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9—THE MAN HIGHER UP

How a Blackmailer Was Foiled and a Family Restored

{Copyright, 1912, by International Press
Bureau.)

(Editor’'s Note:—In order that no an-
noyvance may accrue through the publica-
tion of these narratives to perspns involv-
ed therein,™ether naines and places have
in many instances been substituted for
the real ones.)

“Go over and see this fiellow,” said
the office manager of the Burns
agency to me one day in June, 1910;
and he handed me a card on which
was written on the most prominent
and powerful names in New York
financial circles, amd therefore one of
the most powerful in all the country.
For the purposes of this story the
name shall be Handsykes.

“Go over and se2 Mr. Handsykes,”
said the manager. “You know who
he is?”

“It’s Handsykes swho sprung the big
bank merger, isn’'t .it?” I réplied.

“Yes, that’s the Handsykes,” said
the manager. “Remsember all the time
yvou're dealing with him that he is the
Handsykes. This aigemcy is a pretty
powerful propositiom ‘in its way, Cor-
nell, but compared to Handsykes we're
infants. Don’'t fouget that. You'd bet-
ter dress accordingly, too. I've pick-
ed vou for the job ecause you don't
look like a detectitme when you try
to look like a business man. This is a
big case, Cornell. Tt doesn't make
any difference what it is, if Hand-
sykes is in it at all itls big.”

“What is it?”

“Oh, Handsyhes doesn’t tell things
outside of his private offiee,” was the
answer. ‘“He just sends for people,
and they come. He sent over for a
man. You're the man. :And whatever
vou do, don't forget who the man is.”

{ went home and put on an outfit of
clothing that made me look like a
prosperous business man, and

down to Handsykes' office on
Wall street within msight: of Trinity
church. It is about as easy for the
average caller to get past the secre-
taries in this office as it is for the pro-
verbial camel to pass through the
neadle's eye, but my card opened the
way right through into the great
man's sanctum.

[ had never seen Hamdsykes before,
and my knowledge of his appearance
had heen gained from! pictures I had
seen of him. Now I sa.w that the pic-
tures which had been printed labeled
“Tlandsykes” were the pictures of an-
other and totally different man. The
pictorial HHandsykes was lean and au-
Handsykes in real life was
round and merry. Afterwards I
learned that there never had been a
single photograph of the great man,
and that the pictures handed omt as
his were in reality the likeness of an
old private secretary.

“Sit down,” said Mr. Handsykes.
“Have a cigar. Got a match?”

These were the first words that the
power that made brokers tremble ut-
tered to me.

When we had gof our cigars going
well he said:

“Blackmail, my boy,
down trick.”

IHe smoked comfortably for several
minutes.

“l don’t mind giving up money,” he
continued. “I've been deing-it all my
life. I'm accustomed to it. If anything
happens that I want to pay money for,
I pay it. If anybody has anything he
ought to get momney from me for—
or can get it from me—he gets it.
Otherwise—no.”

Still more smoking.

Jut blackmail—common, low-down,
coarse, hold-up work—that I do not
like. How do you feel about it, Mr.
Cornell?”

I said, of course, that I thought
blackmail was one of the lowest
crimes in the calendar.

“Ever get any blackmailers?” asked
Handsykes.

I had not.

“Neither have 1,” said he.
time—we'll get 'em!”

He tossed a letter across the desk
to me.

“Read that,” he said, genially. “I—
I won't pay.”

The letter was a gem.
‘“Dear Sir:

“Allow me to assure you, sir, that
this little ineident 18 as distasteful to
me as to yourself. Btrange as it may
seem to yeu, I am not a person who
approaches an act of this kind with
anything but a feeling of the greatest
compunction. But as you know your-
gelf, Mr. Handsykes, life is made up
largely of compromises with our con
science and pringiples.. Circumstances
largely dictate our actions. Circum-
stances at pregent force me to raise a
certain sum of money. Without this
sum | am lost goclally—aye, even mor-
ally, ‘The sum is a large one—$100,-
000. No assets of mine of a tangible
gort posgibly could raise this amount.
In fact, I have only one asset in this

weut

stere;

is asdirty, low-

“But this

It ran:

world on which 1-can-hepe-to raise it

That agget slmply consists of the pos-
sessioll ‘of ‘a‘decret.. The secret con-
cerns your gon. Do you happen to

know, Mr. Handsykes, that for three
years, since the failure of the Battery
Trust company, your son Clarence has
lived under the shadow of a cloud
which, should it fall, would cover him
instantly with shame and ruin? Yes,
even place him in a federal prison?
I presume that you do not know this.
But I do. I can prove it to you, Mr.
Handsykes. - And, because circum-
stances dictate it, the cloud shall fall
unless you furnish. me this sum of
$100,000 necessary to save me from
complete ruin.

