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GALLEGHER -A NEWSPAPER STORY■m
In the event of Hade’s losing 1 

courage and not daring to show him- » 
self in the crowd around the ring, 
it was agreed that . Dwyer should 
come to the barn and warn Heffle- 
finger; but if he should come.
Dwyer was merely to keep near him 
and to signify by a pre-arranged ges
ture which one of the crowd he 
was.

They drew up before a great 
biack shadow of a house, dark, for
bidding, and appàrently deserted. But 
at the sound of wheels on the 
gravel the door opened, letting out 
a stream of warm, cheerful tight, and 
a man’s voice said: “Put out those 
lights! Don’t you’se know no better 
than that?" This was Keppler, and 
he welcomed Mr. Dwyer with effu
sive courtesy.

The two men showed in the stream, 
of light, and the door closed on 
them, leaving the house as it waa 
at first, black and silent, save for 
the dripping of the rain and snow 
from the eaves.

The detective and Galiegher put 
out the cab's lamps and led the horse 
toward a long, low shed in the rear 
of the yard, which they now no
ticed was almost filled with teams 
of many different makes, from the 
Hobson’s choice of a livery stable to 
the brougham of the man-about- 
town.

m
himself sent toVn*™ ^ lndlVldual 

Gallagher-s knowledge of the alias
es, terms of imprisonment, and var- 

ot th« leading crimin- 
was almost as 

of police 
to an hour 

J-micny Mack’ was to be let 
out of prison, and could identifyorlunssn "Dick ^ — -

“Gentleman Dan,

"... and ,o New,..»™ tata. '«jitarta, « «ta

hand, and Galiegher, who now pati- fifty a piece'” Heffleflngor to make the arrest in
ently scrutinised the hands of every “Whew!” whistled Galiegher; it might be kept from the
one who wore gloves, saw that while “where's it to be?” ^oca poU.ce
three fingers of the man's hand were “In the barn,” whispered Keppler. -who.6? rcP°rtera-
closed around the cane, the fourth “I helped ’em fix the ropes this morn- Heffleflnger to do is
stood out in almost a straight line ing, I did.” 1° a^rest Hade with the warrant he
with his palrrr “Gosh, but you’re in luck.” ex- i„a„kJ°r burglar,” explained Gai-

Gallegher stopped with a gasp and claimed Galiegher, with flattering en- v?G?r’ aad to tfke him on to New 
with a trembling all over his little vy. "Couldn’t I jest get a peep at "n. the, owl traln tha‘ passes
body, and his brain asked with a it’” Toiresdaie at one. It don’t get to
throb if it could be possible. But “Maybe," said the gratified- Keppler. k®rSey >.C,tïL until f.our d’clock' one 
possibilities and probabilities were to “Theres a winder with a wooden „ "Ve/ the morning papers go to 
b® dl8C0vered fater. Now was the I shutter at the back of the barn. You « ‘ „ 7 course, we must fix Heffle-
thne for action. i can get in by It, if you have some one ; t ,? Ly,*0 be -1. keep duiet and not

He was after the man in a moment, to boost you up to the sill.” \ ,rt'vh<i prisoner really is."
hang.ng at his heals and his eyes “Sa-a-y,” drawled Galiegher, as if 1 v,nrlje„ 8Port>nS reached his
mo,st with excitement. something, had but -Just that moment ! k.., Galiegher on the head,

