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iTtiE Use-Book of » Private Detective
Iiiride Hfotory of Ifie Memod/ Employed in Criminal Inve/ficfation,^
Embracing TrueNarrauve/ of Inter e/tincf Cares by a former
Operative of me William J. Burn/ Defective Agency.
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behind young Mandeville’s artistic let­
ter,” said I. “Mandevllle 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.”

“They are all friends 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 clear?”

“Thank you!” I said.
“And I don’t care ,how you get the 

screws on, either,” said' 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 question 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 Mandevllle again. By watching 
him, I don’t mean that I. watched only 
his person ; I wàtehed 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 I didn’t do all 
this myself, but from the minute this 
espionage was established I knew 
what Mandevllle 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 Dawson’s tele­
phone call didn't surprise me, either; 
for I had been looking up Mr. Daw­
son.
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■in hHow a Blackmailer Was Foiled and a Family Restored

(Copyright, 1912, by international Press know, Mr. Handsykes, that for three any trouble or paying him any black-
. B“reAuA years, since the failure of the Battery mall?”

(Editors Note:—In order that no an- . , ,,
itoyance may accrue through th- publica- Trust company, your son Clarence has “Just that,” said Handsykes. “Your
lion of these narratives to persons Invoiv- lived under the shadow of a cloud job is to bury Mandeville’s desire to 
ed therein.>eiher names and places have which, should it fall, would cover him blackmail me—and burv it so deeo It 
the real ones ) Instantly with shame and ruin? Yes, will never come to life.

even place him in a federal prison? “Good enough,’’ I said, rthlng. 
I presume that you do not know this. “Have you any suggestions to make?’’ 
But I do. I can prove it to you, Mr. “None,” said he, “execept that the 
Handsykes. And, because circum- Handsykes interests can raise more 
stances dictate it, the cloud shall fall money than anybody in New York ex- 
unless you furnish me this sum of cept Morgan—if necessary.”
1100,000 necessary to save me from Then he smiled and bowed me out. 
complete ruin.

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

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

"It's Handsykes who sprung the big 
bank merger, isn't it?” I replied.

"Yes, that’s the Handsykes,” said 
the manager. "Remember all the time 
you're dealing with him that he is the 
Handsykes. This agency is a pretty 
powerful proposition in its way, Cor­
nell. hut compared to Handsykes we’re 
infants. Don't forgot. that. You'd bet­
ter dress accordingly, too. I’ve pick­
ed you for the job "because you don't 
look like a detectltwe when you try 
to look like a business man. This Is a 
big ease, Cornell. It doesn't make 
any difference what It is. if Hand­
sykes is in it at all itVs big.”

“What is it?”
"Oh, Handsyltes doesn’t, tell things 

outside of his private office," was the 
answer. “He just sends for people, 
and they come. He s<8nt over for a 
man. Y’ou're the man. And whatever 
you do. don't forget who the man is.”

I went home and put on an outfit of 
clothing that, made me look like a 

’ quiet, prosperous business man, and 
wont, down to Handsykes’ office on 
Wall street within sight of Trinity 
rhitrrh. It is about ns 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 
needle’s eye, but my card opened the 
way right, through into the great 
man's sanctum.
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«%y 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. Let the Bat­
tery Trust scandal become known, and 
that power would be gone, or greatly 
diminished. And Mr. Walter Mande­
vllle 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 
Mandevllle 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 • I could concerning the young 
man In question. I found that he was 
one of a type quite 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 manages to keep up appear­
ances, no one knows how. 
ville had run through several hundred 
thousands of dollars—all the way 
through. It was common knowledge 
that he was dead broke, yet he was 
living in a suite at the Le Gros hotel 
In a manner that no small Income 
could have supoprted. He went around 
in his accustomed circle and among 
his old acquaintances apparently the 
same as ever. Hie fortune was gone, 
and everybody knew it, but he cer­
tainly did manage to keep up his 
end in great fashion. He must be get­
ting money in some way. I reasoned 
that it might be a good 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 I could and began to 
make myself part of the hotel’s bar­
room and club life. I reasoned that 
Mandevllle 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 come across, 
spent little time in his rooms. When 
he wasn’t in the barroom he was play­
ing poker in one of tlffe 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 money 
and time in- a perfectly useless fash­
ion. I began to ape his ways and 
soon Mr. Mandevllle and myself were 
on fairly good terms. That is, we of­
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 coldbloodedly proposing to 
ruin a bosom friend in order to get 
even so large a sum as $100,000.

