| out in brown color
ar of the floor, are of

woven splint, with
ely varnished. Thoy

NDOW.
.00 each.

CO., LTD.

ABLE

ared to state at this time.
. Velour Hats
’s Hats

[hey simply can't resist
i

it of the newest
ARLY SPRING 4

® NnOW wearing.

s Limited

EEE

AN A A A A A A

VER THE HOUSE

ned warmth that's smoke-
1expensive with the y

OIL HEATER y

iddies in these chilly mornings is a
you can carry it from room to room,
cheery, economical warmth.
trouble to clean or light.

1g January, February and March.

Fither Sid.

Sins S
CLOSE AT 6 P.M,

ANUARY CLEARANCE SALE OF
en’s and Boys’ Winter

Overcoats
STILL GOING ON.

This sale Involves every Overcoat
our stocks. Extraordinary values
» being offered.
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The Correspondence School Deteckatiy

By ELLIS PARKER BUTLER

e's Latest Adventures %

V.—FOUR TUFTS OF GOLDEN HAIR

Philo Gubb, the Correspondence Schiool
Deteckative, Has a “Hunch.”

(Copyright, 1917, by the McClure
g& Newspaper Syndicate.)

t was my confrere, the eminenti no-
velist and sociologist Rupert Hughes,
who is one of his recent studies of life
and crime in New York, brought strik-
ingly to the attention of the reading/
viorld the fact long known to the go-
lice that the hand of a munrdered man
continues after death to grasp in a
grip of steel whatever is in his hand
at the moment of death. In arrang-
{fag for publication the hundreds of
remarkable cases in which the phen-
omcnal detective ability of Philo Gubb
the peper-hanger-detective and gradu-
ate of the Rising Sun Detective Bur-
enu's Correspondence School of Deteo
ting, has been ~uccessfully employed,
I had quite forgotten the case of
Peter Hodder, and it might have been
lost entirely had not the remarkable

eoincidence of the tufts of hair
brought it back into my mind.
As in the ocase recited by Mr.

Hughes, Peter Hodden was found dead
with tufts of hair clasped between his
fingers in a vise-like gnip. Except for
this coincidence, the two cases were
entirely dissimilar.

At 3 o’clock on the morning of Juns
7, Philo Gubb was stretched out on
his folding-bed in his office on the sec-
ond floor of the Opera House Block,
sleeping soundly. He had had a har
day. From 8 ‘n the morning until 6
in the evening he had been at work
Miting mica seroll ceiling paper on
rs. Gidding's dining-room. The hand-
icap under which he worked rendered
the job especially tiresome. Mrs. Gid-
dings had aranged to give a party to
the minister of the United Brethren
Church that evening, and during the
provious night the plumbing in the
batnroom amove the dining-room be-
gan to leak. When she entered the
dining-room in the morning, the ceil
ing was spotted and plotched and quite
unfit to be over the heads of the best
veople of the United Brethren congre-
gatlon, so she sent for Philo Gubb
imr.ediately. A glance at the ceiling
was enough to assure Philo Gubb that
fie ¢culd not complete the joh before 7
ociock in the evening, and as this
wou.d not give Mrs. Giddings time to
repiace the carpet and rehang the pic:
tures if they were taken down, she
insisted that Philo Gubb work without
d.sturbing the contents of the room.
The censequence was that Philo Gubb
spent the entire day with his face
tarned toward the ceiling while he
screped off the damp paper, gave the
celiing a coat of waterproof solution
and hung the new mica scroll.

The result of this was that Philo
Gubb, when he fell asleep, dreamed he
wa3s hanging mica scroll ceiling paper
or. the blue vault of heaven, and he
lay with his head thrown back and
his mouth wide open and snored loud-
1v and violently. At 3 o'clock in the
ricraing he was dreaming he had but
half finished the job, and that an
a'arm clock was apt to ring any min-
ute nrotifying “m that the time had
come when Mrs. Giddings would want
him to vacate the earth. Under the
presence of this dream, Philo Gubb
waved his hands spasmodically in the
air and snored more loudly than be-
fore. Thus the telephone bell in his
oflice rang thre times before he heard
it. The first two times he thought it
was Mrs. Gidding’s warning alarm
ciock.

The moment Philo Gubb became

aware that the telephone bell
ringing, he leaped from his bed
umbled out. He was not yet ful-
wake.
“Yes, Mrs. Giddings,” he explained
liastily as he put the receiver to his
ecr, “I'm almost through. I've got to
give the Milky Way a coat of water-
proof—"

“Oh, Mr. Gubb! Is that you, Mr,
Gubb?” a voice in the telephone cnied
in such a tone of anguish that Philo
jmumediately came to his semses,

“Tlds is [” he answered. “Whom s
it to whom I am speaking to?”