“l sign my full name and address,
knowing well that you dare not make
it public, and that you cannot harm
me in any way. Awaiting your reply,
I am, sir,

“Respectfully yours,
“Walter Mandeville,
“Hotel LaGros, Fifth Ave.”

“Whew!” I said when I had read
through it. “He’s the prince of ’em,
whoever he is.”

“Isn't he?” said Handsykes, appre-
ciatively.

“Probably crazy?”
“Possibly,” corrected
“And—possibly not.”

He sat silent, smoking carefully

and looking at the ceiling.

1 suggested.
Handsykes.

failure,” I said. ‘“There was no men-
tion of any of your family in connec-
tion with it. The men involved
were—"

“Figureheads,” said Handsykes,
bluntly. “Clarence was the man be-
hind it. I gave it to him as a Christ-
mas present.”

“But—"

“His name did not appear even in
the list of directors? I know. The
directors were dummies. The offi-
cers were employes—Clarence's ~em-
ployes. One of them went to jail for
a year. We took care of them all. I
don't understand how the facts got
out—the facts that this man is hinting
at, ] mean. We paid enough to keep
silence, heaven knows.”

“Then it is possible that this man
is—"

“Not crazy? Certainly. He's prob-
ably got the goods on Clarence. How
in heaven he ever knew of the boy's
connection with the Battery bank is
more than I can see, though. But ap-
parently he does know it. And 4f he
knows that he probably knows the
whole story,”

“What is the story, Mr.
sykes?” 1 asked boldly.

“Oh, Clarence used his little bank
in a careless sort of way,” he replied
frankly. “It’s a long story, but I can
make it short. Clarence wrecked it to
help me put through my merger.
Loyal son, Clarence; ' but careless,
very careless.”

“Then there is such a cloud as this
man speaks of?”

“Certainly. And it isn't too late for
it to fall, either. Especially  now
when the federal attorneys are so ac-
tive.”

I sat back in amazement. I knew
something of the crooked ins and outs
of Wall street, but that Handsykes
would sit and openly admit that his
son, the justly celebrated society lion,
Clarence Handsykes was walking
with potential disgrace always on his
shoulders, was_a shock. Handsykes
continued to smoke, not in the least
disturbed by the thoughts that must
have been running through his mind.

“I would pay this man without a
murmur,” saild he, “but if you pay
once, you've got to keep on paying. I
sent for you to help me shut him up
without paying.”

I picked up the letter and looked at
it.

“Do 'you happen to know anything
about the man?” I asked.

“Oh, certainly,” said Handsykes.
“He’'s a good friend of Clarence’s.
They were in Yale together.”

“What?” I cried. “It isn't the rich
young Mandeville, is it?”

“Of course,” was the calm answer.
“Who did you think it was? There's
his name, as plain as can be: Walter
Mandeville. 1 believe the boy is. tell-
ing the truth; he needs $100,000, and
this is the only way in the world that
he knows how to get it. I supposs he
has become involved.in some way and
is desperate.”

“1 should think he would have gone
to Clarence,” 1 suggested.

“No; that wouldn't have been eth-
ical. He and Clarence are’ friends.
He is Clarence's best friend, really.
He and I are not friends. He likes
Clarence and wouldn't harm him for
the world. He doesn’t like me, and
wouldn't give a damn no matter what
happened--to me. You see, he isn't
willing to take a cent from Clarence,
but he would like to gouge me for
$100,000, and do it without 'the slight-
est feeling of compunction. 1 can un-
derstand thé young mdn's Teel!ngs~
but1-dont- pay- ene-cent,” -

Hand-

cerned,” said I, “is to render Mr. Man-

deville harmless without stirving up

(teny

“I—I remember the Battery Trust_

“Then the case, 8o far as [ am ‘con-

any trouble or paying him any black: 1
mail?”

