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FIRST EPISODE

Liquor and the Law

Suggested by IRVIN S. COBRS,
Author of “*Back Home"
And *Judge Priest Stories’

I'DLEY LARNIGAN, district
attorney of New York, was a
mun who would pever be sus

pected of hysterical fear. His
wrord was gool When he xaid a thing
1t was taken for granted rhat he knew
exactly what he was talking about and
that be bad the facts to back up his
statements. And yet be was at this
time almost the laughingstock of the
¢ity that had swept him juto office at
the lant election by an pnprecedented
majority. The newspapers, while they
did not actually attack bim, wade fun
of bim., His own friends looked at him
askance Even his own son, Bruce
JLarvigan. an unpald and volunteer as
sistant In the district attoruey's office
shared the prevailing opinion, at least
to & certain extent Father and son
were talkiug.

“I've no doubt that there's a good
deal of graft. We all know there Is
in fact.” said Bruce. *It's not so very
Jong since | was admitied to the bar,
and, of course, | haven't been In this
effice long. but I've meen a few thingw
Btill. to =ay that there is a syndicate,
made up of respectable men, big Lusk
pewa men. that practically makes a
business of crime—I think you went
pretty far. dad.”

Dudley lLarnigan sighed. He wasn't
at all anzry
tiently apd a lrtle wearily

“You think | went pretty far” he
sald, “Half the city thinks I'm In-
sane, 1 Dbellere And ret 1 shall
prove, if 1 lire. every charge |1 harve
made. | zhall prove that the most
powerful organization this conntry bas
ever xecn has ftg center right bere
New York—an orgauizition fom
on the determination to segure nmn
advantazes—graft—Tror it mbe!

1 shall prove that this oFganization
will not =top xnd has pot stopped at
murder!™

Bruce laughed uncomfortably

“Can't you teil me more, then?" he
asked. “Why, there mnust be men in
thls orzanizatien that 1 know—men
who are supposed to be respectable!™

“Supposed to be respectable!” said
bis father Liltterly. “Why, they're the
leading men of the city—of the whole
ecountry. They are business men who

faith than Bruce could muster He
was about te say something of the
sort when thers was an interruption
There was a knock at the deor. and
an office boy appeared, bearing a par
cel, which he bauded to the district
attorney

| *This came by specizl messenger,
‘[' sir,” be sald. “The boy sald there was
no answer, and be wouldn't say where
it came from.”

Bruce took the package and took out
his pocketknife, making to cut the
string, but his fatber checked him.

“Let me see that a momeut” be
sald. He stodied the writing of the
address carefully, and then, with a
gesture of disllke and distrust, he
shrugged his shoulders, *1 thought
20.” be sald. *Iit's from them.”

Bruce laughed alond

“What do you mean, dad?” he asked
“Are you afrald they're sending you a
bomb?

“No: I don’t think so.” said Larnigan
quite meriously and heedles= of his son’s
jesting tone. *I1 don’t beliere the time
has come for that yet. Open it. Bruce.
We might as well mee what's in It.”

Bruce cut the strings, tore off the pa-
pers, and then, as the contents of the
package were revealed, be started back,
filled for the moment with borror, It

|
|
!

He looked nt his son pa.

*] shall enferce the law™

was a yellow, grinning skull that be
fevealed. and on Its forebhead some
words were writien

“Let the liguor trust alone,” Bruce
tead. *“We will phone for your an-
wwer.”

Dudley Larnigan looked at him,

“You see, Bruce,” he said, “there are

Tously than you do.”

“But—why—this s a joke—au silly,
senseless, ‘practical joke™ exclaimed
Bruce. “Surely they wouldn't try seri-
»sly to frighten you with a stagy old
trick like this?”

“Whether they tried zerfousiy or not,
they succeeded.” sald his father, “for
{ am certainly frightened, Bruce.”

Bruce stared at him Incredulously,
| “You are frightened—by this?’ =ald
| Bruce, looking from his father to the
| grinning skull. “Dad., you peed a rest,
| Your nerves are upset. You've been
| ywverworking. You'd better take a va-
| sation and get back iuto shape.”
| Dudley Larnigan sheok bhis head
wadly

“l shall take no vacation until I
Jave beaten the grafters or until they
j2ave beaten me.” he sald “l bave
oeen waliting for the time to come,
Bruce, when | could take you into my
| 2onfidence rezarding this. | see that
foothing 1 can say will convince you

7 Was a Yellew, Grinning 8kulil,

are the leaders of our greatest induns
tries. They control the busivess eof
the couniry as it is, but they wamt i«
get averything into their ows hands
They want to stifle all ecompetition
They are not comtent with the fair
legitimate profits
graft in every line and so double theh
profita. If they are not checked thej

will get a strangle bold on the nation |

They will eontrol elections every
where; they will name one of them

seives as president and this country|

will ceane 10 be a republic.”

