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: The Correspondence School Deteckative’s Latest

B8y ELLIS PARKER BUTLER

IV—HENRY

PHILO GUBB, the Correspondence School deteckative—
graduate in twelve complete lessons of the Rising Sun

Correspondence School of

Detecting—confronts a prob-

lem in the transmigration of souls.

{Copyright by the McClure Newspaper
Syndicate.)
Philo Gubb ' (graduate of the Ris

Sun Correspondence School of

, Twelve Lessons, Diploma

andggk Badge Ten Dollars Extra) entered
hi# ‘office—which was also his living
room endl the headquarters of his pa-
perhanging and decorating operations
—and placed on his cutting table the
express package he had found leaning
against his door. 'With his trimming-
knife he cut the cord that bound the
puckage. It contained, he knew, the
new disguise for wh\ch he had sent
twenty4five dollars to the Rising Sun
Supply Bureau, rm? was eager to
examine his pu , which, in the
catalogue, was known as “No. 34
French . Count, with beard and wig
complete. List, $40.00. Special price
to our graduates, $25.00, express paid.”

The mnger<detective had lifted
thé exaggeratedly thin-waisted frock
icoat from the package, when there
came a tap on the door. He hastily
covered the coat with the wrapping-
paper and turned to the door.

“Enter in,” he said. And the door
opened cautiously and a short, ruddy-
faced man entered, peering into the
room first and then closing the door
behind him so cautiously as he had
opened it.

“Are you this here detective feller?”
he asked bluntly,

“l am Mister P, Gubb, deteckating
and paperhanging done to command
at your service,” admitted Mr. Gubb.
“Won't you take a seat onto a chair?”
. "Depends,” said Mr. Gubb’'s visitor,

@eping his hand on the doorknob. “I'l]

t it to you like this: Say some guy

tole something from me, and I was
willing to pay you for finding out who
stole it and getting it back—you'd take
& job like that and say nothing about
it to anybody, wouldn’t you?”

“Most certainly sure,” agreed Mr.
QGubdb. “I'm into dbusiness for that very
exact purpose.” g

“That’s the idee! You'd keep it dark.
It wouldn’t be nobody’s business but
youre and mine, would it? It would
be a quiet lttle deal between you and
me, and nobody would know anything
about it. Hey?"

‘“Exactly ‘sure,” eald Philo Gubb
“The deteckative businesa. often has
to be comducted onto an absolutely
quiet Q. T. basis.”

“Correct!” said his visitor. *1 see
you and me can do business. Now, my
name is Gus P. Smith, and I've had
one of the rawest deals handed me in
this town a man ever had handed him.
1 was coming along down one of those
alleys between streets this morning—"

He stopped short and turned to the
door. Some one had tapped on the
panels. Mr. Smith opened the door
the merest crack and peered out. He
closed it again instantly.

“Somebody to see you,” he whisper-
ed. “What I've got to say I want kept
private. I'll be back.”

He opened the door and slipped out,
and as he went a second visitor enter-
ed. Mr. Gus P. Smith was a shortish
man with close-cropped hair and a
stubble of a beard. The newcomer
was as different as one man could be
from another. He was somewhat tall
and thin, and his hair was long, so
long it fell upon his shoulders in
greasy curls. He wore a rather an
cient frock coat and a black slouch hat,
and a touch of style was added by his
gray kid gloves, although the weather
was average summer weather. His face
was thin and adorned by a silky brown
beard, divided at the chin and - falling
in tgo carefully arranged points. He
clo door carefully, first looking
1 £ hall to see that Mr. Gus P.
Smith had disappeared.

“Mr. P. Gubb, the detective?” he ask

ed.

“Most absolutely sure,” said Mr
Gubb.

“My name,” said Mr. Gubb's visitor
“4g one you are doubtless familiar with
] am Alibaba 8ingh.”

“Pleased to meet your acquaint
ance,” said Mr. Gubb. “What can 1
aim to do for you?”

Mr. Alibaba Singh brought a chair
close to Mr. Gubb’'s desk and seated
himself. He leaned close to Mr. Gubb
—s0 close that Mr. Gubb scented the
rank odor of cheap hair-oil—and whisp-
ered:

“Everything is to be strickly comfi-
dential—most strictly confidential. Re-
jation of client to lawyer, and so forth.
That's understood?”

