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Dulls*, the put week .the annuel 

lneetlngB of several Primary Cbep- 
terp -of the I.O.LtE took place, et 
which (he annual reports were sot- 
mi tied, and In every owe showed re
cords ol -a year of eucoeasfnl activi
ties Under the new executives the 
memibeft of this splendid society 6f 
women reeolved to carry on with re
newed enthusiasm, the largo amount 
ct work to be eccompllehed through 
Wit,"the first year after the signing 
of an armistice In Europe. Social 
events daring the week were numer
ous and aready plans are being made 
for a continuance of tno present 
round of gaieties.

• * •
Mrs. J. K. Soammel was the chap

erone et an- enjoyable dinner dance 
at the Bungalow on Saturday even
ing, given In honor of Misa Marlou 
Moore, who. with her mother, Mfa. J. 
E. Moore, and Mia. A. P. BamalU, 
left on Tneeday.-eventBg for Califor- 
toll. These present were Miss Moore, 
Has Marjorie Wetmore, MIS» Kath- 
rjtti Murray, Sussex, Oapt. and Mrs. 
S. O. Evans, Mr. and Mrs. Kenneth I. 
Campbell, Miss Marlon Sorrel, Miss 
Edith Miller, Miss Louise Holly, Miss 
Blanche JSeaiteay, Miss Margaret Pat
erson, Miss Eileen Morrison, Miss 
Constance Campbell, Lieut. 
Crookebank, Mr. Gordon Peters, Mr. 
King, Lient. Crawford, Mr. Miller, Mr. 
John Moore, Mr. Graham Paterson, Dr 
Lochpry, Mr. Pltsgereld, Mr. LesUe 
Peters and Mr. Victor Crosby.

.• • *
Mrs. Rudolph desBrlsay was the 

hostess at an enjoyable tea on Thurs
day afternoon at her residence, Car
marthen street, in honor of Mrs. Al
bert Loosen of Bathurst, who is her 
guest. The tea table was artistically 
arranged for the occasion and had for 
decoration a bowl of yellow daffodils, 
and silver candlesticks containing yel- 
ow shaded candles. Mrs. Harold C. 
Schofield presided and was assisted 
bv Mrs. John Ssyre. Mrs. A. Sturdee, 
Mrs. Bber Turnbull, Miss Frances 
Kerr, Miss E. Kimball, Miss Kathleen 
Coster and Miss Muriel Ford. . Ampng 
those present were Mm. L. P. D. 
Tilley, Mrs. 1# W. Barker, Mrs. H. 
Vroom. Mrs. P. W. Thomson. Mrs. 
R. A. Armstrong, Mrs. A. G. Bishop 

„ Mrs. H. H. Donnety, Mrs. George 
Miller, Montreal, Mrs. Gordon Sane, 
ton, Mra. Simpson, Mrs. Roy Skin- 

g her, Mrs. Shirley Peters. Mra. Fred 
§ eric* MacNeil, Mrs. Phillip Palmer. 
".Miss Barker, Miss Ethel Sidney 

Smith. Mrs. Walter Gilbert. Miss 
Macaulay, Mise Clara Schofled, Mies 

McAvity, Mise Billard, 
I Btlznrd. Miss Alleyne
Istarr, MIbc deSoyres, Miss Gladyr 
Megan. Mies Ruth Gilbert. Bathurst 
and Miss F. Stetson.

Mrs. deB. Carrltte entertained very 
informally at luncheon and bridge a! 
her residence, Rothesay yesterday 
The guests were Mrs. Frank Allison 
Mrs. Capleton Clinch, Mrs. David P 
Chisholm. Mrs. R. Downing Paterson 
Miss Kayo and Miss C. O. McGtvem

Ü The Correspondence School Deteckative’s Latest Adventures *
«y ELLIS PARKER BUTLER

BURIED BONES jour vest.’ And I knew wby he was 
so sad about my taking that particu
lar crown."

"Why?” asked Gubb with Interest.
"Because he had sudh high cheek

bones,” paid Cri Foxy, "and when he 
chewed food the muscles would work 
up end down and you’d see them work 
his crown back ou hie head and beck 
on his head, and book on hie bead, 
until pretty soon—plunk! there would 
go the crown rolling on the floor. And' 
that was annoying to a swell party. 
So he had had this crown made with 
the part above the muscles cut away, 
and he could wear it and feed safe in 
it—not have the blamed old thing fall
ing aU over the place. So he looked' 
at me ead like. For a minute 1 didn't 
know what to do. 1 wasn’t In tramp 
d'ieguiee end I thought he would think 
I was a thief In real life, so I says, 
‘Dook, search me!’ ‘I dont have to 
search you/ he saye, for I dan see my 
favorite crown bulging out your vest’ 
1 don’t mean that, Dook, old chap,' I 
rays; ‘I mean take me up In your 
boodni-war, and I don’t know what, 
but some of my trarapy disguise must 
be sticking to me somewhere.’ So wo 
went up to the bathroom and he went 
over me with this one-eyed monocule 
he always wore, and then he went ov
er me with a reading glass, and then 
he went over me with a microscope, 
but he couldn’t see a speck. ‘Keep 
lookin’ I says, ’it must be some
where, Dook,’ I says, ‘or I wouldn't 
act so pernicious.’ So he begun again 
and all at once 1 heard him chuckle. 
He was lookin’ in my ear with the 
misera scope."

