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Inearest me before I saw Randall step 
out of the elevator and, after glancing 
secretively around to order to make 
sure that he was not followed, hurry 
out into the street.

•Tm trying to get Central, sir," said 
the girl to Crewe.

"Hurry them up,” said Crewe. A mo
ment later Central responded.

"The number is 246 WUlcox avenue,” 
said the girl.

Without a word Crewe hurried into 
the street, where I joined him. He 
hailed a taxicab and we leaped in. 
Crewe gave the address that the girl 
had mentioned.

“Now, Langton,” he said, as we 
leaned back, “the question is whether 
Randall will present that check for 
payment first or whether, as is more 
probable, he will go straight to his 
confederates. Undoubtedly ail their 
plans are laid for a quick get-away. If 
he should go first to tile bank we shall 
still be in time to apprehend the 
others, and undoubtedly we can sum
mon Randall to meet us by extracting 
trout them the password, or whatever 
sign they have agreed upon.”

He called to the driver to make more 
speed and we drove through the slush, 
sending it flying in a muddy cloud on 
either side of us. Soon we had left the 
business 'section behind us and were 
speeding up Lexington avenue. The 
park appeared; we passed it and ap
proached the Harlem district

“Ton are armed T” I asked.
Crewe shook his head. 'It will not 

be necessary," he answered. "When I 
spoke of confederates,i Langton, I 
should have used the singular. As a 
matter of fact, Randall has only 
confederate, an elderly man, and some
what infirm. The shook of our appear
ance will be sufficient to disarm the 
pair of them.”

At last we turned into Willcox ave
nue. No. 246 was a small tobacco- 
ist's shop, with a pool room at the 
back, in which a number of ill-favored 
persons were playing upon a half- 
dosen dirty tables. Crewe looked 
around him in some dismay.

"He’s trickier than I thought," he 
said. “This place is only a way-sta
tion."
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(Copyright, Mil, by W. Q. Chapman in 
the United States and Great Britain. 
The arrival to New York of 

Moresby Blount was widely chronicled 
to the newspapers. Sir Moresby was 
a self-made Englishman, who, starting 
to life in the humble capacity of an 
itinerant vegetable vendor, had be
come, first a merchant prince, then a 
company promoter, finally a million
aire, having a mansion in Park Lane 
and interests to a dosen ventures all 
over the globe. Thousands of poor in
vestors blessed him when his compa
nies declared their annual dividends of 
twelve and fifteen per cent. In his 
coronation year the late king had 
knighted him. And now, Immensely 
prosperous, pompous and self-sufficient. 
Sir Moresby had come to America "to 
h inter est meself to the development of 
ypur magnificent but unprogressive 

\ west,” as he phrased it to the reporters 
who met him when the ship docked 
to New York harbor.

Mining ventures were the cause of 
Sir Moresby’s visit to America. He 
purposed to develop “all the mineral 
resources of Haris on &, including bis- 

I touth, copper, and -hantlmony.” If Sir 
Moresby's h’s were a trifle superfluous, 

.his pocketbook was evidently in the 
| right place. He was condescendingly 
affable to his visitors, and, after regis
tering at the New Hague hotel, an
nounced his intention of “doing” the 

I town alone, to order to rediscover 
America.

Xserve your interests you may count on 
me.”

At the entrance to the New Hague 
hotel we ran into the little secretary, 
Randall, whom I recognized from his 
photograph, which had been published 
to the newspapers. I had expected that 
he would not be over-zealous to assist
ing me, but to my surprise he placed 
himself at my service to the most cor
dial manner.

“I have to go back to the morgue,” 
he said, “and you had better 
along with me. There Is, I am sorry to 
say, no doubt but that the body is that 
of Sir Moresby. Even if I could not 
swear to the features—which I am pre
pared to—the clothes would prove the 
Identity beyond all possibility of 
doubt"

It wap no pi

“It could be done," I said. "But un
less there were urgent reason for such 
a course of action it would lead to most 
unpleasant complications.”

"Nevertheless it is the only way,” 
said Crewe. "Randall will loaf around 
New York until he gets the money. He 
won’t disclose his hand until the ulti
mate moment. All our detective work 
must be done in the interval between 
the reception of the check and the pre
sentation of it for payment. He will not 

come wait an unnecessary moment after the 
check has been received."

"Do you mean to suggest that he 
murdered Sir Moresby for. the insur
ance?” I queried.

“In a way—yes,” said Crewe. “We 
must have detectives upon his trail 
every moment henceforward."