“Mandevllle isn’t the evil genuis In 
this proposition," was my decision 
after associating with him for a 
week.” There is somebody else who 
is driving him to It.”

i.
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m “Respectfully yours,
“Walter Mandevllle, 

“Hotel XaGros, 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?” I suggested.
“Possibly,” corrected Handsykes. 

“And—possibly not.”
He sat silent, smoking carefully 

and looking at the ceiling.
“I—I remember the Battery Trust- 

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--”
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Mandevllle 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 goneOout of town 
about flyfl jnllse. You she, Clutter, my 
partner, had taken the «-place of Daw­
son’s regular chauffeur, who had been 
taken suddenly 111 two days previous 
—after Clutter had shown him a roll 
of bills. So Clutter got all that passed 
between Dawson and Mandevllle 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 heard from the old 
goat?”

“No,” said Mandevllle. “Not a 
word.” '

“Well,” continued Dawson, angrily, 
“you write him another letter tonight 
and give him just another week to 

If he doesn’t give up 
you give the story to the public.”

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

Mandevllle 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—”

I “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, I 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 -if he 
knows that he probably knows the 
whole story.”

“What is the story, Mr. Hand­
sykes?” I 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 
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, 
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.

“1 would pay this man without a 
murmur,” said 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
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k — /■• .>À-i: FI had never seen Handsykes before, 
and my knowledge of his appearance 
had been gained front pictures I had 
seen of him. Now I sa.w that the pic­
tures which had been printed labeled 
"Tiandsykes” were the pictures of an­
other and totally different man. The 
pictorial Handsykes was lean and au­
stere; Handsykes In real life 
round and merry, 
learned that there never had been a 
single photograph of the great man, 
and that the pictures handed o«it as 
his were in reality the likeness of 
old private secretary.

“Sit down," said Mr. Handsykes. 
“Have a cigar. Got a match 7*

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

When we had got our cigars going
well he said:

"Blackmail, my boy, is a.dirty, low- 
down trick.”

lie smoked comfortably for several
minutes.

“1 don’t mind giving up money,” he 
continued. “I’ve been doing 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 money from me for— 
or can get it from me—he gets it. 
Otherwise—no.”

Still more smoking.
“But blackmail—common, low-down, 

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

1 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 I,” said he. “But this 

time—we’ll get ’em!”
He tossed a letter across the desk 

to me.
“Read that,” he said, genially. “I— 

I w-on’t pay."
The letter was a gem. It ran:

“Dear Sir:

mI?

His head hm$down?onJ?js chestI

hope that some day he would see hie 
family.

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 knew of no way in which Dawson 
might be scared off the Job. I thought 
of Handsykfes. It was best to go be­
fore him and tell him all that I knew,.

I did. He listened, and as be 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.

“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 electric 
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. When we 
got into the open country past New 
Rochelle he ordered the curtains pull­

ed up and the lights turned off. We 
were near Dawson’s home then. When 
we rolled up the driveway and stopped 
Handsykes said gruffly: “Follow me,” 
and entered the house.

He seemed perfectly at home.
“Send for Dawson,” he said to the 

butler.

you’ll never hear of me again as long 
as I live.”

“Or after,” said Handsykes.
“Or after,” repeated Dawson, quite 

humbly.
And that was all I had to do with 

the Handsykes blackmail case. 1 
never found out what Handsykes 
would say to Dawson—*hat 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.”

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

“Try It,” grinned $he 
“You saw what happened to Dawson."

Later on I happened‘to do another 
small job for Handsykes-. I met Mr. 
Mandevllle in the office. He was one 
of Handsykes’ trusted men. And he 
had his family back in New York with 
him. >; ,

“How tn the world cah that
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protested Mande- 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 boy before an angry parent.

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

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

“Dawson,” came Handsykes’ voice, 
more like a rasp from some mechan­
ical instrument than a human voice.
'“Tes, sir,” said Dawson, coming to 

life. “Yes, sir.”
“Go abroad, Dawson,” hissed Hand­

sykes. “Hide yourself away where 
you can’t be found, 
finding distance i 
Dawson, I’ll—”

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

an
my merger.
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manager.

“And hidden so that you never will 
find them,” sneered Dawson. “She left 
you because of your drinking at col­
lege, Mandevllle. 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’U 
turn up—as yon 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 Mandevilléf 
“I ought to. kill you, Dawson.”

“Then you never would find them, 
would you, Man ville?" laughed the 
old man.

man
Handsykes do these things?" I asked 
the manager after this visit.

“I do not know," said he. “Nobody 
does, I guess. That’s What makes hint 
Handsykes."'

I was rather proud Of my work.