"Wliat was It?” asked Gubb eagerly.
“A hair!" said Chi Foxy. "Just one 

hair. It was a hair out of my tramp 
whiskers that had got in my ear, and 
the minute he pulled It out I was all 
right again, and no more tramp than 
he was. So you see that’s the way I 
keep actin’ tramp as long as I have a 
hair of tramp disguise about me. 
Come on, be a good feller, and let me 
have & dollar to get some breakfast 
with."

P. Guibb put hià h and in hi a pocket 
and withdrew it again.

”1 much admire to like the way you 
act right up to the disguise," he said, 
"and it does you proud. But. of course, 
when you ask for fifty cents it's noth
ing but part of the disguise, ain’t it? 
And you don’t really want the fifty 
cents. For a minute I almost thought 
you did want it, you aeked so’ tramp- 
like natural."

"Now, see here, bo," said Chi Foxy, 
earnestly. "Don’t you go and mis
understand me. I didn’t mean to be 
mistook that way. 
cents. I’m hungry, I am."

P. Gubb smiled approvingly.
"Most excellent trumpish, disguise 

work,’’ he said. "Nobody couldn't do 
it better. A real tramp couldn’t do 
it better."

Chi Foxy frowned. “Say," he said, 
"cut that out wont you, cully? Your 
head ain’t solid ivory, is it? I’m 
starvin’. Gimme fifty cents, mister. 
Gimtme a quarter, if you won’t gimme 
fifty. ’ Come on now, be a good feller."

"A deteckative like you are aughtn’t 
to need twenty-five cents so bad as 
that" said P. Gubb. "I guess you are 
just trying to show me how thorough 
you go luto a disguise when you go 
into one. You’re very good."

Chi Foxy actually gritted his teeth. 
He was angry with himself. He had 
talked too well. He had talked so 
well he had talked himself out of a 
breakfast. He had proved so thor
oughly that he was a detective that P. 
Gubb would not believe he was h<un-

flee to, comes myself, ready to grab 
me and arrest me. That*» the kind of 
a detetetive I am—what I get on a trail 
I never let up. I’ve chased myself all 
over Europe, Asia and Africa, and i 
can*t grab myself. It’e—it’s awful!"

Chi Foxy wiped an Imaginary tear.
"And I tant keep away from the 

scene of my crime," he said. "I come 
back here time after time----- "

"Did you do the murder here?" ask
ed P. Gubb, with Increased interest 
• “That’s what I did," said Chi Foxy,! 

"I did It here. And back here I coin®, 
like criminals always do. And sSi 
weary tryin’ to escape from myseK 
and I’m ready now to give myself up. 
Come ahead and arrest me for doin 
that murder and take me down to the 
lock-up. Me and you can hoM me.”

"It’s somewhat out of the ordinary 
common run for a feller to be a de
teckative and the criminal murdered 
he’O chasing both at once," said Gubb

"That’s so. ain’t It?" agreed Chi 
Foxy. "It looks that way. I can se#* 
how you’d naturally feel about it. 
You’d think it was out of the ordinary 
I would myself, if anybody Juet told 
me that much. But facts are facts.

"Quite occasionally they are such, 
agreed P. Gubb.

"That’s right." said Chi Poxy, "and 
ail you’ve got to do is to explain thetu. 
You see, bo, I was a young feller when 
I murdered this old mise

"Wliat did you say his name was?" 
naked P. Gubb.

"Smith," said Chi Foxy promptly; 
“John L. Smith and he lived right 
here in tills town. I was a young tel
ler, workin’ for him, and I took an 
axe and killed him and went off with 
his money; but I done it and got away, 
and nobody suspected me. My name 
was—-was Jones, Henry J. Jones. And 
I murdered the old fellow and got 
away. Nobody cared much whether 
the old feller was murdered or not, 
and nothin’ much might have been 
*ald of it, except that the old fellciX 
had a nephew. His name waa SmitlB 
—Peter J. Smith.

"What did he do?” asked P. Gubb.
"He offered a reward of a thousand 

dollars,” said Chi Foxy. "About d 
thousand detectives tried to solve the 
celebrated case. Nobody knew but 
me and I wasn’t tellfn’ It."