“Most absolutely sure,”

“0f course! Now, you must have
heard of me—I've made quite a stir
here in Riverbank since I came. The-
osophical lectures—4irst lessons in Nir-
vana—Buddhistic philosophy—myster-
es of Vedalsm—et cetery.”

“I pead your advertisement notices
into the newspapers,” admitted Mr.

“Just so. 1 have done well here,
Many sought the mysteries. I have
been unusually successful in River
bank. He stopped short and looked
at Philo Gubb suspiciously. “You
don't believe in transmigration, do
you?" he asked.

“Not without I do without knowing

it,” said Mr. Gubb. “What is it?”
‘“Tran tion,” repeated Aliba-
.“ Singh. . “It—Hindoos believe in it.

The souls of the good enter into high-
er forms of life, the souls of the bad
enter lower forms of life. As if you
were a bad man and when you died
you would become a—dog, or a horse,
or—or something. You don't believe
that, do you?”

“Most certainly mot at all!” sald Mr.

-our eloquence,” said

“I—I teach it,” said Alibaba Singh
uneasily. “It is part of my teaching.”

“You don't dim to believe nothing
of that sort, do you?" asked Mr. Gubb
as if he could not imagine any man
so foolish.,

“Now, that's it!” said Alibaba Singh.
“That's why I came to you. All this
is strictly confidential, of course?
Thanks. I can speak out, Mr, Gubb. I
have in the past taught some things
1 did not absolutely believe.”

“Quite likely true,” admitted Philo
Gubb.

“We—mwe occulists get carried on by
Alibaba “Singh.
“We—we go too far sometimes. Far
too. far! 1 admit it. I admit that
frankly. When our clients reach out
to us for more and more, we—we some-
times go too far. I won’'t say we string
them along. I wouldn't say that. But
we—we lead them farther thamn we
have gone ourselves, perhaps. You
understand ?"

“Almost absolutely,” said Mr. Gubb.

“Just so! Mr. Gubb, one of my
clients was greatly interested in trans.
migration of souls—in the return of
the spirits of the dead; in everything
like that. I—really, Mr. Gubb, it was
hard for me to keep up with her.”

“And you proceeded to go ahead and
teach her about this transmigration of
souls that you don't believe into your-
self,” said Mr. Gubb helpfully, “And
when she found out you was a faker
she set out to sue you for her money
back.”

“No. Not that-.” said Alibaba Singh
energetically. 1at’'s not it. She
doesn't want her money back. She

—ghe's almost satistied. She'’s willing
to accept what had happened philoso-
phically She's almost content. Mr.
Gubb, the reason I came to see you
was that I did not want her to land
in—"
Alibaba
around,

Singh looked carefully

the show business—in the show busi-
ness, and in dead wrong right now.
Ever hear of John, the Educated
Horse? BEver hear of Hogo, the Hu-
man Trilobite? KEver hear of Heary,
the Educated Pig? Well, them are
me! That's my show. Everybody's
heard of them—of me. Did you ever
hear of a sherift?”

“Frequently often,” said Mr. Gubb,
with a smile.

“Well, up to Derlingport this here
Human Trilobite of mine wandered
loose from my side-show tent. You
know what a Human Trilobite is—
eats stone like a kid eats cake. Well,
this Hogo feller broke away and wan-
dered down Main street, and when
they found him he had eat about half
of the marble cornerstone out from
under the Dawkins Building. He's
crazy after white marble, It's like
candy to him. But it's bad for his
digestion, and I'd been keepin’ him on
a diet of good, solid bluestone for a
couple of weeks, and when he runs
across that cornerstone he just bit
into it and gobbled it up. So Dawkins
attaches my show and sends the sher-
iff with an execution to grab the whole
busihess unless I pay for a mew cor-
nerstone. Said it would cost two hun-
dred and fifty dollars. I didn’t have
the money.”

“So he took the show,” sald Philo
Gubb.

“Ex-act-ly!” sald Mr. Fourdinger
Steve. “He grabbed the whole caboo-
dle. Ex-cept Hemry, the Educated Pig.
That's why I'm here. That sherifi’s
attachment is out against that pig;
it i1s a felony to remove that pig from
Derling County while that attachment
is out against it. And the pig has
been removed.”