'•The police—”
"Emphatically not,” said Crewe. “A 

private agency, who will not be tempt
ed to play up the sensational possibili
ties and will know enough to keep 
their mouths shut. It is essential that 
Randall shall suspect nothing. And I 
think that, on the day of payment, we 
shall arrest the gang of conspirators.”

That was all I Could get him to say. 
That same evening a couple of detec
tives were placed upon Randall’s trail, 
with instructions to shadow him wher
ever he went. Meanwhile I arranged 
with the Salamander company to pay 
the check upon the fourteenth day, and 
immediately suspend payment 

"He will not get into touch with his 
confederates until the check has been 
actually received,” said Crewe. “Nev
ertheless, if there is anything to be 
learned, it will be as well to have him 
shadowed."
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millionaire, lately so self-sufficient, now 
compressed into that “narrow measure 
of a man.” Crewe, standing beside me, 
looked hard upon the battered features. 
Then, reverently, but with a certain in
congruity of action which surprised 
me, even at the time, he took one of 
the dead man's hands to his, turned it 
palm upward, and passed his own 
hands lightly and caressingly across it 

“You are satisfied as to the identity, 
Mr. Langton?” asked Randall, the sec
retary.

“I see no reason to doubt H,” I an
swered. "I can assure you that the 
Salamander Life Insurance company is 

His little, rat-like English secretary, “ot in“ly to 'withhold payment upon 
who had accompanied him. afterward . ® 6™md ttat P*00* ot death is mtss- 
conducted the reporters to the magnifl- lBg Th® evidence of identity appears 
cent offices to a Fifth avenue building, e°“C"“lve, and after the compliance 
(Which had Just been opened to accom- 7^ * f6W formalities the money will 
modate the American branch of Sir "• tu™ed over to 016 executors. And 
Moresby's business, and where two n°w’ ltyour lewder le at hand, I 
dozen recently employed clerks were ,hould llke to go through the form of 
busily opening letters and filing applt- ‘“«pecting the dead man’s papers.” 
cations for shares along the sides of cauTue' ot course," said Randall,
the new mahogany table. a Httle nervously, as I thought. “We

It was with astonishment, therefore, ■«“ d0 “° ™ore *°°d here; let us re- 
that, on opening my morning paper on tern to the New. Hague hotel.” 
the day after the millionaire’s arrival, *Y P«rpose was merely to discover 
I saw, to great, black headlines, the wheth«r the dead man had paid his 
announcement of his death premiums regularly; the remainder of

He had gone out alone, to “redis- “8 falrB ?,d not concern me. I found 
cover America” on the preceding even- insurance papers in good order, 
tog, and, when he did not return short- “d P°Ucy had been made out
ly before midnight, his secretary be- ®8tate. Randall, as the executor,
came alarmed and telephoned the po- w°'ild’ therefore, receive the >260,000. 
lice. Within two hours his body was “D‘t„SIr,.M,°^by have * Photo- 
brought into the morgue, dripping wet *r*ph? 881164 Grewe- 68 we Bst the 

—from the cold waters of the millionaire's rooms and looked through
river. The skull was fractured and the ^ _
face beaten almost out of all recognl- . d,d bring «ay to this eoun- 
tlon; but the clothes identified the tfy’ aald Randall. "But, of course, 
man beyond all doubt Sir Moresby ?here are 0,6 newspaper snapshots,” 
had evidently been struck down from he^ded’ ,‘“y?u want 0M” 
behind while prowling to the unsavory we Ulke6 1 Perceived that
purlieus of the East side, robbed of , we was wao<iering, a little restless- 
money, watch and chain and jewelry, around the room. Once or twice he 
and flung into the stream, which helted •nd aeemed to be inspecting 
washed him ashore opportunely in the BOme °* the Personal belongings of Sir 
vicinity of the police patrol station Moresby closely. Upon a small table 

Hardly had I laid down the paper l8y, “ °M Ptir ef *lovea of tbin kid, 
when there came a ring at my tele- 8,14 UBllned- wllet was my aatonish- 
phone. I took the receiver off the P“nt to see Crewe slip one of these 
hook and heard the agitated voice of lnt0 ,hU while Randall’s back
the general manager of the Salaman- W88 turned. >
der Life Insurance company, for which There seemed no more to be done. I 
I acted as lawyer. went away and reported to the general

"Langton,” he called, “have you seen manager of the Salamander that pay- 
the account of the murder of Sir ment ought to be made, subject to the 
Moresby Blount?" two weeks of delay that the policy pro-