"I should think not,” said P. Gubb
"No, sir!" said Chi Foxy. "I skip 

ped up the river, and nobody thought 
of looking for me, because I wasn : 
sr £-pected. And then I did a foo! 
thing.”

"Murderers ’most always does."
"Sure!” said Chi Foxy, "I thought 

I’d go to New Orleans. So I got a 
steamer ticket and started down the 
river. It waa all right—nice trip, un
til we got to Dubuque. And then what 
happened? The old steamer 
bufct her boiler and blew up. 
sittin* on the top deck Just over the 
boiler when she blew up, and she sent 
nn* higher than a kite. I went atiMn 
it;» In the air like one of those here 
skyrockets, I did, and 
down I lit head fin*."

(Copyright, 1818, by the McClure 
Newspaper Syndicate.)

Chi Foxy started on the long thirty- 
mile walk from Derlingport to River- 
bank. He was pushed across the oity him. The third policeman would take 
line by a big policeman arid ordered | him to the lockup. About 4 o’clock he 
not to come back. And at sundow 
had gone seven miles and made 
bed in a convenient haystack. During I met a policeman before he had ; 
the nigjit the air suddenly chilled, and I talked üve mintues. ne put his two : 
Chi Foxy knew it was time to hunt, hands deep in his pockets, pulled his

hat well over his eyes, hung his head, 
and made a good imitation of a tramp ; 
trying to sneak past a policeman with : 
out beiug stopped. This policeman • 
stopped him.

"No use, bo!" said tile policeman 
"f an t work that game here now." 

Chi Foxy gave the officer a glane ' 
He met a sec :id

allowed.” Instead of getting out of 
town he would continue toward the Z

4center of the town, and another po
liceman would stop him and warn

J
n he would be taken before the police 

his judge acid fined for vagrancy. /yt\winter quarters.
River bank had a new and comfort

able jail. It was a county jail, run by 
the sheriff, and the sheriff was paid so 
much a day by the town tor any pris
oners placed in the Jail by the town 
authorities. This was a < pleasant ar
rangement for the prisoners. When 
the tdwn had turned a prisoner over 
to the sheriff the town’s interest end
ed, and when the sheriff received a
“boarder” and was sure of his pay he j policeman halted him. 
had no reason to treat the prisoner | "Here you,” said the officer, > 
harshly. It had become a tramp j get out ,of town, understand? That i ic I 
maxim. "If possible, get four months winter-hotel game don't go here an j 

tin the Rlverbauk Jail when winter ar* more. This place is tired of pax 
jrivea.” So Chi Foxy continued to- winter board for you fellows. Get - t j 
(.ward Riverbank. of town; aud get out quick!"
j lie walked slowly, and flight found Chi Foxy sneered. He tried to make ! 
Uhlm on the outskirts of the town. He it an extremely insolent sneer, but ! 
begged a hand-out from one of the had no effect on the officer. The trann> j 
small houses on liis way and hunted w alked on and met the third officer 
a place to spend the night. He found "So you’re here?" said the third 
it underneath a tool-house alongside policeman, and he seemed amused, 
the railway tracks The tool-house v hi on time with the first frosty 
stood with its front almost touching breeze, ain't you? Well, my friend, 
the ends of the ties, while the rear j you can blow out of town on the 
Ktood on a pile of criss-cross ties, breez •. jus: like you blew in. No more 
built up on the sandy ground, which free board and gentle stone-pile mas- 
was lower than the raised roadbed of sage in this town. Drift along, bo!" 
the railway. The ties made an open- The unanimity of the police of Riv- 
work basement for the tool-house, arid , erbank on the abject of free board 
that it had been used as sleeping 
quarters by other tramps was shown 
by the heap of crushed straw, the 
bread-crusts, aud the remnants of a 
email fire.

Just outside the rear of his tie 
^Sleeping quarters ran the wire right- 
of-way fence, which was also the back 
fence of & small piece of property on 
-which Stood a rickety old house. Thé 
bouse was devoid of paint and probab
ly never had been painted, but it was 
e cheerful sight from where Chi Foxy
reclined. He had a clear view of the J manoviiver around the chicken coop, 
kitchen window, from which the lighi 
came in a yellow glow, and he could 
see a woman cooking something in a 
trying pan on a kitchen stove. A man 
sat be aide the stove, his elbows on 
bis knees, waiting for supper

Chi Foxy almost decided to dim}» 
the fence and knock at the door of 
the kitchen at the moment the woman 
took the frying pan off the stove, but 
be was feeling well filled and cornfor 
able, and he decided to wait and to 
Use the house as his breafasting pkice.
This required no little strength of 
character, for the perfume of friend 
veal chops was wafted to lus nostrils, 
but he held himse-lf In hand, and when 
lie had burned his pipeful of tobacco 
be curled down and went to sleep.