He heard the man ask for a ticket reminded him. "Who’s that gent who wilh h ’jlJF®? b.ls ’Tlnd and ahook hands 
to Torresdalo. a little station -just out- come down the road Just a bit ahead! ,.Mv w™. n J.’,,, ,.
side of Philadelphia,' and wheA he of me—him with the cape-coat! Has ,„nf he aald' you are an
was out of hearing, but not out of he got anything to do with the fight?” 1 r t R KPU« the
sight, purchased one for the same "Him?” repeated Keppler in tones ! „ $-0nn ^ ^on,tght U .wiU
place. of sincere disguist. “No-oh. he ain’t ! 525*" .a ffw d and fame galore

no sport. He's queer, Dad thinks. He , o tbe paPer- Now I’m go-
come here one day last week about write a note to the managing
ten in the morning, said his doctor f virri " * ^.ou..can take it around to
told him to go out ’en the country for '?*"? aPd , hlm, what you’ve done
his health. He's stuck up and citified, , at J to. do’ and h®’11
arid wears gloves, and takes his meals vl,,„ ^ ,u ba'?,( °n the paper and raise
private in his room, and all that sort Perhaps you didn’t know
of ruck. They was saying in the sn- 1 „nrie .,^®,eT!k.<l‘®charged, ' 
loon last night that they thought he ;tflkp y,”,Q .a n t a’^olng to
was hiding from, something, and Dad, ~v,PP me Wltn you • demanded Galle- 
just to try him, asks him last night * „ . , , , „ ..
if he was coming to see the tight. He 1. b;,', certainly not, Why should 
looked sort of scared, and said he 1:“,aU 1,cs w‘tb the detective and 
didn’t want to see no fight. And then 1 ou,Ye d?ne your «hare,
Dad says, ’I guess you mean you do- 11 weI,!’ W the man's
n’t want no fighters to see you.’ Dad nnpfhîi ïle .‘.eward 8 yoarf- But you’d 
didn’t mean no harm by it, Just pass- !n tbe way now- Yt>u’d better 
ed it as a joke: but Mr. Carleton. asi^j.J ,J,he and make your Peace
he calls himself, got white as a ghost ,.rf ihe chief.
an’ says, I’ll go to the fight willing *Vhe Ppe/ can &et alonS without 
enough, and begins to laugh and joke. ™®’ ' „ca° ,fet along without the old 
And this morning he went right in- E ?er’. ,,sa:d Galiegher, hotly. “And 
to the bar-room, where all the sports LJ.v,am wî*?0,1”5 with you, you ain’t 
were setting, and sad he was going E® fo^ E know w-here Heffleflnger
into town to see some friends; and 1®,, be,', and you don't, and I won't
as he starts off he laughs an’ says, ••rvh°U»a '
’This don’t look as If I was afraid of °h' yary wa11' ,wry well," replied 
seeing people, does it?" but Dad says sporting editor, weakly capitulat- 
it was Jpst bluff that made him do 111 send the note hv
it, and Dad thinks that .if he hadn’t 5® ',. °,n,y mind’ if you lose your plade, 
said what he did. this Mr. Carleton mc’l . ^
wouldn’t have left his room at all ” Galiegher wondered how this man 

Gallagher had got all he wanted. f£Uld '.'aIue a week’s salary against 
and much more than he had hoped foP ijne excitement of seeing a noted crim

inal run down, and of getting the 
to the paper, and to that 
alone.

From that moment the Sporting edi
tor sank in Gallegher’s estimation.

Mr. Dwyer sat down at his desk 
and scribbled off the following 

“I have received reliable informa
tion that Hade, the Burrbank murder
er, will be present at the fight tonight. 
IVe have arranged it so that he will 
be arrested quietly and In such a 
manner that the fact may be kept 
from all other papers. I need not point 
out to you that this will be the most 
important piece of news m the coun
try tomorrow.

“Yours, etc..

