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asked, respectfully.
The chief looked him over rapidly. 

‘Are you the only clerk remaining
this afternoon?”

* Yc3, eir. Everyone else went away 
at four.”

“Uh huh. Gene to the ball park 
as usual, I presume?”

“Yes. sir. Good game today. The 
White Sox are here, and—”

“Never mind about the White Sox. 
ar the Pink Ear-Muffs either, 
he—eh4ef. “You are as bad as the

halted him.
“Son,” asked the old 

“what do you call this 
yours?”

“The Diamond Cipher, sir.'

detective, 
chart of
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a vacation at rort bill. You'd think 
] that would be some cipher, Billy, some

-No nee. Mr. Plnkwell, no use et r|Phe,r- u held ‘he™ ,or t"0.d*3,1?~ 
«U. I am beginning to believe what I ‘hen 1 found *<«d evidence that it had 

' Von Schimmel, the German expert, translated,
said In this room two weeks ago. He ,.i?Lwh?m' *ndJOT whom; 
maintained that there was never yet ! , B*n>- 'héros the toughest problem
a cipher formulated that the genius ; ln ‘he whole blamed affair I cant 
of deductive energy could not solve. I even state, definitely, which govern* 
nor a cipher so guarded that it could ;
not fall Into hostile hands.”

The able head of the secret service 
bureau almost snarled with vexation ; 
as he spoke, while the gray-mustached , 
veteran in the huge leather chair 
looked at him sympathetically, but 
gave no sign of his emotions. Pacing 
up and down the border of a Pueblo , 
rug. Chief Wilkins tore up a few frag- . 
ments of note-paper, and resumed his 
monologue.

“I don’t know where the leak is, but 
I do know that there's a leak large 
enough to let 60 per cent, of the war 
department's pet secrets go trickling 
through. That’s why I am working 
with every bit of energy and every 
available man to help in the time of 1 
need—doing things that the secret 
service hasn't concerned itself with 
since 1865. That’s why I am asking 
you to come into the hunt, you and the

mVi

Brockett, eager to, conclude his er
rand and join his companions, lost no 

( time on the road. By live o’clock the 
growled j tall youngster was busily engaged in 

an argument, accompanied by prac
tical demonstrations pro and con, as 
to the utility cf the Lange steal. Some 
twenty of Brockett’s friends—clerks 
like himself, collegians home on vaea

boms small factor or ner typewriter. 
Brockett returned the smile, knocked 
lightly on the frosted glass, and heard 
k loud “Come In.”

Chief Wilkins sat at his desk, 
jflanked by the burly Mr. Plnkwell. 
Three big leather chairs nearby were

m
An

ment to accuse. All I know is that 
our army orders, our Mexican policy, 
and I don’t know what else besides 
are being continually relayed to an 
unfriendly power, and I can’t actually 
name the power.”

“The process of elimination,” said 
the old detective, slowly, “should eas
ily demonstrate the location of the 
leak, ‘and the power to which such 
a leak is valuable. Which do you 
really ligure in the equation—yellow 
men or wooden shoes?’’

“Yellow men or wooden sh— oh ! 
blazes!” snapped the chief. “I am a 
slow thinker today. Probably at all j 
times, or I could have ended this whole 
business without calling for outside 
help. As you are perfectly aware, 
there are fifty reasons why Germany 
would be glad to keep in touch with 
our Mexican policy, and would pay 
well for our secret ciphers. Then, if

ioccupied by three stately gentlemen, j wishes you to do.' 
whom Brockett, with natural surprise, 
recognized as the secretary of war, 
the secretary of the navy, and Gen
eral Cole, commander of the army.
The boy, thus precipitated into a dis
tinguished conclave, could only strug
gle against sudden dispersal of his 
thoughts and senses into the sem
blance of a cloud of wandering bees.

“Very well,” the chief assented 
“Bring me the copies, and then go to 
army headquarters. General Cole will 
be awaiting you at three o'clock. If 
possible, get your friend, Solano, and 
take him with you. General Cole will 
explain to you both just what he

| tion, and even the two sons of a Siam- ; and, In default of a clear comprehen-

best men of your agency.Ï don't mind V°u >°°k at “ ln another “f"»' ,there 
- — ..... - are just as many reasons for Japantelling you that I shall commandeer . . .
the Barnes agency, too, Mr. Plnkwell. ! «° *rasP e' ery chance of keeping close

. . 1 n-otoh nnnn miv trnnno nnp nnvflland I think that when it is a problem 
that concerns the policies and desti
nies of the whole nation there will 
be no professional jealousies between 
you.”

