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In the dining room Flora Wix sat, her wrist s in handcuffs.

Ho stood looking at Mrs. Hodder 
tLoughUfully. He was going over 
ti e facts as he had heard them, one 
by cue, trying to recul) the exact in
structions as given in the series of 
Correspondence School lessons and 
wonat ring if he had omitted anything 
important. With the gesture of a vain 
•and beautiful woman, Mrs. Hodder put 
up her hand and felt of her hair, pat
ting it as a woman will.

’Do you wish to know 
else?" she asked nervously.

"No’m—or, yes "in. id like to see 
the loom Miss Flora Wix slept into, 
said Mr. Gubb.

".Niary, will show him?" asked Mrs.
Kotider, and her friend opened the 
door in the rear of the room. Be
tween the two rooms was a toilet-room 
with a wash basin and a foot tub. On 
ti e other side of the closet-like room 
was another door, and Mary opened 
this Here was a large bedroom, bat 
it was unoccupied, being fitted up as 
a manicure and hair-dressing 
Beyond this again was a door, and 
this door Mary also threw open* re
vealing Flora Wix’s bedroom, with the 

He was always fond of wo- tumbled bed. The bed-covers lay 
half upon the floor as they had fallen 
when Flora had been made to get out 
of be a by the police. Mr. Gubb glanc
ed about the room. There was noth
ing of any importance to be seen, and 

She he turned away.
"Is that all, Mr. Gubb?” asked tne 

woman called Mary.
“I guess that will be all at the pres

ent moment of time," said Mr. Gubo.
“Before working into the cuso any j purses—of fur. but was of plaid like 
furthermore. I'll probably go heme and his kilt. The proper antique effeot 
charge Into a different sort of dis
guise and get some breakfast to eat.
1 m much obliged to you fpr all the 
trouble you've *aken.”

“Quite welcome,"
we can do anything else to help you, 
you may be sure we will Do you 
think Flora did it?” ^

’ Deteckatives as a rule don't ex
press no opinions fo what they think, ’

if you wouldn’t mind telling me 
what you known as to regards of this 
case, Ma'am,” he said, “It would save 
me time."

Mrs. Hodder and her friends were in 
Mrs. Hodder's bedroom, which fronted, 
on the lawn where the dead husband 
lay As if to shut out the scene, the 
shades of the two front window's were 
drawn down. Mrs. Hodder hesitated.

“I—I've told It so often tonight." she 
sa:d. and laid her head in her hand. 
■ Peter—that's my husband—was out 
late. I went to bed early and slept 
and some time in the night I was 
awakened. The window xvas open 
and there were voices coming from 
the lawn under my window—angry 
voices—Peter's voice and—and a wo
man's voice.”

"To whom did the woman’s voice 
belong to?” asked Mr. Gubb.

‘To Flora Wix.” said Mrs. Hodder 
faintly.

"And what was they being angry 
about’”

"She—she was accusing him," said 
Mrs. Hodtier. "Oh, 1 hate to say this 
about my poor husband, but he did 
flirt!
men. I—before 1 got used to it, it 
used to break my heart! When Flora 
came—it was awful for a while ! 
And then—then I became hopeless; I 
gave him up; I know he did not love 
me any longer. But Flora—” 
hesitated. ‘There was another .wo
man,” she continued, "and Flora was 
Jealous. And last night—oh. I can t 
toll it.”

“Go on, Ma'm. please,” said Philo 
Gubb soothingly.

Last night when he came home, 
Fiera must have been Availing for him 
down there, and they quarreled. It 
awakened me, and I ran to the win
dow They were fighting, but it was 
so dark I could not see them well. 
The3' were struggling. Then I heard 
Flora scream and a shot —a dull shot. 
And

reached Main Street they had give» 
him a .now name.

