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““That’s just precisely what
[$nto the book,” said Mr. Gubb
‘i;rleused; and he was &
this questioning when the door opened
&end Mr. Hablington entered the room.
{ Here let me interpolate that there
jare two methods of telling the exploits
lof great detectives. That most in use
[by writers of fiction is to state the
mystery, throw suspicion on a number
jof characters in the story and attempt
ito keep the reader in the dark until
{the final paragraph of the story. This
is well enough in fiction, but in w
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isire is to do Philo Gubb full just
,and in order to show the tremendous

e,

sometimes necessary
mystery at once. This is
method. In the first the re
the facts of the mystery
as the detective learns

second method, he follow
al in the commission of ti me and |
thus understands better why the de-|
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ment ap the mystery in order to give
due scope to his admiration for the|
marvelous acumen of the detective. I,
cannot do Philo Gubb full justice ex-
‘cept by using the second method.

Mr. Hablington was a small man.
His hair was white, but his face re-
tained & youthful rosiness in spite of
his many wrinkles and the long-healed
scars that marred it. Those scars
swere the result of the explosion of one
ichemical or another in his laboratory,
nd his hands bore similar scars.
‘here was also a jarge bare patch on
scalp in the midst of his white
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gladly willing to keep a cor-
rd of all the reports he re
to me, day by day,” said
And so it was arranged.
gton reading the way,
Mr, Gubb w down to Front street
to examine the premises where
Epaminondas was to watch the inter-
Hablington while the lat
n was in California.
ss factory was a small
standing alone on one
erwise vacant lot.
Four s p to the only door,
and at one side of these steps, in the
foundation wall, was a small barred
only source of light for
the cellar. These were five other win-
dows, one in front and two on each
side, and all of these were barred with
heavy iron ba The rear wall was
blank Mr. Hablington turned a key
in the lock i entered.

The interior of the factory was di-
vided into two part The front form-
ed a general manufacturing and pack-
ing room, and the back was Mr. Hab-
lington's experimental laboratory.
Here, under artificial light, were the
retorts and furnaces he used, as well
as the general paraphernalia of a lab-
oratory; but in one corner was a fairy
ly large brick vault or closet. This
closet was about six by six feet in

ize and solidly built of brick on all
The floor and ceiling Mr.
covered with sheet
steel, and the entrance door was of
steel, painted red. On the door was a
lock such as are used on bank vaults
and safes, opening by a combination;
but as if this were not enough protec-
tion, Mr. Hablington had a heavy iron
bar that could be padlocked across the
door, making it doubly secure. In this
vaultMr. Hablington kept his various
tasteless formulas. He opened the
door and showed Mr. Gubb that, at the
moment, it also contained forty or
fifty small wooden cases. That these
cases contained bottles was easily
seen, for they were not made of solid
boards, but of strips, with openings
between.

“There it is!” said Mr. Hablington.
“That's the Tasteless Tonic, all I've
got made of it yet. That's what 1 waut
watched, If thoee Riverbank Chem-
ical rascals got hold of one bottle of
that, they’'d analyze it and get my for-
mula as easy as falling off a log. And
up there on that shelf is my bunch of
formulag. It they got those, they'd
know as much as I do.”

“Those boxes don't look more than
overly strong te ship bottles into,”
suggested Mr. Gubb.
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lington; ‘;lml'\\'nun 1 get capital, I'm
going to invent a better shipping case.
I can do it if I put my mind to it. It
has to be an open case, for ventilation.
That Tasteless Tonic is a wonder, but
that's its one fault—it must have free
circulation of air around the bottles to
keep it from curdling That's why I
left that hole up there.”

Now, for the first time, Mr. Gubb’s
attention was directed to an open
space just above the closet door. It
was, in effect, a small transom win-
dow, intended 1o permit air to enter
the vault or closet, and Mr. Habling-
ton showed Mr. Gubb a few small
holes in the metal floor, well hidden ia
a far corner, well away from the cases
of Tasteless Tonic.
ot to have free circulation of air,™
1. “It curdles if it don't get it.”
hat afternonn Mr. Gubb led Epam-
ndas to the Tasteless factory, and
Epaminondas was a 'willing vietim.
The lessons Mr. Gubb had been giving
him had bored him exceedingly, and
the prospect of two months with noth-
ing to do but rest and eat filled his
fatty heart with joy. That was a
style of detecting that suited him ex-
actly.