Bruce hesitated to answer. He saw
the wild light In his father's eyes , H:
knew his father better than the men
outnide who laughed at him, whbo had
jeersd the speech that bad started-al
the trouble. Never had Dndley Larni!
gan wince his son could remembe:
falled to make good any statement
any promise, Tet this—2o belleve
what he heard ndw—called for more

They want to get|

| that this is a real aud deadly danger
that | face. But the proof will come
| soon enough. It will be unmistakable
when it does come, | know that 1
2an count om_ you, my boy-—that If
they succeed In gefting me out of the
way they will still have to reckon with
you.”

In spite of himself Bruce was begin-
plug to be affected. His father was
so serious, was so evidently in deadly
| fear, that Bruce could not help belng
| moved. It was lmpossible for him to
believe when be tried to think things
out that there was any basis fur his
father's fear, but it was equally im
possible for him to believe that a man
like Dudley Larnigan would give way
to panic without the very gravest rea-
| sons.
“You peedn’'t wait, Bruce.,” sald his
| father finally. *1 bave a good dea) of
| work to do, and | shan’t need you.”
Bruce got up and moved hesitatingly
itowurd the door. Just then the tele
| phone on his father’s desk rang out
sharply. Dudley Larnigan hefore he an
swered pointed to another instrument,
| and Broce, understanding. lifted its re-
| ceiver to listen to the comnversation

A strange voles, evidently diaguised,
came thinly to bis ear:

“Hello! Hello! Is this District At
rorney Larnigan?

Yor

*Larnigan, you knew whe s speak-
mg. If you are in doubt leok at the
tkull we sent you"

| enforce the law,
| ever risk to myself.”

| *You heard what | said

*]1 am looking at It.”
“Be warned in time. That skull is
| *he symbol of the uncertainty of life.
| We admire you—we admire any strong
| and brave enemy.
toolhardiness for bravery.

vourself if you try. We do not offer
you money. l.eave us alone—or you
will suffer.”

1 shall do my dnty. You bhave had
before the only answer 1 shall ever
‘g!‘re you. 1 am sworn to uphold and

“Remember, this Is the last chwnce
you wil
bear you no il will; we do not want
to be obliged to move against you, but
if rou do not rield your biood be on
your own bead.”

“1 shall enforce the law. Booner or
later you will pay the penalty for all
your crimes.”

And on the word Dudley Larnignn,
bizs forehead beaded with beavy drops
of perspiration, slammed the receirer
into the hook. He rose and stared at
Bruce.

“Now do you bellieve? he maid
1 think I
hare one chance in a milllon to es
cape them. 1 nm n marked man. It is
imposasible for me to guard myself ef:
fectively. Yet | shall go on.™

“You sald you were afrald” =aid
Bruce.

“And so 1 nm. [ live In deadly fear.
But. no matter how much | fear them,
1 fear my cwn consclence more. They
can pever punish wme, no matter what
they do, as would my own couscience
if 1 betrayed my trust”™

For the moment Druce managed to
shake off the depression that his fa-
ther's mood and all the other circum-
stances had Indueced.

“They're trying to frightiem yon™
be said. "Good Lord, this is the twen-
tieth century! They're trying to
frighten you with old tricks. They'd
never dare actually to use violence.”

“We shall see.” sald his father. "At
least | shall do my duty, no matter
what the outcome may bLe. as long as
I am spared. And | hare faith enough
in you, my son, to bLelleve that if the
men who are opposed to me give the
last proof of the truth of my words
you wili take up that duty and make
it your own."

Bruce shook his head =adly as he !

went out. It seemed to him that he
had hit upon the truth—that his father
was breaking down from overwork and
that he was taking seriouxly a melo-
dramatic and absurd campaign of
blackmall.

