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and al?”
" said Mr, Gubb firmly,

dour and an extremely nervous man-

wer of speech and action. When he
spoke he cast his words forth in a
hurried splutter, running them al to-
gether, and often onmitting a few al-

<ustomed environment;

evident that Birdie was out of his ac |
that some-|

thing familiar was missing. No| /
doubt it was Uncle Mom! |
From the hooks on his wall Mr.!

er Syndicate.)

On August 6th two mysterious
#trangers arrived at Riverbank Hotel.
'On the register their names ‘were
; one looked something

phibk, and the other some-
thing 1 Gkhez D. Gryyyb. But as
|these were evidently impossible, it
must be supposed that the two men
meant to conceal their identity or
awvere frightfully poor penmen. Hardly
had they signed the register before
Harold G. Blenk walked into the hotel, |
turned back on the two strangers, |
i@y picked a five-cent cigar to ghreds,|
dropping the bits into a cuspidor, and
went out again. A minute later mo|
two strangens walked out of the hotel. |
They followed Mr. Blenk at a safe d¥s-|
tance for about two blocks, and then!
Mr. Blenk turned a corner. The two|
strangers turned the same corner. All|
three then seemed to disappear. {
That was August 5th. On the even-
ing of August 7th, about 10 o'clock
while Mr. Rudolph Krampe was simmz?
dn his parior smoking a meershaum |
Fm and idly conversing with his wife
w Who gat at the opposite side of the
able, someone (Mrs. Krampe after
Sward described him as an  unusuadly
Iblack negro) mrrived at the Krampe
door and handed a sealed envelope to
Mrs Krampe, who had answered the
doorbell. The letter was addressed, in |
& clear enough handwriting, to M
Rudolph Krampe. Mrs. Krampe hand- |
wd the letter to her husband—the negro |
mot waiting for an answer—and Mr.
Krampe opened the envelope and read
the short note it contained. As soon
as he had read it he folded the note

sgain and again, until it was a mere |this a mysterious disappear “If the body is multilated up be-

wad of paper, and put it in his left|ance ¢ , &8 treated on in Lesson 9 of | yond the recognition of identification,

ftrousers pocket the correspondence school I graduate | no doubt that might helfp to tell who
‘““What is it, Rudolph® his wife | out from.” it was that it is,” said Mr. Gubb com-

msked, “Of Lesson 9's I know nothing,” said | fortingly. And Mrs. Krampe burst in-
“Nothing!™” he said, but he was evi-| Mrs. Krampe. “But thait Rudolpl” to tears again,

ddently nervous. He tried to read the
wewspaper, but could not keep his at-
itention fixed, and presently he aro:

nd wandered around the room. Mrs.
Krampe watched him anxiously. His

ﬁ.md. Mr. Krampe went into the hall

nd fn & minute returned wearing lis
hat. He bent over Mrs. Krampe an |1
ikissed her.

“I go out awhil he. said

I don’t get back so soon, maybe you

jehouldn’t wait up for me.”

| “Rudolph,” she exclaimed

’an you going?

i

where

Unfortunately she mwas an unsually
womaa, and the chair
hich she sat was onme Rudolph h:
ht just after they 'were marr
nd before she had put on flesh. W
he arose the chair came with her,
wand she was obliged to spend a few
| second. getting rid of the chair. By
#that time Rudolph had left the house,
The next morning she awakened
rand did not find Rudolph by her side.
'"He had mot returned. It was the first
aight he had ever spent away from
fiome, and she immediately thought of
foul play. She put on her hat, threw
ja shawl over her shoulders and hur-
ried to the office of Philo Gubb, paper
hanger and graduate of the Rising Sun
Petective Bureau's Correspondence
Bchool of Detecting. At the door she
paused, for she heand voices inside.
“And the total most I will offer to
ive in pay for him, Uncle Thomnas,”
ilo Gubb was saying, “is ten dollars
n currency cash.”
*“Ten dollars! Say, you would steal
the feathers off a new-hatched chick-
‘Ten dollars! Look at him once.
k at the fire in his eye. Look at
{his dauntless spirit!”
Inside the room Mr. Gubb was sit-
Fm on the edge of his folding bed,

nd the man he had called Uncle
"Thomas was standing before him,
Ming a leather thong, at the other
pend of which was a dog. The dog was
ot standing. It lay flat on the door
n a state of utter dejection, sadly

pehing at its left ear wi its left
;md paw.
“His spirit don't appear to me to

jlook no more daunmtless than what

ten dollars would be valued at,”

<ajd Philo Gubb. “Ten dollars is all

Lil will offer to consider paying out for
im, Uncle Thomas.”