“You removed it away trom there?”
asked Philo Gubb.

“Liswen,” sald Fourdinger Steve, “All
that ig surletly coafidential, ain't 17
Good. I can speak right out to you,
liks 1 couM to my doc*or? No.
didn't remove that pig from Derling
C.urty. It was stole from me. Just
after that Sheriff attached the wnole
show and while he was fussing around,
somebody stole that pig out of tha
tent, und I know who stole it Greasy
Gus stole it. Augustus 2. Smith, my
bal yhoo mau, stole Herry, the Saucat-

ed P:g, and made a get-away with him.

Gonsrod Fisuen. —o-

Ever hear of Hogs, the Human Trilobite?
Henry, the Educated Pig ?

Ever hear of
Well, them are me!

“I don’t want her to land in jail,” he Ses? £ee what I'm up against? See

whispered. “It
for me. The lady, Mr. Gubh, is Mrs.
Henry K. Lippett.”

“Well?” queried Mr. Gubb.

“What I don't know,” said baba
Singh, wiping his brow nervously, “i:
whether I did reincarnate her late hus.
band or whether she'’s liable to he ar-
rested for stealing a—"

Alibaba Singh stopped short and
arose hastily. Some one had Inock-
ed on Mr. Gubb's door. Alibaba Singh
moved toward the door.

,“I don’t want to talk about
with anybody arcund,” he zaid, ner
vously. “I'll come back later.
a word about it!”

Be brushed past Mr. Gubb's new vis-
itor as he went out, and Mr. Gubb
arose to greet the newcomer.

This third yvisitor was a large, red-
faced man with® an extremely loud
vest. He wore a high hat of gray
beaver, and a large but que:tionable
diamond sparkled on his finger. He
walked directly up to Mr. Gubb and
shook hands.

“Sit down,” he commanded. “Now,
you're Gubb, the detective, aint you?
Good enough! My name is Stephen
Watts, but they mostly call me Steve
for short—Fourdinger Steve,” he add-
ed, holding up his right hand to show

that one finger was missing. “I'm in

this i

Not !

!
would make trouble|W

I want?”

“NuL postitively exaci,” said. Philo
Gubb.
i “Well, it's a little bit delicate,” said
| Pour-finger Steve, “and that's why I
e to you instead of to the polics, 1
it that pig. If I can getl that pig
I #el out of this State somewhere
lw : thev don’t know about that at-
i taciment up in D z County, I can
{80 ahvad with the show business in
& sort of wa) n rent room in an
¥ etore in wn and show the
ated Pig and get along. -But if 1
to the police and they.find the pig
1ey’ll send it ba to the sheriff in
;1J ing County. See? So you can just
{forget about that sheriff and consider
;lhu'. p'g a8 mine, and find it for me,
and return it to me, and if you do I've
got a twenty-dollar bill for you right
here.”

“Do you want I
Augustus P. Smith

W

i
i
fem

ould arrest Greasy
?” asked Philo

Gubb. ;
“Not on your: life,” said Fourfinger,
vigorously. ‘‘No arre I don’t want

athing that will set that sheriff on my
track. You just get the pig.”

“How big is the size of the pig?"
asked Philo Gubb.

“It's a big pig,” said Mr. Watts,
“Henry has been getting almost too
fat, and that's a fact. I've been think-

ing right along I'd have to diet Henry,
but I mever got to it. He's one of
these big, double-chinned pinkish white
pigs—loeks Nke a prize pig in a coun-
try fair. And listen! He's in this
town!” "

“Really indeed?” said Mr. Gubb.

“] know it!"” said Fourdlnger Steve.
“I seen Greasy Gus load that pig into
a farm wagon at Derlingport, and I
thought nothing of it. I thought Gus
was trying to salvage the pig for me,
like one feller will help out another in
time of trouble. So I come down to
Riverbank on the train, expecting Gug
would show up at the hotel and tell me
where the pig was hid. All right! Gus
shows up. ‘Gus,’ I says, ‘where’s Hen-
ry? Gus lets on to be worried. ‘Stol-
en!' he says. ‘Some guy lifted him
when I wasa't looking.' Of course, I
knew that was a lie, and I told him so,
1 was red-hot. So he got mad, too.
‘Now, he says, ‘you'll never get Henry
back. I meant to.give him back to
you, but after you have talked to me
like that I'll never give him back. I'll
keep him,” he says, ‘if I can find him,
and before I'd give him back to you I'll
give him to the sheriff of Derlington
County.” So_there you are, Mr. Gubb.
Henry is in Riverbank, and I want
Henry. This story about Henry be-
ing stolen is a lie. Henry is hid and
Gus Smith knows where.”