Mr. Hablington, his valise already
packed, had made ample preparations
for Epaminondas. An extra-stout iron
couchsbed stood in front of the door
of the black closet in such a manner
that no one could approach the door
without moving the couch. An ample
supply of food stood on the floor in
cans and boxes. A pile of magazineg
had been thoughtfully* provided, and
Mr. Gubb had brought his file of the
| twelve correspondence lessons in de-
tecting. Mr. Hablington showed Bpa-
minondas that he could raise the sash
of one of the side windows in order
to get fresh air or to allow Mr. Gubb
to hand in any article he desired. It
was all satisfactory to Epaminondas.

Mr. Hablington had locked the black
closet and “thrown” the combination,
and no one knew the combination but
himself. The heavy iron bar was pad-
locked into place. Over the keyhole
of the padlock Mr. Hablington had
glued a piece of stout paper and had
impressed his thumb-print on this as
%@ seal. It was evidént that no one
could enter the dark closet. The small
transom was the only entrance avail-
able, and Epaminondas was three
times as large as the transom. Affter
seeing Ppaminondas nicely settled,
Mr. Hablington locked and bolted the
front and only door. Amn hour later
he took the train for California.

it was about nine o'clock that night
that Epaminondas heard a tapping on
one of the side windows. Since five
o'clock he had been eating steadily,
and now he put down a partly emptied
tin of sardines and went to the win-
dow. Outside he saw a face. Al
though Epaminondas did not know it,
it was the face of Mr. Perrykins, the
general manager of the Riverbank
Chemical © y. . Epaminond
opened the window.

“What do you want?” asked Epami-
nondas in his wheezy squeak.

“Say, boy,” said Mr. Perrykins, "are
you on watch fn this shop?™

“Yes,” wheezed Bpaminondas.

“Well, do you want to make a lot ot

money 7™

“No,” sald Ej ondas.

“You don‘t hey? Don’t want money?
You're a funny by! What do you
like, it you don’t like money?"

“Lemon pie,” said Epaminondas.

Mr. Perrykins hesitated for & mom-
ent.
“You wait here,” he said, then, “and
| T'll see-what I can do 1n the jemon ple

Outside he saw a face.

line.” tween bites of ple. “It's locked and
In a few minutes Mr. Perrykins re- | bolted.”

turned with a large lemon meringue| “Yes, but listen!” said Mr. Perry-

pie. kins. “There’s a hole above the iron

said as he handed it
iow, “now you know
who your frie are! We've heard of
you, boy. We've been wondering for
a long while what we could do to
make you the happiest boy in the
world. Ever hear of the Prevention
of Cruelty to Boyvs Society? No? Well,
I'm president of it. We gaw you were
not happy and we want to make you
happy. Would you like to have all the

“There!” h
through the w

door, isn’t there? A sort of transom?
You climb up and crawl through that
transom—"

“I'm too big,”
“I'm a fat boy.”

“Well, son, don’t you want to be a
thin boy?”

“No!” said Epaminondas positively.
“I like to be fat.”

“But wouldn’t you be willing to be
a thin boy for a while if you could
have ten thousand lemon pies after-
ward? Wouldn't you?
“I'd have to stop eating to be thin,”
id Epaminondas.

“Now, there’s where you'rp wrong!”
said Mr, Perrykins. “People used to
think that, but they know better now;

said Fpaminondas,

lemon pie you can eat as long as you
live?”
“Yos,” sa

Ipaminondas. Words
be the exact manmer in
this. The word ex-
s uttermost longing,
thered in pie, and was

%

wheezed and squeaked at the same|they can eat all they want, and thyy
time, grow thin at the same time.”
“Well, boy,” said Mr. Perrykins, “I don’t want to be thin. I'd have to

“that’'s just what the Society for Pre-| work. When I'm fat I just have to
vention of Cruelty to Boys wants to|eat. I'm too fat to work.”

give you. It wants to give you ten “But, listen-” said Mr. Perrykins
thousand pies just lke that one you|patiently. *“You won't have to work
have there. That's what a thousand|while you are in that shop. You can
dollars means—ten thousand - lemon | get thin while you are in that shop,
pies! And & ou have to do is get|and then you can get fat again before

us four or five bottles out of that brick
closet in the back room of this shop—
and any old papers you find lying
around on a shelf in the closet.”