“Emphatically none,” growled old

watch upon our troops, our naval 
movements and our general dealings 
with all other nations. I can’t fix it 
rightly—I *an’t definitely assert that 
there is a cordon of Japanese spies 
from here to Los Angeles, with an in-

w;ur£PmiNG 
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/.w/Mrarw.? MWffr - '

rest of them—how does it happen you 
are not going out to the game?”

The boy grinned, and flicked a red 
cap against his knee, in some little 
confusion.

“Fact is, Mr. Wilkins, I expected to 
meet a few friends, and have a little 
practice of cur own this afternoon.”

“Uh huh. I might have known there 
was some earth-shaking reason for 
your not disappearing with the rest. 
Well, can you forego a few minutes 
of your valuable time, even if it is 
after office hours?”

The boy bobbed an assenting head, 
tried to thrust the red cap into a 
pocket, and dislodged some folded pa-

ese legation official—debated the prac
ticability of the trick by which Big 
Bill Lange, the great star of the long 
ago, was wont to annex the middle 
station. Brockett and half the crowd 1 
maintained that the steal was not 
only possible but almost unstoppable; 
the Siamese youngsters and the rest 
of the little gathering declared that 
an alert battery, backed by quick
thinking in fielders, would make the 
play a certain loser.

“You have a catcher with any head 
and any arm at all," declaimed Chula 
Lan Kon of Siam and Princeton, “and 
a second baseman who can come up 
fast to the bag, and you can’t put it 
over. No chance excepting on a muff 
or a wild throw."

“You don’t grasp the point," Brock
ett responded. “The catcher doesn’t 
figure in this steal at all. He is a 
dead one. He is exactly as if he had 
hcver existed. The trick in the Lange 
steal is to stop on first till the pitch 
is over, and then, when the catcher 
begins to return the ball to the pitch
er, you go down. It’s three to one, 
easy, that the pitcher will get rattled 
and throw wide, or that the second 
baseman, not figuring on a steal, has 
moved away to play for the batsman."

“A pitcher who keeps his wits 
about him,” negatived Ramon Solano, 
the junior cashier of the Cuban to
bacco house, “wouldn’t fall for that 
play at all. Try it, with me on the

slon of the situation, could only stare 
inquiringly at the grim face of the 
ichlef.

“Mr. Brockett,” came the Incisive 
■tones of the chief, cutting through the 
boy’s understanding like a spear- 
point thrown from a long, long dis
tance, “will you give these gentlemen 
another demonstration of your cipher?”

The spear-point went clear through, 
and Brockett woke up.

“Why—yes—of course. How shall 
,1 demonstrate it?”

“Suppose," explained the chief, “we 
have General Cole dictate a sentence 
to you. Write out that sentence In 
your cipher. Then read the sentence

Plnkwell. setting hi. square jaw. j «exigence bureau which can both ob* looked quizzically on.
■ to n onH <ntornrnt nvnrv r>inhor WO

pers, which fell rustling to the floor, slab, and see how It goes through.” 
As he bent for the papers, Pinkwell 
anticipated his hurried grasp, and 
caught them up. The detective calmly 
unfolded the papers, finding them cov
ered with some freakish letterings, 
while the boy turned red, and the

tain and interpret every cipher we 
have ever constructed. Neither can I 
say that there is a German system of 
the same pattern—I am, as yet, beau
tifully checked at all points. I have 
only this moral certainty: Nothing 

1 goes out of Washington concerning 
the movements of fleets or armies 

! without heavy risk of transcription 
and interpretation by our enemies.

“Bring Barnes right into this room, 
and Camera-Eye Sherraton too, if you 
can get him. I’ll confer with them 
like an older brother; I’ll lend* them 
the best men on my payroll, and I 
know that they will do as much for 
me If the good old U. S. A. can be 
helped in any wav."

Chief Wilkins’ angry face relaxed 
its frown. He crossed to the big |
chair and shook the old detective’s 1 ... .
hand with cordial vigor. "Spoken aa *<>“ easily guess them both 
I thought you'd say It," he chuckled. El,ber flnd leak-or devise a 
"Spoken as old Billy Pinkwell would e'Ph'r >hat even a Japanese or Ger* 
always speak when time and clrcum- j man scientist cannot take apart and 
■tances called tor real men to stick reassemble.
together. Barnes will be here tomor- j Thp chief nodded emphatically 
row. He’ll bring his bloodhound Sher- j 
raton along with him, and we can \ 
thrash things out during the morn-

beg your pardon,"spoke up Pink
well. “I earnestly beg your pardon 
for such rudeness, Mr.—Mr.—” 

"Brockett, sir. Harry Brockett,” an
swered the youngster.

