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'nd watchful individuals, and every
bilky German, every ing J

“One thing sure, my boy,” remarked
Sol “we will have to wait around

pr Chinaman, loomed large as a pos-

A sible emissary of the foe.
‘ Marching majestically amid the

| throng, and towering above them like

.| Gulliver among the Liliputians, & gi-

| gantic negro came up the street. The

R | black man must have been seven feet

! high, and was gayly costumed in scar-

92 | let coat, blue trousers, and silk hat.

| With either hand he dealt out the ad-

%] | vertising cards of some dentist, and

kept a continual stream of pasteboards
fiving through the crowd. The boys
'lldestepped to let the giant pass, but

4 the mammoth negro checked his

S8YNOPSIS.

CHAPTER I—Secret Service Chief Wii-
kins, puzzled over the theft of the Gov-
ernment’s cipher, calls to his aid Detec-
tibe Pinkwell. They think they have
discovered a new cipher, when the office
‘boy, Brockett, tells them its “The
mon Cipher” and starts for the ball park.

CHAPTER II—Brockett, Chula Lon
‘Kan, a Siamese, Ramon Solano, a Cuban,
‘together with some twenty other young-
mters practice baseball playing until dark.
One of Wilkins' stenographers is seen to
Pass a paper to mysterious stranger.

‘' CHAPTER IIT—-As outcome of Brock-
ett’s cipher, the ball player and Solano
are engaged by government for mysteri-
ous mission.
xalls on Brockett.

CHAPTER
fmoto’s trap, a fight
icoming

follows, Brockett

to rescue.

,,CHAPTER V—McKane was bearer of
the mysterious cipher; is also a ball play-

+ CHAPTER VI—Yazimoto returns to
headquarters and reg;)r(s his failure to
obtaln th'e' cipher to Baron Zollern: Miss
I‘:ovua [;._-(. st oTiples, aiso seports to

CHAPTER VIT—-Brockett and Solano
™ave encounter with the Baron in which
e latter comes out second best. |

. CHAPTER VIIT-Brockett and Solano

Aarrive in Jersey City: make appointment

to meet McGinnity, the “Iron Man,” base-
manager.

CHAPTER IX—Brockett and Solano ar-
rive in New York and run into a Chi-
nese Tong war; rescued by a white man.

CHAPTER X-—The place of refu;
found to be a trap: find themselves prl‘:
oners of Yazimoto. Kelly to rescue,
mulches Jap out of $10,000.

CHAPTER XI-Kelly turns the money
over to Brockett.

CHAPTER XII-Brockett and Solano
‘have encounter with tough gang, but aro
‘protected by Kelly's men.

CHAPTER XIII-On sleeper Cleveland-
‘bound: the Baron detected in act of rif-
ling Solano's berth, jumps from train.

(Continted)

With a guttural roar of rage and
chagrin, the baron asroke from the
negro's hands and rushed down the
car. He gained the vestibuled' plat-
form before another clutch could be
laid upon him and smashed a door

{WITH A GUTTERAL RORR OF
RAGL THE BARON BROKE
FRAY THE PORTIERS HAKDS.

open as iIf it had been a barrier of
straw. Dressed as he was, pajama-
draped, hatless, shoeless, he hurled
himself out into the night, and the
thick darkness swallowed him from
view,

CHAPTER XIV.

Detroit—home of automobiles and
Ty Cobb—is a pretty place. It was
vastly appreclated by the boys,-both
for its natural beauty and the fact
that they encountered Cobb on Mon-
roe avenue. Tyrus, who had met
Brockett some months before in
Washington, was not only affable, but
anxious to go out of his way to guide
the youngsters Tound the burg. So-
Jano, llke many othérs who had never
made the acquaintance of the Georgia
Peach, had always belleved him a
ewell-headed, inflated, disagreeable
character, and was amazed to find
bim a splendid young fellow, gentle-
manly and entertaining. After Cobb
had left them the Cuban shoolk. his
head in a bewildered fashion.