“No doubt attempts are being made
to dissuade him from doing his duty,”™
said Bronce to himself, “but he is al
lowing himself to Le upset by threats
that would enly have amused him a
few years ago. Poor old dad!™

Bruce himself bhad a pleasant er-
rand. " HN steps took him to the bome
of Roger Maxwell, whose rast Inter-
ests in the fleld of insurance had
cansed him 1o be known commonly as
the head of what was called the in-
surance trust. But It was not the
great financier that Bruce went to see.
He meemed to be well known at the
house. The mervant who answered his
ring smiled as she took his bat and
stick.

“AMiss Dorothy’s in the library, «ir,™
she sald.
I'm =ure.”

Dorothy Maxwell as Bruce entered
the room was standing near a win.

dow. As she heard his step she torn- |

ed, with a glad little ery, and came
straight to him.

“Bruce,” she said. “I'm so giad! You
weren't sure that you counld come.”

He took ber in bis arms and kissed
ber

“] nvsually manage to come, though,
don’t 17" be said, with a laugh. "StilL
it did look doudtful, Dad. you know"—

He stopped, and she frowned a lit-
tle.

“Whatever ix the matter with your
father, Bruce, dear?’ she said. "Fa-

ther mays be must have gone suddenly |

mad to make such a speech; that he's
antagonized all the solld business men
in New York by the wild statements he
made 1

But do not mistake |
You can |
sever beat us. and you will sacrifice |

1 shall do so at what- |

have to save yourself. We |

“She Iz expecting you, sir, ‘

take a rest? He ought to go some-
where and play golf for a week or
two—gei entirely rid of the strain and
worry of his office.™

“1 suggested something of that sort
to him today. sir said Bruce. “Dut
| it's always been very hard for my
| mother and mywself to persuade bim to
| spare himself In any way. He works
| as hard as If he hadn't a cent in the
! world, and. ns 8 matter of fact, be's &
fairly rich man.™

“That's alwars the way—always the
way.” sald Stone. *Well, do the best
you ean to persuade him, my boy. He
| needs the rest.™

“l think =so, too™
“Dorothy, suppose you take Bruce
| somewhers else. Stone apd | have
| some business to talk over. and we'll
| need the papers 1 have in my desk
| here in our talk.”
| Druce nand Dorothy were not at all
| loath to go. They smiled at one an-
| other as they went, and neither turned
to mee the look that Btanford Stone
sent after them. a look that might well
| bare aroused Druce's fear and wonder
| bad he seen It. knowing what be did
| of Stone's power.

Meanwhile District Attorney Larmi-
gan had stayed at his office long
nough to finish some Important work

| and then had taken his place in his av-
| tomobile.

| *“Drive me around- the long way
| home, Jack.,” he mald to his chauffeur.
| “The alr is so beautiful today that 1
| think #t will rest me just to ride
| around. Go up Into the country along
the river and don’t turn back until it's
time to get me home for dinner.”

“Yes, gir,” sald the chaulfenr.

Bruce got home long before his fa-
ther's return. In spite of his feeling
concerning his father's fears, Bruce
wns worried. As for his motler, she
had nlwars opposed her busband’'s en-
try into public life, and she was wor
ried every time he was - few minutes
late in getting home. Bruce tried to
calm her Increasing nervouzness, but
he himself was worried, and as it

sald Maxwell

he looked grave. Gently he examined
l the wound.
| *“Im sorry,” be said, his voice show-
| ing his emotion. “There is nothing I
| can do—except perhaps to bring him
| ta. before—before he—he goes.”
|  Bruce, speechless, nodded. and the
| doctor bent down and used a hypo-
| dermic needle. Iu a few moments its
! effect was manifest. Dudley Larnl
| gan's eyer opened. and he reached out
| a hand gropingly.
| bent ‘down to listen.
? “You will belleve—now”— he =ald
ipa!uful!y and with a mighty effort
&"Il i« the work of the fifteen—of the
| graft syndicate. HOnot them down-—
| free this land of this mighty graft
| truxt. Finish my work—run for dis-
| triet attorney™—
{ Hix voice died away: then, with =
tremendous effort. be spoke again, one
| word. “Mary!" he sald feebly.
|  With tears streaming down his cheeks
Bruce turned to his mother. Bhe lean-
ed over, and it was in ber arms that
Dudley Larnigan died. And, standing
over his body, Bruce swore that be
i wonld be true to the trust his father

grew dark he stood In the hall, look-
ing for the rays from the headlights |

of the car that would herald his fa-
ther's comingz. At last be saw them,
far down the drive that led to the
honse. IIis heart leaped happily, and
He went back to call his mother.