“It’s locked,” said Epaminondas be-

you have to come out. You won't have
to work. Ten thousand lemon pies!
Think of that!”™

“How'd I do it?” said Epaminondas,
eating ple.

i

Then carefully he dropped bo ttle after bottle upon his iron

cot.
.

“If you go down oelmar,” said Mr.

Perryking, “and look around, you'll
find a lot of boxes, and some of
them are marked ‘Tasteless Antidfat

.’ All you have to do is drink
; of that with each meal™
“Does it taste bad?”’
“It doesn’t taste at all. It tastes like
good water. Will you do it?”
"How’lldll‘ got fat again?” esked

Epaminondas.
“Qh, you'll get fat again naturally?™
taughed Mr. Perrykins. “But if you

:

meat, you'll bet fat again in no time.™

“Does it taste bad?”

“It tastes fine! Just like water!
And for ten thousand lemon pies, re-
member! Here, where are you go-
ing?”

“Down ceBar,” said Epaminondas.

For the first two or three days of
Epaminopdas’s incarceration Mr. Gubb
visited him each morning, but after
that, being engaged on an interesting
job of paper-hanging as well ag a neat
bit of detective work, he received
Epaminondas's reports by telephone.
‘With the thought of tem thousand
lemon pies constantly before him,
Epaminondas drank Mr. Hablington’s
Tasteless Antifat with unremitting
faithfulness. It is not my intention to
advertise Mr. Hablington's produéts,
but it is only the truth when I say
that Epaminondas shrank like a dry-
ing sponge. The folds of fat seemed
to melt inside of his skin and disap-
pear as if by magic. In three weeks
he was so thin he resembled a col-
lapsed toy balloon stuck on a lead-
pencil, for his skin hung in folds. Re-
lieved of his weight, he felt like a
bubble of air; he felt as if he could
jump over a church without touching
the steeple.

At the end of four weeks Epaminon-
das was able to draw himself from the
fron cot up to the transom and then
wiggle through to the interior of the
black closet. He piled several of the
cases of Tasteless Tonic under the
transom and tossed Mr. Hablington's
formulas into the laboratory; then,
carefully, he dropped bottle after bot-
tle of the Tasteless Tonic through the
transom upon the mattress of his iron
cot. That evening when Mr. Perry
kins appeared with hisa lemon - pie,
Epaminondas was able to give him the
formulas and the bottles' of Tasteless
Tonic. Mr. Perrykins, in return, hamd-
ed Epaminondas one thousand dollars.
Mr. Perrykins was a rascal, but he
was, to this extent, honest.

“And now, you miserable renegade,”
he said, “you'd better get fat again
just about as fast as you know how!
I don’t know when Hablington will be
back, but I know his. Anti-thin doesn’t
compare with his Anti-fat and it you
wan- to get fat again, and want to
keep out of jail, you'l better fatten
up just about as quick as you know
how. If he comes back and finds you
thin, he'll murder you!”

Something in Mr. Perrykins’ words
and tone made Epaminondas feel that
Mr. Perrykins was not as friendly as
he had pretended to be.

“Aren't you going to bring me any
more lemon pies?” Epaminondas
whined.

“Not a —" Mr. Perrykins began, and
then thought better of it. “See here,
boy,” he said, “you and I have done
something the law don’t allow. We're
criminals now. We've gol to stand to-
bether and keep our 1nouths shut
about what we've done. Neither of
us must say a word. If they ask you
who got into that closet, tell them
you don't know. B2 stupid and don't
know anything about it. Just say no
one got into the closet. And as long
as it is safe, I'll bring you lemon pies.”