“Finding out my mistake about Ty
_Cobb,” he explained, “was some jolt,

e me. I'll not be surprised te
iscover, after that enlightenment,
that Baron -Zollern is our dearest
! d and that Mr. Yazimoto would
dle to make us happy!"”
don't grow any nicer than
" sald Brockett. “Hé is pretty
ly the best ever.” y
Naturally, the messengers went to
Cobb perform that afternoon,
2 . securing tickets and berths on
s Chicago train. The great Georglan
s &t his best, giving a wonderful
1 of his speed and matchless
| powers. After seeing him;
an ordinary single into three
by mervy running, the boys left|
ball yard, garrulous as monkeys,
ldly delighted at the doings of Ty-
Pobb, but not forgetting the dan-,
and demands of thelr situation.|

Yaszimoto, mysterious Jap, |
!

out on top; Messenger McKane
|

! course for the fraction of a second

El.nd thrust a couple of &ig cards into
Brockett's astonished hands. Resum-
ing his march, he paraded up the
istreet, with a mob of small boys
fntnnglng in his wake, turned a corner
and disappeared with his attendant
| train.

“Some advertising agent, that boy,”
langhted Brockett. “Wonder® who
hires him, anyhow?”

One of the cards bore the name of
some ‘“dental parlor.” Across the
other, in small but clearly written
letters, were these hieroglyphs:

“HR EL TO W Fin R TO HR TC

L Pos TO CUBS.”

“Instructions at Chicago,” Brockett
translated. = “Say—let's catch that
black man and ask him where he got
this card.”

They hurried to the cross-street
where the negro had changed his
course, but the gigantic African was
nowhere visible.

When they boarded tlke Chicago-

IV—Brockett falls into Yazi- | bound train that night, Solano’s rest-

less brain hatched a new idea.

“It occurs to me, Harry,” he ven-
itured, “that anyone who is tracking
{us on sleeping cars will naturally
| prowl into the lower berth. Why not
{frame up a dummy, leave him in the
‘lower, and both of us climb into the
|upper? Then we can take turns

watching, and ought to come pretty |

|near to landing any inquisitive gen-

{tleman who gets his locations mixed.” |

The idea appealed to Brockett, and |
was quickly carried through. It wad'!
by no means difficult to construct a
fair imitation of & sleeper in the low- |
er berth, simply by rolling up the '
blankets, rumpling the pillows, and ar-
ranging a few articles of clothing
‘round the bunk. When the work was
finished, and the electric light turned |
off, the life-like effect was wholly sat-
isfying, and the boys could hardly re-
strain their laughter as they climbed !
like Alpine chamois into the moun-
tainous regions above. Brockett took
the first watch—and nothing happened
to disturb.the tranquillity of the car
except a wrangle between two claim- |
ants of lower seven, each, (hrough1
some mistake, holding the proper
coupon.

Solano was on guard, and Brockett
was peacefully dreaming, when the
green curtains were slightly agitated.
The Cuban stretched himself towards
the edge of the berth and peered
downward. Nothing visible. If any-
one had been trying to rummage in
the lower berth, he had fled with
snake-like silence and lightning speed.
Solano, deciding that he had been in
error, drew back, and waited out his
watch without further incident.

With the first rays of sunlight, both
boys were astir. Slipping down into
the alsle without waiting for the por-
ter's ladder, they looked into the low- |
er berth. Something was jutting out
from the blanket-roll that had simu- |
lated a peaceful sleeper—a black han-
dle, from which fluttered a tiny bit of
paper. Brockett selzed the handle,
and drew forth a vicious knife, with a
strangely modeled, almost half-moon
blade,

“A Fllipino knife,” So-

1al a

Chicago till such time as orders reach
us. We can't proceed, helterskelter,
slipshod, taking long chances, and
start for Mexico this afternoon. No
chance to migrate till we have the
| word.”