“Mr. Gubb,” cried the voice, “please
come at once! This is Flora Wix. I'm
in awful trouble. I'm arrested for
murder. At Mr. Peter Hodder's house,
458 West Eighth street. Please, please
come.”

All steepiness was instantly banish-
ed from Mr. Gubb’s system. He was
the keen, alert graduate of the Rising
Sun Correspondence School of Detect-
ing in twelve lessons.

“I'll come immediately at once,” he
ancwered. “In what kind of disguise
had I better come in?”

“Oh, come just as you are. Come
quickly!” cried the volce, and Philo
Gubb heard the receiver snap on the
hook at the other end of the line. He
snappel on the electric light and look-
ed down at his bare legs gravely. Mr.
Gubb had not yet acquired the paja-
ma hebit, and while advice from the
scene of the murder was undoubtedly
valuable, he hesitated. It was evident,
even to Philo Gubb, that a mere night-
shirt was never intended as a com-
plete detective disguise. Had this
been so, one would have been listed
in the Rising Sun Bureau's catalogue
of masquerade costumes and disguises
for detectives. It would have appear-
ed a8 “No 78—Gentlemen’s Night Cos-
tume—$1.00,” and no such disguise
was listed. For a minute Philo Gubb
hesitated in distress; then he quickly
made up his mind. The striking fea-
ture of his present costume was his

ly

bare-leggedness, and he turned to his
wall and took down from its hook Dis

guise No. 43, Scotch Highlander. In
this his bare calves remained, as be-
fore, and yet he was more comfortably
clad for a trip in the cool morning air.
He siang the accessory of the costume
(Bagpipes, No. 66) over his shoulder,
tucked the pamphlet containing Les-
son VI, Murder Mysteries and Their
Solution, under his arm and hurried
down to the street.

Peter Hodder's home was a lonely
dwelling, although in a fairly well set-
tled part of Eighth stret. Its lomely
character was due mainly to the fact
that it was set well back from the
atreet in a yard containing much
shrubbery. This partly concealed the
house from the street, The yard in
which the house stood was wide and
edged on either side by tall, unclipped
Ledges, and the rear "twas prot
by a tall board fence. If privacy had
been what Peter Hodder had sought,
he would have had it; but he had not
rente. the old place for this reason,
but because, on account of the dilapi-
dated condition of the property, the
rent was Jow. Peter Hogdder had no
income whatever.

On the other hand, it was no mys
tery l'ow the rest was paid. Mrs. Hod
der paid it.

Mr:. Peter Hodder—her name was
Angeline—was a woman of warm tem-
per and of no mean executive bility.
As a girl she was reputed the hand-
somest creature in Riverbank, her
large blue gyes, creamy complexion
and deep red hair combining to give
her a striking Titian effect. After she
married Mr, Hodden, she became even

more beautiful, for her slender girlish |

ame  splendidly  statuesque.
vas a forceful, dummcunng Wo-
man and would undoubtedly have been

one of the secial leaders had Mr. Hod-
der chosen to supply the needed mon-
ay for gowns and household matters;
but

r. Hodder did not choose. He
a gay, handsome loafer, and per-
aps that is the best that can be said
of  hinw. It fell to Angy Hodder to
earn money for their support.

The means 2 adopted were char-
acteristic. She had beauty and gracve
nd a wonderful complexion, and she
n by selling a fake beauty lotion
—pnrchased by the gross in Roches-
ter, New York—to her friends. Little
by little her ambition grew, and she—
taking advantage of the recipes in the
newspapers-——began putting up her
own beauty preparations. In a short
while she had a complete array, from
ve to scalp ointment. Then her
on took a bound. She went to
po and took a course in facial
age, and when she returned, she
a modest sign in front of the
zht street house: “Mme Angeline's
an Beauty Parlors.”
This was all very well, and she soon
had regular customers patronizing her.
To render the constant presence of

WL il
\, ! gl Vg 77
Loriitay Zisea -

wrote to @#n agency in Chicago and
appealed for a helper who could do
any of the beautifying things she
could already do and some she could
not That was how Flora Wix came
to be a member of the hosehold,

In her way—although she used
strong perfumes to excess—Flora Wix
was as heartful as Angy Hodder, Like
Mre, Hodder's her eyes were blue, but
of a deeper shade; perhaps slate is
nearcr the color. Her complexion was
pearly white rather than ivory. Her
hair was golden yellow and bassy,
and she was of the voluptuous type.
There is no doubt that Peter Hodder
fell immediately and deeply in love
with her. In two months his life was
a misery. Flora Wix seemed to have
claimed his affections as her own by
right of conquest, ama Angy Hodder
quite naturally set up a prior claim
Padgered by the two women, he sim-
ply threw up hig hands and fell in
love with a little dark person who pa-
tronized the beauty parlors, one of the
lively widows of the town.