"Yea," I called back. "What of it?” vi<led for. There seemed to be no mys- 
“What of it? My God, Langton, he tefy to the case at all. 

insured last month with our English 1 was therefore considerably sur- 
branch for two hundred and fifty thou- Prised when Crewe telephoned me that 
sand dollars." afternoon to come over at once, but

Ten minutes later the manager was flr,t to telephone the Salamander peo- 
In my office and urging me to look into Ple t0 postpone payment for a couple 
the matter. There might be some mis- of weeks. As this was to be done in 
take, he said. It might be suicide, to event I did not find it necessary to
which case the policy would be to vail- up the subject with the geiieral 
dated. There might be some flaw to manager again, but went straight to 
the policy, or the premiums might Crewe’s apartments, which Were sltu- 
have lapsed. They had cabled to their ated ln * modest block upon Twenty- 

, English branch; meanwhile would I second street. I found him at the door, 
proceed to the New Hague hotel and his hands dripping with purple dye. 
see the dead man’s secretary? “What on earth have you been do-

I summoned Peter Crewe over the tog ?” I asked, 
telephone. If there were any mystery. Then I perceived that a great bowl 
Crewe could clear it up. With his of the dye stood in the center of his 
wonderful optical powers, which had table, in which floated Sir Moresby’s 
already helped me in solving many a glove, turned inside out and of an in- 
mystery, I knew that I could have tense purple hue. 
chosen no better confidant "Langton,” he said, "we must have

I met him by appointment at the Randall watched ceaselessly until the 
door of hie hotel. Crewe, however, was moment of his departure for Arizona.” 
not disposed to see any prospect of "How do you know he is going to 
helping the company. Arizona?” I asked.

“It looks like a clear case of murder,
1 Langton,” he said, "and between you 
and me I do not want to help them 
evade their responsibilities.”

I "But you’ll come with me?” I urged.
“Gladly,” said Crewe. “And if there 

Is any legitimate way in which I can
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iyBut as we expected, nothing came of 
the shadowing. Randall attended the 
funeral of the dead man on the third 
day afterward, attired to deepest black 
and wearing an air of intense dejec
tion. He gave up his apartments at the "Want a game, gentlemen?" asked 
New Hague hotel and took cheaper the proprietor, coming forward with an 
lodging further up-town. Prqmptly ill-smelling cigar between his lips, 
every day at eleven he entered the '“I want a word with 
gorgeous new suite of offices, where Crewe, pulling him to one side. He 
the clerks worked at the mahogany ta- looked through into the pool room; all 
toes. The death of the millionaire had the players were engaged and it 
apparently not affected public confl- seemed unlikely that we would be dls- 
dence in the Arizona development turbed for a few minutes at least, 
scheme, for advertisements in heavy Crewe took the fellow by the lapel of 
type continued to appear ln the news- the coat.
papers and subscriptions flowed to. "Did you convay/tbat message to the 

Upon the fourteenth day it was my 0,d gentleman ?”ii».asked, 
duty to appear at the offices ip person The fellow stwrfcNt, but instantly re- 
vflth the check for the Insurance gained h'ls composure, 
money, which I duly paid over to Ran- “What old gentleman?” he asked, 
dall. There was a furtive look in his "None of that,” said Crewe. “Things 
eyes when he received it. Signing the have gone wrong. Our friend cannot 
receipt, he ushered me out of the be here. Is everything packed?” 
place with affected bonhomie; then, The man hesitated and looked 
turning as I waited for the elevator, I around shiftily.
saw him catch his overcoat nervously “I can’t talk to you until Mr. Somers 
from the hook on which it hung, and arrives,” he said.- 
I knew, by some instinctive process of "Mr. Somers will not arrive," cried 
thought, that it was his intention never Crewe in exasperation. “Do you want 
again to enter the sumptuous offices. A to queer the whole game? Will you 
sudden conviction came over me that give him a telephone message - from 
the whole affair was a gigantic fraud; me?”
that the Salamander had been victim- “What is it?”; demanded the fellow, 
ized by a set of unscrupulous swindlers sourly.
who had not hesitated at murder to “Tell him to take a taxi and meet us 
achieve their ends; Randall, the head at the Grand Central, in the smoking 
and front of the consplracy.'waa yet room. Mr. Somérs will be there. Stop! 
only a pliant tool in their hands. I must use your telephone a moment.”