He was awakened by the sound of 
voices near at hand and peered out 
between the ties. The night was not 
dark.
myriad bright October stars gave suf
ficient light to enable Chi Foxy to | apple, and as the man peered out of 
mee. As he looked he was able to the window lie looked something like 
Bee even more plainly. The voices had a flamingo, lie opened the door, 
come from a man and a woman, and "Come right into the inside,” 
as Ohi Foxy watched them the man said pleasantly, "anà heat yourself up 
began digging in t warm. T ture is full ut
e spade. He made quite a hole in the cold wt
soil and turned to the woman. Chi Foxy entered. He looked around

"Hand me the bag." he gold. the kitchen. There was a brisk fire
The woman dragged a heavy gunny- jn the stove, but no sign of breakfast, 

-sack to the edge of the hole. The man “Say pard," lie said, "how about 
untwisted the neck of the bay and up- giving me a bite of breakfast? I 
ended it over the hole. There fol- haven't had a bit this morning. 1 
lowed a rattle of bones, one striking ain't too late, am I?" 
against the other, aud the man hand- His host looked at him. 
ed the hag back to the woman. Chi 
Foxy- peered eagerly at the hole. He 
«saw bones. He looked up at the stars 
and saw it must be well after mid- 
eight. He saw the man hastily spade 
the soft soil over the bones, saw him 
ecatter loose dry top sand over the 
^completed Job. end saw the man and 
Woman hurry back to the dark house.

"Say! What do you think of 
•that?” he said to himself, anxl turned 
over to finish his night’s rest.

The next morning, or when the sun 
was well up in the east. Chi Foxy 
left his resting place and climbed over 
the wire fence. He looked curiously 
at the spot where the weird burial 
had taken place, and went on toward 
the house A ribbon of blue smoke 
was coming from the kitchen chim
ney. Blown toward the south, and 
the breeze that drove the snmke was 
dhill and keen enough to make Chi 
Foxy turn his bead away from it. He
knocked at the door, and it was open- done in u neat manner, 
ed by the man—a tall, lany, coarse ("hi Foxy held out hisehand eagerly, 
bearded specimen. | "Shake, pard!” he said. "That’s my

"Say, friend, how about givin’ a fel-1 line, too." 
low some b-ea-kfart?" said Chi Foxy. Paper-hanging?"

"How 'bout it, Ma?- asked the man, “Detecting," said Chi Foxy prompt
turning his head. "Got some break ly. “I’m one of the most famousest 
fast for this fellor?” gum-shoo fellers in the world. Me and

"Let him set on the step and I kin this here groat 
hand him out some coffee and sorn-1 what's his name, now?—used to work 
meat, if that’ll do him,” she said. And team work together."
Chi Foxy seated himself. The break- “Burns?" suggested Philo Gubb. 
fast she brought him in a chipped "Holmes,” said CM Foxy. “Sherlock 
plate was all he could have desired. Holmes. Me and him pulled off some 
There was a half of a veal cutlet, of them big jobs you may have read 
browned to e nicety, a portion of fried about in the papers.” 
potatoes, a thick slice of bread with- He pronounced the name of the cele- 
out butter, and a coup of coffee. Old brated detective of fiction "Slierm- 
Foxy ate and drank. lock Heliums."

"Thanks, folks," he said. " I won’t . “Oh, yes,” said the tramp, "me and 
tergtt you.” And he continued on his Shermlock was great chums up to the 
way toward Riverbank. He meant to time he failed over the cliff and got 
get himself arrested before night and 
turned over to the keeper of the best 
Jail In Iowa. It was a business mat
ter, just as some wealthy man might 
set about securing a room in a winter 
resort. Ohi Foxy had handled this 
business before The routine was to 
walk into town until he met a police- 

The policeman would warn 
iMm to get out o< town—"vagrants not

OUI

and trudged on. 
policeman in the heart of the tin, a. 
and repeated his sneak-by tactics. T.. •

SOI
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and lodging was disheartening. It 
Chi Foxy had not been more than the 
average tramp he would have “drift
ed" a- advised, but he had not gained 
his title of “Foxy ’ without some of 
the attributes- of the fox to justify it.

He turned up the first cross street. 
It* a man can t be arrester as plain 
vagrant he can be arrested as a sus
picious character and jailed aw a 
vagrant. Chi Foxy sought a back 
street where a chicken coop stood 
alongside a vacant lot. He began to i
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(fHe behaved in a most suspicious 

manner 1'or three-quarters of a day, 
but it was unavailing. Not a police
man appeared.

