Christmas season and its festivi-
v;olen chain. Then he had whistled xuln:(: ptly at the Japanese cob|pogrsely, aw the audience broke into |ties. This is a pleasing fiction which
s jurer Wwho had replaced what Mc- had often been previously met with.

tly.
“But there are tons of fine gold
chains made every year,” he sald
“Why in the world do you think that
the—cr—smeary | plece came from
that necklace?”

1-had loo“ed around. Johason was
far behind, scraping the mud off his

-

more. Outwardly I presume I was
calm, for' no one turned to stare at
me, but every,atom of me cried out
at the sight bt her. She was lean-

Knight disrespectfullycalled the Col-
umns of Hercules. Compared ‘with the
draggled lady of the farm house, she
was radiant.

For that first moment there was
nothing but joy at the sight of her.
McKnight's touch on my arm brought

“And There's Johnson Just Behind,
ing!

the Coolest Proposition in Wash-

coat was flylng open in the wind, He
was swung well out {rom the car, his
free hand gripping a small valise,

every muscle tense for a jump.

applause. McKnight half rose; n his
seat ahdad Jobnson stifled a yawn and
turned to eye me, ‘

1 droppad into @y chalr Umply, and
tried to control my excitement. “The
man on the last platform of the train,”
I sald. “He 'was: just about to leap;
I'll swear thab was 1fy bag.”

I was determined, It possible, to make | sbls con;

my next day’s investigations without
Johnson. In the meantime, even It it
was for the last time, I would see Her |
that night. I gave Stogle a note for |
Mrs. Klopton, and with my dinner
clothes thega came back the gold bag |
wrapped (£ tissue paper.
(1o BE CON

TED)

Why Dickens Wrote “Christmas Carol.
I noticed a statement in one of the
papers recently that Dickens wrote his
“Christmas Carol” with the express ob-
ject of reviving the popular interest in

The fact Is that Dickens wrote the
“Christmas Carol” in the autumn of
1843 becausé he was short of money

candid chapt
the one. (in the second volume) which
relates the tale of Dickens' disappoint-
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feet with a plece of stick.

“I have the short end of the chain
in the sealskin bag,” I reminded him.
“When I couldn’t sleep this morning .I
thought I would settle it, one way or
the other. It was hell to gq along the
way 1 had been dolng. And—ther

me back to reality.
“Come over and meet them,” he
said.  “That's the cousin Miss West

ment and despair when he received |
Xod § Certone: ymor 158t | tho “Carol” accounts, for natead of
asked in an undertone. “Would you | e 35000 he “had set his heart and | #sterest
know him again? ‘ ine 04 | (e tin and
is visiting, Mrs. Dallas. et was pulled down ang | ©OU1 UPOR” the sum due to him was | <ad e prics e : s 3
But I would not go. After ke went [, 30 FU% WV Y Knlng'b:c:nw only sbl;llliv . D‘A‘:kcn: \\:ole“n n:(i‘ S ave . o e BN
I sat there alone, palnfully conscious |, " N 10 | year’s bills, unpaid, are so terrific tha - m . Good fine woil, b1
that [ was belng pointed out and|fiPd Out where that picture was ta-|an the energy and determination [ #&-:‘3“‘ $5.000" 50 trade. LAl cond

“Could you sée his face?" McKnight
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y-ice can be jmme and low rate | Wait  minulel Here it is) Five acres of

out e o theaoe’ | ellont laad g ke T rooe eliar, sia

‘the bast Tt af on our lat. | nico ahade, new Mrn 10x24 chitkvn houss T
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{hin good bear-