“Just that,” said -Handsykes.
job is to bury Mandeville’s desire to
blackmall me—and bury it so deep it
will never come to life.”

“Good enough,” ‘I saild, rising.
“Have you any suggestions to make?”

“None,” said he, “execept that the
Handsykes interests can raise more
money than anybody in New York ex-
cept Morgan—if necessary.”

Then he smiled and bowed me out.

Here was as delicate a task as ever
I had faced. The name of Handsykes
must be protected beyond all else. As
it stood now, it was a power in New
York finance because of its reputation
for absolute integrity. ILet the Bat-
tery Trust scandal become known, and
that power -would be gone, or greatly
diminished. And Mr. Walter Mande-
ville had the power to make this
known, and was apparently deter-
mined to use it. And my job was to
make. this impossible. Delicate! If
Mandeville "even so much as got a
suspicion that he was being shadowed
he would as likely as not spill the
eggs.

My first move was to discover all
that :1 could concerning the young
man in question. I found that he was
one of a type guite common in New
York, but rare in other parts of the
country—the young man who has
squandered every cent of his fortune,
but who mangges to keep up appear-
ances, no one knows how. Mande-
ville had run through several hundred
thousands of dollars—all the way
through. Tt was common knowledge
that he was dead broke, yet he was
living in a suite at the I.e Gros hotel
in a manner  that fio small income
could have supoprted. He went around
in his accustomed circle and among
his old "acquaintances apparently the
same as ever. His fortune was gone,
and everybody knew ‘it, but he cer-
tainly did. manage to keep up his
ehd in great fashion. He must be get-
ting money in some way. I reasoned
that it might be a gocd thing first of
all to find out how he was getting it.

I went up to the LeGros hotel and
engaged a suite of rooms as near to
Mandeville’s 'as T could and began to
make myself part of the hotel’s bar-
room and club life. " I reasoned that
Mandeville would be the sort of a
young man who would be found wast-
ing his time in the way so popular
among certain hotel ‘dwellers of Man-
hattan, and I was not mistaken. He
spent little time in his rooms. When
he wasn’t’'in the barroom he was play-
ing poker in one of th® many high-
staked games that always run in this
hotel, or was dining and wining some-
body in one of the restaurants, or in
some other fashion spending mohey
and time in- a perfectly useless fash-
ion. - I began ‘to ape his ways and
soon Mr. Mandeville and myself were
on fairly good terms.
fered one another/drinks whenever we
met; and he invited me upstairs to be
trimmed by the same gang of poker
sharps " that had been getting his
money for the last month. In spite
of the man’s absolute uselessness it

was impossible not to like him. The

more I studied him the less could I
fancy ‘Him ¢oldbloodedly proposing to
ruin a bosom friend in order to get
even so large a sum as $100,000.

“Mandeville isn’t the evil genuis in
this proposition,”
after associating
week.” - There is somebody else who
is driving him to it.”

Fhere was nothing.about the young

fellow that made any other theory
possible. He was too careless, and
too ‘honorable,

ovn needs.,
coming a hebo- and a bum through'
careless habits; and I believe he would"

have done that before he would go to

the length of blackmail.

I began to'lgok for .another party to
the job, . This>mhde ‘the’ task all’the
more delicate, hecause the more peo-
ple to know Clarence Handsykes' se-

cret conmection with the Battery Trust

the morg danger was there that the
secret woid Lecome public property.

I went down -to Handsykes’ office
at the ‘end of -ten days' association
with Mandevyille.

“Mr. I;g,udsykes,' I- said, “wHl you
give me a list of the names of the
men whq knew of Clarence's little af:
fair with the Battéry Trust?”

YCertadnly,” .said he. “Here they
are;, Da(sgn the president; James,
the' first ‘vice-president, and old Davis,
the cashier. Davis served a year in

jail; he's an old retainer of the family, |

as you might put it. The other. two |
have had their mouths stopped with
a wad of bills large enough to keep
even Wall street financiers silent.”