“Quite correct. Still, I think the
next cipher message won't be long
delayed. It will be in our hands with-
in a very few hours. While waiting,
we can see the town, and incidentally
keep a sharp watch for our Filipino
friend.”

l The boys were more worried than
| either of them would admit. Neither
‘had counted the vicious little Filipino,

Aguilar, as an active factor in the sit-

i uation. They were fairly well pre-
| pared to deal with the wily Japanese
| emissary, Yazimoto, or with the burly,
| hot-tempered German, Baron Zollern,
| but neither had for a minute made
any caleunlation involving the brown
. fellow from Luzon. The affair in the
| sleeper, when the dummy arranged
{ by Brockett had been stabbed with
Aguilar’s keen-bladed knife, was like
a bombshell to them, and their wor-
| ries were irtensified by the fact that
| no trace of the would-be murderer
(could be found. Nobody even re-
fsombling the little Filipino had left
| the train in the morning—the boys
had scrutinized every outgoing passen-
| ger—and the porter and conductor as-
| serted that no one even of a brown
, tomplexion had been aboard that
| train as far as they were aware. “Fore
Gawd, gcmmen,” protested the por-
ter, “if any dahk-brown pusson had
| got into dis hecah ecah, Ah’d have sized
him up fo' notheh niggah, an’ Ah'd
suttin suah remembeh any niggah dat
had de nehve to ride in 2 Pullman.”

Was Agailar in the employ of Yazi-
| moto, with whori he had been closely
| connected back in Washington? Was
he now an emissary of Baron Zollern?

|

HE THRWT A COURLE OF CHRDS
INTO BROCHLETZS HANDO.

Or was he pursuing a policy of pri-
vate, personal revenge, of vengeance

| climbed into bed; need of sleep soon

| fn half an hour both were deza to the

|

| eaw his coat, which had been draped

dll day, and they naa receivea nu
sign of any character, although ears
and eyes had been alert in eager ex-
pectation of a slip of paper quickly !
passed amid the hurrying crowds. It |
seemed evident, therefore, (hat they
would have to wait over for at least
another day, and rest had grown in-
sistently imperative. They selected a
downtown hotel, nct one of the largest
caravansaries, but a small, quiet-look-
fng place, engaged & yroom and wert
to bed witkbout delay. Recent experi-
ences, howcver, had taught them a
little caution. - Reconnoitering all an-
gles and appurterances of their room,
they soon inced thcmselves that
there was chance for an imtruder
to enter by/way of a window. They
were on the fourth floor, acd the only
windows in the rocm looked down up-
on a sheer drop to the street below.
Not even a fireescape was within |
close reach; a glacs cCcor, twenty feet
farther down the hall, bore the red-
lettered imscriptions which told ot
exit to safety in case of a sudden
blaze. The door of the room was
locked and a chair braced against it,
with {ts top under the knob, where it
would rattle if anyone became too
busy on the farther side, and the tran-
som was tightly secured. These sim-
ple precautions taken, the boys

impressed itself upon them, and with-

world and all its doings.
. s °

Daylight was just stealing into the
room when Brockett woke, yawned,
turned over and stared half-drowsily
at the door.
the chair was still against the knob,
and Brockett, smiling sleepily, was
closing his eyes once more when he

around the back of another chair,
seemingly taking wings and gaining |
animation. The coat rose, disengaged
itself from the chair, and floated light- |

1y through the air, navigating the up-

| perfected biplane.

per strata of the atmosphere like a
It halted suddenly |
at the level of the transom, and the |

| bewildered Brockett saw a lean brown |
| hand clutching the garment, while an-
| other lean brown hand vanished into |

|
i
i
{
|
|

f

for the thrashing the boys had given |

him only a few days before?
Solano, whose Spanish relatives had
told him much of the Philippines and

| the brown, treacherous Tagalogs, was

positive that Aguilar was following his
own road, fighting for his own hand,
and trying only to get even for the
beating he had sustained.
argued Ramon, “would forget his em-
ployer, his position, everything else

“A Tagal,” |

on earth, to follow an enemy to the |
bitter end. That little devil, from the |

moment we laid hands on him, forgot
Yazimoto, Zollern and his own peo-

lano.- “Spanish writing on the paper. |

NV IIREE BASLS Y
NERVY Rummine.

Let me eoc
of Aguilar!’

-J¥1th the compliments

CHAPTER XV.