“Flere he comes, mother. It's all
right, o~ course!” he cried
silly to be worrfed.”

“You were

She wns in the conservatory at the

back of the house. cutting flowers for
the dinner table, and he had to go well
away from the front door to find ber.
Then he slipped an arm around her
walst, and they walked through the
great hall together. They beard the
car stop outside and beard Dudley
Larnigan's voice giving some order
The car started again, and then out-
side there was a muffied cry. Mrs
Laruigan screamed. Bruce leaped for-
ward. The door. burst open, and his
father staggered in, clutching convul-
sively at his side, and fell. Bruce toek
one look. He saw the blood that
stained the focor, and then, as bhis
mother, transformed by the need of
action and gaining countrol of bherself,
went to work to stanch the flow of
blood, Bruce raced for the telephone
He gave a number and waited lmpa-
tiently for the answer.

“Hello, hello!" be cried at last. “Dr,
Morgan? Hurry over bhere, doctor
Bruce Laruigan talking. My father's
been badly hurt It's very serious, I'm
afraid. Yes, Lring your Instruments.™

Then he helped his mother to do
what little there was to be done before
the doctor's arrival Together they
got the wounded man on a couch and
made bhim as comfortable as they
could. He had fainted and was no
longer conscious., His breathing was
heary, and a growing. spreading gray-
pess in his cheeks told Bruce, little aw
he was used to such scenes, that there
was little hope, If any.

| Then Bruce telephoned to the police
But he could give no clew—he had not
taken the time to try to find the as
sassin. But then, as he beard the doc.
tor's car chugging up outside, Bruce

think—I'm afraid he isn't |

guite as pleased ax he was at the idea |

of our—of our engagement” —

“It's got nothing to de with us!™ de- |

clared Bruce angrily
sponsible for my father's actions, |

“I'm not re |

think myself bhe's wrong about this; |

that he's been excited Ly things that
bave happened.
fatber criticise him to me”—

“Of course not.” she sald soothingly

“And be won't. I'm sure. And, any-

But I can’t let your |

bhow, Bruce, dear, weore not going to |
quarrel, you and I, even if it turns out |

that our fathers do.”
Bruce was about to reply when he
looked over Dorothy's shoulder and

saw two men in the next room. One |

was her father, Roger Maxwell; the

other was Stanford Stone. = And Stope. |

who did not koow that Bruce could
see bim, was regarding them with

such a malevolent expression in his |

usually Inscrutable eyes that

Bruce |

was startied. Stone at this time was |
reckoned the most powerful man in |
the great financial world of New York |
He was concerned in a bundred great |

enterprises. Even the Sunday news-

papers did not pretend to estimate the |

size of his vast fortune,

But while Bruce, wondering, was on
the very point of saying something to
Dorothy. Stone broke Into a smile. He
took Roger Maxwell's arm, and the
two older mem came into the library
Both greeted Bruce In the most friend
|ty fashion, while Stone shook Dorothy's
| hand, his eyes devouring ber,

“l hear I'm teo congratulate you,
| young man.” sald Stone, and Dorethy
{bloshed becomingly. “By the way,
| your father's given his friende—and |
| want you to remember that I'm one of
|the best of thom—a good deal of anx-
wtr lataly, Can't you persuade bim te

| Bruse Was Making a Splendid Cam-
| paign.

went to the door and flung it open. |

| Pinned to the doorsill was a note writ.

band.

“Compliments of the fifteen!™
That was all
| Bruce shuddered with terror and re
morse as be realized that his father
had beem right—that he had been mark-
ed for death by an Implacable ergnniza
tion. which had struck him down at
inst em his own dooretep. Then the
docter came. At the sight of Larnigan

But It was enough |

Derethy Tried te Follow Him In Vain

ha. imposed tpon him-—that be would
avenge his deatb and bring bis mur
derers to justice.