- I ‘thete~amy--one else who. milght.

by any chance know of this affair?’ »;’_4
V" None? " | MR DY A O

“Then one of these gentlemen is
. . ;

i

1hens

“Your -

‘will never,

‘That is, we of-

was my decision
with him for a

in an easy-going sort
of way, to rob a friena to satisfy his
1 could picture him be-

pentis ey del

behifid young Mandeville’s artistic let-
ter,” said I. “Mandeville hasn’t the
heart to hurt.a flea: He would rather
starve than steal a cent—for himself.
Are these other men friends of-yours,
Mr. Handsykes?”

“Why do you ask?”

““Because it's probably one of them
that' we will have to put the screws
on.”

“Thiey are all friénds of mine,” said
he. “The best friends in the world.
And the tighter you put the screws
on, Cornell, the better I'll be pleased
—no matter how dear the friend. Is
that quite clenr""-

“Thank you,” I said.

“And’I don’t care how you get the
sScrews on, either ¥ sald” he, as he
bowed me out.

A few days’ work on the part of oth-
er men of the agency showed me that
of the trio in guestion Davis was in
England, James in a sanitarium in
South Carolina, and Dawson living in
retirement in his country home up
the Hudson. So I began to watch Wal-
ter Mandeville again.. By. watching
him, I don’t mean that I watched only
his person; watehed everything
that might concern him or his affairs,
including everybody that called on
him, every letter or note that he re-
ceived, every telephone call that he
answered. Naturally T didn’t do all
this myself, but from the minute this
espionage - was ' established I knew
what Mandeville was doing about as
well-as ‘he knew himself. He didn’'t
move without my knowing where or
why, Therefore when he made a hur-
ried -trip to Dawson’s place up the
river it wasn't remarkable that I knew
he did it in answer to a peremptory
call from Dawson. And Dawsgon's tele-
phone call didn’t surprise me, either;
for I had been looking up Mr, Daw-
on,

Mandeville went up on the New
York Central to New Rochelle, where
an automobile was waiting for him.
Dawson wasn’t in the automobile in
the station; he stopped .it and got in
when the car had gonebout of town
.about five miles. : You sée, Cluffer, my
partner had taken thebpllce of Dsw

28
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son’s regular chaufféur, who had been -

taken .suddenly {ll two days previous
—after Cluffer had shown him a roll
of bills. So Cluffer got all that passed
between Dawson and Mandeville on
the road up to the Dawson house. And
that was enough to give me the lead
I sought to work on. . ..

“Well,” Dawson said as he climbed
in, “have you" hoard fromx the old
goat"”

“No, said
word.” 2

“Well,” continued Dawson, angrily,

“you write him another let\‘er tonight
and give him just another week to
come across. If he doesn’t give up
you give the story to the- public.”

“But, Dawson,” protested Mande-
ville; at which Dawson said: “Either
that or—you know what happens. You
never know where your
wife is living.”

Mandeville: almost choked at . this.
“Great heavens, Dawson,” he pleaded,
“how. can a human being have such
a stone for a heart as you have? You
know that there is just one thing in
this world that makes me want to
live: that’s to see my wife and son
just once more—just once. And you
happen to have found where they are
living—"

“And hidden so that you never will
find them,” sneered Dawson. “She left
you because of your drinking at col-
lege, Mandeyille. She thinks you're
still the half-crazy booze-fighter you
were then. - She’s bringing the boy up
to forget you. She's afraid you'll
turn up—as you used to be.”

“And you know that I'm decent
now; that I'd be a man if I could
find them and work for them, and
you won't tell me,” said Mandeville.
“I ought to.kill you, Dawson,”

“Then you never would find them,
would you, Manvme?" langhed the
old man. “No; you know the only
way to get in touch with them is to
get this $100,000 for me that I need
to keep mygelf from disgrace. And
that's to be got through Handsykes—
the old brute. Well, you'll get it for
me, don't fear; my+boy. I know old
Handsykes; ‘he’ll give it to you.”

“But ‘he “wouldn't give if to you,
would he?" asked Mandeyille. “He'd
have you killed: first; wouldn't he,
Dawson?”

Dawson paled a lithle at this, Cluf-
fer ‘told me later.” WBQ ‘watching
them in the mirrot.in: fmn‘t “of him.