“These sleeping car adventures,”
complained Ramon Solano, as they
disembarked at the Chicago station,
“are somewhat wearing to the nerves.
I suggest, after this, that we either
walk or sit up in the day coach. Three |
strikes and out, you know. Twice we
have been extremely lucky in Pullman
car happenings—the third time may
be bad for both of us.” |

“I agree with you,” assented Brock-
ett. “We can figure out ways and |
means of transportation, though, after
we get through with our mission. I
wouldn't mind going back by sea, it
such a trip is possible. You have a
pocket atlas, haven't you? Yes? Then
We can map out a sea voyage to divert |
ourselves during the afternoon.”

. “Your cipher,” said Solano, thought.
fully, “notified you that you would re-
'celve orders in Chicago, didn't 1t?”

“Yes. So I understood.”

“How will any orders be given us?
Where would we go to meet any mes-
sage-bringer? How does any govern- |
ment agent know where to locate us?”

Brockett shook his head. “All way
past my understanding, Ramon. All
I know is that we are supposed to re- |
celve orders here—somebody, some-
‘how, will hand them to us before we
deave Chicago. I am as certain of |
that as I am of—of—well, of eating
breakfast this morning. Remember

‘how we were given the oard |
one will pass the newest
to us, and do 1t just as t

ple’s cause. All he thought of, from
that time to this, was getting even.

{ He may have been trailing us right
' along, on his own hook.
crossed our trail last night by sheer |

He may have | \, 4yo room, Brockett caught up his

the inner r of the pockets. And
then Brockett, with one wild yell,
flung himself out of bed, charged
across the room, and tore madly at
the chair he had himself placed |
against the knob as additional protec- |
tion. His coat fell squarely on his
head as he clawed at the chair, blind-
ing him for a moment; the chair was

&

THE BEWIL DERED /
BROCKLTT SAW A :
LERN BROWN HIKD CLUTTH- -
NG THE CAPHENT

clumsy and hard to handle, the leck
stuck, gripped the key like a thing !
of malice and hostile wishes, and
when Brockett, clad only in the chaste |

| garb of slumber, finally burst into the |

chance, and at once tried to take ad- |

vantage of the opportiv~ity. He may
possibly have been v :h either Zol-
lern or Yazimoto, all.wing them to
pay his way around the country, but
he wasn't thinking for a single minute

of their interests—all that he hoped |
and dreamed about was his personal |

revenge.”

“I figure it just a little differently,”
answered Brockett. “I think that he
‘has remained in the employ of one of
the two sples—more likely Yazimoto,
as two Asiatics would more probably

| Istick together than one Aslatic and.a
German.

Yazimoto, as I see it, fol-
lowed us on behalf of the Jap, but

when he actually got in the same car |

Wwith us his vengeful spirit was too

much for him, and he stabbed me—

| @8 he believed—before he could *hold |

back his hand. On calmer after-|

thought, he must have been utterly

| embarrassed and unnerved at his deed,
| and at the light in which he would |
| now appear to Yazimoto.

How can he

ever make good to the Jap? How can«

he explain his failure to steal the
documents he was after, and make ex-
cuses for letting his temper take him'
outside the path of his duty?”

“Good logic,” dissented Solano, “but
it doesn't fit in with what I have
heard of Filipinos in general, and
Tagalogs in particular. Anyhow, we!
will have to add Mr. Agullar to our;
list of special dangers, and watch out;
for him a little ‘more carefully than,

for either of the others. One thing
sure—he'll take you for a ghost if we
meet him anywhere, and we ought to

hall, with Solano at his heels, not a
soul was visible. Retreating hurriedly

coat and ran a trembling hand into
the pockets. They were empty—se-
cret messages and cipher, all were

The door was still shut; |,

| papers of any special value.

' DACK alrelly. AU Dresent, [ Daur aem

not, so vy such excitations?”

“You are a lar,” snarled "Solano.
“The papers were stolen not five min-
utes ago, and you have them in your
pocket now.”

“No, no, aber nit,” chuckled the
baron. “Gif me time. De bapers vill
be here, in mein own liddle hand, in a
few minids, but vy andicibate? Two

off you men search de clodings of .

dese young men, und bring me vat-
effer documents dere may be con-
cealed derein.” 8

“You don’t need to search,” said
Brockett. “Some of your thieves took
the papers from my coat a few min-
utes ago. Fished for them over the
transom, and got them. It was a nice

trick—one I suppose I ought to give |

you credit for.”