M
“Wake me when we get there, Galle- 

gher," he said. He knew he had a 
long ride, and much rapid work before 
him, and he was preparing for the 
strain.X

do#r.
“go over all that

<

als in Philadelphia was . 
thoro as that of the chief 
himself, and he could tell 
when "Dutchy Mack”

I-To Galiegher the idea of going to 
sleep seemed almost criminal. From 
the dark corner of the cab his eyes 
shone with excitement, and with the 
awful Joy of anticipation. He glanced 
every now and then to where the 
sporting editor's cigar shone in 
the darkness, and watched it as 
It gradually burnt more dim
ly and went out. The light 
iij the shop windows threw " a 
broad glare across the ice on the 
pavements, and the lights from the 
lamp posts 
shadow of the cab, 
and the motionless driver, sometimes 
before and sometimes behind them.

an hour Galiegher 
slipped down to the bojttom of the cab 
and dragged out a lap-robe, in which 
he wrapped himself. It was growing 
colder, and the damp, keen wind 
swept in thru the cracks until 
window frames and woodwork 
cold to the touchs

An hour passed, and the cab waa 
still moving more slowly over the 
rough surface of pàrtly paved streets,
and by single rows of ______
standing at different angles to each 
other in fields covered with /ash- 
heaps and brick kilns. Here and 
there the gaudy lights of a drug 
store, and the forerunner of subur
ban civilization, shone from the end 
of a new block of houses, and the 
rubber cape of an occasional police
man showed In the light of the lamp 
post that he hugged for comfort.

Then even the houses disappeared, 
and the cab dragged Its way between 
truck farms, with desolate looking 
glass-covered beds, and pools of water, 
half caked with ice, and bare 
and interminable fences.

Vü& We had so many office boys before 
Galiegher came among us that they 
had begun to lose the characteristics 
of individuals, and became merged in 
a composite photograph of small boys, 
to whom we applied the generic title 
of “Here, you;” or, "You, boy.”

We had had sleepy bays and lazy 
boys, and bright, “smart” boys, who 
became so familiar on so short an ac
quaintance that we were forced to 
part with them to save r ur own self- 
respect.

They generally graduate into dis
trict-messenger boys, and - "occasion
ally return to us In blue coats with 
nickel-plated buttons, and patronized

at a
Oxford, confidence 

HI petty

andglance 
man," as 
thief."

There were, at .this time, only two 
Pieces of news in any of the papers. 
The least Important of the two was
>V®,kb 6„n.ghi between the Champion 
of the United States and the Wouid-
bî C^!Epi?n’ arranged to take place 

ladelphla; the second was the 
Burrbank murder, which was filling 
space in newspapers all over the 
world, from York to Bombay.

Richard F. Burrbank was one of the 
most prominent of New York’s rail
road lawyers; he was also, as a mat
ter of course, an owner of much rail
road stock, and a very wealthy man. 
He had been spoken of as a political 
possibility for many high offices, and, 
as the counsel for a great railroad, 
was known even further than the 
great railroad itself had stretched its 
system.

At six o’clock one morning he was 
found by his butler lying at the foot 
of the hall stairs with two pistol 
wounds above his heart. He was 
quite dead. His safe, to which , only 
he and his secretary had tho keys, was 
found open, and $200,000 In

1
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tossed the distorted 
and the- horse.« t I

\\
X After half

’6
us. GBut Galiegher was something dif
ferent from anything we had experi
enced before. Galiegher was short 
and broad in build, with a solid, mus
cular broadness, and not a fat and 
dumpy shortness. He wore perpetu
ally on his face a happy and knowing 
smile, as If you and the world in gen
eral were- not Impressing him as ser- 
tosty as you thought you were, and 
his #yes, which were Very black and 
very bright, snapped .intelligently at 
you like those of a little black-and- 
tan terrier.

All Galiegher knew haà been learnt 
. on the streets; not a very good school 

■In Itself, but one that turns out very 
knowing scholars. And Galiegher had 
attended both morning and evening 
sessions. He could not tell you who 
the Pilgrim Fathers were, nor could 
he name the thirteen original states, 
but he knew all thé officers of the 
twenty-second police distrtet by name, 
and he could distinguish ' the clang 
of a fire-engine’s gong from that of a 
patrol-wagon or an ambulance fully 
two blocks distant. It was Gallagher 
who rang the alarm when the Wool
wich Mills caught fire, while the of
ficer on the beat was asleep, and it 

Gallagher who led the "Black, 
Diamonds” against the "Wharf Rats,"” 
when they used to stone each other to 
their hearts’ content on the 
Carves of Richmond.