“All right,” said Epaminondas,

Then began one of the greatest
races against time that has ever been
known. For a few days—a week, per-
haps—it seemed as if Bpaminondas
had carried his fasthg too far and
had permaneatly thinned himself out,
but then he began to fill his loose skin
as a hot-water bettle fills when held
under a dribbling faucet. Ounce by
ounce he gained weight and he almost
deluged himself with Anti-thin. When
he felt it was safe to do so, Mr. Perry-
kins brought baked potatoes, sugared
cookies and other fattening food. The
stated time for Mr. Hablington's re-
turn approached, and’ Epaminondas ate
all day and most of the night, washing
dowan his food with Tasteless Anti-
thin. He reached his old weight! He
passed it! A day came when his
eyes were no more than slits in a
mass of adipose; the stout iron cot
creaked ominously when he lay om it.
That day Mr. Hablington returned.

Mr. Hablington stepped from the
train and hurried across the street to
his factory, unbolted the door and hur-
ried into the back room. On the iron
cot Epaminondas lay in a sound asleep
wheezing, peacefully. Mr. Hablington
was obliged to shake him several
times before Epaminondas awakened.
Then he sat up on the edge of the cot
and stared at Mr. Hablington.

“Everything -all right?” asked
Mr. Hablington.

“Yes, sir,” said Epaminondas sleep-
ilys :

Mr. Hablington laughed.

“Pll bet you've been asleep -ever
since 1 went away,” he said. “Havent

and Mr.: Ha laughed = again.

“Gubdb,,” cried Mr. Hablington, °
have been robbed! Bottles of Taste.
less Tonic hiave been stolen from my
closet, and my formulas are goue. The
Riverbank Chemical Company is at
the bottom of this, Gubb."”

‘Without a word, Philo Gubb walked
to the door of the dark closet.

“Was this here door of entrance in-
to the inside of this closet opened
up lke this when you came into thg
inside of this room?” he asked. l

“Open! I should say not!" e}
claimed Mr, Hablington. “I opened it
Just mow—opened it myself-—and it
bad not been tampered with since !
laft”

“Watson,” said Mr. Gubb to Bpamiu-
ondas, “who was in this room since
5’&1 ;hbllnxton_ went away from ou!

“Nobody,” wheezed Epaminondas,
nobody but me.”

“Are you positively sure and abso
lute in every manner of respect?” ask-
ed Mr. Gubb.

“Yes, sir,” said Epaminondas,

Mr. Gubb, following the directions
lald down in Lesson Two of the Ris
ing Sun Correspogdence Course of
Detecting, examined the interior and
exterior of the brick closet with min-
ute care.- He then examined the entire
interior of the laboratory and of the
outer room, every window and the en-
tire cellar, after which he went out-
side and examined the entire exterior
of the building. He questioned Mr
Hablington regarding the fromt door,
and when Mr. Hablington had assured
him that the front door had remained
¢ exactly as he had left it, the
mystery was complete.

The reader of this episode in Mr.
Gubb’s detective career knows how
the bottles of Tasteless Tonic and Mr.
Hablington's formulas got out of the

lington the mystery was beyond hyu
man comprehension. Here was a
locked building wtih every window
stoutly barred; inside was a fat boy
on guard over a brick vault which hac
@ steel door that was locked and
barred and had mtever been opened
since Mr. Hablington locked it last
The fat boy was three times too large
to go ghrough the small transom over
the locked metal door. It had beeu ut.
terly impossible for anyome to enter
the building, and equally . impossibie
for the fat boy to enter the vault, and
yet the vault had been entered and its

dark closet; to Mr, Gubb and Mr. H.m‘k

contguts partially removed. The im
possible had happened! It is such
situations that make ys gasp with

amazement when we read the opening
paragraphs of detective fiction.

Mr. Hablington, seeing .= Mr. Gubb
meant to give the case proper atten-
tion, hurried out of the factory. He
Was unable to rest until he had dis-
covered whether the Riverbank Chemi-
cal Company had taken advantage pf
the crime to put on the market a taste
less tonic; and he had but to walk
the Riverbank Chemical Company’s
factory to see that his fears were only
too well grounded. From the side door
of the factory great trucks were being
loaded with skeleton cases, each of
which bore the words Riverbank
Water-Taste Tonic. The Riverbanik
Chemical Company had stolen My
Hablington's formula and had, to use a
trade term, “rushed things and hoggead
the market.” Henceforth Mr. Hablin
ton's Tasteless Tonic if he put it ou
the maket, would be but a substitute,
a thing to be scorned. We are sorr,
for Mr. Hablington, but we are more
interested in Mr. Gubb.