“Fished for dem? Ofer de tran-
som?” queried the baron. *“No indeet.
Dot iss not de vay I intendet to ag-
quire dose documents. Not at all. It
vos my intenchuns to make you de

very fair offer for de bapers. If you
vos 80 insensate as to refuse, den I
could take dem forcibly—but fish for
dem ofer de transom? Vot craciness
iss diss, my friendt?”

Zollern's men emerged from the
room, bearing whatever clothing
Brockett and Solano had left behind.
They reported that nothing of any in-
terest had been found, and a quick
search of the prisoners turned up no
Baran
Zollern's face wore a bewildered look,
and began to cloud portentously as
fe turned upon his captives.

“You haf hidden de bapers,” he
purred, ominously. “Berhaps ve can
find vays und means to induce you to
discofer dem?”

“I have told you, you German sneak-

. thief,” snarled Brockett, “how the pa-
| pers

were stolen. Ask your- men
which one of them went fishing

| through the transom, and you will

have the one who got the messages.”

Baron Zollern walked over to the
door of the room where the boys had
slept. He studled the panels, the

floor. the carpet leading from the door- |

way. He dragged a cnair to the door,

| stood upon it, and examined the tran-

som. Then he returned to the won-
dering group again, his face a strange
commingling of purple, white and

| crimson.

“It iss as you haf said,” he rum-

| bled, half-chokingly. “Someboty, climb-

ing on a chalr, fished ofer dot tran-
som. Let me see your coat. Ah-h—
ya, ya, dere iss de blace vere a hook
caught In de fabric. You haf told de
truth. You vere robbed by a skilful

| fisherman, mit a line und hook, ober-
| ated drqugh de transom.

It vos clefer
vork.”

“Some one of your people,” ex-
claimed Solano. “Why don’t you get
the papers from him, if you are so
wild about them?"

The baron turned his mottled, an-
guished face wupon the speaker.
“Young chentlemen,” he cried, raising
his right hand on high, “as dere iss &
Gott, as I lofe und honoér de Cherman

, -kalser, no man off mein hass done dis

ting. De drick hass been bulled of

| iby somevon else, somevon to whom

Stopping only to draw on a few
necessary garments, the boys, white- |
faced, almost sobbing, flung them-
selves into the hall, and sprinted to- |
wards the elevator. As they rushed |
frantically forward, they smuhod‘
heavily into a large, middle-aged gen- |
tleman who was just turning in from |
a cross-hall. The large, mlddle—ased’
man, with surprising quickness and |
dexterity, harpooned each of them
with a huge and mighty hand, and, |
smiling amiably, held them unwilling |
prisoners. |

“Vy in sooch a hurry, mein young |
frents?” laughingly spoke the Baron |
Zollern.,

)
|
CHAPTER XVI. i

Baron Zollern had been a mighty
man at home in Germany. Storles of |
his strength and his tremendous deeds |
were table-talk from Mainz to Dantzic, |
and it was even sald that his great
countryman, Eugene Sandow, would

| have found it no easy task to cope |

|

gather him in without much trouble !

before he can recover from the shock.”

Throughout the day that followed
the youngsters kept sharp lookout for
trouble, but were agreeably disap-
pointed. No burly and boisterous Ger-
mans swooped upon them; no Fili-

'plno daggers glittered in the surging

crowds, and none of the numerous lit-
tle Japanese gentlemen whom they
encountered during the day resembled
Mr. Yazimoto except in size and col-
or. They went ecstatic during the
afternoon over Comiskey's new ball

| Vat haf I efer done dot you should be

park, a veritable paradise of the fans, '

and even enjoyed the treat of a short
canversation. with the Old Roman him-
as he held court aslong the faith-
“bugs.” Not till late in the eve-
ning did the sights and sounds of the
\ pall upon them, and they began
dimly remember that they had en-
joyed but little ‘on the
Jn
No

the
messago bad beem handed

|

with the baron in physical achieve-
ment. The baron, however, was now
in the position of a man who tries tc
hold a wildcat with each hand, and
even his strength might have proved
insufficiept to restrain the kicking,
slugging,;npuves had not half a dozen
husky fellows—Germans, every one
of them—sprung up as if by magic all
around the trio. Surrounded and out-
numbered, the boys had sense enough
to quit fighting, and stood gasping, dis-
heveled, glaring at the baron and his
retinue. Zollern, still smiling, in spite
of painful bruises on shins and coun-
tenance, eyed the prisoners for a mo-
ment and then spoke in a tone of the
utmost friendship and good-humor.
“Vy so unruly, young chentlemen?