I am afraid, now that I see these 
facts written down, that Gallgher 
was not a reputable character; but 
he was so very young and so very old 
for his years that we all liked him 
very much nevertheless. He lived In 
the extreme northern part of Philadel
phia, where the cotton and woolen- 
mills run down to the river, and how 
he evér got hom after leaving the 
Press Building at two.in the morning, 
was one of the mysteries of the office. 
•Sometimes he caught a night car, and 
sometimes hé walked all the way, ar
riving at his little house, where his 
mother and himself lived alone, at 
four in the morning. Occasionally he 
was given a ride on an early milk- 
oart, or on one of the newspaper deli
very wagons, with Its high piles of 
papers still damp and sticky from the 
the press. He knew several drivers 
of “night hawks"—those cabs that 
prowl the streets at night looking for 
belated passengers—and when it was 
a very cold morning he would not go 
home at all, but would crawl Into one 
of these cabs and sleep, curled up on 
the cushions, until daylight.

the
were

Wr't Tÿe stranger went into the smolt- 
ln&ifcar and seated himself at one end 
toward the door. Gallagher took his 
place at the opposite end,

He was trembling all over, and 
suffered from a slight feeling of nau
sea. He guessed it came from fright, 
not of any bodily harm that might 
come to him. but at the probability of 
failure in his adventure and of its 
most momentous possibilities.

The stranger pulled his coat col
lar up around his ears, hiding the 
lower portion of his face, but 
cealing the resemblance in his troub
led eyes and close-shut lips to the 
likeness of the murderer Hade.

They reached Torresdale in half an 
hour, and the stranger, alighting 
quickly, struck off at a rapid pace 
down the country road leading to 
the station.

Galleghr gave him a hundred 
yards’ start, and then followed slow
ly after. The road ran between 
fields and past a few frame-houses 
set far from the road In kitchen 
gardens.

Once or twice the man looked back 
over his shoulder, but he saw only a. 
dreary length of road with a. small 
boy splashing thru the slush in the 
midst of it and stopping every' now 
and again to throw snowballs at be
lated sparrows.

After a ten minutes’ walk the 
stranger turned into a side roafl 
which led to only one place, the 
Eagle Inn, an old roadside hostelry 
known now as the headquarters for 
pothunters from the Philadelphia 
game market and the battle-ground 
of many a cock-fight.

Galiegher knew the place well. He 
and his young companions had often 
stopped there when out chestnutting 
on holidays in the autumn.

The son of the man who kept it had 
often accompanied them on their ex
cursions, and tho the boys of the city 
streets considered him a dumb lout, 
they respected him somewhat owing 
to his Inside knowledge of dog and 
cock-fights.

The stranger entered the Inn at a 
side door, and Galiegher, reaching it a 
few minutes later, let him go for the 
time being, and set about finding his 
occasional playmate, young Keppler.

Keppler’s offspring was found in 
the woodshed.

" ’Taint hafd to guess what brings 
you out here,” said the tavern-keep
er’s son, with a grin; "it’s the fight.”

"What fight?” asked Galiegher, un
guardedly.

“What fight? Why, the fight," re
turned his companion, with the slow 
contempt of superior knowledge. “It’s

f “No,” said Galiegher, as the cabman 
«topped to hitch the horse beside the 
others, “we want tt"~-neareet that 
lower, gate. When we newspaper men 
leave this place we’ll leave it ..in a 
hurry, and the man who 'is near
est town is likely to get there first. 
You won’t be a-following of no hears* 
when you make your return trip.”

Galiegher tied the horse to the 
very gate post itself, leaving the gat* 
open and allowing a clear road and' 
a flying start for the prospective 
race to Newspaper row.