The nights were colder. Three days 
Chi Foxy acted in a suspicious man
ner, and three niglA.# lie slept in un
comfortable places. The third night 
he slept under the bandstand in the 
park, and he crawled from under it 
half frozen. He went from house to 
house begging his breakfàst, but the 
residents were colder than the weatb-

, . nv'<>
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V ' Y*f \l Mrs. Robert Paterson Cowan wat 

the hostess at one of the most enjoy 
able afternoon teas of the season on 
Friday last week, at. her residence 
Canterbury street. Mrs. Cowan re 
celved her guests in a beautiful gown 
of wisteria georgette, embroidered 
with beads and sequins, over silk oi 
the sdme shade. Mrs. H. FieldW 
Ranklne and Mrs. A. P. Crocket con 
ducted the guests to the dining room 
The tea table had in the centre t 
large chrystal vase containing quanti 
ties of pink carnations, and was pre 
sided over by Mrs. Kent Scovil, as 
si»ted by Mrs. Ernest Sewell, Mrs 
Norman Sancton, Mrs. Shirley Peters 
Miss. Janie Stone and Miss Louts< 
Anderson ; Mrs. Frank Peters serve< 
the ices. Among the many gguest: 
were Mrs. T. H. Bullock, Miss Bui 
lock, Mrs. L. R. Harrlspn. Miss Her 
rison, Mrs. Walter Gilbert, Mrs. T 
\V. Barnes, Hampton, Mrs. Arthu 
W. Adams, Miss Helen Smith, Mrs 
E. Atherton Smith, Mrs. Alexande 
Wilson, Mrs. R. H. Anderson, Mrs 
Daniel fallen, Mrs. David Pidgeor 
Mrs. W. C. Whittaker, Mrs. Johi 
B. Magee. Mrs. George Blizard, Mrs 
Ernest Bowman, Miss Jean White 
Mrs. W. B. Tennant, Mrs. A. R 
Melrose, Mrs. Hazen Grimmer, Mrs 
je MacKenzie, Mrs. John E. Moore 
lirs. Percy McAvity, Mrs. Rober 

■ -- W. A. Clark, Mrs

do want fifty

up and 
T was•MU

"You've got me; I surrender. When a detective gets that close
chance. I did it."

or. At the twelfth, house he knocked 
on the back door, but ho was begin
ning to fed hopeless, 
of smoke was issuing from the kitchen 
chimney, and where there is smoke 
there is food. But here, instead of a 
hard-faced woman or surly cook com
ing to the door, a man put his face to 
the kitchen window and looked out. It 
was the face of a tall, thin man. with 
a long neck and prominent Adam s

man hasn't anyA thin stream a
when I come

to?” asked Philo Gubb me into some swell place and blow 
me off to a swell dinner. Would 1 
let on? No, sir!

"It is a remarkal/e wonder it didn ; 
kill you to death." said P. Gubb.

"Ain’t ft?” said Chi Foxy. "But it 
did worse than kill 
c'me to I didn't remember a thing 
out of my part ! 'e—not a thing, 
was like a new-born babe. When 
they picked me up and I opened my 
eyes I could Just say ‘Ah-g-oo’ and ’Da 
da.’ and things like that. So some 
kind folks took me ans cured me vp 
and sent me to kindergarten, and I 
started in to learn my A-B-C's, and 
things like that. I learned fast, and 
pretty soon I graduated, and the nanm 
I graduated under was Mike Higgs - 
Higgs being the name of the family 
that adopted me."

"Mike Higgs,." repeated P. Gubb. try
ing to recall a celebrated detective f 
that name.

"Yea," said Chi Foxy. "They namedf 
me Mike, after the od gran'pa of tl n 
family. So Gnan’pa Higgs he lent 
enough money to go to London and 
take lessons in detecting from Sherm 
lock Holhims. He charged me $5 a 
lesson, but it was worth it He

the car at the Book’s palace I dodged. 
Yes, sir! I dodged like I thought he 
was going to hit me because I hadn’t 
no business in my own limmy-eeen 
automobile. That was funny, wasnt 
it So I went u.p the steps inlto the 
Dook*» palace, and the gentlemen he 
had to open the door opened the door, 
and he called out my name and up 
come the Dookess—Mrs. Dook of 
Sluff, as they call her; but I always 
called her Maggie, like she called me 
Mike. So she say» to me, *Mike, I’m 
mighty glad to see you here; we’re 
going to have a swell party.’ And I 
started to say back something pleas
ant but whet I said was, ’Pleooe, 
misses, won’t you give a poor cove a 
hand-out?’ ”

"What seemed to be the reason you 
said that?” asked Philo Gubb.