8o abusif?”

“You have done enough,” snapped
Brockett, “to get yourself put away
for years to come—you have proved
yourself a German spy, and even this
country doesn't deal very gently with
that kind of yellow dogs. Give me
back my messages, and let me go, or
you'll know what a jall looks like
from the inside.”

Baron Zollern laughed ampsedly.

“How could 1,” he gurgled, “gif you

ck your documenty ven I haf dem

got meinself as got? I exbect dot

hat dem in & Yery fow .
den Yo 2HL pos

/dose babers vas as valuable as to me
or you. Ve haf both been fooled, und
I am de bigger fool off two fools.”
There was no mistaking the ring of
honesty in the German's voice. There
was no mistaking the look upon hi:

Y. LIRR SHARLED SUANE
WU BRVE THE STOUEN PRAERS 1 Yo0e
FOHET WK™

horror-striciien visage.
bafled at his own game, and, in the
very trap he had prepared, had been
beaten to the prize by some unknown
scoundrel. Drockett, heartsick and
desperate, could almost sympathize, in
the midst of his own troubles, with the
disappointed Teuton. For several min-
utes Baron Zollern, clenching and un-
clenching his hands, the mottled col-
ors playing back and forth across his
face, leaned heavily agalnst the wall.
Then he shook himself together, and
forced a grim smile to his lips.

“l blanned it vell, young chentle-
men,” sald be. “You vonder how it
vos dot I could do such tings in dis
hotel? Dot vos easy—but* vearvilly
exbensife. Lasd nighd, before you had
been In de blace an hour, T bought de
hotel. Made de acquaintance off de
brebrietor. Told him I musd make an
investment, musd make it, Himmel, so
sudden! Asked him dé brice off de
hotel. Ach, but he vos, mit himself,
mosd liberal! Den und dere I laid
down de money, de grisp American
bila: witip half sn hour I vos in full

He had been |

| bossession off de house, vit some
faithful employes at my gommand.
| Id vos de quickest dransaction in hotel
| broberties on record, ya? Und id vos
all for de good burbose—und id vos all
| vasted.”

“Can’t say we are sorry for your
troubles,” spoke up Solano. “The
cuvestion is—what are you going to do
with us?"

Baron Zollertn shrugged his wiae
shoulders. “I belief,” said he *“dot v:
i musd gome to a gombromite. You
| haf losd your documents. I haf nc
scgured dem. Ve are both in, vct
you call id—a defll of a fix.”

“In all probability,” cut in Brockett,
“your dear friend, Yazimoto, has the
papers now.”

“If so,” sighed Barom Zollern, “dot
does me no goot—apsoludely no goot.
Mein young friendts, nations change
deir alliances even as men change
dem. Herr Yazimoto und meinself haf
 no longer inderesds in gommon. To
| him, your d ts are off d
| ing value—und to me as vell—aber,

neider off us now wishes to share dem
mit de oder.”

“All of which,” said Ramon Solano,
“has no bearing on that question—
what are you going to do with us?”

Baron Zollern debated, interiorly,
for five minutes before he spoke.

“Young chentlemen,” said he, “I be-
lief dot 1 can gif you your liberty
mitout de leasd gombunchuns. Under
de cirgumstances, you vill hardly care
to tell apout de alleched robbery of
your bapers, nor, in any case, to
charge id to me. Moreofer, if I turn
you loose, you vill, mitout a doubt, do
“your utmosd to regover your docu-
ments. Dot vill gif me, bossibly, an-
oder chance to dake dem avay from
you. I vill release you. Ve vill both
start de hunt for de stolen bapers—
und may de besd hunter vin! In
broof off de good vill I bear you, de
moneys dot you paid for your room;
shall be gifen back to you. Vill your
also do me de honor to dake break:
fasd mit me in mein new hotel?”