If you’re within 
in another week,

There was nothing about the young 
fellow that made any other theory 
possible. He was too careless, and 
too honorable, in an easy-going sort 
of way, to rob a friend to satisfy his 
o"-n needs, I could picture him be­

lt.
“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 Mandevllle, is it?”

“Of course,” was the calm answer. 
“Who did you think it was? There’s 
his name, as plain as can be: Waiter 
Mandevllle. I believe the boy is tell­
ing the truth; he needs $100,000, and 
this is the only way in the world that 

' Allow me to assure you, sir, that he knows how to get It. I suppose he 
this little incident Is as distasteful to has become involved in some way and 
me as to yourself. Strange as it may Is desperate.”
seem to you, I am not a person who “I should think he would have gone 
approaches an act of this kind with to Clarence,” I suggested, 
anything but s feeling of the greatest “No; that wouldn't have been eth- 
compunctlon. But as you know your- leal. He and Clarence are friends, 
self. Mr. Handsykes, life is made up He is Clarence's best friend, really 
largely of compromises with our con He and I are not friends, 
science and principles. Circumstances Clarence and wouldn’t harm him for 
largely dictate our actions. Circum- the world. He doesn’t like me, and 
stances at present force me to raise a wouldn't give a damn no matter what 
certain sum of money. Without this happened—to me. You see. he isn’t 
sum I am lost socially—aye, even mor- willing to take a cent from Clarence, 
ally. The sum is a large one—$100,- but he would like to gouge 
non. No assets of mine of a tangible $100.000, and do it without the slight- 
sort possibly could raise this amount, est feeling of compunction. I can
In fact, I have only one asset In this tierstand the young man's feelings__
world on which I can hope^to raise ife* -btrt-I doixk pay one cent ”
That asset simply consists of the pos “Then the case, so far as f
oessioi! br a Secret. The secret con- cerned.” said I. “Is to render Mr. Man-

•R1 ville harmless without stirring tip

Cheap Way to a Title, 
Through the death of the duke Of 

Fife two and perhaps three of his titles 
of nobility pass out of his immediate 
family to the nearest male kin, who Is 
supposed to be Jekyl Chalmers Duff. 
This apparent new lord lives In fit 
Hilda, Melbourne, Australia, and was 
formerly a member of the Indiin 
police. Y

Frenchman’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.”

Noisy Rest.
Mrs. Isaac L. Rice, who has done so 

much to diminish New York’s noises, 
said in a recent anti-noise address:

”1 congratulate thosy New York ho­
tels that have substituted lights for 
bells. A light, you know, fashes up 
beneath a room numbfir. la summon­
ing servants that is quite as efficacious 
while it is ever so much less noisy 
than the tlng a-ling a-lln* of an electric 
bell.

“No; you know the only 
H H way to get in touch with them is to

coming a hobo end a bum through get thig *100,000 for me that I need 
careless habits; and I believe he would to keep myself from disgrace. And 
have done that before he would go to that’s to be got through Handsykes- 
the length of blackmail. 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, Tv,„ „
would hé?’’ asked Mandevllle. “He'd rsHvplv r^Lf8 ' xC 6 a

S; v*' SKY&'Srs.'d 
sut 5S,;5S" nr* “rtr.,,,ir ,i **■b'»

T* “you'll get me The baroncy of Sinclair was not fin
that xnoney or you'^ never see your ed ^ 1723 to m2, The gt0^. goe3

.Y „ that the claimant, who had 'not the
That was the story That I got from, means to make a contest, had himself Martian r.nai Dm,hi. , -,

Clutter that evening. By piecing it elected to the house of nnmmnn= _> Martian Canal Doubles In Size,
out with what I learned from Mande ®ut ”la political onLnPntY ’̂9,h * ^Ojvations show that the Martian 

vine’s friends I found that the young pense of proving th« he Tu T»an» few
fellow had married -a poor girl while and not entitled to sit as a commoner' ,c”nn rV“* neBr|y straight No Difficulty. ’*
he was at college, rfikt. she had left which they did to his and their ...iJ ! nortb trom'the gulf of the Titan George W. Wilson was r« 
him because of his habits, that he Bad faction ' ; !n»hS the e'!"ai,0r and far Into the with Edwin Booth at the Boston
been decent for five years, frying to . .. .. northern hemisphere of the planet. A seum. Wilson, in one scene ask»d
find the wife and boy. and then had ' .a, Parallcl ,lne has now ap- the star where he should stsnd
got careless through losing hope. Daw- Half a Million Animale. : Y® T„9, „ 6 distance "XVhero do you usually stand?" ask-I
son’s hold on him was the strongest There are 5U6.0UO known aperies of mnr« s°|Ilewhat Booth. "Mr. Barrett h*d me nvc-
If thé" world; It was the only thing animals, according tp a paaeMnad y un™ This *>'" “•*«>." Wilson,

taw made him do what the session of the American "rx;•
•ltd *ds doing;i- rfiWab-hto ionly.BOJdViif Naturalists, held at Princeton. N J to sunno,, he iTeofï , ' rw éditâtTnft the SThtw ÎT’»" " y ■»- <• *"»■ — «mmm. Y : ILIM-’SaSL™- «y-îg