“Watson,” said Mr. Gubb to Epam -
nondas @as soon as they were alone,
“to you; without the smallest question
of doubt, this looks like an unfathom-
able mystery that can't be discovered
out in no possible munner of means,
don't it?”

“Yes sir,” wheezed Epamin:
“Well, it aint,” said Mr. B
a deteckative mind, a case HE®'X

don’t present no difficult trouble in no
kind of way. Just as soon as I get
ready to start to begin, I can solution
this out without no trouble at all.”

“Marvelous!” wheezad Epamimon-
das, -as he had been taught.

“You can very well and properly so
remark, Watson,” sald Philo Gubb. “A
fat-headed mind like yours = couldn’t
guess how this closet was entered in-
to. You can’'t even begin to start to
.lma.ard a guess at it. No doubt at all
in the least, that whea I tell you who
committed the burglar theft, you'll be
amazed and startled.”

“Yes sir,”, wheezed HEpaminondas

“8S0,” said Mr. Gubb, “before start
ing to proceed, I'll go and don onto me
a disguise so the criminal thief will
wot know he is being hunted after.”

When Mr. Gubb returned to the
Tasteless factory, he found Epaminon
das as he had lelt him, except that the
youth had reclined upon the iron cot
and was now once more sieeping
sweetly. Mr. Gubb allowed him to'
sleep. There was nothing Epaminon-
das did guite as well, . .

The disguise Mr. Gubb had assumed
was No. 68 in the Rising Sun Detec-
tive Bureau's Correspondence School
of Detecting’s Supply Catalogue, in
which interesting booklet it was list-
ed as “Muflin Maa, with beard and
tray complete, $12.50, express paid.’
It was an excellent disguise, but on=
on which the Supply Bureau must
hmvgmﬁdo & remarxante profit, for it

Then he examined the paper that cov-
ered the keyhole of thep adlock, tore
it off, uniocked the iron bar and turn-
ed the combination lock. The iron door

sted of a large white apron wit!;
bib and ehoulderstraps, a large blach
tin tray on which elght celluloid im:
tations of richly browned muffins we;
glued, @ white paper cap somewhs
like & tam-o'shamter, and a reddisn

beard. o
% Mr. Gubb had neglected to send tho

iately in the doorsway, and an empty |
case stood mear. With trembling
hands Mr. Hablington examined the
shelf and found his formulas gone.
He ignored Epaminondas absolutely.

its of his face when ordc:
ing Disguise No. 68, and the Supph
Bureau had sent him a beard several
sizes too small, o that when it was
hooked over his ears, the mustache

In a leap he reached the telephone and |

portion would not fit beneath his nose
(Continuned on page 18,)
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“The-Dé Mont's tor Victory Be
Knights of Columbus' Ha
' rg street, on Wednésday evenir
i __undoubtedly the exception
E-mvmcmon is better th
| rpalizition™ .  From sw-;mto !::;1
¥ “‘d. ' was an ung sl
(a :%}‘i}mqa’ tortuﬁt:%in 1o
| prégent will long remembered

ona. of the most- enjoyable gocl

‘event. ever given in St. John. T

ball room was appropriately decorat

for the occdsion with fags and ev
greems;. .and from’ the.  electrolie
e fastooned white. streamers

vm were ,?u.spendeﬁ' silver dov

Over the main doorway was the shi

of tha’ 1, O, D, E., sprmounted

the Unfon Jack, and the whole s

rounded by ‘electric fghts. During

evening on h small platform whi
had beer curtaided off at oie end
the ball room two, strikingly beauti
tableaux ‘were = presented “Victo:
and_*Pedce,” the forfier enacted
Miss " Kathleeil  Costér, appropriat
costumed as Brittania and holding |
Sword 0f “Victory and the latter

Miss Audrey’ Mcleod, white clad a

holding aloft the white dove of Pea

Both ladies desérved the deafén

applaiise accorded ‘them. Punctua

at nine o¢'clock theé Lieutenant G

ernor and Mrs. Pugsley attended

Lient, Colomel James L. McAvity

tered the ball room 'to the strains

the National Anthem. ' They were
ceived by Mnrs. George K. McLe
Regent of De “Mont’s Chapter, M
Walter E. Foster and Mrs. W.

