
VI.—The Kidnapped Plumber: A Tale of 
the New Time

P
ERSONALLY,” said Thornton, 
speaking for the first time, “I never 
care to take a case that involves 
cellar work.”

We were sitting—a little group of us— 
round about the fire in a comfortable corner of 
the Steam and Air Club. Our talk had turned, 
as always happens with a group of professional 
men, into more or less technical channels. I 
will not say that we were talking shop; the 
word has an offensive sound and might be mis
understood. But we were talking as only a 
group of practising plumbers—including some 
of the biggest men in the profession—would 
talk. With the exception of Everett, who had 
a national reputation as a .Consulting Barber, 
and Thomas, who was a vacuum cleaner ex* 
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