“Well,”
that meney——or you
wife,”

That was the stofy hat I got from,
Cluffar that even!ng By piecing it
out with what I learned from Mande
ville's: friends 1 found that the young
fellow had marrie(}ﬂ poor girl while
he was at college, t she had left
him because of his habits, that he had
been decent for five years, frying to
| find the . wife-and boy, and then had
got careless through losing hope. Daw-
son’s hold on” him was ‘the strongest
iq tn’ world; it was ‘the. only thing

qf would have made, him do what

s &lntf Fﬂﬂi s ionly. Fold ¥

Mandeville. “Not a

never Sea ‘your-

g Case. byaFomer s
cﬁve Z\@ency bl .
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His head hung dowr"on fis. chest,
ed up and the lights turned off. -We

‘Were near Dawson’s home then. When
we rolled up the driveway and stopped

hope that some day he would see his
family. S .

I thought the thing over for a long
time. I knew it would be next to an
impossible task to find the woman,
Dawson wouldn’t have left any loose
threads by which she might be traced.
I knéw of no way in which Dawson
might be secared off the job. I thought
of Handsykes. It was best to go be-
fore:-him and-tell him all that I knew.

I did. He listened, and as he heard
of Dawson’s perfidy his face changed
as I never had seen a face change
before. All the geniality—almost all
the civilization—left .it. I wouldn’t
have ‘liked to meet him ‘as an enemy
at that moment. e

“All right, Cornell,” he said. “You've
done a good job. Now you.come with
me and we’ll go up the river and meet
Mr. Dawson.”

I shall never forget that ride up to
Dawson's home. We went in Hand-
sykes’ big touring car with the cur-
tains pulled down and the electrie
lights turned on. He never spoke a
word during the whole trip. He just
sat and looked straight ahead of him
with that ugly, set expression on his
face, and no more movement about
him that a graven image.
got into the open country past New
Rochelle he ordered the curtains pull-

When we!

Handsykes said grufily: “Follow me,”
land entered the house.

He seemed periectly at home.

“S8end for Dawson,” he said to the
butler. We went into a reception
room and .waited, standing.

Dawson came/in and found himself
face to face with Handsykes, whose
expression had:not changed, For sev-
eral seconds, long ugly seconds, they
faced one another, and Dawson wilted
[like a bay before an angry parent.

“You 'cur!” said Handsykes in a
whisper..-.“So it is you, is it? 'It’s you
who made the Mandeville boy write
that letter?”

Dawson never spoke a word. His
 head hung down on his chest and his
under lip was trembling.

“Dawson,” came Handsykes' voice,
more like a rasp from some mechan-
ical instrument than a human voice.

#*Yes, sir,” said Dawson, coming to
life. “Yes, sir.” i

“Go abroad, Dawson,” hissed Hand-
sykes. . “Hide yourself away where
ou can’t be found. If you're within

mnding distance . in = another week,
Dawson, I'll—"

“Yes, 'sir,” whimpered Dawson,
trembling. “I'll go, Mr. Handsykes;

you'll never hear of me agaln as long
as I live.” Fazs

“Or after,” said -Handsykes.

“Or after,” repea.ted Dawson,
humbly,

And that was all I had to do with
the Handsykes blackmail case. I
never = found out whai Handsykes
would say to Dawson—what he would
have done if he saw him again.

“Don’t worry about it,” said the of-
fice manager:. “I told you Handsykes
was a name to remember. And Daw-
knew it better that I did.” g

“But how could Handsykes place
such a secret in my. hands so care-
lessly?” I asked. “How did:he know
1 might not use it some time?”

“Try it,” grinned g};_s manager.
“You saw what happened to Dawson.”

Later on I happened.to do another
small job for Handsykes 1 met Mr.
Mandeville in the officé.: He was one
of Handsykes’.trusted men, Amnd he
had his family back in New York with
him.

“How. in the world csl& that man
Handsykes do these th{nn"’ I asked
the manager after this visit.