no doubt about it, Rich. It's the same ken. They say two miles, but it may | can e v 3
ul 0 !l ken. ) possibly exert will be required to \
hain; 3 ::;-“}:;;;:T ;:5!!!):':] T:e,:,b‘::l have been forty.” clear me before’ [ go abroad.” Dick- Fine trm of 330 ~:3°,‘ \llga Vrom Dorat
We walked along o silence uatil  10¥° JeDaness €ave wh to ye The audience, busy with its wraps, | ens ultimately cleared $2,630 by the | o Nesee ssd let. weet ham: ll-mnhmak.m‘fld& o arres ey
"';v‘;;“lil‘h'hm:-‘:'nb‘f]“ 0 town. “Haw m‘.ny ers of marriage wi | 144 POt noticed. Mrs. Dallas and Al-| “Christmas Carol” on a sale of 15,400 :’:-E" Zabole, pear and peneh: I8 Scvee timberitell }
“Well,” he nally, “you khow marriage will |y o \est had gome. In front of us copies.—London Truth. e Cicrably less than 3100 ter acra nrd land i |
* the_girl, of .course, and [ don't. But |tbe youns lady In the box have?” The | 7! 3 rediate maihbornosd s sold for fosble e
i you lke her—and. I think myselt | 408 stopped sagely at “none,” and | ow cumint hewmn, Brice within the year. \
you're rather hard hit, old man—I | then pulled out'a card that sald eight. :.‘.':A_ \ \ 331\
Wouldu't give a whoop about the chain | W1ld shouts of glee by the audience. =2 0169 faet (r2nt 2
in the gold pur: fust one of the | “The fools,” { muttered. . barn pre
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little coincidences that hang people | After a ljttle I glanced over. Mrs

- £~ e e Tot® SRihost crondinar
now and then. And as for last night | Dallas was 'talking to McKnight, but e \| G ot Soy e oo thi cere
n’ wny myne) hiy offeris
if she's the kifd of a girl you say |she was looking.straight at me. - She | oatude guiag wp ek the Gome " \"\F
she s, and you think she had any-| was flushed, but\more 8alm than I, Seed ' \

thing to do with that, you—you're | und she did mot bow. I fumbled for b
addled, that's all. . You can depend |my hat, but the next :ioment I saw
+on It, the lady of thé empty Louse last | that they were goink, and I sat still.
week is'the iady| of last night. And | When McKnight came back he was

Homely Girl a Necessity

I

|
i

Yot your traln acqualntance was in | triumphant. .

Altoona at thet time. “I've.madé an engagelient for you,” More Popular Than Mer Beau- | o5\ manages her household as if it | 281
Just before SOt Off the car, Lre- | he sald. “Mrs. Dallas wsked me - to tiful Sister. were\ an lmportant prineipality. Her h:_-qo-.:u- lots.
::l:::“l: the -Iulb:et lfldln. It was|pring you to dioner to-night, and I o b homely glrl is an | C20KIRE. be 1t whispered, is divine, and | My Soeh -
Ry back 7 Wind, said I knew you would fall gll over n these days the homely gir thus she claims reverent admiration in e =)
‘About the—young lady of the traln, s absolute necessity, for she ls lke a ——y.

~ Rich," I sald, with what I supposé-was

rather unlikely to see her again, but
if 1 do, I-+1 believe she Is al-

g

7

yourself to go. You are requested to
bring along the broken arm,jand any
other souvenirs of the wreck that you
may possess

“I'lf_do nothing of the soft,”\[ de-
clare
tion. “I can't even tie my necktle,
and 1 have to have my food cut for
me.”

“Oh, that's all right” he pajd eas-
fly. “I'll sénd Stogle over tg fix you
up, and Mrs. Dal knows all about the
arm. I told ber.” )

Has Many Qualities That Make Her

coolfug, quisting draft.

She comforts tired workers on thelr
return from the whirl of busy town:
she can\make a humble home—or 3
mension—a place of happiness.

Her simplicity 'is ber greatest
charm. She pursues neither ambition
nor {deals, but confines herself to the
essentlally useful things of life. Man,
under \her benign sway, becomes
again as\a lttle \child; he drops the
world for\a time,\and revels in the
delight of domesticity, and retyrns
X ta the fray a glast re

All ‘hier. arts). too, are\simple, easily
I no

dusts and cooks with quiet enthusfasm

from magy wmasculine minds.
Her work seems a genuine delight

to her. She tolls with a merry Beart. | noss w8
and, when the timé comes for play, Nh-:--l- home for

she disports  hersell with an equally

stmple and delightful pleasure. Ar-| o oo
@ her presence. | lomtioss n e

tifictality sbrinks
As a wile, the “homely girl” is. let | fafyes o
it be known, pre-eminent. She wraps

her heart and soul around home asd vl
bBusband. No detall Is too small for

biy ardéent 'attention—Philadelphia
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Wedding Trip with Fifty Slaves.

By the death of Mrs. Sarah Eliza L)
laid | .beth Summers some time ago Mis
sour! lost one Of its’ ploneers. Mrd. | de Cos ‘

Mind

No man

she was 17 years old. On their wod | satisfaction'

ding trip they came by steamboat (o | he begins
with to

Missourd, them about
afty slaves,—Kausas City Times.