"That’s what worried me," said Chi 
Foxy. "I didn't mean to say it. I 
just said it against my will as you 
might say. But I guess she thought I 
was tryin’ to be smart, for she just 
says, ’Naughty, naughlty Mike,” and 
whistled to the Dook to come and 
blow me off to the feeds. So th’e 
Dook came and led me against the 
table for a stand-uip feed. Swell feed, 
bol Samwichee till you couldn’t rest 
ham and chicken samwiches and 
tongue samwiches and club
wiches and—and all kinds of __
wiches. And what did I do? I grabs 
half a dozen of them samwiches and 
rammed them into my pants pocket, 
just like a tramp would do. The Dook 
looked surprised, but he began to 
haw-haw, and he slapped me on the 
back and said. ’Good Joke, oY chap! 
Good Joke!’ So that passed off all 
right. Then I went into the Jool 
room, because the Dqpk had told me 
his son, the Dookette. or what you 
might call the little Dookerino, was 
In there. So in I went, and the first 
thing I know I was hiding one of the 
Dock’s gold crowns inside my vest. 
In a minute in come the Dook to 
pick out a crown to wear at dinner—"

"I thought you said they had a 
etand-up dinner at the table,” said 
Philo Gubb.

"Pshaw, that wag nothing but the 
appetizer," ‘said Ohi Foxy. "Them 
nobiesjftlwayg does that, or they could 
not afford to give as many parties as 
they do. They get the guests to fiB 
up on samwiches and cheap food be
fore dinner starts, and then the folks 
don’t eat*»o much dinner. Well, in 
We come and began looking • through 
his crown» for the one he wanted, end 
all at once he saw how my vert bulged 
out, and he knew by the rough edges 
of the bulge It wasn't samwiches, be
cause them doefcal samwiches Is all 
boneless. So he pats his Ijand on my 
shoulder and he says, ‘Mike, ain't you 
carryin’ the joke a bit too far?’ That’s 
what he says, and I wish you could 
have heard how gad Ms voice was. He 
says ’You know me, Mike, and you 
know that anything I’ve got is yours— 
except that crown you’ve got inside

I"Why, my old side partner's little 
son. Shermlock Hpllums the Twoth," 
said Chi Foxy, without a blink. "And 
a cumin’ little feller he was; took af
ter his father like a cat after fish, he 

Me and old Shermlock we used 
to hide things—candy and—and or
anges—and let little Shermlock go 
and defect where they was. He was a 
great little codger, he was. And to 
think he's growed up and gone into 
the detecting work on his own hook. 
Well! Well! I'm glad you told me.”

He noticed that Mr. Gubb was look
ing at him sharply. Tie looked down 
at his

I'd sort of whine 
.say, 'Mister won’t you 

give a poor fellow a penny for to hire 
a bed? That’s how me and Sherm
lock stuck to a disguise, and the Dook 
just like a brother to me. And Sherm
lock! Me and him was like twins, we 
was, aud yet when I was in this tramp 
disguise aud went up to his room to 
report I had to be a tramp just the 
same. I’d knouk at the door and say, 
‘Mister, give a poor cove a band-out, 
won’t you?” And Shermlock would 
turn and say. Watson, throw this 
tramp downstairs.' And Watson 
would do it! Yes, sir! I’ve been so 
sore and bruised from being thrown 
downsfairs when 1 went to report to 
Shermlock that sometimes I couldn't 
report that day a( all. I’d have io go 
to the hospital to get plastered up. 
That’s detecting!"

Chi Foxy looked at P. Gubb, but P. 
Guibb did not seem to have melted.

"That’s livin' up to your disguise/' 
continued Chi Foxy. "Me and Sherm
lock, when we had on tramp disguises 
we were tramps. We were tramps all 
through. We were tramps as long as 
we had on a stitch or a hair of tramp 
disguise. You get me? Why, I used 
to go home aud my valet would throw 
me downstairs. 1 was so thoroughly 
disguised, and I kept actin’ so tramp- 
ish while I had the disguise on that 
he used to come at me with a goBuf 
stick and whack me on the head. And 
I wouldn’t say I was I. No, sir! I 
used to bave to throw him out of the 
windows before I could get into my 
own room. I used to use up five or 
six reg’lar French valets a month, un
til 1 got a Uooshin one. He lasted 
better; he wag tougher. He lasted two 
months and seven day». And when I 
had got into my own room I kept right 
on being a tramp. Took off my 
clothes—still a tramp; took off my 
false whiskers—still a tramp. I’d be 
there s tarie naked and I’d still be a 
tramp. Yes, sir! That’s the kind of 
detective disguising I did. And them 
I’d take a bath. Then I was myself 
again. Yes, sir! When I’d scrubbed 
myself in the bathtub I figured I’d got 
rid of the tramp disguise right down 
into thehkin, and I’d be myself again 
—and stop throwin’ valets out of win
dows."

He looked at P. Gubb out of the cor
ner of his eye.