By prearrangement CreWe was to He went to the instrument and made 
have been waiting for me at the foot as if to take down the receiver; then 
of the elevator. It was a large build- checked himself.' 
tag, containing some dozen floors, all “See here, Mister,” said the fellow 
packed with offices; beneath, three tel; “I don’t know you and I’ve got my or- 
ephone girls were busy at their boards, ders strict. Now, If I send your mes- 
while a number of small telephone sage, will ypu step outside the store so 
booths accommodated those who that you won’t overhear the number’” 
wished to communicate with other “That sounds good enough,” said 
parts of the town. Crewe. He took me by the arm and

In place of Crewb I found awaiting we went out of the shop, the proprietor 
me an Inspector of the telephone com- watching us suspiciously until we had 
pany, wearing the distinctive hat of his stepped across the threshold 
office. I gazed at him; something "Now, Langton,” said Crewe, “he will 
about his appearance seemed familiar; undoubtedly call up the confederate, if 
suddenly I perceived that this was only to voice suspicion of us. Quick' 
Crewe, but he had shaved off his mus- in here ”
iS*6 “s whole facial appearance He thrust me into a store three num- 

6a7 “Vw berB away< outside which was the sign, 
fî hIm ^ d g8Ve me the ,Ught" “Local and Long Distance Telephone.” 

est look of warning. He hurried to the instrument and took
Crewe advanced toward the tele- down the receiver 

phone boards and planted himself be- "Hello! Hello!” he called. "This Is 
tween two of the girls. for police headquarters. A call has

You have a call from 867 Sixth ave- just been taken from 8214 Harlem. I 
nue, he said. This was Randall’s of- want the number.”
flc,e , He waited one moment until the an-

FOr 8214 Harlem, one of the girls swer came, then seized me by the arm. 
responded. “We shall be Just In time,” he said.

Get me the street and number im- “It is a furnished room house on One 
mediately, said Crewe. “Get into the Hundred and'Fifty-third street ” 
booth,” he continued to me In a whis- it was only twelve blocks " distant
pe5\ , , ,, „ , . , , and a short turn around the block. We

I had hardly slipped into the booth ) were panting and breathless when we
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KWe allibree fell 
Io Ibe floor. “

you," said i

Xiarrived at a .dingy house, with a sign, 
“Furnished Rooms,” in a dirty window 
behind which bloomed a faded rubber 
plant. >

“Have you any rooms?” asked 
Crewe. “My friend and I are tran
sients; we want a good-sized apartment 
for a few days. The cost will not be 
material.”

The woman wiped her hands upon a 
dirty apron and looked at us suspi
ciously.

“I’ll have the front parlor on the sec
ond floor vacant this afternoon,” she 
said. “If you’d step up maybe the gen
tleman would let you see it.”

She turned and we prepared to. fol
low her, when suddenly a taxicab stop
ped to front of the house and a man 
dashed out at full speed and was up 
the stairs with a bound. He was 
breathing heavily and his face was 
ashen gray as he espied us. We recog
nized him immediately, to spite of a 
pair of heavy spectacles and a newly 
shaven upper lip. It was Randall, the 
English secretary.

"Don’t let them In," he shrieked, and 
precipitated himself upon us with such 
fury that we all three fell to the floor 
while the landlady screamed a.id 
waved her arms over us in a strange 
sort of benediction.

“It’s no use, Randall,” said Crewe. 
“The game’s up. Better come upstairs 
quietly.”

“Take that, curse you,” screamed 
the secretary, and. snapped a revolver 
In his face. By some miracle the ball 
failed to reach its destination ; it. bur
led itself in the woodwork .of the door. 
Next moment we had disarmed and 
trussed the man. He confronted us 
malignantly, his face like putty, the ly- 
breath hooting from between his lips.

"Come, Randall," said Crewe quietly,
“it might be far worse than it is, you 
know. It might be murder.”

"I wish to God it were," snapped the
Englishman, vindictively...............

"Now suppose you go. ahead and we 
will follow you,” said Crewe, pressing 
the revolver into the small of Randall’s 
back. "Now, madam, will you kindly 
give your lungs a breathing space? It’s 
no use calling ’police,’ for ye represent 
the central office.”

Randall sullenly proceeded up the 
stairs, we following. At the top of the 
first flight he stopped in front of the 
parlor. ■

"Silly old fool. I told him to keep 
his eyes peeled,” he muttered. "Walk

in, gentlemen,” he continued, standing 
aside.