“I apologize once more, Mr. Brock
ett. I have grown so suspicious of 
everything and everyone in my old 
age that 1 really imagined these pa- 

„ , A i pers were plans of a Pacific fort, orThere are only two avenues open- , ^ detail„ of tbe ncw rlfle. Tran„a.
tien of an Aztec scroll, son?"

lng. This afternoon, Billy, I’ll have a
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If we found the leak, we would 
st'>p the source of information—for a 
little while. If we devised an unde
cipherable cipher, we could make 
monkeys of either kaiser or mikado 
until our plans had matured, and our 
hands could not be forced on either 
the Atlantic or Pacific. After that, 

j we could ferret out the leak at lei- 
j cure.”

“Exactly,” assented Plnkwell. “Then 
you think It would be best for my 
office to make some sort of bluff at 
digging up the guilty parties, while 
you devote your energies to the con
struction of a cipher that not even 
such a man as—well, we will say 
Von Schimmel—could possibly disen
tangle?”

The chief’s nod was more emphatic 
than before.

"I have thought of asking the secre
tary of war and the secretary of the 
navy to join us in formulating a new 
cipher. Among us, we might possibly 
turn out something that would be too 
much for the wisest fellow that ever 
combined or subtracted words and 
letters.”

"Something like the Dancing Men 
in the Sherlock Holmes story?” quer
ied the de’jtotive, with a reminiscent 
smile.

“That idea,” returned the chief—"a 
tiny dancing figure, ln a different po-

little talk with you. We can ex
change secrets of state without inter
ruption—there won’t be any cipher 
messages exchanged or stolen on the
way."

Plnkwell carefully distributed the 
ash of his short, thin, pale yellow ci
gar upon a red design of the Pueblo
rug.

“Suppose you tell me about the cl-; 
pher messages, chief?” he suggested. 
“Inform me in full as to your troubles. 
Open confession is good for the soul, 
as I told the fellow who blew the 
Bouthwick bank.”

“Did he agree with you, Pink?” 
“Not exactly. He said open safes 

were good for the wallet, and gave me 
the lightsome ha ha. Tell you about

“Well, hardly, sir,” laughed young 
Brockett, self-confidence returning. “I 
was amusing myself with building a 
cipher—something that would be rath
er hard for anyone who wasn’t en
gaged in the building of It to make 
out.”

The grim face of the chief relaxed 
Into a semi-smile.

“How did the experiment workout?”
Brockett grinned frankly. "I’m no 

expert practitioner in such subjects, 
Mr. Wilkins. Still, I think it would 
take a pretty capable scientist to pick 
It apart and put It together again. He’d 
have to be an American, too—or pos
sibly a Cuban.”

“Why so?” questioned Plnkwell. “Is 
the cipher written in Spanish?”

“No, sir. Plain English. Would you 
like to go over it, some time when 
you have a little leisure?”

"Always glad to encourage youth
ful talent,” smilingly responded Plnk
well. “Let me look through it to
night, son? Thank you. And now, I 
believe, Mr. Wilkins would address 
you.”

“Just a small errand, Mr. Brockett 
Kindly run over to the secretary of 
war and the secretary of the navy. 
Ask them if they can come over here 

I within the next hour. Then go and; 
I attend to your baseba'! difficulties 
! with a clear conscience. That’s all."

Brockett was openln i the door, 
when Pinkwell reached out a detain
ing hand. “Son,” remarked the old 
detective, “this cipher of yours Is cer
tainly bewildering. That is supposed

The experiment was immediately 
made. Chula Lan Kon, donning the I 
mask, went behind the plate; Solano I 
took a pitching attitude on the slab. : 
and Brockett impersonated the daring . 
base runner. Second was covered by j 
a fast little infielder from Annapolis, ; 
and a Dartmouth shortstop prepared | 
to take alternate throws. It took flf- : 
teen minutes to fully work out the j 
theories of the Lange steal, and the 
sentiments of the whole throng were 
voiced when Chula Lan Kon re- ; 
marked didactically, “If you make it, 
you are a hero, and if you don’t make 1 