They began with ‘‘Skinny Legs,'* 
a id Mr. Gubb tried to draw his kilt 
below his knees, but before Mr. Gubb 
turned in at the door of the Opera 
Iiouso Block, they were hooting. 
‘‘Hairy Legs- Why don’t yoi^gei a 
Si.i'vt?” There were twenty of th# 
boys' by this time, and Mr. Gubb went 
v.p t!vc stairs of the Opera 
Block with combined 
1 aste. A passing lady stopped to see 
what the lads were interested in, and. 
Philo Gubb, painfully aware of tae 
shortness of his kilts, climbed the 'asi 
few steps with his bagpipes held be
hind him as a temporary screen for 
the nakedness of his lower extrem
ities V* nen he reached the safety 
oi bis room, he closed and locked the 
door. He seated himself on the edge 
of his bed and stared down at his 
caive resentfully. There was no 
question that, in this foreshortened 
viéw, they wore extraordinary hirsute.

Then, suddenly, he bent forward and 
ran his hand along his left calf. He 
raised his left foot to his right knee 
and examined his calf closely. For a 
spot almost as large as his hand, 
.the otherwise black hairs were yell 
lvw—golden yellow! It surprised him. 
He had never known lie was mottled 
like a coach dog. He was about to 
l'jok at the other calf when his eye 
caught a glimpse of the sporran that 
hung from his belt. This sporran, a 
part of his Highland costume, was 
not—like most of die ancient Scotch

dignity andanything

was secured by a fringe of black 
.goat’s hair And now a remarkable 
thing seemed to bave happened to 
this fringe It was no longer all 
black. In places, particularly on the 
edges, the goat's hair was yellowy- 
gulden yellow!

Mr. Gubb stared at this stupidly for 
a full minute. His astounded brain 
actually refused to accept the signifi- 

said Philo Gubb. -but 1 car. say for a I ot Ule f,ct silicon scion»
«sort to the press, or anybody, that I was shoetmg. He looked up. 
progress Is proceeding rapidly onto ; 3aoel. h!s head arci s.ghed. 
the case in hand." Snob a sort ot thing rouldnt no.

I Wise happen to be, he aald. No, __ 
couldn't! It ain't right. It ain't de- 
teckating.”

He removed his Highland costume, 
but attain and again as he undressed 
and dressed again—he chose the Cow
boy Cos-tumo. No. 22, because it cov
ered his logs rot only with troue era 
but with thick, hairy chap«—he pana 
ed and studied the fringe of the spor-

said Mary, “and .f

Mrs. Hodder fell forward in her 
chair. Philo G-ubb thought she had 
fainted, but she raised her head.

‘My salts!" she ga-ped, extending 
her hand, and one of the women hur
ried to the dresser and picked up a 

Philo Gubb, eager to be of
It was, had 'Mary known, it, the 

same as saying that Philo Gubb (not 
lor ♦lie first time in his life) avus utter- 
lv at sea. Everything pointed to 
Flora Wix as the murderer. Her jeal
ousy was ample motive, and Para
graph 4 oi Lesson VI of the Rising 
t'un Detective Bureau's Correspon
dence Course of Detecting laid great 
stress on the motive. The four tufts 
of hair in Mr. Hodder’s hand and the 
four strands missing from Flora Wix s 
head, formed a remarkably plain 
clue, and Paragraph 7 of Lesson VI in
sisted on the importance of such clues 
as buttons caught on bushes, scraps 
of w< uring-apparel material and bits 
of 1 air.
to do any detecting that would bene
fit Flora Wix, and Philo Cuibb tuck
ed his bagpipe under his arm and left 
the house sadly. Although he would 
not have admitted it, lie did not knoAv. 
a* hat to do next. His plans, as he 
left the house, wore so vague that they 
consisted of but two items: to go 
ii ime and reread Lesson VI and to 
get into a different disguise.