“Ten dollars for a genuine Siberian|I

time buying this bloodheund dog al

should be murdered I fear plenty.” |
the evening
been noted. In conclusion she brought
from her pocket a much-creased
wanderings led him to the hall door| of

Gubb,"”

“If | wi

1 right; give me the tem, then,” | together

without another word. He almost mnf
into Mrs. Krampe at the door, and | Nutly.”

door to enter
room-bedroom,
Mr. Gubb had taken the thong that! jointedne:

Mr. Gubb's oftice-work- | er.”

the arm of his desk chair when he saw
Mrs. Krampe,

“Good morning,” he said politely
“Perhaps you had better not attempt
to advance forward too far, ma’am. 1
have just pubchased the ownership of
a ferocious bloodhound dog that I aint' w
acquainted with the temper of. Into
the deteckative busimess the blood
hound dog often comes in handy
wouldn't have the presence of such
filerce canine hound around the place
What can I do for you, ma'am?”

“Rudolph is gone away from
house alli night yet” said N
Krampe, ready to break into t
“Last night he was there already, a
this morning he ain’t come back ve

“Yes, ma'am,” said Mr. Gubb, “From
out of which remarks I guess to a:
sume you want me into my detecka
tive capacity and not into my deco:
ating and paper-hanging line of pro-

write

Into a

| tions ontc
to hurry
deteckativ
ehe over

s remark

hands a job .of papering Doolittle’s
Hall that is in a great rush of haste,

and I've spent out too long a period of

ready.
have sa

Now, from the remarks you
1, 1 imagine the be! that

away!"

And she went on to tell the event of | parted,
before as has
ises and

slip | arise. Ei

paper.

she said.

10w Rudolph tells me I should mend

wal

Gacpors! £isuse —o.
"

in the air.

pick it up this morning

| In his ac

hen Mrs. K

Ti

Nex

ir

! little Hal and
s the

up to do, but
takes
ng otherw

urge
ght

1ese he

was seen.

n

Krampe, wiping her eyes
he buy, like a dumbhead, and when
the front door
and the wind right I
store at my home yet—ihirteen blocks

of the

Gubb um

>d him tc
upward

e last

first

ase rights

just at this point

fession. May I ask the request that | strong with the ¢ i1 of that Rose
you be as briefly short as possible | of Musk toilet soap I told him he was
jmay be, maam? Tve got onto my{a fool to buy alr y,”  said Mrs.

store
can

‘When the sorrowing wife had de-
Mr.
already | thong that held Birdie to the prem-

fastened

» awaken
jerks on

“And this should be the | thong, each of which lifted Birdie to
paper the negro man fetched him, Mr | bis hind legs, sufficed ‘to arouse the
“Always for a week | bloodhound from slumber.

£ on the part of
In this position, with
and it slides right out wnmihis paws curved under and higz eyes
ks around the room so nervous. ' gazing at Mr. Gubb in craven fear,

He immediately rolled over on his back and put his four legs

Gubb,

August is

“Five gross

is open
smell the

He immed-
jately rolled over on his back and put
the hole in his pants pocket, and al- | his four legs in the air, the supreme
vs 1 forget it every day. Into euch | atitude of preparedn
a pocket should be put the letter, Mr.| a coward dog.
Gubb,

£ would add dater
s;id the Thespian, and he took the|as he happened to think of them. Thus
bill Mr. Gubb offered and went out|10 a custcmer he would ejaculate:
“I this muslin two cents than Mec-
would be “am seMing.'
that lady took advantage of the open | After a moment he might add, “cheap-