"Why, I remember one time," he 
said briskly, "I was asked to the 
Dock’s palace to a swell party. Me 
and Shermlock was both asked, be- 

they knew one of us wouldn't 
go unless the other did. Well, sir, 
I had been out detecting in a tramp 
disguise that day—flnddn’ stolen jools 
and murderers and inat sort of busi
ness—end I went and took my bath 
an rigged all up in swell clothes, and 
called, my Hmmyseen automobile, and 
vrtien the feller I hired to drive the 
limmy-seen come to open the door of

at him and When I IThere was no moon, but the

ldid

he

gry.
"See here, bo,” he said suddenly, "Is 

tills straight about you being a de
tective, or is it a bluff?"

Philo Gubb showed Chi Foxy the 
badge he had received upon comple
tion of his correspondence school

ragged garments.
"Disguise," he said briefly. "No

body would know a swell dresser like 
I am in this rig, would he? Say, 
pard, how about giving me a half dol
lar to got breakfast ? Us detectives 
ought to have es-spirit dee corpse, 
hey? We ought to stick by each other, 
hey?"

I

“You are not too late for any morn
ing breakfast in this house," he ans
wered, "because it may be some days 
of time .before there is any here.”

“You can't tell me that, bo," said 
“Look at the fire in the

•Tin the most celebrated and only 
dc-teckatlve in the town of Rivetfbank, 
Iowa." he said seriously, "and you can 
ask the sheriff or the chief of police 
If you don’t believe me. I’m work
ing right now onto a case of quite 
some importance, into which a calf 
was stolen, but up to now the clues 
ain’t what they should be. If you 
don’t think 
usk Farmer 
to get the capture of the gulgty calf- 
stealer aforesaid."

Chi Foxy studied Guibb’s simple face
"And can you àrrest a feller and 

lodge him in Jail?” he asked.
“Ive arrested many and lodged them 

into Jail,” P. Gubb assured him.
"Well, bo," said Chi Foxy, "I’m the 

man you’re looking for. I’m as guilty 
as dirt. Arrest me.”

The tramp knew enough about ar
rests to know that even a suspect 
when lodged In'jail would be fed, and 
he was hungry, and getting hungrier 
every moment, 
him with immense surprise.

"I thought you said you was a de- 
teckative,” he said.

"I am,” said Foxy; "I’m one of the 
greatest in the world, or I wouldn't 
know I was a criminal. I detected it 
myself, because nobody else could. 
Even my old friend Shermlock Hol- 

.turns couldn't detect It, but I did. I'm 
a—a murderer, I am! There’s a thous
and dollar reward offered for me."

"Then.why don’t you arrest your
self and get the reward?” asked Gubb.

"Say,” said Chi Foxy, with disgust, 
*ypu never heard of a detective arrest
ing himself, did you? Ft cant be done. 
I know, for I’ve tried. I've grabbed 
myself and tried to take m>self to Jail 
and as soon as I got hold of myself I 
break away from myself and run. No, 
bo, It can’t be done. How do you 
think a swell detective like me would 
get to he so tow he’d be begging a 
breakfast in a taUgrass town 1 Ike 
this? Rimntn’ away from myself, 
that's how.! I’m a fugitive, that’s what 
I am. I'm a poor, chased, frightened 
fugitive, fleeing everywhere to k&P 
out of the clutches of the law. And 
right behind me, no matter where I
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■The celebrated paper-hanger-detec
tive considered Chi Foxy. It was evi
dent that P. Gubb doubt od the au
thenticity of the tramp-detective.

“In time» of necessary need,” he 
said slowly, “I often assume onto me 
the disguise of a tramp, but not so 
far as what you do. 1 aui working on 
a case now which I’m going to go at 
more steadily as soon as I get this 
house paper up. and I assume the dis
guise of a tramp wffien needs be on 
that job; but I don’t assume it onto 
me so hard that I go asking for mon
ey to buy breakfast."

"You don't, hey?” said Chi Foxy 
scornfully. "Well, you must be a swell 
detective, you must. How do you go 
disguised as a tramp? Do you get into 
your dirty rags and then hire a limmy- 
seen automobile and ride around town 
handin' out ten-dollars bills? 
ain’t my way of detectin', that ain’t. 
When I get into a tramp disguise I’m 
a tramp all through."

"Most certainly,” raid P. Gubb. 
"And so do I. But there’s a differ
ence into the way you are doing it

You are cornin' at me as one detecka- 
tive unto another. When I’m on a Job 
of deteckating I’m all tramp, 
tramp because I don't want no one 
to know I’m I. But you ain’t pretend
ing to be a tramp this immediate mo
ment of time, 
you’re pretend—you’re a detec kative, 
telling me you ain’t a tramp.’

Chi Foxy laughed.
"Say,” he saidf, "I’d like.to see tbi* 

here correspondence school you grad
uated out of, I would! I’d like to see 
the lessons they learn you, I would. 
Why, the first thing my old pard 
Shermlock Ho Hums told me was nev
er to be anything but what I was dis
guised to be as long as I was disguis
ed to be it. That’s right. Maybe I'd 
be disguised as a tramp, end I’d meet 
my old friend and college chum, the 
Dook of Sluff. He’d say, "Hello! You 
’•r^ or chap?’ He’d want to take

CM Foxy, 
stove. You don't lire up like that for 
nothing, do you?"