The driver disappeared under the 
shelter of the porch, and Galla
gher and the detective moved off 
cautiously to t}» rear of the barn. 
“This must be the window," - said 
Heffleflnger, pointing to a broad, 
wooden shutter some feet from the 
ground. ’

f.

I new houses

. . bonds,
stocks and money, which had been 
placed there only the, night before, 
was found missing; hte sec
retary was missing, also. His 
was Stephen S. Hade, and his 
and his description had been

A
1, name 

name
, _ „ tele

graphed and cabled to all parts of the 
world. There was enough circum
stantial evidence to show, -beyond 
question or possibility 
that he was the murderer.

not con-». c

a
n

Vifc-N. any 
of mistake, trees.mi

One or twice the cab stopped alto
gether, and Gallagher could hear the 
driver swearing to himself, or at 
the horse, or the roads, 
they drew up before the station at 
Torresdale. It was quite deserted, and 
only a single light cut a ewath in 
the darkness, and showed a portion 
of the platform, the ties, and the 
rails glistening in the rain- They 
walked twice past the light before a 
figure stepped out of the shadow and 
greeted them cautiously.

am Mr. Dwyer of the Press," 
said the sporting editor, briskly.“You 
have heard of me, perhaps. Well, 
there shouldn’t be any difficulty in 
our making a deal, should there? 
This boy here has found Hade, and 
we have reason to believe he will 

the spetators at the 
fight tonight. We want you to' ar- " 
rest him quietly, and as secretly as 
possible. You cah do it with 

and

ESI It mado an enormous amount of 
talk, and unhappy individuals were 
being arrested all over the country, 
and sent on to New York for identi
fication. Three had been arrested at 
Liverpool, and 
landed at Sidney, Austral! 
far the murderer had

.

“Just you give me a boost /one*.
and I’ll get. that open In a Jiffy,” 
said Galiegher.

The detective placed his hands on’ 
his knees, and Galiegher stood upon 
his shoulders, and with the blade 
of his knife lifted the wooden button 
that fastened the window on the In
side, and pulled the shutter open. .

Then he put one leg Inside ovee/' 
the sill, and. leaning down, helped 
to draw his fellow conspirator up to 
a level with the window. "I feel 
Just like I was a burglarizing a 
house.” chuckled Galiegher, as ho 
dropped noiselessly to the floor be
low, and refastened the shutter. Tho 
barn was a large one, with a row 
of .stalls on. either side, in which, 
horses and coVs were dozing. There 
was a haw mow over each 
stalls and at one 
a number of fence 
thrown across from 
other, 
hay.

At last| ,

Just as he 
£Cs But so 

escaped.
We were all talking about It one 

night, as everybody else was all over 
the country, in the local room, and 
the city editor said it was worth a 
fortune to any one who chanced' to 
run against Hade and succeeded in 
handing him over to the police. Some 
of us thought Hade had taken pas
sage from some one of the smaller 
seaports, and others were of the opin
ion that he had buried himself in 
some cheap lodging-house in New 
York, or in one of the smaller towns 
in New Jersey.

one man
was a messen-

coal-

M -I-so much more that his walk back 
to the station was in the nature of a 
triumphal march.

He had twenty minutes to wait for 
the next train, and it seemed an hour. 
While waiting he sent p telegram to 
Heffleflnger at his hotel It read: 
“Your man is near thç Torrësdale Sta
tion, on Pennsylvania Railroad ; take 
cab. and meet me at station. Wait 
til I come, Gallfghqr.”

With the exception of one at mid
night. no other train stopped at Tor
resdale that evening, hence the direc
tion to take a cab.

The train to the city seemed to Gal- 
lcgher to drag itself by inches. It stop
ped and backed at purposeless inter
vales, waited for an * express to pre
cede it, and dallied at stations, and 
when, at last, it reached the termin
us, Galiegher was out before it had 
stepped and was in the cab and off 
on his way to the home of the sport
ing editor.