15 the same nervous dis-
i In writing a
ted to the dog and was knotting it to ! sales check he often wrote the items
with his patent pencil and then, hav-
Tig written, fixed the Jead so it would
That was the kind of nervons
nan Mr. Krampe was; but withal he
was a great favorite
ts,” said Mr
ape hgd told ali she
e, "I liad ought to pro
adiately down and up to Doo-
hang the decora-
e I promi
an important

red-

It
that
into

the

and
the

Gubb selected the various parts of the
disguise listed in the Rising Sun De-
tective Bureau's Correspondence
School of Detecting’s supply catalogug
“No. 44—EMerly Negro Preacher,
h wig, complete, $13.75.” Into this
guise he got, blackening his face
with the Rising Sun Imperial Fage-
Black, and putting on his head the|
kinky grap wig., Immediately Blni'iu;
arose and wagged his tail. He utter-|
ed a low but evidently happy ba.rk4|
He looked about the room. No doubt |
he was looking for Little Eva, Topsy
or Mark the Lawyer.
The Hound of the Tankervilles was
himself againl
Mrs. Krampe, when Philo Gubb ar
rived leading Birdie, was weeping in |
the parlor, that being as good a place !
to weep as any other. But she dried |

{bloodhound!” exclaimed the other.
“Ten dollars! . And this here blood-
{hound has crossed more ice after
jmore Elizas than any hound that ever
itravelled with a Tom show! Why,
jmway back in 1876——"
! He stopped short. He had just been
ltrying to convince Philo Gubb that the
fhound was a young dog.

“Away back in 1875,” he continued
uickly, “this dog’s greatgreatgrand-
ather was chasing Elizas across the
dce. And follow a scent! Birdie, get
up!”

“What for do you call him Birdie
for?” asked Mr. Gubb.

“Because he's so bioodthirsty. We—
we named him after the American
eagle—it's a bird, you know. Blood-
thirsty! That's what he is. Just the
kind of bloodhound an up-to-date de-
tective ought to have. If the Tanker-
ville United ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin’ com-
pany hadn’t gone on the rocks here, I
wouldn‘t e¢ell Birdie for a thousand
doll He's a ul dog—won-
derful! He's full of wild Siberian
blood. He—"

“He secems ke he was bothered
with the trouble of fleas,” suggested
Philo Gubb.

“A few,” admitted the dog man. “A
,few! But all genuine Siberian hound
fleas. Not @ common flea in the lot.
(Did you ever see a Siberlan hound
|fRea?”

“I don't recall the memory of hav-
' ing done so,” said Mr. Gubb.

© "Well, if you buy 'this hound you'

Read it.”

Tedd.

sobs.

ot

“And you wish to desire
fird out tue ¢1scovery of your husband
or what is left of the remains of his
corpse?”’ asked Mr. Gubb.
“Ye—yes!” schted Mrs. Krampe.
While Mr. Gubb delved into Rudolph
Krampe's pust, Birdje showed his ‘erc-
city by falling souud asleep.
“Peyond the doubt of a possihility,”
said Mr. Gubb. The reason for the mo-
tive of the cace must be extortion or
blackmail or somethirg else.”
“Sure!” sa'd Mrs. Krampe, between

O¢ the mys erirus strangess
bad registered 1t the Riverbank Eote]
no<aing was said. because neither Mra
Kr:mipe nor Mr. Gubb knew anytaing
abcut them. Neither was the name of
Har }d G. Blenk mentioned, akhough
it is possible Mrs Frampe knew there
was such a man. since Mr. £rampe
had from time ~¢ tinie plaved pisochle
in the back room o Mr. Bleak ¢ 3raio
and feed store.
Mr. Krampe was a man of consider-
ably means and of inexpensive habits.
His home was a modest two-story
frame house on Bighth street, and he
was, in no great way, a dry goods mer-
chant. He was a somewhat short man,
fleas ' heavily built, with a blonde pompa-

aiready.

Mr. Gubb took *he slip of paper and | futile,
It bore these words, together Birdie from one place to another by
with a rude drawing of a skul and pulling the thong attached to his col-
crossbones.
Rudolpa Krans
meet thy doom!!!
*).¢ll sound yuu+ knell at midnigat &
this night.

Prepar: to
The brazen

H.GB.

R.H.D.
I should

whe

, Birdie remnained. All Mr. Gubb's at-
{ tempts to induce Birdie to arise were
It was only possible to get

lar, as if he were a sled. A blood-
hound that has to be pulled like a
sled is not a truly efficient blood-
hound for tracking purposes.

Mr. Gubb seated humself on the bed
and looked at Birdie. Mr. Gubb had
never attended a performance of
“Uncle Tom's Cahin.” On the other
hand, it was quite possible, he argued,
that a bloodhound used to cross the
ice after Eliza might possibly proceed
best in sled-formation, sleds and ice
being well mated. He bemt down and
by main force rolled Birdie over on
his side.