, It you are a bone-head.”
Darkness dispersed the crowd, and 

Brockett, dead tired but full of the 
sheer joy of living, strolled away with, 
Ramon Solano—his chosen friend and { 
confidant, and linked ln comradeship | 
by that strongest of youthful ties— 
the brotherhood of the ball field. 
Brockett was an underpaid clerk, do-

ft
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Brockett bowed respectfully to the 
group of notables, and walked out. Go
ing to his desk, he attended to a few 
matters of routine duty, and then, 
with hard pencil and carbon papers, 
began laboriously copying the key to 
his bewildering cipher. His hands 
became smutted with carbon and pen
cil dust, and Brockett, who was metic
ulously neat about his work, went to 
the washroom. Returning after an ab
sence of but a few minutes, he was 
just in time to see the stenographer. 
Miss Lawson, moving away from his 
desk, empty-handed and with the 
most innocent of demeanor. A glance 
at his cipher reassured him—none of 
the sheets were disturbed, none of the 
carbon papers missing. Brockett fin
ished copying the key, and then wait
ed, apparently busy in other work, un
til Miss Lawson was called away to 
take dictation. Then, rapidly slipping 
the completed work and the used car
bons into his inner pocket, he took 
five fresh sheets, four fresh carbons, 
and proceeded to carefully inscribe 
the top sheet with the words of an old 
Columbia college song, mangling and 
jumbling words, lines and rhythm. 
When Miss Lawson returned, the boy 
was still laboriously sinking the hard 
pencil Into the topmost sheet. When 
the boy went out for lunch, Miss Law- 
son remained, absorbed In earnest ef
forts at her typewriter.
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back again to us—just to show that 
the cipher is clearly intelligible to you 
yourself. After that—if you so wish 
—explain the key of the cipher.”

Brockett had shaken himself to
gether, and the group of dignitaries 
no longer over-awed him. Pad and, 
pencil ready, he waited for the gen
eral’s words, and the soldier, slowly, 
sententiously, dictated.

“Send Eighth cavalry, 385 men, to 
Laredo. Support with First Infantry 
by Friday. No guns at present.”

Brockett penciled briskly, and hand
ing his best to care for a widowed ed the general a sheet scribbled be- 
mother and a younger sister. Solano’s wnderingly in this fashion: 
father was the lord of broad acres ln l SH E BH BOSTON R Pos T pos 
Matanzas and Havana, and the junior- pQ yj yjp COBB TO TC PO pos W 
Solano had an independent income,', gjj TC L fin FA FA TC W TO 
aside from his liberal salary, that Bb HR TO 3BH CUBS HR E SB Pos

sition to represent each letter, was . , . .
original and clever. You will remem* I be the beat point about iUCCWSful 
her, though, that It was finally turned Sphere, I believe 
Into plain English, without much dif
ficulty. I almost think Von Schimmel 
was right—that there is no cipher 
which cannot be read by the expert 
delver into such fascinating subjects.
Still, something must be done, and , agreeable, chief?1 
done in a hurry." [ "Go as far as you like, Billy,

“Hurry is the proper word,” assent
ed Pinkwell. “You will have to get 
busy as rapidly as your affairs will 
let you.”

Wilkins turned, opened a desk 
drawer, and began to fumble Inside.

“I was experimenting on a cipher 
this morning,” he explained. “Noth
ing complete, and nothing elaborate.

Wm.omed.y-he wa. the fellow who Penciled U out. for a half hour-, di*
TJ nrn___eaa I r mil an n *nn A

opened safes with a surgeon’s stetho- 
1 scope. Some class to him.” lit"

“Tell me at dinner. Maybe he’s the 
hoy who has been pilfering our d-, 
phers. When did he get out?”

Pinkwell laughed grimly.
; “I imagine It would take as clever 
a performer to read a government ci
pher,” he responded, “but this lad has| 
eight years, five months and fifteen; 
days still to go, allowing for good con-1 
duct. But come on—come through} 
with the cipher story. Have the! 
handwriting experts been turning; 
tricks with the war department mes-; 
wages?”

“Emphatically yes. Two-thirds of] 
the orders to the troops ln the field] 
along the Mexican border have been) 
[translated, either In transit or befora 
leaving Washington. Telegraph, wire
less, sealed letter by trusted hands—) 
some one gets to tne more Important 
messages. The ciphers have beenj 
«hanged, reversed, revamped, invented 
jbrand new by the most scientific ex
perts—”

“Who very probably sold out theln 
process Inside of an hour after trans
acting business with the war depart
ement,” Pinkwell Interjected.