As he passed through the gate into 
the street, a half dozen small boys, 
wildly excited by the sight of the 
Highland costume and the bagpipe, 
ran along beside him. At first they 
Avere rather awed by Mr. Guibb's gor
geousness, but before they had follow
ed him (.wo blocks, Avhen their urgent 
requests of "Say, Mister, play us a 
tune!" had been ignored utterly, they 
became boyishly personal in their re
mark* "Hey Look a.t Ills legs!” they 
cried joyfully, and before Mr. Gubb

b.Htle
assistance, put out his hand for the 
bottle, and the woman slipped it into 
his hand.

“Not that!” cried Mrs. Hodder with 
sudden anger. "Put that bottle away! 
Mary, put it In ray dresser-drawer! 
Such—My salts are in the blue bot
tle!” With each examination, his r» 

luctauce to take adx-nntage o<f a stylé 
of delecting not set forth in the Oor- 
rvspondence School Lessons, because

Philo Gubb glanced at the bottle in 
his hand and held it toward the wo
man called Mary. She took it and so 
she turned, showed it to one ot" the 
other women and smiled meaningly. 
Some of Mrs. Hodder's toilet prepar
ations men were not supposed to 
know existed.

"Ana after the shot?” asked Philo 
Gubb when Mrs. Hodder had taken 
tAvo whiffs of her smelling salts.

"After the shot, 1 stood in fear. 1 
I heard Flora steal

' X tic tockative has got to detect, no 
mate v how he does his deteeikating.- 
he fi.id stubbornly at length. "A clue 

a clue whether It’s onto the detect» 
alive or where it ought to me. A clue 
is a clue even if it is onto the disguise 
a oeleckative put on after the crime 
was over and through with 
right, and it ain't according to rules, 
but that pocket-book is a clue wheth
er 1 want :-t to be or hot. And my legs 
is clues. I guets this Is the first oc
casion of time into the whole history 
of the Avorld where a detecaative’s 
legs was a clue to the case he was 
working unto, but I can’t help it. If 
my legs is clues and that belt pocket* 
bo'-k is a clue, I’vev got to follow 
them even if 1 have to take them 
with me.”

It seefiied almost hopeless

It ain't
could not move, 
into the house and into her room, and 
l did not dare move. And then—then 
—when I thought of poor Peter lying 
there beloAv me, I—I ran out. And 
he was dead!”

Again she let her head fall forward.
‘ Yes, Ma'am,” said Philo Gubb, ner

vously, ‘‘Did —did you hear Avhat Flora 
and tiie late deceased was talking 
about?”

"She was angry with him because 
he was paying so much attention to 
another woman, said Mrs. Hoddor. 
“tih- was mad, it seemed to me, with 
jealoupy.”

"Yes, Ma’am," said Philo Gubb 
again. "I• guess she was sore at him, 
wasn't she?”

It was admitted that following one's 
OAvn legs seems at first a difficult task, 
but it must be remembered that Philo 
Grbb was speaking figuratively. On

vantag
hand, it is, in a way, ad* 

s' to have one’s clues a port 
t Continued on pegs
:Z
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Mr. Gubb gently replaced the hand 
on the grass, and arose. He was stilt 
from sitting so long in that cross-leg
ged position, and he hobbled as he 
walked. In spite of their reverence for 
his detective talents, one or two of 
the crowd laughed.

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

“But he does detect things, doesn’t 
he?" some one asked.

“Him?” said Murphy scornfully. "He 
i.ever detected nothin'. He goes to 
sleep and Halls over 'em—that’s the 
only way he ever detects anything.

Phik) Gmbh went into the house. 
Every room seemed to have a light in 
it. for the police were still searching 
the house for such corroborative evi
dence as they might find. In the din
ing room Flora Wix sat, her wrists in 
handcuffs and two of the police force 
of Riverbank standing at the chair- 
back Her wonderful yellow hair hung 
about her face, and her 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 golden hair Huit hung at the side 
of the face of Flora Wix. Here strands 
of hair, 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 
wxs hanging loosely. No doubt that 
was why her hair now hung about her 
face—the police had required it to 
bang so.