It was evident that if Bindie had
been accustomed to travel as a sled
his single runner, or backbone, would
hayve suffered some wear and tear. It
should have been hairless, like the
flank of a mule where the trace«hain
|wears it. This was not the case;
there was as much hair over Birdie's
backbone as elsewhere. Deduction, the
remarkable factulty possessed by all
great detectives, promptly told Mr.
Gubb that Bindie did not usually trav-
el on his backb This hing up-
side down was a temporary expedient
—an evidence of fear.

For some minutes Mr. Gubb studied
this situetion closely. A ten-dollar
bloothound that will not hound is ten

and

doll a #

dolph Krampe, dead or alive, remained
undiscoveerd. It was /here that the
wide attainments of the modern scien-

her tears and admitted the great de-
tective, while his escort of cight small
boys pressed their faces between the
pickets of the fence

“I desire to obtain the temporary
possession of something belonging to
the ownership of Mr. Krampe,” said

is ¢ ¥
T pue o but o | Mr. Gubb;  “something this Birdie
1% néed 'n'l\' manner | Plocdhound dog can follow up the
g i scent of.”\
races 1
Tt traces by the A cake of Rose of Musk soap,’
Krampe began. But Mr. Gubb

1 up his hand.

“No ma'am,” he said. “The femin-
ine lady population of Riverbank is ac-
customed into the habit of buying at-
tire goods off of your husband’s store,
and I understand that the odor of the
scent of Rose of Musk 1s permanently
introduced forever into all the goods
into his store since last August. 1
can't waste up my valuable time let-
ting a bloodhound dog track up all the
dry goods wear your husband sold for
the period of a year's time. Into most
narrative tales of odhound dog
tracking an old shos is the best thing

“1 could have plenty of Rudolph’s
old schoes upstairs in the closet yet,
said Mms. Krampe, and she fetched
one and, gave it to M Gubb. The de-
tective grasped Birdie firmly and putl
the shoe on the 's nose, as if the
nose were a foot intelligent ani-
mal understood what was wanted of!
him. He sniffed deep and raised his
head and uttered a series of sharp,
eager howls, Mr. Gubb threw !ha!
shoe into a comer and took a firm |
grasp on the leash, With his nose to!
the floor Birdie walked into the hall,
where he paused, whining at the front
door. Mr. Gubb opened the door and
the blood-hound crossed the thresh-
hold, and, wi nose to the ground,

strained at leash and ded Mr.
Gubb to the gate

“Gee!” exclaimed a small boy,
“Gubb’s got a bloodhound and he's
bloodhounding some fefliar! Come
on, kids. Let's watch him!”

“You boys keep around back behind
of where the bloodhound is at,” said
Mr. Gubb. “Don't crowd up into the
front of where his nose is going to, or
he can’t go to it.”

These were necessary orders, for
the gmal] boys had wedged themselves
immediately in front of Birdie. They
now opened their ranks, and Birdie,
his Joose-skinned head bent to the
ground and his nostrols expanded, tug-
ged at the leather thong and proceed-
ed down the street. He was blood-
hounding in the most approved man-
aer.

As Mr. Gubb and Birdie proceeded
down the street, followed by what we
golfers call a gallery, ‘the gallery in-
creased in numbers. It was vacation
time in Riverbank, and every boy was
a of leisure. Some joined
the gallery to see a detective and a
bloodhound track & ermminal; some
joimed it thinking Mr: Gubb and Birdie
were part of an “Uncle Tom's Cabin”
show parade, on the way to join the
band and the remainder of the parade.
Never had Mr. Gubb drawn such a
numerous escort, or such a noisy one.
But Birdie did not mind. Nose to
earth, Birdie tugged dt his leash.
From Eighth street Birdie turned
into the Avenue, following exactly the
path taken by Mr. Krampe on the
night of his mysterious disappearance,
and just before he reached Main St.
he turned sharply to the left and
poked his nose to the crack under the
screen door of Cromback’s Bank. He
whined, uttered three short, sharp
barks and looked up at Mr. Gubb with
pleading eyes. Mr. Gubb opened the
screen door and Birdie entered.
Cromback’s bank was not a bank at
all It was a beer saloon, with a
pool and billiard room in the back.
‘The floors of the barroom and billiard
room were always sprinkled with
moist fragrant sawdust, and this,
with the permeating odor of beer,
combined to form a perfume that was
sweeter than Roses of Lusk to many
men of Riverbank. It was cool in
Cromback’s on the hottest days. The
well-screened windows kept out the
glaring light, and as the place was
built over an old creek there was us-
ually a foot of water in the cellar. Be-
cause of this the air was beautifully
damp, and the wallpaper hung in great
folds from the walls. The mirror be
hind the bar was beautifully decorated
(protected against flyspeaks) by a de-
sign representing a splendid schooner
sailing backward into a whale, the
whole done in soap. It looked lNke
frosted silver.