“I do not know,” said he. “Nobody
does, I guess. That's what makes him
Handsykes.”" R

I was- rather proud ot my work

quits

Cheap Way to a Tltle
Through the death of the" duke ot
Fife two and perhaps three of his tities

of nobility pass out of his immediate

family to the nearest male kin, who 1s
supposed to be Jekyl Chalmers Duff.
This apparent new lord lives in St
Kilda, Melbourne, Australia, and was
formerly a member of the Indidn
police. \ {

The earldom of Egmont, to cite a
comparatively recent case, went to a
man, a distant cousin, who had been’
a fireman. A naval officer succeaded by
proving his claim to the -earldpm of
Huntington after it had been Vlonnt

{ many years.
sald Dawson ~“you 11 get me |

The baroncy of Sinclair was not ﬁll
ed from 1723 te.1782.. The story goes
that the claimant, who had ‘not the
means to make a contest, had himself
elected to the house of commqns apd
put his political opponents 40" the ex.
pense of proving that he was a peer,
and not entitled to sit as a commoner;,
which they did, fo his and their ntls-
faction.
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Half a’ Million Animals, i
There are 505,000 known spectes DI

.animals, acegrding to & paper r
the session of the American ' Q%ﬂé?eg
@' Naturalists, held at Princeton, 'N J

on hie At y\n llfe itsell to him, this

O 311'1- T W dite dtwelt Ta e s

—The Argonaut

= : :

Frenthman’s Little Parliament.
M, Chaumet, under secretary for
posts and telegraphs of France, has
set up a substantial human buffer be-
tween himself and the general “kick:
ers,” He has appointed an advisory
committee, 65 strong, and its mem-
bers lnclude senators, deputies, -offi-
«<lals of all ranks down to a woman
postal employe and a letter sorter,
representatives of shipping and com.
mercial houses and journalists. This
comrpittee, which M. Chaumet calls
"a little parliament,” will deal with
the enormous mass of complaints and
suggestions sent in dafly to the postal
administration by the public, and sub-
mit such ‘as seem suitable ag pro-.
posals to the administration,

Martlan Canal Doublu ln snze

Obsqrvaupns show that the Martian

| canal Titanghas doubled within a few

| weeks: The canal runs nearly straight
| north from “the gulf of the Titan

-across the equator ‘and far into the

porthern hemisphere of the: ‘planet. A
perfectly parallel line has now ap-
peared to the east of it, the distance
aeparating the twins being semewhat
Jmore than a hundred miles: “This dou:
tain Martian «

to stipport the theory that the L‘L(‘a,i_;_
lre of artificial construction.

e Atenihn #’é:ff' o~ %044 i
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Noisy Rest. =
Mrs. Isaac L. Rice, who has done so
much to diminish New York’s noises,
said in a recent anti-noise address:
“I congratulate thosg. New. York ho:
tels that have substitutv ﬂ‘hu for
bells. A light, you:know, fashes up
beneath a room number. In gammon-
ing servants that is quite as efcacious
while it is ever so much lno noisy
than the ting-a-ling-a- llnt of ln electric
bell.
“Hotels need such devices. You
have heard, perhaps, of that typically
noisy hotel wheroof 4 & man oncs
asked:
“‘Is it an up-to-ﬂlt. phce"’

* ‘Up-to-date? Rather!' . wap 1
friend’s reply. ‘Th.!\ﬂu ’ou&gverv
right a sleeping powder w your ics
water.’” X

No omqiux. R
George - W. Wilson ' ’w e hearding
with. Bdwin .Booth: at 1 ston m.
seum. Wilson, in. ono §cene, asked
the star where he shonld ﬂ»n"
“Where do you uauaug stand ?" ask:
Booth. *“Mr. Barrett had me nvo-
there,” “answered  Wilsoh, . Yoz "
mused Barrett, | Uy e U

'I 'e ol

g ke
'.“‘!%m‘s'e CSeiTyoneaet

wlherever you are, md Poul'
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Zeppelin airship L.
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was completely wred
crew were killed.
soms ‘wege aboard.

The party include
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new craft as part of
aerial navy.

o Later De

BERLIN, Oct. 17.
ploded” at 10.15 o'cloi
while it was over
Johannisthal, sailing
about goo feet.

The craft fell on t
leading into Johanni
ened wreck of tw
frame work blocking

The erew was und
Lieut. Freyer of the
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veteran dirigible pilof

The exact cause of
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its shed and had tra

Coun or; Layton
the ' “Council
afternoon, asked to h
trial Farth matter re
l-fmlsaud stood th
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ed for the amendmen
carried; and which
trial Farm solfleme fo
as far as Brant Cous
cerned. Councillor
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