“After you,” said Crewe, pushing him 
into the room. We followed into a 
plainly furnished apartment, contain
ing a large bed, three chairs and a 
writing table. Several pieces of Eng
lish baggage wepe upon the floor, 
packed ready for departure, and seated 
at the window, looking toward us’ with 
a heavy face of mingled fear and doubt, 
was an elderly gentleman whose ex
pression seemed familiar to me, though 
I could not recall where I had seen him 
before.

Crewe stepped forward with a laugh 
and took the heavy face between his 
hands. Next moment he stepped back. 
In either'hand was a false, blue-black 
whisker, which he had peeled from the 
skin.

"Langton,” he said, mockingly, “al
low me to present to you our esteemed 
friend, Sir Moresby Blount.”

The expression upon the financier’s 
face was comical to witness. All his 
dignity had deserted him, and he 
leaned back in the chair, breathing 
stertoriously, apparently in acute and 
craven fear.

“We nearly missed you, Randall," 
said Crewe, turning to the secretary. 
“Tell me one thing. Have you present
ed the check for payment?”

“No,” Randall growled. "That was 
to have been the last thing done.”

“I thought so,” answered Crewe. 
“Payment has been stopped. You 
would have been arrested at the bank. 
We had you either way.”

"Well what are you going to do?” 
asked ^tandall, biting his lips nervous-

upon trial and sentenced to serve 
seven years in the federal prison at 
Atlanta, Ga., while Randall, his tool, 
escaped with a sentence of three years.

It was disclosed at the trial that 
Blount had been implicated in a sim
ilar series of shady transactions to 
England. The crash of the Arizona 
scheme was followed by the collapse 
of seven of his banks in London and 
the provinces. It the English govern
ment presses for his extradition when 
he is set free by the American govern
ment, doubtless a further sentence will 
befall him.

It appears that, rendered desperate 
by the impending crash of his fortunes, 
Blount had conceived the desperate 
scheme of feigning death, in order to 
obtain the insurance money and start 
life anew to some other comer of the 
globe. The plan had been laid skilful
ly; the Journey to America, where 
there was none to identify him posi
tively, was a plot of genius. By ar
rangement a body had been removed 
from an undertaker’s, mutilated am 
dressed in the financier’s clothes, 
while he went into hiding until the Sal
amander company should pay the in
surance.

“But what gave you the idea1 that he 
was alive?” I asked of Crewe. “How 
could you discover that the body 
not that of Sir Moresby, when the fea
tures were mutilated ?”

Crewe smiled. “It is so simple thaï 
I really hate to give the trick away,” 
he Said, “Perhaps you recollect the 
stained glove in my apartment?"

“Yes, and I wondered whàt on Oarth 
your object could be in dyeing it 
pie.”

was
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‘The purple was a simple coal tar 
dye, used extensively for hardening 
and bringing out the salient forms Of 
microscopic subjects,” 
swered. "I knew the moment I had it 
in my hands that the body at the 
morgue could not be Sir Moresby’s. 
The ridges on the thumbs and fingers 
were what are technically known as,- 
■whorls.’ The ridges-on Sir Moresby'# 
fingers, on the other hand, were ellip. 
tical. They had been well imprinted, 
into the soft kid and it was necessary- 
only to turn the glove inside, out and 
dye it in order to bring them out to 
marked detail.’’

The answer was supplied by the un
ceremonious bursting open of the door. 
A couple of policemen stood upon the 
threshold and, behind them, peering 
over their shoulders alternately, was 
the face of the landlady.

“I think we can fight the matter out 
at the police station,” Crewe answered.

The trial of Blount and Randall

Crewe an-

was,
of course, one of the causes célébrés of 
the year. Having recovered the 
amount of its insurance the Shlaman- 
4er company decided not to put itself 
to the expense of a prosecution, since 
to any event the first claim upon the 
prisoners would have been that of the 
federal government. The Arizona de
velopment scheme proved to be a gi- (Next week: “The Champion of the 
gantlc swindle. Blount was placed Fleet,”)

"Because Sir Moresby cannot go 
now,” said Crewe;—the Jest appeared 
a little out of place to me. “Can you 
have your company make out a check 
to him for the full amount and immedi
ately telephone to the bank suspending 
payment?”

(
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BETRAYED BY A BABY’S CRY In the midst of the conversation the 
cry of a baby was conveyed simulta
neously to the ears of Mrs. Blank and 
Mrs. Dash.

"Why, I didn’t know you have a 
baby,” exclaimed Mrs. Blank.

“And I didn't know you have one,” 
said Mrs. Dash.