The sporting editor was at dinner 
and came out in the hall to see him, 
with his napkin In his hand. Galiegher 
explained breathlessly that he had 
located the murderer for whom the 
police of two continents were looking, 
and that he believed, in order to quiet 
the suspicions of the people with 
whom he was hiding, that he would 
be present at the fight that night

news 
one paper

)

zwn. ■ r
;

•F
!

note:
be among

■What a Tain 

—Williams 1

un row of 
end of the bam 

rails had been 
one mow to the 

These rails were covered with

I shouldn’t be surprised to meet 
h.m out walking, right here in Phila
delphia," said one of the staff. “He’ll 
be disguised, of course, but you could 
always tell him by the absence of the 
trigger finger on his right hand. It’s 
missing, you know; shot off when he 
was a boy.”

You want to look for a man dressed 
Hketa tough,” said the city editor; “for 
as this fellow Is to all appearances a 
gentleman, he will try to. look as little 
like a gentleman as possible.”

“No. he won’t,” said Galiegher, with 
that calm impertinence that made him 
dear to us. "He’ll dress just like a 
gentleman. Toughs don’t wear gloves? 
and you see he’s got to wear ’em. The 
first thing he thought of after doing 
for Burrbank was of that gone finger, 
and how he was to hide it. He stuf
fed the finger of that glove with cot
ton so’s to make it look like a whole 
finger, and the first time he takes off 
that glove they’ve got him—see, and 
he knows it.
do is to look for a man with gloves 
I’ve been a doing it for two weeks 
now, and I can tell you it’s hard work, 
for everybody wears gloves this kind 
of weather. But it you look long 
enough you’ll find him. And when 
you think it’s him, go up to him and 
hold out your hand in a friendly way, 
like a bunco-steerer, and shake his 
hand; and if you feel that his fore 
finger ain’t real flesh, but just wad
ded cotton, then grip to it with your 
right and grab his throat with your 
leit, and holler for help." ,

your
your badge easily 

want you to pretend
papers
enough. We 
that you believe he is this burg
lar you came over after, 
will do this, and take him 
without any one 
pectlng who he really is, and on the 
train that passes here at 1.20 for 
New York, we will give you $500 
out of the $5,000 reward. If, how
ever, one other paper, either In New 
d ork or Philadelphia, o£ anywhere 
else, knows of the arrest, you won’t 
get a cent, 
say?”

If you• VJccaeional Visitor, 
housekeeper of the •Kjff! 
afore the days of screen* 
ounced with decision tilt 
id any flies. 
t Augusta," faltered the 

“it seems-to me thst I 
n the dining room" • 

replied her aunt, Wtt* 
of her hand, “fgl 

s’ flies. They wlH cotoe 
lly- But, a? I ws «;

of OUT own.

away 
so much as sus- ,In the middle of tlje floor was 

the ring. It was not really a Ting, 
but a square, with wooden poets at 
its four corners, thru which ran a 
heavy rope. The space inclosed by* 
the rope was covered with, sawdust. -

"MICHAEL E. DWYER.”
The sporting editor stepped into the 

waiting cab, while Galiegher whisper
ed the directions to the driver. He was 
told to go first to a district-messen
ger office, and from there up to the 
Ridge avenue road, out Broad street, 
and on to the old Eagle Inn, near 
Torresdale.

Galiegher could not resist stepping 
Into the ring, and after stamping tho 
sawdust once or twice, as if to. as
sure himself that he was really there, 
began dancing around it, and In
dulging in such a remarkable aeries 
of fistic manoeuvres with an imagin
ary adversary that the unimaginative 
detective precipitately backed Into a 
corner of the barn.

(Concluded Next Sunday.)
Peer Dog.

"Haven’t found your dog yst, t 
hear?" asked Smith of his nelghbeik 
Jones.