"Ah, Gubb!” exclaimed Lawyer 
France, as he saw the detective and 
Flora Wix looked up. There was a sor
rowful appeal in her eyes. "Now, 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 said, when tfie police had gon<f 
"you had better tell Mr. Gubb every
thing you know about the case.”

"1 don’t know anything about it at 
all. said Flora Wix.

“Tnat’s all she'll say.” complained 
the lawyer. T don't see how I’m go- 
irg to Avork to-win her case if slhe'li 

nothing but that.”
Y.ou don't know nothing at all 

about any of what happened?" asked 
Philo Gubb. "A deteckativc has to 
have a clue to go to work onto, Miss 
Wix. Where was you when this murd
er come on to happen?”

"In bed. I think I was in bed,” she 
said She twisted her hands togeth
er nervously. I think I was in bed and 
asleep."

"And then what happened?”
‘That's all I know,” said Flora Wix 

"Then something—I don’t know Avhat 
—awakened me, and I tried to go to 
sleep again. Then two policemen 
came into my room. One said, "Here 
she is. She's playing she's asleep," 
and the other put his hand on my 
shoulder and told me I was arrested. 
I wasn’t out of my bed all night— 
unless—”

"Unless what?” asked the lawyer.
"Unless I walked in my sleep." said 

Flora Wix. "Could I get up in my 
sleep and kill him and not know any
thing about it?’

‘It would be a very poor defense,” 
said lawyer France gravely. "I don't 
think we could get away with that 
at all.”

“I presume you are acquainted with 
the knowledge that some of your hair 
is pulled out and is into the fingers of 
the dead corpse, ain’t you?" asked Mr. 
Gubb.

"Yes,
can't explain it. 
street dress—^ torn, 
that. I can't e-xplain 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 get nothing more of any 
value from her now,” he said. "She's 

talk with. Have you

know?” she moaned. "I 
And my dress—my 

" can't explain

do

in no shape to 
seen Mrs. Hodder?”

I haven't proceeded into that ex
tent of my investigation yet,” said the 
paper-hanger-detective.

"Then.see her now,” said Mr. France 
rather meaningly, 
a case where we'll have to make a pie 
of the unwritten law. This girl's idea 
is all right—deny everything until the 

comes to trial; but I tell you, 
Gubb a thou-and detectix-es couldn't 
change the looks of this affair.

I'll handle the case will be to

"I’m afraid this is

The
way
admit the killing and attempt a justi
fication.”

"You think she murdered him to 
death?" asked Philo Gubb.

T think nothing!” said Lawyer 
"I'm her lawyer. You see

Mrs Hodder. It will save your time.
Mrs. Hodder, when 

found her, seemed as near collapse as 
Flora Wix. and this was not surpris
ing eo soon after the awful event of 

As Philo Gubb entered in

Philo Gubb

the night, 
his full highland disguise and with his 
bagpipe over his shoulder, she gave a 
cry of amazement. But this was not 
to be xvondered at. She may liaxe 
thovglut he meant to play "The Camp
bells Are Coming.” or some other jaun
ty Scotch air, and this would have 
been enough to amaze anyone so late
ly made 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 

She laughed hysterically.
"I came dressed into this disguise," 

said Philo Gubb, "so I could start into 
deteckating xvithout delay. In the de- 
tcekative trade a few minutes of time 
sometimes amounts to more or less. I 
presume you are the widow of the late 
defunct corpse?”

Mrs. Hodder bowed her head and 
wept When she had recovered a lit
tle, Mr. Gubb proceeded.

V.-FOUR TUFTS OF GOLDEN HAIR felt the necessity of an assistant. She t 
Y/rofce to ifh agency in Chicago and 
appealed for a helper who could do 
any of the beautifying tilings she 
ecu Id already do and some she could 
not That was how Flora Wix came 
to be a member of the hosediold.