“No. Hardly. Because—’’ and Wil- 
jkins almost snorted as he forced out 
fthe words—“I personally Invented tbe 
latest cipher used—cooked It up from 
ancient Greek, my old college trigo
nometry and sixty words of the Co
manche tonguq, learned wham 1 went

Plnkwell took the sheet. Inspected 
It for an instant, and then turned At 
over. “I don’t think I can read yOTr 
hieroglyphs on short notice, John,” 
ne remarked, suavely. “Still, I thins 
the person who took this sheet from 
your desk, placed a carbon beneath it, 
and then traced your writing with a 
No. 8 pencil will be able to do so, or 
will flnd some one who can,”

The chief seized the paper, held It 
to the'light, and stared through a 
magnifying glass. Crumpling up the 
sheet, he flung it Into the waste bas
ket, only to have the detective fish 
it out, smooth it neatly, and tuck it 
into his pocketbook. The chief, al
most inarticulate with wrath, exam
ined the desk, the drawer, the key
hole, and finally s&t down disgusted 
and disgruntled.

"Forget it, John,” admonished Pink
well. “Forget it absolutely. Don’t let 
a clerk or stenographer in the office 
see you with as much as a scowl upon 
your lovely countenance. Send some 
one—some one you think you can talk 
pleasantly to at this annoying mo
ment—to the esteemed secretaries. 
Don’t use the phone.”

A push-button buzzed shrilly. The 
door of the private office opened, and' 
a tall young fellow, with a miAh- 
tanned face and a shock of tangled 
brown hair, stepped In. ,

“Hidxrxu call ms. Mr. Wilkins Î” hsi

Tell me, my boy— 
can'you read It yourself?”

“Why, of course. It Is so simple 
that I don’t even need a written key.”

“Indeed ? Suppose you demonstrate 
it to us. just for a moment. Are you

the
chief assented. “I’ll confess—consid
ering our conversation of a little 
while ago—that I’m Interested too. 
Mr. Brockett, suppose you write, ln 
your cipher, a transcription of a few 
words I will give you and then let us 
try to dissect It?”

The young fellow took the chair at 
which the chief motioned, drew a pen
cil from his pocket, and ripped the 
top sheet from a paper pad. Chief 
Wilkins studied for a moment, and 
then dictated, slowly and concisely:

“Watch below Langtry till further 
orders. Reported force of 300 insur- 
rectos near by.”

Brockett wrote briskly for a few 
moments, and then handed the chief 
a strange conglomeration.
BB Pos TO R 3BH AB SH PO TC BB 

PO Pos E 2BH TO W WP 
TO HR PO PO SB Fin W TO 8BH SH 

W TC W BH SH W L 
W SH FA TC W TO SH BH SB TC 

W R SH LB Paskert 
HR E L fin W W SH R TO TC L 
E SH pos W AB WP.

would have turned the brain of the1 
average American boy. As far as the 
friendship went between Cuban and 
American, however, Solano's wealth 
counted exactly as much ln the scale 
as Brockett’s poverty: nothing what
ever. The alliance cemented when 
both played on a team of ten-year-olds 
had only grown firmer with the lapse 
of time, until Ramon Solano, pitcher, 
considered Harry Brockett, center 
fielder, the finest fellow of his numer
ous acquaintance, while Brockett 
classed the Cuban as his most loyal 
friend.

“We go for a vacation to the Yel
lowstone,” said Solano, as the boys 
neared Brockett’s home. “My father, 
brother, and two or three friends will 
come over to get me—it will be a 
jolly crowd. If I could persuade you!*’’

Brockett laughed gayly. "Some day, 
Ramon, but hardly this year. If I 
■tick to my desk. I’ll climb up ln the.
office. Probably, ln thirty-six or forty- 
three years. 111 have a rolltop desk 
and the right to take two months off 
whenever I feel inclined that way.”

“But I would—oh, well, we will talk 
no more of it. I know you wouldn't 

; accept even a Shylock loan from me. 
Harry. Oh—excuse me—one of the 
young ladies at your office, I believe?"

A slim, neatly dressed young wom
an, whose white shirtwaist showed 
trimly through the gathering dusk, 
bad smiled recognition upon Brockett 
as they approached. The boys doffed 
their hats, and Brockett explained, as

E TO W WP AB WP SB W HR BH 
pos WP UMP 2BH fin E L pos TO FA 
W SH L SH E TO.

The sheet of paper went around the 
circle, and then back to Brockett, who 
promptly read off the general’s orig
inal dictation. Silence followed for a 
moment, and then the general, slap
ping his hand sharply on his knee, ex
claimed : “By blazes! Gentlemen, it's 
too much for me!” A general buist of 
laughter followed, and Brockett felt 
the last traces of embarrassment melt 
rapidly away,

“Mr. Brockett,” Interrogated the 
chief, after the merriment died down, 
“how old are you?”