Over all the bar glasses on the shelf

and beer sign on the walls. From the
cetlings of both rooms hung tails and
pagodas of cut tissue paper—punple,
green, pink, red and blue in color, but
to the eye quite black with assembjed
fiies. Behind the bar, as Mr. Gubb
entered, stood Mr. Cromback himsedf,
fanning his face and perspiring in

tific detective came into play, It was

\

B A ST

givudets. He was a fat man. He was

to start off from.” |

behind the bar was a sheet of pale- hound to pass through. The gallery
green mosquito netting, and similar | cheering, followed Mr. Gubb and the
netting was tied across every picture | hound.

W

\

<

the fattest man anyone ever saw out-
side of the museum.

The moment Birdie entered the in-
telligent animal, following his nose,
walked directly to the brass rail at the
base of the bar and put one foot on it.
e smeled up and down the brass
rail, yelping joyfully. It was evident
that Rudolph Krampe had put his foot
on the brass rail, not once, but many
taes. At the door something like one
Lundred boys stood, holding the
screen door wide and gazing with oag-
er attention,

“Himmel! Make that door to!” cried
Mr. Cromback. “You want all the fliés
in the world should come in yet?”

This question did not affect the boys
at all. They probably thought-all the
flies in the world were already in the
saloon.

“What is?”
Mr. Gubb.

“Sh!” said Mr. Gubb mysteriously.
“I'm a deteckative into disguise—de-
teckative deteckating somebody. Sh!”

“Liverwurst!” exclaimed Mr. Crom-
back, or something that sounded like
that. His mouth fell open and he
stared at Mr, Gubb in amazement,
never had a detective tried to detect
anyone in his saloon before.

“Deteckating! Mit a hound dog!
Liverwurst!” he ejaculated.

Birdie baving indicated that Mr.
Krampe had put his foot on the brass
rail about eight times, whined plead-
ingly and tugged Mr. Gubb toward the
back room. In half-circles, like scal-
lops, he wended his way from one
leng-legged chair to another, until he
reached the cue-rack. Here he paused
a moment, and then led Mr. Gubb to
the pool table nearest the rear of the
TOOMm.

Then began one of the maddest
bloodhound chases ever recorded.

Around and around the pool table
Birdie went, now reversing and going
to a chair, now taking up the scent
again and leading Mr. Gubb arouna
and around the pool table again., He
seemed to wind Rudolph Krampe's
progress as a child winds a ball of
twine following *ho thread as he
weund it. The ticor seemed to be
literally covered with wanderings of
Mr. Krampe. Five times did Birdie
leave the pool room, going each time

Mr. Cromback asked

only as far as the bar in the front
e, and then returning
agau to meanisr around the

pool table. From this Mr. Gubb de-
ducted that Mr. Krampe had played at
least eight frames (or games) of pool,
and that he had had & glass of beer
between each two games, and that
Mr. Krampe was such @ poor player
that he must have walked miles and
have taken thousands of shots to put
each frame of fifteen balls in the poc-
kets of the pool table. In this he was
right.

Gradually, as Birdie “worked” round
the pool table, the youth of Riverbank
became bolder and pushed into Crom-
back's Bank. Other males, of voting
age, seeing the crowd, also pushed in,
uanti] toe door belween the paol room
and the bar was choked with a massed
wad of humanity; and it seemed as it
Mr. Gubb and Birdie would never be
able to force their way out again. But
just as Mr. Gubb began to fear this
Birdie made straight for the cue-rack
again sniffed below it a moment, and
led Mr. Gubb to a side door. Mr. Gubb
opened the door and allowed the eager

“If you kindly please” said Mr,
Gubb, “do not crowd up so closely
near to the bloodhound dog.”