In her way—although she used 
strong perfumes to excess—Flora Wix 
was as heartful as Angy Hodder. Like 
Mrs. Hodder's her eyes were blue, but 
of a deeper shade; perhaps slate is 
nearer the color. Her complexion was 
Pearly white rather than ivory. Her 
hair was golden yellow and bass y, 
and she was of the voluptuous type. 
There is no doubt that Peter Hodder 
fell immediately and deeply in love 
with her. In two 
a misery. Flora 
claimed his affections as her own by 
right of conquest, aua Augy Hodder 
quite naturally 
Badgered by the 
ply threw up his hands and fell in 
love with a little dark person who pa
tronized the beauty parlors, one of the 
lively widoxvs of the town.

When Philo Gubb arrived at the 
Hodder dwelling, none of this was 
known to him. What he saw was a 
group of excited jnen and women on 
the lawn before the house; some of 
them carrying lanterns which the 
light of dawn already rendered un
recessary. As he approached, some 
of them saxv him and xvhispered:
■ Philo Gubb! Here comes Lite detec
tive!” And the circle made a path for 
him to pass through.

The body of Peter Hodder lay on the 
grass, face upxvard.

"No use, Gubb,” said Policeman Mur
phy, who was guarding the body. "You 
are too late. All over but the shout
in’ as I may say. We’ve got the 
murderer."

"Tc xVbom do you refer to?" asked 
Philo Gubb.

‘‘That there blond manicure lady, 
Flora Wix," said Mr. Murphy. “There 
ai at no doubt about it. Site done it. ’

“You aint got no objections that I 
make a small examination of the 
corpse, hax-e you?” asked Mr. Gubb, 
depositing his bag-pipe on the grass 
"Sometimes the dotecka lives investi 
gate deeper into the insides of cases 
than the police aim to do.”

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

Plitlo 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 corpse 
and raised the hand so that he might 
examine the hairs.

"May I remove these hairs so I can 
examine into them more closer?” he 
asked.

” 'Taint allowed,” said Murphy. 
‘‘Chief xvon't have it.”

Philo Gubb leaned forward and ex
amined the front of Mr. Hodder’s 
shirt, Where a blackened wound was 
stained with blood.

“Here's the gun that did it,” said 
Murphy, 
says.
all we don't feel sure about yet—whe
ther he xvas goin' to kill her and she 
got it away from him, or whether she

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

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

t was my confrere, the eminent no

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

P'-ter Hodder's home was a lonely 
dwelling, although in a fairly well set
tled part of Eighth stret. Its lonely 
character was due mainly to the fact 
that it was set well back from the 
street 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, undipped 
hedges, and the rear "Was protected 
by a tall board fence. If privacy had 
been what Peter Hodder had sought, 
he A\ould have had It; but lie had not 
rented the old place for this reason, 
but because, on account of the dilapi
dated condition of the property, the 
rent was low. Peter Hodder had no 
Income whatever.

On the other hand, it xvas no mys 
tery how the rest was paid. Mrs. Hod 
der paid it.

Mr.;. Peter Hodder—her name was 
A.igi line—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 eyes, 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 
body became splendidly statuesque. 
She was a forceful, domineering wo
man and would undoubtedly ha 
one of the social leaders had 
der chosen to supply the needed mon- 
ey for gowns and household matters ; 
but Mr. Hodder did not choose. He 
was a gay, handsome loafer, and per
haps that is the best that can be said 
of him. It fell to Angy Hodder to 
earn money for their support.

The means she adopted were char
acteristic. She had. beauty and grace 
and a wonderful complexion, and she 
began by selling a fake beauty lotion 
—purchased by the gross in Roches
ter, New York-to her friends. .Little 
by little her ambition grew, and she— 
taking advantige of the recipes in the 
newspapers—began putting up her 
own beauty preparations. In a short 
while sire had a complete array, from 
lip salve to scalp ointment Then her 
ambition took a bound. She went to 
Chicago and took a course in facial 
massage, and xvhen she returned, she 
hung a modest sign in front of the 
Eight street house: "Mme Angeline’a 
Parisian Beauty Parlors.”