“Nineteen, sir."
“What education. If I may ask?” 
“High school, sir. Then one year 

at Columbia. Had to leave when my 
father died.'

“Yes, I see—making It essential for 
you to support the family, I suppose 

“Yes, sir.”
“Speak any languages besides Eng

lish?”
“I have picked up Spanish from 

friend, a Cuban, Ramon Solano.”
“H-m, h-m. That accounts for your 

remark of yesterday—that a Cuban 
might understand this cipher. Have 
you shown it to your friend, Solano?’

“Yes, sir. In fact, he suggested 
some of the points In the cipher, and 
can read it as well as myself.”

“H-m, h-m. Rather sorry about that 
Is this Solano a good, square fellow?' 

"Best in the world, sir. He’s a real 
they stepped by, “Miss Lawson, the i American in everything but his birth

Wilkins and Pinkwell gazed at that 
strange document for several minutes, 
with faces which changed from good* 
natured raillery to perplexity, and 
then to keenest Interest. Young 
Brockett, hand upon the doorknob, 
waited for the verdict. The chief 
folded the slip of paper, and thrust It 
ln a pocket.

"Shall I leave you the key to the 
cipher, Mr. Wilkins?” asked the 
youngster.

"No. We’ll see what we can do with 
it Just from the original dictation. On 
your way now, my boy—kindly tend to 
your errand. And—and—will you re
port to me, personally, half an hour 
before your usual time tomorrow?”

Brockett was almost acnM, the 
threshold, when the voice of Plnkwell

chief's stenographer. A wonder on 
typewriter—fastest work I've ever j 
seen.”

Solano half-turned, and peered , 
through the twilight. “Rude form, I j 
know,” he spoke, half-apologetically, 
“to stare aft or a young lady. I was j 
just wondering, though, where I had ) 
seen her lately—several times, in fact. 
A-hera, Harry—she has met a friend.”

Half a block up the street, a little 
man, his head scarcely up to the ste
nographer's shoulder, had emerged 
from the shelter of a doorway. He 
lifted his hat with ceremonious pre
cision, and bowed over the young 
woman’s extended hand. Miss Law- 
son checked her onward walk for the 
fraction of an instant, and the young 
men, idly glancing towards the couple, 
saw a flash of white passing from the 
girl's hand into that of her new-met 
friend. The little man bowed again; 
Miss Lawson walked on, and the lit
tle man came down the street with a 
rapid, jaunty stride. As he passed 
the boys, his face was for an instant 
In the dying light of the day, and the 
strong, brown features, with a wide 
scar across one cheek, were clearly 
outlined.

He was a Japanese.
When Brockett presented himself 

at Chief Wilkins’ private office in the 
morning, none of the other clerks had 
as yet appeared. Miss Lawson, how
ever, was already at her desk—it had 
long been her custom to come early 
and work late, with an Intelligence, a 
faithfulness, and an attention to detail 
which had won her repeated com
mendations from the chief. As 
Brockett crossed the office and halted 
at the chief’s particular door, the girl 
looked up, threw the boy a sunshiny 
ilBllt. apd returned the polishing of

CHAPTER III.

Brockett returned at one o’clock, 
accompanied by Ramon Soiano. He 
lifted the sheets on which he had been 
last working from the desk drawer, 
and quickly looked them over. All 
five of the sheets were in proper 
place, but the third carbon from the 
top had been removed, and a fresh car
bon substituted.

General Cole, kindly and affable, 
had the boys feeling thoroughly at 
home before they had been in his of
fice for five minutes. The old soldier 
was in cheery spirits, and his genial 
mood communicated itself to his 
young visitors, who—long counted 
among the most ardent admirers of 
the general—were at first inclined to 
bashfulness when actually in the pres
ence of their ideal fighter. Solano, 
whose father had often spoken of Gen
eral Cole and his prowess as shown in 
the rush up San Juan Hill, was almost 
In raptures over the unexpected in
terview, while Brockett, wondering 
much over the events of the past four 
hours, was trying to figure out what 
on earth would happen next. He was 
not long left in suspense, for the old 
warrior plunged into his reasons for 
requiring their attendance ln his of 
flee.

"Brockett, my boy,” said the gen

eral, pleasantly enough, but with 
something governing the tone of the 
calm, even voice—something that 
seemed to electrify both young men 
liko the current of a mighty battery 
—"I believe that I can make you—and 
your young friend—quite useful in the 
immediate future.”