. "I haven’t.”
"Neither have I.”
"I see 1” said Mrs. Blank, as a great 

light dawned. "Mrs. Skeezwee is on 
the same line I have, and she has a 
baby. But I’m sure she is not low 
down enough to eavesdrop."

The soft clink of a telephone receiv
er being hung up if with great care 
was heard.

T know that nosey old hag has 
been listening to us,” appended Mrs. 
Blank, "but I guess that shot will hold 
her for a while.”—Louisville Times.

INCIDENT OF EASTER MORN gathering was overturned and its con
tents scattered over the sidewalk.

Slowly, painfully she stooped and 
tried to gather up her coal and kind
ling while the gaily bedecked throng, 
never noticing her, passed on.

« A tog. husky workman saw the old 
lady and instantly began to assist her. 
After they had got all her coal and 
wood in the basket, the old lady, with 
tears in her eyes, said, “Thank you, 
sir.” “it was no trouble, ma’am,” he 
replied, “no trouble at all,” and went 
on his way.

It was only a little thing. One small 
incident in the life of the big city 
with its "Idle rich,” but the moral is 
there.

“Fine feathqr» don’t make fine 
birds.”

essarily imply a knowledge df eleva- minded tradesman, and entered his 
tor etiquette as laid down by the op- shop. The bird was perched on the 
era tor. wrist ’ of one of the boys, and did

“There goes a man whose breeding tricks, bowed, danced, and chattered 
came out in the wash even if it did The ingenuous shopkeeper was 
look to be fast colors,” he said. “Be- amused. Suddenly the magpie flew up 
cause there were ladies to the car he and perched near the ceiling, out of 
took off his hat,, but he didn't know reach. The boys and the shopkeeper 
what to do with it after he got it off. started hunting for the bird—not all 
He held it bottom side up as if about the boys, however, for one of them 
to take up a collection. If a man does stopped behind, near the till, and emp- 
not know that is not the way to hold tied it. A whistle called the bird 
the hat he might Just about as well down, and bird and bojre were off with 
keep it on his head.” their booty. The game seems to have

succeeded upon only one trusting 
tradesman before the gang, including 
the magpie was captured.

Very Taking Platform.
Governor Dix, at a dinner in the 

Hotel Manhattan in New York, said of 
politics:

“Sneering at politics, the Concourt» 
once said that no party could ever 
lose office if it gave the people free 
fireworks every night, and free vaude
ville every day.

“But I heard of a candidate in the 
south who went the Goncourts 
better.

‘“Fellow citizens,’ he shouted from 
the stump, ‘my platform is Just this: 
First, no pay for any elected candi
date. Second, pensions for all voters.’ "

New Ideas In Motors.
A wave power motor that a Cali

fornian recently patented utilizes the 
horizontal motion of the water instead 
of the vertical, as usually is the case L
I?1 fill O V» vhqaKIm mm

Little Happening, the Moral of Which 
Is Fine Feathers Don't Make 

Fine Birds.

Eavesdropping Woman On the Party 
Telephone Line Got a "Hot Shot" 

From Her Neighbor.

It was Easter morning, and although 
the air was crisp and cold. Fifth ave
nue was filled with its usual Easter 
crowd—women strutting along like 
peacocks, anxious that all might see 
their hats, their gowns; and man- 
martyrs to woman’s pride and vanity. 
Each was conscious that their tailor 
and talloness had done their duty 
well, that money—their money—is a 
power, and so it is—a power for good 
or evil.

An old, wrinkled, poorly-dressed 
woman, ln an effort to pass through 
this crowd of Easter show birds, waa 
jostled and pushed, and a basket of 
coal and pieces of wood she had been

The telephone, be it affirmed unani
mously, is a great institution. It be
comes a greater institution when the 
wires are crossed and a man’s wife 
hears him talking to “that blondined 
old cat.” The possibilities of the tele
phone become more complicated when 
a party line is used.

Mrs. Blank has a party line. She 
and Mrs. Dash were talking and their 
conversation was not intended for 
other ears. There was nothing com
promising, it may be parenthetically 
•aid, but as women on rare occasions 
do, they were gossiping about other 
Women.

one

Magpie a Thieves’ Accomplice.
Six thieves and a magpie nave been 

run in by the Paris police. The bird, 
true to its instinct, was an active mem- Only one per cent of the cable- 
bar of the gang. It did not purloin on grams sent over seas are concerned 
its own account but its help was in- with family or private matters. The 
valuable. The six thieves, all under rest are commercial. Journalistic or 
sixteen, chose a sufficiently simple- J official.

But He Meant Well.
Drawing room manners do not nee-
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