This was all very well, and she soon 
had regular customers patronizing her. 
To render the constant presence of

%
veHst and sociologist Rupert Hughes, 
who is one of Ills recent studies of life 
and crime in Now York, brought strik
ingly to the attention of the reading; 
world the fact long knoxvn to the po
lice that the hand of a murdered man 
continues after death to grasp in a 
grip of steel whatever is in his hand 
at the moment of death. In arrang- 
lug for publication the hundreds of 
remarkable cases in which the phen
omenal detpettve ability of Philo Gubb 
the peper-hanger-deteotive and gradu
ate of the Rising Sun Detective Bur
eau's Correspondence School of Deteo 
ting, has been -uocessfully employed,
! had quite forgotten the case of 
Peter Hodder, and it might have been 
lost entirely had not the remarkable 
Coincidence of the tufts of hair 
brought it back into my mind.

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

At 3 o’clock on the morning of June 
7, Phik) Gubb xvas 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 hard 
day. From 8 ‘n the morning until G 
in the evening he had been at work 

Suiting mica scroll ceiling paper on 
^Irs. Gidding’s dining-room. The hand

icap under which he worked rendered 
the job especially tiresome. Mrs. Gid- 
dlngs had aranged to give a party to 
the minister of the United Brethren 
Church that evening, and during the 
previous night the plumbing in the 
babiroom amove the dining-room be
gan to leak, 
dining-room In the morning, the ceil
ing was spotted anil Blotched and quite 
unfit to be over the heads of the best 
people of the United Brethren congre
gation, so she sent for Philo Gubb 
immediately. A glance at the ceiling 
was enough to assure Philo G abb that 
he e< u'ld not complete the Job before 7 
o clock in the evening, and as (his 
would not give Mrs. Giddings time to 
replace the carpet and rehang the pic
tures if they were taken down, she 
Insisted that Philo Gubb work without 
d7.tjibing the contents of the room. 
The consequence was that Philo Gubb 
spent the entire day xvitih his face 
turned toward the ceiling while he 
scuvped off the damp paper, gave the 
celling a coait of waterproof solution 
and hung the new mica scroll. ,

The result of this xvas that Philo 
Gubb. when he fell asleep, dreamed he 
was hanging mica scroll ceiling paper 
or the blue "aulit of heaven, and he 
lay with his head throxvn back and 
his mouth wide open and snored loud
ly and violently. At 3 o’clock in the 
l ier.ung he xvas dreaming he had but 
half finished the job, and that an 
a'arm clock was apt to ring any min
ute notifying him 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 
office rang thre times before he heard 
It. The first two times he thought it 
was Mrs. Glddiutr’s warning alarm 
clock.

The moment Philo Gubb became 
djdmiy aware that the telephone bell 
xt^Es ringing, he leaped from his bed 
ana stumbled out. He was not yet ful
ly awake.

"Yce, Mrs. Giddings,” he explained 
hastily as he put the receiver to his 
ear, “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 cried 
in ouch a tone of anguish that Philo 
immediately came to his senses.

"Tl.ds Is I,” he answered. "Whom is 
it to whom I am speaking to?”

"Mr. Gubb,” cried the voice, "please 
came at once! This is Flora Wix. I'm 
in awful trouble. I’m arrested for 
murder. At Mr. Peter Hodder’s house, 
45$ West Eighth street. Please, please

All sleepiness was instantly banish
ed from Mr. Gubb's system. He was 
the keen, alert graduate of the Rising 
Sun Correspondence School of Detect- 

in twelve lessons.
Ill come Immediately at once,” he 

answered. "In what kind of disguise 
had I better oome in?”