Solano gasped, astounded, and fixed 
his big black eyes upon the general’s 
face. Brockett nodded, and leaned 
forward, expectantly.

"I have had considerable experience 
with government and military ciph
ers,” the soldier continued, "and I 
must say that yours is the most ex
traordinary jumble and most weirdly 
mangled collection of hieroglyphics I 
ever looked upon. For that very rea
son, my boy, I am forced to believe 
that you have stumbled upon some
thing of real value to the army, the 
nation—and your own personal future. 
I can’t figure where any expert in tho 
world could read that cipher without 
a key, and an untranslatable cipher, 
right now, is imperatively needed. If, 
during the next thirty days, the war 
department—yes, and the navy, too— 
can transmit certain Important mes
sages, without danger of their being 
transcribed by hostile influences, a 
service of the most notable kind will 
have been performed for the country. 
Do you follow me?”

Brockett nodded eagerly, but Solano 
could not shift his great black eyes 
from the general's visage. The old 
warrior resumed his speech.

“Mr. Brockett, a key of your cipher, 
and a message, written in that cipher, 
must be carried, by a messenger on

place, chief. I’ll vouch iX>r him every 
time.”

The secretary of tho navy spoke up 
at this juncture.

“I think I know this young Solano,1 
he interposed, “and I know his father 
If I am not mistaken, he might be th 
very man we need in the affair nov 
under discussion.”

Chief Wilkins resumed the Interr 
gallon.

“Mr. Brockett, would you be wilii.., 
to take a chance for your country? 
chance that might involve risking yen 
life a dozen times, and which might 
not yie you even a taste of glory a 
your reward?

“I am willing to do anything I can 
possibly accomplish, if you give me 
the word, chief.”

"Good boy! I sized you up that way 
the first time I ever saw you in tho of 
flee, son. Could you say as much for 
your friend Solano?”

“Yes sir. I think Solano would go 
to any lengths to prove his love for 
the United States." -

“Very well. This afternoon, Mr 
Brockett, kindly make duplicate 
copies of your cipher for General Cole, 
the secretary of war, the secretary of 
the navy, Mr. Pinkwell, and myself. 
By the way, we might as well have it 
done now, and save the time. Mr. 
Brockett, will you call In Miss Law- 
son?”

Brockett had half-opened the door, 
when he faced around, closed the door 
again, and looked calmly into the eyea 
of the puzzled chief.

“Chief,” he exclaimed, rapidly, "I'll 
make out the duplicate copies of the 
key myself. Anyone who#was unused 
to that sort of work might confuse 
the symbols. I will hate them done 
early in tha afternoon.”
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whom we can unhesitatingly rely, to 
a person—a person whoso name can 
be revealed only to the messenger 
and ono companion—in the City of 
Mexico. You are the inventor of the 
cipher, and can instruct in the use 
cf its key more rapidly, more success
fully, than any other man. You are 
also, I believe, honest, loyal, and fair
ly resourceful. Furthermore, you say 
that you haVe learned to speak a lit
tle Spanish. How would you like to 
carry a message of importance, and a 
key to your cipher, as far as the capi
tal of Mexico?”

Brockett choked up, flushed, and

stammered a vague sentence which he 
In all probability meant to signify ac
ceptance of the proffered honor. The1 
general smiled, reassuringly.

“You don’t say it very clearly, son,, 
j but your meaning is easily under-*
' stood. . Now, then, something along* 

the same lines. If you had a com-* 
panion on this Journey, a man who 
spoke Spanish by right of birth and 
blood, and who could be trusted as ab
solutely as yourself, the chances of 
success would be more than doubled.! 
Ramon Solano, I knew your father, ii 
have heard good reports of you. If 
you are even half the man your father 
was a dozen years ago, you are al
ready selected for this commission.” .

The Cuban gazed straight into the 
eyes of the fighting man, and the gen
eral understood.

“Now, boys,” the veteran continued, 
“let’s get busy without delay. You 
will please make arrangements with 
the folks at home for a somewhat pro
longed absence. While you are gone,.
Mr. Brockett, your mother will receive 
your salary—and perhaps a little 
more. Mr. Solano, you are not in gov
ernment employ—”

The Cuban waved a supple hand.
“I have ample resources of my own, 

general, and shall consider It a pleas
ure to expend them on such a mis
sion.”