"Yes, 1 do; for almost less than 
nothing,' said his host, "for what’s 
burning into that stove is the utwaP ' 
uole.vs trimmings off of wall paper, 
which I put into it to get rid of. I'm 
not the regular rosider of this house 
by no means.”

i Foxy looked ut his host again, 
ou’re a paper-hanger, ain't you?”

—_ says
to me when I am finished: 'Moke, I 
hate to say it, but I can't can you a
rival; you’re so far ahead of me in 
detective knowedge that T’m a half 
wilted child beside you.’ ”

‘That was exceedingly high prais 
ing from one so largely great,” said 
Out*.

"You ibet it wael So I went to wort: 
and did some detective work. Jurt to 
get my hand in, and one day Sherm 
lock says to me: 'Mike, you’re so good 
at this detective work, why don’t yon 
try to solve the great myrtery?"

" 'What's that?’ 1 $ays.
“ 'Why, the greatest unsolved my - 

tery of the world—the myrtery of flic 
Riverbank, Iowa, miser.'

"So I came here to 
hunt up a cine, and found juet 
clue.’’

“What was it?" asked Philo Gubb
“It was a s-pec* of red pepper no 

bigger than the point of a pin. It 
took me three week» to find it, and 
another man would- newer have given 
it a thought. 1 picked up the speck of 
red pepper and microscoped it, and I 
saw that along one edge it was sort >r 
brown, and when I looked close I 
It had been burned a Bttle. Nothing 
but a'little speck of red pepper bun 
ed along one edge.”

"Have you got it now?” asked Gubb.
“Got it?” said CM Foxy. "I ahoul(1 

say not! While L was lookfn’ at it a 
breeze came and btowed it away. But V 
that was enough for me. ’Red pepper. W 
I saye, 'partly burned!’ And I began ” 
to tremble. ’Cause why? ’Cause I al
ways puts red pepper in my tobr.ee-i 
to make it snappy. Always! I turned 
ns white as a short. ‘Nobody ir. the 
world but me puts rod pepper in his 
tobacco. I was found stunned fmr. 
falling head first on a rock.
I before I hit that rock?

"WeÙ, sir. I traced myvclt hack 
from the minute when I round that

9 (Continued on Psg*

a deteckative you can 
pper. He hired me for

jS3

he raid.
"Paper-hanger and deteckative," 

paid his host proudly. “My name ia 
Mister P. Gubb, graduate of the Ris
ing Sun Deteckative Agency’s corre
spondence School of Deteokating, in 
twelve lessons.

Mrs. A. G. Bishop entertained ir 
formally at the tea hour on Saturda 
afternoon at the Sign O’ the Lanter 
Tea Room, in honor of her slstei 
Mies Ruth Gtlbert^of^Bathurst.

William Bowden, Sydme

I
1

paper-hangingA ii ff

That RivevbarkP. Gubb looked at Mrs.
street, entertained a few, friende o 
Wednesday evening In honor of Mn 
Sweet of Toronto.

asked Philo Gubb.

Miss Frances Stetson was the ho 
less at an enjoyable drawing root 
tea at the family residence, Mour 
Pleasant, on Friday afternoon, hv 
week. Mrs. Franklin Stetson pr- 
sided at the tea table and was assis 
ed by Miss deSoyres, Miss Win if re 
Barker, Miss Muriel Sudjler and Mis 
Alleyne Starr. Among th 
were Mrs; P. W. Thomson, Mrs. L 
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W . Laren, Mrs. Hugh Mac-Kay, Mrs 

Horace Mylee, Mrs. Roy Skinner, Mr 
Heber Vroom, Mrs. Allen McAvit: 
Mrs. fiber Turnbull, Mrs.

, Sayre, Mrs. Gordon Sancton, Mrs 
desBrlsay, Mrs. James L. McAvit 
Mrs. William Vassie^ Mrs. Gtffoi 
McAvity, Mrs. William Foster, Mit 
Clara Schofield, Misa Frances Her 
Miss Dorothy Blizard, Miss Catherit 
McAvity and Miss Grace Skinner.

detective feller— You ain't deteckating now.

I'm

os© presetYou’re pretending

Joltkilled.”
“You must have got the name all 

wrong,” said P. Gubb, ‘'because Mr. 
Holmes is still being quoted in the 
papers right along." - 

“Is that so? Is that so?" said Chi 
"And t.o think of that littleFoxy.

feller g rowin' up into manhood al
ready! It beats all how time flies." 

"To what little feber did you refer

Who vva-•
}y ; •>.

Mr». Allen McAvity entertain*
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