“No," answered Jones, ruefully.
“Well 

ed Sml
“What’s the use ?” said Jones. "Th* 

dog can’t read."—Our Dumb Animals.

Why?
“She married for revenge."
“For revenge on her husband?”
“No, on an qld sweetheart."
“But, If It was revenge she wee"* 

seeking, why didn’t she marry the 
old sweetheart?”—Houston Post

Now, what do you nrave
The detective had a great deal to 

say. He wasn’t at all sure the 
Galiegher suspected was Hade; 
feared he might get 
trouble by 
and If It should be

manIt was a miserable night. The rain 
and snow were falling together, and 
freezing as they fell, 
editor 
the P
cigar, and turning up the collar of his 
great coat, curled up in the corner 
of the cab.

> have any 
mpanlon-

Besides being quick and cheerful, 
Galiegher possessed a power of am
using The Press young men to a de
gree seldom attained, by the ordinary 
mortal. His clog-dancing on the city 
editor’s desk, when that gentleman 
was upstairs fighting ‘for two more 
columns of space, was always a 
source of innocent joy to us, and his 
imitations of the comedians of the 
variety. halls delighted even the dra- 

- matlç critic, from whom the corn- 
medians themselves failed to force a 
smile.

But Gallegher’s chief characteristic 
was his love for that element of news 
generally classed as “crime."

Not that he ever did anything crim
inal himself. On "the contrary, his was 
rather the work df the criminal spe
cialist, and his moVbid Interest In the 
doings of all queer characters, his 
knowledge -of their methods, their pres
ent whereabouts, ynd 
of transgression often rendered him a 
valuable ally to our police reporter, 
whose dally feuilletons were the only 
portion of the paper Galiegher de
igned to read.

In Gallagher the detective element 
was abnormally developed. He had 
shown this on several occasions, and 
to excellent purpose.

Once the- papers had sent him into 
a Home for Destitute Orphans which 
was believed to be grievously mis
managed", and Galiegher, while play
ing the part 'of a destitute orphan, 
kept his eyes open to wha' was going 
on around Mm so faithfully that the 
story he told of thF treatment meted 
out to the real orphans was sufficient 

. to reset!* th - unhappy little wretches 
from the individual who had them in

he
lUmsolf into 

making a false arrest.
the man, he 

was afraid the local police would In
terfere.

PA-? The sporting 
got out to send his message to 

re^s office, and then lighting a
S»____ i

“We’ve no time to argue or debate 
this matter,” said Dwyer warmly. 
“We agree to point Hade out to 
In the crowd, 
over, you arrest him as we have di
rected, and you get the money and 
the credit of the ’arrest If you 
don't like this, I will arrest the man 
myself, and have him driven J,o town, 
with a pistol for a warrant."

Heffleflnger considered in silence 
and then agreed unconditionally. "As 
you say, Mr. Dwyer,” he returned. 
“I’ve heard of you for a thorobred 
sport. I know you’ll do what 
say you’ll do;
do what you say, and Just 
say ; and it's a 
of work as It stands.

They all stepped back Into the cab. 
and then Jt was that they werq 
met by a fresh difficulty, how to 
get the detective into the 
where the fight was to take place, 
for neither of the two men had $250 
to pay for his admittance.

But this was overcome when Galle- 
gher remembered the window of 
which young Keppler'had told him.

So what you want to
you

After the fight Is
on.

.. ha^e ’ you advertised 7“ sek-
Wmm

mg
3/>=:çr é,s

4
:

um
- you

and as for me, fll>t ias you 
very pretty pieceThere was an appreciative pause.

“I see, gentlemen,” said the city 
editor, dryly, “that Gallegher’s reas
oning has Impressed you; and I also 
see that before the week is out all 
rny young men will be under bonds 
for assaulting Innocent pedestrians 
whose only offense is that they wear 
gloves in midwinter.”