He, has appointed an advisory 
committee, 65 strong, and its mem­
bers include senators, deputies, offl- 
•elals of all ranks down to a woman 
postal employe and a letter sorter, 
representatives of shipping and com­
mercial houses and journalists. This 
committee, which M. Chaumet calls 
"a little parliament,” will deal with 
the enormous mass of complaints and 
suggestions sent in dally to the postal 
administration by the public, and sub­
mit such as seem suitable 
posais to the administration.

I
I began to’lpok for .another party to 

the ,job; This- mSde the task all the 
more delicate,.because the more peo­
ple to know Clarence Handsykes" se­
cret connection with the Battery Trust 
the more danger was there that the 
secret would become public property.

I went down to Handsykes’ Office 
at the end of ten days’ association 
with Mandevllle.

"Mr. tiandsykes,"' I said, “will you 
give me a list of the names of the 
men wile knew of Clarence's little af­
fair with the Battèry Trust?”

•‘Certainly," said he.

“Hotels need such devices, 
have heard, perhaps, of that typically

a man

YouI
noisy hotel whereof 
asked: ^

“'Is It an up-to-date place?'
“ 'Up-to-date? Rather!’ was « 

friend’s reply. 'They brio* jrou*eTsrT 
night a sleeping powder with yotir les 
water.*'* fr­

once

ss pro-

-

He likes
“Here they

are: DaY*pn’ 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."

''Is ttoèfis—afny—one else who might 
b any

Y

mu­nie for
x

un-

• 1
am con- chance know 

Thon one of these gentlemen isHo you happen toomis your son.
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He is Stripped i 
Known in I 
tails of Grei
(Canadian Press 1>«

ALBANY, N. Y„ Oc 
thin man sat in the 
to-day awaiting impatiei 
the high court of impea 
would strip from him th 
office of governor and n 
Ham Suiter, private citi 

It wag tiommon know 
fore nightfall this fate I 
hé announced. That he 
moved from office was 
informal vote in the hig 
peach ment yesterday, 
that would remove bin 
not taken then and the 
vened this morning to 
solemn action. A vote i 
should be disqualified ft 
>ng office again in the i 
to be cast. It was infc 
yesterday.'howevcr. that 
ally should be meted >i 
thl I vote too was largelx

nrticlqg under wn
--i impeached als: swsrs
“jf mattered littl

exe
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Terrible
on
Craft
Trafi
Men

[Canadian Prem
BERLIN, Oct. 17 

Zeppelin airship L. j 
the air near Johanni 
was completely wrc< 
crew were killed. A 
sons were aboard.

The party include! 
mi rally trial board I 
mander Benisch, cor 
trials prior to the ai 
new craft as part of f 
aerial navy.

Later D 
BERLIN, Oct. 

ploded at 10.15 o’cloj 
while it was over t 
Johannisthal. sailing 
about 900 feet.

The craft fell on tl; 
leading into Johannii 
ened wreck of twi 
frame work blocking 

The crew was undi 
Lieut. Freyer of the 
tain Glath, one of C 
veteran dirigible pilot 

The exact cause of' 
unknown. The dirigibi 
its shed and had trav

17.

THE CO0
gain m

La'
Councilor Layton a 

the County ' Council 
afternoon, asked to h 
trial Farm matter re 
he# misunderstood th 
tion and in order to I 
ed for the amendmer 
carried; and which kH 
trial Farm setiemc fc 
as far as Brant Cour 
cerned. Councillor ] 
that he had Undérsto 
-tion to bind the conn 

, the scheme and althc 
no pleased with the a 

jg, voted for it. He 
th€ government bcin 
in order to learn wha 
for the County sell! 
would vote for a res< 
nature. Councillor Cc 
ed the resolution, had 
iug and therefore 
be left over until .t
meeting.

Councillor Simpson j 
Council had killfcd the;

gffving the goverm 
He was in favor of ai

w a s

ma
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