“Oh, come just as you are. Come 
quickly!” cried the voice, and Philo 
Gubb heard the receiver snap on the 
book at the other end of the line. Ho 
sn&ppel on the electric light and look
ed down at Ms bare legs gravely. Mr. 
Gubb had not yet acquired the paja
ma habit, and while advice from the 
scene of the murder xvas 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

months his life was 
Wix seemed to have

set up a prior claim 
i two women, he sim-

Hodlve
Mr.

When she entered the

“His own gun, the lady 
One cartridge exploded. That’s

I8

as
11IJ v
v

E ''t'/hfé*',___

t lV/Z
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T Zb/l/h j v,ü* in///, V/
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“Well, ye haven’t found out anything, I guess, Mr. Gubb?” 
he said.

Peiter Hodder less obnoxious to her 
trade, Angy made him a sort of door
keeper, and it cannot be said that he 

led tills. The handsome ne'er-do-

stole it out of his bureau.”
“Who stole it?” asked Philo Gubb.
“This here Flora Wix woman—the 

blood woman." 
knew of Flora Wix and of her com
ing to tiie beauty house as a helper. 
He explained that Mr. Hodder had 
been a “pretty gay fellow, you under
stand,” and tliat he had “had 
on tills 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 f,lie’ll give ii to you straight," said 
Murphy.

well found great pleasure in receiving 
In Ibe Rising Sun Bureau’s catalogue I the lady cuatoraerà. He felt sure all 
of masquerade costumes and disguises 
for detectives. It would have appear
ed as “No 78—Gentlemen’s Night Cos
tume—$1.00,” and no sucfli 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 
bare-leggedness, and he turned to hie wall and took down from Its hook Dis*

He told what he

of them admired him, and some of 
them did. Angy, who still' loved her 
useless partner, felt many jealous 
peuigs on his account, but she felt it 
was safer to have him at home than 
roaming, the streets. There were oc
casions when she had actually caught 
him flirting, that she gave him a very 
rough piece of her mind.

But the business grew, and Angy
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ANUARY CLEARANCE SALE OF

Sen’s and Boys’ Winter 
Overcoats

STILL GOING ON.
rhis sale Involves every Oxrereoat 

stocks. Extraordinary values 
î being offered.
MEN'S BELTED ULSTERS AND 
IENCH COATS in soft combed 
ace cloths, fancy tweeds and mix
es, also black and dark and medium 
sy Melton Coats in “Chesterfield'’ 
le, extremely popular for business 
m of quiet tastes.
ercoats formerly $20.00, now $15.95 
.00 Coats, now . 

l.no Coats, now .
>.no Coats, now .
1.50 Coats, now .
>.00 Coats, now .
WERCOATS IN YOUTHS’ AND 
RGER BOYS’ SIZES — Naps and 
■ece Cloths, some with all a 
ts, others with belted backs. All 
est styles.
• GO and $10.00 Coats

.. 16.80 

.. 18.80 

.. 19.95 

.. 22.80 

.. 23.95

On sale at S$7.^
.00 and $12.50 Coats

On sale at $9
-00 and $13.50 Coats

On sale at $10.80
, 0° Coat3 ...................... noxv $11.95
■50 Coats........................now $13.20

ÎVERCOATS FOR LITTLE BO/8 
sizes from three to seven yearn.

are popular yoked and plaited 
les, with convertible and comfort- 
e butto 
ed as fol 
its that were $6.75

n-up collars. Big values of- 
illows :

On sale at $5 40 
... .. for $6.40
.......... for $7.60

............ for $7.95
.......... for $10.40

00 Coats
00 and |9.50 Coats
.00 Coats..............
.00 Coats..............
Sale in Men’s Clothing Dept, 

2nd Floor.

&dC7lr/àr!iàdx Jmarket SQUARE-

33 1-3 PER CENT.
DISCOUNT

>OLLARS’ WORTH OF 
'RICED.
3 1-3 per cent, lower than the 

garment.
OU
00, $26.00, $30.00 or $S$.7S.

Originally $216.00. 
Originally $225.0$.
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