CHAPTER XVIL

“I thought,” sald Solaro, as the un-
happy adventurers walked mournfully
through the Chicago streets, “that you
had your messages, your money, and
everything else of any special value in
a leather belt that you wore next to
your skin?”

“I certainly did,” sighed Brockett,
despondently, “but the belt had chafed
my skin. I took it off last night wbile

I gave myself & rubdown, and when I
wert to bed [ tucked it into the in-
side pocket of my coat. Just forced it
on the thief, as you might say. He's
got the goods; his government will
have them as quickly as he can turn
them over—and I suppose I might as
well try to locate a position of some
kind here in Chicago. “I haven't the
nerve to go back to Washington after
this. The chief might not even say a
word about it, but I'd be set down as
a rank failure in his mind forever.”

“Why give up so soon?” the Cuban
said encouragingly. “Let’s make one
last effort to get back the letters. Luck
has br« ‘en wonderfully well for us so
far along the road—it might stick by

| us now.”

“I'll do anything that you suggest,”
Brockett acquiesced, “but the chances
are about a million to one against us.
What course would offer any possibil-
ities?”

“We might report the theft to police
headquarters, simply stating that you
had lost a leather money-belt, naming
the amount of currency, and saying

- nothing as to the papers or letters.”

“Description of thief,” dolefully re-
marked Brockett, “a man who had a
brown hand. That was about all I
saw of him. It might have been either
Yazimoto or Aguilar, or a countryman
of either one. Can we have every
Jap and Filipino in Chicago rounded
up?™

Debating and discussing various
ideas, none of them seeming to offer
much hope, the boys walked aimlessly
alopg, killing time till the morning
was almost gone. - Three times they
passed Japanese gentlemen, dressy,
smiling, bland of face and innocent in
personality. Each of these-sons of
Nippon must have wondered, after-
ward, why the young white devils
peered so sharply, almost savagely,
into their countenances, but the quick
inspections brought no comfort—none
of them had the least likeness to Mr.
Yazimoto. Pacing onward in this de-
sultory, fruitless fashion, the baffled
messengers turned Into Chicago’'s
Chinatown, and hurried out of it again,
All Chinatowns are twinlike in their
buildings, sounds and odors, and the
memory of recent experiences In
Doyers street did not give the boys
any special desire to linger in the Chi-
cago colony.

Towards noon they found them-
selves in a district as intensely black
in population as,Hayti or Mashonaland
—a reglon that'might have been inter-
esting to them under ordinary circum-
stances, but which was now anything
but attractive to the heartsick adven-
turers. They walked wearily along,
cleared, as they thought, the bound-
aries of the black belt, and entered
an unpretentious restaurant where
thgy could at least talk over their
unpleasant situation. They had be-
gun a half-hearted lunch before they

" noticed that the other patrons of the
place were all brunettes, of varlous
shades between lampblack and light
saddle-color, but the discovery did not
worry them. In their state of mind
they would hardly have raised objec-
tions if they had been seated at the
same table with a band of gorillas.

At the next table sat a bulky black
woman, whose Dbillowy figure was
draped In most of the colors of the
rainbow, and who fended off the in-
quiries of the dusky waliter by explain-
ing that she was “walitin' fo' a gen
tleman.” The “gentleman” came in a
moment later, and proved to be a
colored man of gigantic stature—such
magnitude of person that the large
negress herself was dwarfed before
him. This mammoth Zulu sgettled
himself comfortably, grinned delight-
edly at the woman, and summoned
the waiter with a lordly wave of his
broad black hand.

“That fellow is a twin to the one
who handed us the message in De-

wroig,” whispersd Brockett. “If he
| ,we~e only uniformed in the same sort
of glddy costume, yeu couldn't tell
them apart"

~» wuaIn't have believed,” Solanc
returned, “that there could be two
black men as big as those, but here’s
the evidence before us. What's the use
of raising white hopes if the black
ones grow as large as this monster?”