Mr. Gubb looked at Mr.
thoughtfully.

“Now, if you're one of these fellers
with a conscience,” said Fourdinger,
you can do what you want with Hen-
ry after you find him. If you feel
that way, you can send Henry back
to the sheriff, I guess I can raise
enough to redeem Henry and let the
horse and my tent outfit go. But I
won't have Greasy Gus putting a trick
like this over on me- No sir! All I got
to say is, you find Henry and you get
this twenty-dollar bill. I'll be down
|at the Riverbank Hotel. That's all!”

He arose and shook hands with Mr.
Gubb again and went « It was ful-
ly fifteen minutes before Mr. Gus
P. Smith, who must have been waiting
across the street, came in, He closed
the door and locked it.

“I saw old Fourdinger come out of
this building,” he said. What did he
want?”

“He came upon confldential business
which can't be mentioned,” said Mr.
Gubb.

“Just so!” said Mr. Smith, “He
wanted you to find Henry, the Educat-
ed Pig. You don’t meeéd to tell me.
1 know! All right; I've no objections.
After what Fourfinger Watts called
me I don't care what he does. I sup-
pose he told you what the sheriff did
up at Derlingport and that I stole
Henry?”

Mr, Gubb, said nothing.

Watts

-

to get him, and he was gonel!™
“And no clue left onto the place?’ '
asked Mr. Gubb, |

“That's all right. You're whits. You
won't give it aw but that's what he
was here about, and I know it. Now,
listen to me. I skipped out with the
pig to do Fourfinger a favor and
part of his show for him, and tha
the truth, but he don't believe it—not
him! He called me a thief and worse,

5

he did. He had the nerve to say I
wanted that pig myself, to start ir
business with, and that's a lie

man can insult me like that, Mr. Gubb.
Look at this—"

He took from his pocket a coupla of
feet of whipcord and handed it to Philo
Gubb.

“What is this?” asked Mr. Gubb

“That’s all 's left of Henry,”
said Greasy Gu “That’s his total re-
mains up to date
led Henry with after I quit the wagon
of a farmer that rode us one of Der-
lingport. That cord was tied to Hen-
ry's left hind foot. Look at the enc
without the knot—was that cut or
wasn't it?"

“I most generally reserve my opinion
until later than right at first,” said
Philo Gubb.

“All right, reserve it!”
Gus.
No matter, 1
When I come in
I was so mad I
to take Henry

said Greasy
“Looks to me like it was a cut.
want to find Henry.
here first, awhile ago,
ad made up my mind
1 get away with him
if you could fin¢ m just so Fourding-
er don’t get him. Send him back to
the sheriff of Derling County if you
want to. The main thing 1 want is

Watts get him.

sald “I can take up the
t to work onto it.”

' said Greasy Gus.
it I know about it. 1
got out of Derll ort with Henry and
when the farmer dumped us from his
wagon I hitched this whipcord to Hen-
ry's leg and drove him along the road.
After while I hit this town of River-
bank. It wasn't the right way for a
swell, high-toned pig lke Henry to
enter a town, but it was the only way
I could manage. I thought maybe the
police would be looking out for Henry
So I took an a instead of a regular
street, and along we came. We came
along down the alley, and of a sudden
1 began to wonder what I'd do with
Henry now I'd zot a'm out of townm
It would look kind of suspicious for

“Now, here's

me and Henry to go to a hotel like
that. ‘I'll rent him a stall in some
body's barn for a day or two." That

. the natural thing to do. wasn't
it? So then I thought, ‘How'll 1 look
going along with Henry and asking if
I can put him in this barn and that
barn? I1t'll lo suspicious. What 1
want to do is to go alone to ‘rent a
barn and say I'm thinking of buyving
a pig if I can get a place to keep him.’
So that's what I did.”