Against the adrice of his friends,
against the pleadings of Dorothy Max-
well, against bis mother’s urgings even,
Bruce stuck to his determination,

The murder of Dudley Larnigan had
thrown the reform elements of the
city into a panic. Thix terrible and
sinister proof of the powers of the
forves of graft bad cnused a revulsion
of meutiment. Men who had assailed
the dead district attorney ax a fanatie
and = hysterical demagogne for Lis
great speech attuckinz graft had to ad-
mit that tbhere had been mome basis

fur his sensational accusations. But?

these xame men were afraid to move

So it hnd been easy for Bruce to se |

enre the reform nomination for district
attorney No one else wanted it. The

graft sayndicate had made it too plain |

that peril as well ax honor went with
the office.
Bruce was making a splendid cam

paign. too, agninst the forces of graft. |

All the lower, vicions elements of the
city were arrayed against him. From
the dives, the gnmbling bouses, the
haunts of the drug sellers and the men

and women who lived on vice and de- '

pravity. on crine and ignorance,
forces of evil sent out i

against him But Bruce $
wuys on his father's m yrdom, on
bis own determinatic not only to
avenge the dead man. b
risk to himsell to vontinue to fight
against all the forces that were ex
ploiting the poor and the.ignoranut
made a great impression and Increase:l
his own popularity tremendously.

t at whatever

He developed into an efTective speak-

er, and his Dbitter. rimgingz speeches
made many counverts te his enuse
Dorothy Maxwell had ofiposed hix en
trance into the campaign xince she
feared for his =safety Dorethy
| beginning to be haunted by frig
suspicions, suspicions she had not d
as yet to communicate even to Bruce
But once bhe was in the fight she
stood by him Ungrudgingly she eon-
sented to the postponement of their

| marringe that was made inevitable

| since it was {mpossible for him to take

| the time for ‘his wedding during the

| enmpaign. And Dorothy. herself an

| ardent advocate of woman sulfrage

i did all she could to array the women

| of the city on his xide.

“Women can't vote.” she wmaid in a
speech she made to a suffrage organ
ization, "“but they can Influence the
| men who can.
go to the polls with some man and see

| that he votes right—for Larnigan and
| ten om rough paper in an unformed |

decency, agninst graft and corruption.’
Thousands of women took np that

;ery_ and the graft organization, which |
bad expected s walkover when It had |

ellminated Dudley Larnigan, began
to be worried and to see that it haa
removed one only te raise up another
in hiz place whose yotuth made him
evemn more formidable and dangereas

And meanwhile Deorothy grew more
snd more suspicieus. Bhe learmed that

Bruce took it and |

Let every woman here |

her father was Dbitterly epposed
Bruce's election.

“] won’'t bave you taking part In his
campaign.” be xald. "“You make me
ook ridiculous.”

He =aid this in the presence of Btan-
ford Stone, but Dorothy was pot afraid
to speak ber mind

*] have a right to live my own life™
she flarhed. “Why are you so opposed

{ to Bruce?”

“Hecrnuse be's a demagogue, a danp-
gerous man.,” said Maxwell. “He, a
rich man. is siding with tbhe poor—tbe
focialist« and the anarchists. He is a
traitor to his own clags.”

“Now, Maxwell, Miss Dorothy is en-
titled to ber own view.,” sald Stone
soothing!y. But Dorotby bad begun
to distrust Rtone. She refused to ac-
cept him as an ally. Bruce had told
her of a discovery he had made. Stone,
while pretending to be friendly. bad se-
cretly contributed heavily to the cam-
paizn fund of the oppoxition.

Election day eame. Bruce, in bis of-
fice, walted, knowinz be had done his
best. The rexult was with the voters.
Would they trust him? Would they
give him the power be required to do
his work? He was waiting for Doro-
thy. She came at last.

“You're golug to win, Bruce.” she
sald as he took ber in his arms. ~1
know it! | feel 1t!"

And then came Stone,

“Well," be suld, "bow does it lookT”

“Dad for you,” said' Bruce uncompro-
misingly.

Stone laughed. with an excellent as-
sumption of nmusement.

“My dear boy.,” be mtld. “why do
you mistrust me? ['m your friend.™

Druoce looked at him. And just then
there was a scuffle at the door. A
rough looking man burst in and made
for Druce, waving a knife. Ntoue with
a quick leap grappled with him. seized
bis band and bent the wrixt back till
the knife dropped. Then quite calmly
he pusbed him out.

“Just an election rowdy.,” be sald,
with n smile. He banded Bruce the
knife. *“DPerhaps you'll believe I'm
your friend now. Well I'll leave you.”

“I'm grateful. AMr.  Stope.” salkl
Bruce. Nut he was puzzled as be look-
ed nt Dorothy. Then his eres fell oo a
bit of pnper the thug had dropped Fe
picked It up and eried out in surprise
and delight, “Look!” he =maid,

He gave it to Dorothy, and togelber
ther looked at it. It wax a typewritten
=lip and read:

Come alone. For safety we will admit

but one man Will eutline plan regarding
Larnigan should he be elected Number
is 38 Hester sireet Rap one, then two,
then one. THE ¥if EN

wit's my chance.” cried Rruce. with
glowing eyes—"my chance to ger ol
the trail of this sceret enemy at last!
I'll go!”