Ambrose, Vice-Régents, and Mrs.

W. Addms, Honorary Regent.

Canada” was heartily sung before |

dancing commeénced. © A formal offic

get of lancerg wag the first dance

the programme and started the t

i royal fashion. Dancing in this

were Hig Honor the Lieutenant Gov

ner ard Mrs. George K. McLeod,

Dauglas Hazen and  Mrs. Willi

Pugsley, Hon.' Walter E. Foster 3

Mis. W. €’ H. Grimter and Bri

dier eGineral Maédonell and Mrs, W

ter B. ¥oster!’ The Depot Battal

Band furnfshed excellent music fo.

programme of eighieh' dances. 1

those not Interested in dancing, t

lange rooms had been prepared

bridge and here many wiled away |
hours of the évening. The lucky pr

winners at bridge were Mrs. F.C. M

timer, Mrs, F.-C. McNeil and M

K. Dishrow, Mr. F. C. MacNeil, D
¥, €, Mortimeér and Judge Armstro
‘ The delicioud “supper wasg served

the dining rdom upstairs.’ The ta
had in ‘the cenmfre a ~large sil
epergne in ‘which were narrissi ¢
red geraniuing, Fruit ‘punch 'v
served thronghout the evening to |
guests. - Mrs. William Pugsley, wife
the Lieutenant Governor, wore a Vv
handsore éostume: of black panne
vet, trimined with ctoth of sflver :
touches of French blue. Mrs. Wal
Foster's gown was of blue panne 1
vet, ornamented with silver sequ
and “draperies '¢f black tulle. M
George K. McLeod was gowned
black charmélse with overdress
black tulle with pearl and chrys
Jace on the corsage. Mrs, A. W, Ada
wore grey georgette over grey tr
med with silver.  Mrs. Ambrose w
a becoming costume of black net ¢
broidered in silver over black ck
meuse

Among the many present were M
Charles Coster, Miss Coster, M
Busby, Mrs, Harold Coleman, M
Furlong, Mrs. Frank White, Miss Ji
White, Mr. and Mrs, D. Dullin, 2
and Mrs. J. H. Frink, Mr. and M
F. C. MacNeil, Colonel and Mrs.
T. Sturdee, Mr. and Mrs. F. C.
i Mrs. . Hazen Grimmer,
, Colonel and Mrs. M. B.
wards, Mrs, D. P. Chisholm, Mr. :
Mrs. P. W. Thomson, Mr. and M
Ambrose, Mr. Hart, Mr. and M
Gordon McDonald, Mr. and Mrs. J
Sayre, Capt. and Mrs. Simpson, Ca
and Mrs. Ferguson, Mr. and M
Ronald McAvity, Mr. and Mrs.
land Skinner, Mr. and Mrs. F
Robertson, Dr. and Mrs. Abrams
Mr. and Mrs. Clifford McAvity, M:
and Mrs. Percy McAvity, Miss S
gon. Miss Frances Kerr, Miss E. (
Ub, Migs 1. Jack, Miss D. Brown, M
Catherine McAvity, Miss Dorothy E
ard, the Misses Anderson, Miss
Miller, Miss M. Hatheway, Miss M
fon Moore, Miss Dorothy Blair, N
Manion Cruikshank, Miss. Marg:
.ee, Miss Alleyne Starr, Lieut. St
Iiss. L. Robinson, Miss A. Hai
liss A, Magee, Miss A. Fairweat]
the Misses Sturdee,”Miss Bayard, N
Dorothy Bayard, Miss E. Morri
Mrs. W. B. Teunnant, Dr. and M
Stewart Skinner, Mr, and Mrs. A.
Adams, Mr. and Mrs, C. W.
Forest, Capt. and Mrs, H. O, Ew
Capt. @éraid Furlong, Mr. and N
L. P. D. Tilley, Miss Mary Wi

s
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