When Philo Gubb arrived at th
Hodder dwelling, none.of this was
Xnown to him. What he saw was a
group of excited men and women on
the lawn before the hous
carrying lanterns v
of dawn already rendered
. ary.
of them saw himl and whispered:
*Philo Gubb! Here comes the detec-
tive!” And the circle made a path for
him to pass through.

The body of Peter Hodder lay on the
gress. face upward,

*‘No use, Gubb,” said Policeman Mur-
phy, who was guarding the body. “You
ire too late. All over but the shout-
in' as I may say. We've got the
murderer,”

“Tc whom do you refer to?”
£hilo Gubb.

“That there blond manicure lady,
Flcra Wix,” said Mr. Mury . “Thera
aint no doubt about it. She done it.’

“You aint got no objections that I
make a small examination of the
corpse, have you?”’ asked Mr. Gubb,
depositing his bag-pipe on the gr
“Sometimes the deteckatives investi
gate deeper into the insides of cases
thar the police aim to do.”

*Go as far as vou like aid Murphy
genially. “Stand back, you there, and
give the cillybrated detective room to
detot! You'll take note,” he added, to
Philo Gubb, “of them four strands of
Lair in the fist of the late gentleman.”

Piilo Gubb got down on his hands
and knees to see the better. The left
hand of the late Mr. Hodder was clasp-
ed so-tightly that no effort could pos
sibly remove them. Mr. Gubb seated
himself cross-legged beside the cornse
and raised the hand so that he might
examiue the hairs,

“May I remove these hairs so I can
examine into them more closer?” he
sked

"Taint allowed,”
‘Chief won't have it.”

Phile Gubb leaned forward and ex
amined the front of Mr. Hodder
shirt, where a blackened wound was
stained with blood.

Here's the gun that did it,” said
¥, ‘His own gun, the lady
says. One cartridge exploded. That's
all we don't feel sure about yet—w

ther he was goin’ to kill her and

®

them
1i un-

As he approached, some

e

asked

said Murphy.

iy

got it away from him, or whether she

W
220107

“Well, ye haven't found out anything, | guess, Mr. Gubb?"
he said.

Peter Hodder less obnoxious to her
trade, Angy made him a sort of door-
keeper, and it cannot be said that he
resented this. The handsome ne'er-do-
well found great pleasure in receiving
the lady customers. He felt sure all
of them admired him, and some of
them did. Angy, who still' loved her
useless partner, felt many jealous
pengs on his account, but she felt it
was safer to have him at home than
roaming the streets, There were oc-
casivns when she had actually caught
him flirting, that she gave him a very
rough piece of her mind.

But the "business grew, and Angy

stole it out of his bureau.”

“Who stole it?” asked Philo Gubb.

“This here Flora Wix woman-—the
blood woman.” He told what he
knew of Flora Wix and of her com-
ing to the beauty house as a helper,
He explained that Mr. Hodder had
been a “‘pretty gay fellow, you under-
stand,” and that he had “had a mash
on this Flora girl until he gave her
up for another woman—"and we
don’t want to mix her name up in it.
You go in and talk to Mrs. Hodder,
and che'll give it to you straight,” said
Murphy.

felt the necessity of an assistant. She,

Mr. Gubb gently replaced the hand
on the grass, and arose. He was stift
from sitting so long in that cross-leg-
ged position, and he hobbled as he
waiked. In gpite of their reverence for
his detective talents, one or two of
the crowd laughed.

“Always goL to have on his little
disguise,” said Murphy good-naturedly.
“But disguises never done nim any
good yet. Little bit simple minded, 1
guess. Well, Gubb's disguises sort af
make old Riverbank picturesque now
and then.”

“But he does detect things, doesn't
he?” come one asked.

“Him?"” said Murphy scornfully. “He
1ever detected nothin’. He goes te
=leep and falls over 'em—that’s the
only way he ever detects anything.