“Rruce, there'll be danger! said Dor-
othy

“Then | mnst face It he eried
“Ay dear. you know | must!™

“Then I'll go with you!" cried Doro-
thy.

That evening hefore the count was
finixhed Bruce gave the siznal and was
admitted to a dive that looked like a 5L
meeting place for vonspirators. Doro-
thy attempted to sccompany him. but
was thrust back,

“We thought you'd rome” said »
man. “Mr Larnizan, yeu walked into
a trap. Now, yon have one chauce.
Sign this paper agreeing 1o obey the
commands of the fifteen or your polit-
fcal career is at an end; even your life
is at xtake.”

Bruce xtared at him. then laughed.

“Do you think,” he =aid, “you ane
your cutthrouts can intimidate me?”

“Mr. Larnigan!” he said.

As the ¢ yen a fRhot mng on
he police snatched Bruce from his a-
zallants
“Mr. Larnigan!” the rergeant said
“Yes, Larnizan!” said he
“Officer. arrest thexe men and cal
the coroner. BIll Bradford is dead.’
As Bruce and Dorothy left the roonm
Bruce entered Bradford's name on a

| page of @ memorandum book headed

“The Men Who Have Paid.’

He lonked toward Dorothy, smfiled
and then said: 1 wonder who will be
the next to pay the pensalty? Thank

| God. I have rid the community ef ome

of the fifteen!
[End of First Episode.]

“How Bruce Larnigan Exposes
the Temement and Vice Trusts™

READ NEXT WEEK ‘
{

|NO PLACE FOR
NERVOUS PEOPLE

“The Yankee Girl” Tells of Her Excit
ing Experiences in California
Film Studios

| “The life of a mouon picture actress
| is a merry omne,” said the popular

Blanche Ring at the Oliver Morosco
ksaudms in Los Angeles, “but anyone
| whose nerves are not of the best had
| better stay far away from the grinding
| camera.”

Miss Ring, who has at last been
| coaxed into motion: pictures, is ap-
| pearing in a film version of her great-
|est success on the speaking stage,
| “The Yankee Girl,” a Morosco-Para-
{ mount picture. “I have already had
{more excitement during the short
| time T have spent out here than I have
| had in any year of my life,” exclaimed
the star. “For instance, last week,
| while staging a scene in one of the
upper passes of Malibu Canyon, which
| called for my appearance at the wheel
lof a speeding automobile, I had s
| scare which I won't forget for some
time to come.

“Everything was set for the scene,
{and I started off in my big car. 1
| was just hitting high speed when an-
| other machine appeared ahead of me
|as if it had dropped from heaven; in
turning out I went too far. The earth
embankment began to slip under my
{ heavy wheels and it looked like I had
‘;driven for the last time. I managed
| to get my wheel over, and with a ful
| cylinder of gas charged broadside
{ back up the bank and into the other

i

| car. The traction of the front tires

was sufficient to pull me back to

| safety, and by a narrow squeeze I es-

| caped with considerable damsdge to

both machines, but without any

broken bones among the occupants ™
“Why, the very first morning 1 éot

into hot w I After getting up at

i 'clock and waiting arcend the

1e heavy fog to 1liit, we

finally got under way. In fact, I

under way’ to the extent of havin

courteous but imsistent moto

liceman stopsyme for ‘deing o

When 1 was arraigned b

court, it happened that

| proved to be a .warm, pers

of mine, and- while it was

dent that he wanted to

of my trouble, he presum

{ think up a technicality t

tify him in letti me

plaining to him that I was

sible for the speed of the ce
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sigh of

dismiss
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Of courre, it iz a trife raying, never
i th, that merit is

long run.

why Hobart
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t wonld jus-
Op ex-
respon-
— as [
t driving—he heaved a great
relief and pronounced the case
3

ne which of them was
omr the services of Jane No-
vak in their respective pi
7er since her adve
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{ for some seasons

figure through its
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Stair, its senior partner, began hi
eer in theatricals as the produ

{ & farce called “A Barrel of Money

{
I

1890. He is today many times a mil-
lionaire and is the controlling owner

{ of the Detroit \Free Press and the De-

‘troit Journal
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