“We left the pig alone in the alley
by itself?” asked Philo Gubb.

“Yes, sir!” said Mr. Smith. “ I fonnd
an alley fence that had a staple in it,
and tied one end of the whipcord to
the staple and went down the alley
to find a barn I could put Henry in
About the fifth barn I tried I found a

place for Henry, and then I went badk

That's the rope 1]

for you to find Henry and not let Four-|
finger Steve
that?” "

“Under them certain specifications,”
Philo Gubb

How's |1

“This tag end of the rope,” a:xid'
t(?w Gus. "“That was all. At first I
thought Heary had pulled lose, rcpe
[.md all, and had wandered away, and
|1ran up and down the alley and across
the big vacant

eld that was there,|
nd up another, |

hing of him.
d this tag|
11

I couldn’t see
1 went back a
rope. And ti
about where Henry w
| is somebody come
| there and just thoug
“rm p. If the hou
|dooked like the sort tt
| pig-stealers in them, I
{body in these ho
|that kind. I snc
yards of some of th
“It's a pretty hard «
to,” said Mr. Gubb dout
body might have cor

have a pig |
along there
t would have
rect some-
they ain’t
the back

to work on-
lly. “Some-
long with a

“Sure!”
l.'.t il T
|he was wl e 1 could
| wouldn't need a
]Nuw. you go up and look over the
| ground, and you ought to be able to
find a clue where I cc ‘t. That's
| your business I can yvou right
| where to go. The alley opens out into
la sort of big field toward the north.
| There’s a big water reservoir in the
|fleld. The fence is 1 big white
house with a gable r¢ and there's
a silver poplar in the back yard. And|
|if you find Henr: give you|
these four five-dolla
ire, but I'll blow

“No telling
2 to you. Iff
over him, I
would I?

detective,

much for the
k at Four-

finger Watts.

“Under them ce ifications,”

said Mr. Gubb, us cact words
he had used befc n take up the
case d get ri work onto it.”

Mr. Smith sh
bargain and d

He had h
Mr. Alibak £
cautiously, put
| then entered.

ly disappeared before
opened the door

head inside and

1 “I thougt 1at man would stay for-|1
{ever,” he with wvance. ‘“Hele
|isn't in a d in my af-

| fairs or f Mrs. Henry K
:Ilfplmt(. is

| “Ncbody 1 » that s in-

re interest-
form or man-
3 him, andAli-
»d with relief.

»sw Henry K. Lippett,
ked

terested into any
ed into in the s
‘nv.rf'
baba Singh *
“You never
did you?" he ¢
“Neyer at all, 1id Mr. Gubb.
“He broke his neck.” safd Alibaba
Singh, “and it killed him.”
; He hesitated and seemed
{thought. He drew himself
sh

lost in

et t possible!” he exclaimed
with irritation and with no connection
with what he had just said. “I don’t
believe it! I—I—"

His distress was great
one hand inside the other.
wept.

“Mr. Gubdb,” he said, “since I was
here I have been up to Mrs. Lippett's
house again, and it is worse than ever,
It couldn’t be possible. I haven’t the
power. I know I haven't the power.”

He wrung
He almost

self more plain to your dete

to bind the|t

together | s

It went right to the dining room table and clim bed into a chair.

ckative came to you. Everybody knows you

s your business to

sald Mr. Gubb.
“I'll tell you eve
ba Singh in a sudden !
dence. “Mr. Gubb, I
am a f C I am
was born in De
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better not
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may be pure irit
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and be som irv's sake
but what i be

should 1

1 try

Xt incarma~

1e body eof a
fafs

wiped his

and

{ forel
i e would have it,” he went on
l“.\‘lu would have me make attempt
Igo—. {
Mr. Guffins looked ‘at Mr. Gubb ap-
pealingly. |
“You don't believe, I could do it, do | Lippett

asked Philo Gubb.
i legs and beg-
“begged for
Mrs.

you?' he pleaded ‘He was
“Not in any manner or means,” said |er life, s i. ‘I can’t begin to
Mr. Gubb. | be with him yet. Tomorrow,

“That's what 1 want you to prove to|but not when he has just come back

“You ought to try to explain your-

her,” said Mr, Gumns, “Thats why 1| (Continued on Page 14.)