The great black man spoke chuck-
ingly to his “lady friend,” and his
words were wafted to the astounded
ears of the boys five feet away.

“Ah say, hon,” began the big fel-
low, “Abh’e suah got a 'sprise fo’ yo.
When Ah come in from Detroit yes-
tehday”—the list s almost toppled:
over their chairs in their astonishe
ment—“Ah went right up to de ole
hotel whar Ah wohked las’ winteh.
Got a job as pohteh guick. Dey allus’
l&odl!s&m'mnddche,heoheel;
But de job didn’t las’ long. Las’ night,
& big Dutchman, dat suah looked like
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ready money, done buy de hotel, an’
gib us all one houh's notice to git out.
Sald he had people of his own dat
be'd put in to do de wohk. He done
paid me 10’ de whole week, so Ah
bhad no kick comin’.”

“Yo' suitinly am lucky, Sam,” com-
mented the billowy black lady.

“Ah, hon, dat ain’t nuffin,” laughed
the big fellow. “Jes' yo' wait till Ah
done tell yo' ebryting! Ah.didn't feel
like goin’ out huntin’ no place to
sleep, so Ah simply slips out, slips in
agin—de Dutch pusson was too busy
to notice anybody comin’ or goin’—an"
picks out an empty room dat Ah
knowed of on de fouhth flooh. Ab
gets. up good an’ eahly, an’ stahts
down de bhall, real quiet-like, when
what should come bumpin’ into me,
hon, but a man. A lil bit of a man,
hon—Ilil brown man, jes’ like a China-
man, an’ in an awful hurry. Hones’,
baby, dat lil man musta had a ‘gage-
ment to be handed money, hee hee!
He done come bam! right plum into
me, an’ Ah mnachully grabs him.
Couldn’t let no iiI’ man bump into me
dataway, an’ not even ax him whar
he think he gwine to go.”

“An’ what den, Sam?” queried the
woman, grinning as widely as the
giant himself aever the narration.

The big fellow almost shook under
a gale of chuckles.

“An’ den, bon,” he resumed, “Ah
jes’ happened to notice somepin he
had in his hand. Says Ah to him, ‘Li!
brown man, whaffo yo' run roun’ ho-
tels dis houh ob de mawnin’, carryin’
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a thing like dat? An' jes' den Ah
heahs all sohts of noises roun’ de
tuhn of de hall, an’ Ah sees, right
quick, dat dis lil man mus’ be some-
ways disponsible fo' all dese excite-
ments. Ah makes one grab fo' de
thing he has in his hand, an' de 1l
debbil try to stick me wiv a jabknife.
Think of it, hon’—tried to stick me,
jus’ same Ah was a pig!"”

“Go on, go on, baby,” urged the
woman. “Did he stick yo'?"

“Stick me, hon? Hee hee! Poes
you see any places whar de daylight
comes froo me? Ah jps' gib him a
slap on de wrist, an' his jabknife fdll
sudden. Den Ah takes from dat 1li}
man de objeck he is carryin’; Ah gibs
dat il man one tremendious good kick
dat lift him most up to de celling—
an' den, as de noises was growin’
strongeh every minute, Ah done come
away from dehe. De lil man, he runs
one way, Ah goes de otheh, an' heah
Ah is, wiv de bacon!”

“But, baby, yo' ain't eben tole meh
what yo' got. A pocketbook?” i

“No, hon. It's somefin diffrunt. Ah
decided dat Ah'd gib yo' a big suh-
prise, an' maybe mahseff one too, go'
Ah neveh even looked inside of it.
We'll open it an’ go froo de thing
togetheh.”

And so speaking the mammoth ne-
gro tossed upon the table the missing
belt so lately stolen from young Harry
Brockett.
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(To he continued)

GRECIAN QUEEN IO
SUMMONED TO BEDSIDE
OF GERMAN EMPEROR

London, Jan. 13—Wireless despatch
from Rcecme £1ys Queen Scphia of
Greece has been summoned the
bedside of her brether, Empercr Wil-
llam, whose illness is described as
serious, The Queen, the mesage
says, is to depart at once for Berlin.
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