Pailo Gubb went into the house.
Every room seemed to have a light in
. for the police were still searching
heuse for such corroborative evi-
dence as they might find. In the din:
ing:room Flora Wix sat, her wrists in
Lhacdeuffs and two of the police force
of Riverbank standing at the chair-
back Her wonderful yellow hair hung
about her face, and ler eyes were red
with weeping. Lawyer France sat in
a chair facing her. But what first
caught the keen, birdlike eyes of the
paper hanger-detective was a gap in
the gclden hair that hung at the side
of the face of Flora Wix. Here strands
of Lair, equal in amount to the four
tufts that were held by the dead man,
were missing. It was evidence that
could not be concealed when her hair
was hanging loosely. No doubt that
was why her hair now hung about her

face—the police had required it to
Aang so.
“Ah, Gubb!” exclaimed Lawyer

France, as he saw the detective and
Flora Wix looked up. There a sor-
rowful appeal in her eyes. W, you
cops get out of this room,” the law-
yer continued. “Gubb and I want to
talk to my client. We'll be respon-
sible for her. And now, Miss Wix,"
he d, when tfie police had gone®
“you kad better tell Mr. Gubb every-
thing you know about the case.”

‘{ don't kmow anything about it at
all,” said Flora Wix

“rpat’s all she'll say,” complained
the lawyer. “I don't see how I'm go-
irg to work to-win her case if she'll
say rothing but that’

“You don’t know nothing at all
about any of what happened?” asked
Philo @ubb. *“A deteckative has to
have & clue to go to work onto,
Wix. Where was you when this murd-
er come on to happen?”

“I2 bed. I think I.was in bed,” she
said She twisted her hands togeth-|
jer rervously. I think I was in bed and |
' asleep.” '
d then what happened?”
hat's all I know,” said Flora Wix |
“Then something—I don’t k
wakened me, and I tried to go to|

=

ep again. Chen two policemen
ame into my rcom:. Ome said, “"He
e is. She's playing she’s

and the other put his hand on n
houlder and told me I was arrested.
I wasn’t out of my bed all night
unless—"

“Unless w ' asked the lawyer.
“Uale: 1 walked in my sleep,” s
Flora Wix. Could I get up in
sleep and kill him and not know any-
thing about it?
‘It would b

|

a very poor defense,”

said lawyer ce gravely. “I don't
think we could get away with that
at all.”

“] presume you are acquainted with
the knowledge that some of your he
is pulled out and is into the fingers ot
the dead cory ain’t you?” asked Mr. |
Gubb.

“Yes, I know?” she moaned. G
can't explain it And my dress
street dress—is torn. 1 ecan't exp
that. I can't explain anything—I ¢
think! Oh, 1 hope I didn't do it.
hope I didn’t do it!”

She broke down, utterly and wept,
and lawyer France shook his head at
Philo Gubb.

“We can

I n‘l o

vot nothing more of any
value from 1 now,” he said. “She’s
in no shape to talk with. Have you
secn Mrs. Hodder?”

‘I khaven't proceeded into
tent of my igation yet,”
paper-hanger-detective.
e, see Lher now,” said Mr. France
rather meaningly. “I'm afraid this is
a case where we'll have to make a ple
of the unwritien law, This girl's i
is all right—deny everything until r;w;
case comes to trial; but I tell you,
Gubb a thousand detectives couldn't
change the ks of this affair. The
way I'll han the case will be to
admit the killing and attempt a justi-

that ex-
said th

she murdered him to

ked Philo Gubb.

death?"

“1 think nothing!” said Lawyer
France. “I'm her lawyer. You see
Mrs. Hodder. It will save your time

Mrs. Hodder, when Philo Gubb

found her, scemed as near collapse as
Flora Wi wnd this was not surpris-
ing so soon after the awful event of
the night. As Philo Gubb entered in
his full highland disguise and with his
bugpipe over his shoulder, she gave a
cry of amazement. But this was not|
to be wondered at. She may have|
thovght he meant to play “The Camp-|
bells Are Coming,” or some other Jaun-t
ty Sccteh air, and this would have
h‘ec-n enough t0 amaze anyone so late-
ly mede a widow by such a tragedy as
had occurred last night. One of the
circle of friends around her calmed
her fear and told her who Philo Gubb
w She laughed hysterically.

“I came dressed into this disguise,”
said Philo Gubb, “so I could start into
deteckating without delay. In the de-
teckative trade a few minutes of time
somctimes amornts to more or less. |
presume you are the widow of the late
defunct corpse?”

Mrs. Hodder bowed her head and
wept. When she had recovered a lit-

In
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