It was about a week after this that 
Detective Heffleflnger, of Inspector 
Byrnes’ staff, came over to Philadel
phia after a burglar, of whose where
abouts he had been misinformed by 
telegraph. He brought the warrant 
requisition, and other necessary pap
ers „ with him, but the burglar had 
flown. One of our reporters had 
worked on a New York paper, and 
knew Heffleflnger, and the detective 
came to the office to see if he could 
help him in his so far unsuccessful 
search.

He gave Galiegher his card, and 
after Galiegher had read it, and had 
discovered who the visitor was, he be
came so demoralized that he was ab
solutely useless.

“One of Byrnes’ men.” was a much 
more awe-inspiring individual to Gal- 
legher than a member of the cabinet. 
He accordingly seized his hat and 
overqnat, and leaving his duties to be 
looked after by others, hastened out 
after the object of his admiration, 
who found his suggestions and know
ledge of ihe city so valuable, and his 
company so entertaining, that they 
became very intimate, and spent the 
rest of the day together.

In the meanwhile the managing edi
tor had instructed his subordinates to 
Inform Galiegher, when he condes
cended to return, that his services 
were no longer t needed. Galiegher 
had played truant once too often. LTn- 
consci :us of Ibis, he remained with 
his new friend until late the same 
evening, and started the next after
noon loward-K*»,-Press office.

As 1 h.tve said. Galiegher lived In 
th? most distant part of the city, not 
many minutes' walk from ihe Ken
sington railroad station, where trains

igins” their past deeds h -ft!AOrleans Over Conscientious.
Dumpleton: “You're sending your 

farmer called out “He won’t hurt 
aren’t you?”

Von Blumer: “Yes."
“How does she like It?"
"Fairly well; but she complains

that she has no time to study”-----
Life.
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Mr. NEWLYWED said — “Hello I Is this a 
t new kind of salt we arc using ? It shakes 

all right, doesn't it ? “f TmkÆIfeiflllAaM
:< K:

-jSOLD -----— •
COMPANY m I

J Illustrated CataW**j|

AHr=. NEWLYWED «aid—"Yes, it's 
WINDSOR SALT. The grocer told 
about it—said it was the only kind his 
customers would have”.

vir:c
* ir/

>Mr. NEWLYWED said—“Well, if he keeps
such good salt, I guess' everything el,e 
In his store must be good, so I would du 
all my trading there, if I v. ere you".

Mrs. NEWLYWED said—“I iuteud to.”

THE GERMAN ROYAL FAMILY.
Here Is a striking group of the German royal family. Above l# Emperor William and his wife. Below, 

reading from left to right, Princes, Adalbert, August William, Joachim, Princess Victoria Louise the Crown 
Prince Frederick William, Prince Ei tel Frederick and Prince Oscar.*SET.

t

M j9

.
»

I

r

All Such Corns
Can be Ended in Two Days

Apply a little Blue-jay 
plaster.

Right from that mqment 
the corn becomes comfort
able.

method is now employed on a million corns 
a month.

No pain, no soreness, no 
discomfort. The way is J 
gentle and results are sure.

Don’t pare corns. Don’t 
apply liquids. Don’t 
ancient methods in these 
scientific days.

You can end the com 
forever in this simple, mod
ern way. Try it on one com.

A to the picture Is the soft BAB wax. It loosens the corn.
B stops the pain and keeps the wax from spreading.
C wraps around the toe. It is narrowed to be comfortable.
D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on.

Then the B & B wax
begins to loosen the com, 
and in 48 hours the whole 
com comes out.

The chemist who in
vented Blue-jay studied 
corns for years. And his

use
1 ¥

Blue-jay Com Piasters
Sold by Druggist* —15c and 25c per package ffl
Sample Mailed Free. Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters. Bjgj_____ H

(300) Bauer & Black, Chicago & New Y ork, Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.
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