“Nevertheless,” answered General 
Cole, “the government will take the 
liberty of supplying you both with tho 
funds needed in the completion of the 
enterprise. Enough money to cover 
all probable expenses will be advanced 
you, and when you reach the frontier 
arms, horses, general equipments, and 
trustworthy guides will be found. To
night, Mr. Brockett, you will receive 
full Instructions at your home. Read 
them over carefully—you also, Mr. 
Solano. Be ready to start tomorrow 

j afternoon. I need hardly remark that 
I you are not supposed to speak of tho 
commission with which you are en
trusted—not even to your most inti
mate friends. As to your parents— 
that, of course, is a different question.
I think that is all, boys—go home and 
bid your good-byes. You will know all 
further details ln the evening.”

Brockett hurried home to break the 
strange news to his mother, while So
lano agreed to notify his father thatj 
he had decided to preface his vacation# 
by a few extra weeks of travel, and 
made all possible speed to the nearest 
Western Union office. The Cuban 
picked up a pad of cable blanks, and 
reached for a pen. It was broken. An
other pen proved equally useless, and 
Solano fumbled in his pocket for a 
pencil. A little man seated on the 
next stool turned quickly, and prof
fered him an ink-pencil, one of those 
annoying contrivances which were in
vented a few years ago to displace 
both lead pencils and fountain pens— 
and which are now a memory, and 
nothing more.

“Very annoying, the unpleasant de
lay,” said the little man, amiably. "Per
mit me that I am of a little assist
ance?"

And Solano, as he scribbled his brief 
cablegram, gave thanks, with true 
Latin politeness, to the stocky, scar- 
cheeked Japanese who had walked 
past Brockett and himself the previ
ous evening. When the Cuban left 
the telegraph office, the little brown 
man caught up the pad of cable 
blanks, scrutinized the impressions 
left by his message, and, despite tbe 
fact that the cablegram had been writ
ten in Spanish, seemed to have no 
trouble in deciphering its meaning. 
Whatever information he gained, how
ever, seemed to afford but small satis
faction. He smiled mirthlessly, 
tossed the pad back upon the counter, 
and walked out Into the busy thor
oughfare.

Brockett’s mother, a sweet-faced, 
thoroughly feminine, but thoroughly 
sensible woman, did not offer any seri
ous objections to her son’s acceptance 
of the strange commission so shortly 
to be entrusted to his care. Mrs. 
Brockett, in fact, cherished an abid
ing belief in the foresight and tho 
cleverness of her boy—a belief that he 
could take care of himself under al
most any circumstances. Bertha 
Brockett, Harry’s only sister, was 
much more worried over the possible 
dangers of the journey than either her 
mother or the young athlete himself. 
She forecasted terrors of the road and 
hobgoblins of the passes. In her six
teen-year-old imagination, Mexico 
teemed with bandits, Yaqul savages, 
and ferocious insurrectos. As Misa 
Brockett was not only eloquent, but 
extremely pretty, her arguments might 
have dissuaded almost any young ad
venturer—unless the adventurer hap
pened to be her brother. Sisterly 
counsels and entreaties have been 
wasted on the wandering winds for 
many centuries, and, presumably, al
ways will bo. |

Young Brockett h? J dined, lnd ra-' 
ceived some excellent advice from his 
mother, and had rebuffed the implor
ing sister with much humo- He was 
glancing over the evening paper, and 
waiting the arrival of Ramon Solano 
or of the messenger who should bring 
him his instructions, when tho door
bell tinkled lightly. Bertha, answer
ing the bt.ll, admitted a stocky, well- 
dressed n:an of middle ago—a swarthy 
little fellow, with or.o Cheek crossed 
by a broad, indented scar. The boy 
at once remembered the Japanese, 
whom he had seen stop Miss Lawson 
on the previous night, but gave no 
sign of recognition as he looked in
quiringly at his Oriental visitor.

There was Old World politeness in 
the courtly bow with which the stran
ger prefaced his self-introduction.

“I speak to Mr. Harry Brockett?
vYes?”

1 “At your service, sir. You are 
Mr. ------?”

“I am Mr. Yazimoto. Of Tokyo. Im
porter of Oriental goods."

“Won’t you sit down, Mr. Yazimo
to?"

“I thank you, yes. May I speak of 
the business that brings me to you, 
Mr. Brockett?”

Brockett, wondering, nodded his as
sent, and the Japanese spoke suavely.

“Mr. Brockett, I am a man who haa 
much, very much, of business trouble. 
There are many who are competitors 
with me in the honorable occupation 
of importing Oriental wares. Yon 
doubtless can comprehend it so?”

“Porfootlv Mr Va7iron*A ’*
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