“It's Gubb!” exclaimed oné of ‘the
men nearcst the detective. And the
word passed back along the Mne: *“It's
Gubb!  Tt's Gubb! Don't crowd; Gubb
is detecting!™

With unerring instinct Birdie

led

Mr. Gubb across the street and up the
Avenue again. Midway on the second
block Birdie turned in at the door
of & grain and feed store (Mr. Harold
G. Blenk's), entered the office, passed
to the rear of the warehouse and out
into the alley. The grain and feed
store scemed entirely deserted as Bir-
die passed through it, and the reason
wass plain when Mr. Gubb and the dog
reached the alley. Here the three em-
ployes of Mr. Blenk were hoisting
bags of oats to the second story by
means of a rope, and Birdie led Mr.
Gubb directly under the wagon cone
taining the bags of oats. This in itself
did not indicate that Ruolph Krampe
had had to crawl under the wagon, as
Mr. Gubb now had eo crawl. It was
more probable that the wagon had ar-
rived on the spot after Mr. Krampo
had passed that way. To follow Bir
die, however, Mr. Gubb was obliged to
drop to his hands and knees and crawl
under the wagon and betweeh the feet
of the horses, and the dog then con-
tinued up the alley. What had Ru-
dolph Krampe been doing in a dark
alley at dead of night? Where had
he been going?

The answer to the latter query was
soon to be known to Philo Gubb, for
Birdie stopped at a wooden fence and
whined at its gate. Md. Gubb remov-
ed the iron hoop and pulled the gate
open, and Birdie entered.

The property in which Mr. Gubb
now found himself was a huge tract of
city land, known as the Hibbert BEs-
tate. Here great oaks and superb
maples and fan-shaped elms stood in
the unkempt grass of the wide-spread-
ing lawn, and the Hibbert mansion, de-
serted and with its windows boarded
slept like a spent sentinel. The house
was ancient in style and inconvenient
in architecture, and had this not been
enough to drive away purchasers,
there was the quarrel among We
heirs. Until the quarrel could be set-
tled a purchaser c:uld not be found
‘The whole place was going to rack
and ruin,

The proceedings of Birdie, after he
led Mr. Gubb into the confines of the
Hibbert Estate, was such as have pro-
bably never before mor since marked
the career of a bloodhound.

Near the back gate of the Hibbert
Estate stood the decaying stable, with
doors battered and windows guiltless
of giass. Into these stables Birdie led
Mr. Gubb. Into one stall after another
and around and around the empty car-
riage room Birdie led the detective,
whiie the interesc»d throng starcd in
at doors and windows, and then the
bloodhound led the way up the narrow
stairs to the haymow. Here too the
dog, nose to the floor, walked around
and around. It seemed as if Mr.
Krampe must have had some walking
slckness—some sickness that impelled
him to walk in circles and curves and
to waste his energy walking in ellip-
ses and circles. Birdie stopped be-
neath one of the high-set windows of
the haymow. He looked up at the
window and howled.

There seemed to he no ladder, but
Birdie Insisted that Mr. Krampe lad
gone out of that frameless window.
No doubt, in his efforts to escapes his
doom 2r when being dragixed to it, Mr.
Krampe's feet had dragged along tie
wall up tc the window, and Mr. Gubb
boosted the eager Birdlo to the win-
dow, There was a sonnd of claws
sceraping ou a tin roof, a velp of fear,
and Mr Gubb ran down che sta'rs and
rescued Birdie from the tangis of bar-
berry bush that stood undes t'.¢ slop-
ing tin roof. Had Mr. Kra'nps fallen
from that window, slid down the
sharply inclined roof and janded in the
barberry bushes?

Already Birdie was on his way. He
made a great figure.edght and reached
an oak tree. At the foot of the tree
Birdie stood yelping. It was perfectly

I'he detective grasped Birdie firmly and put the shoe on the dog's nose. !

plain that Birdie wanted to ciimb iho
tree. Hager hands now helped M

Gubb:and boosted Birdie up to the
crotch of the oak tree., Birdie stood
moment yelping, and leaped down the
other side of tree and hurried off, bay- '
ing. The track was getting w :
Mr. Krampe's traces were growi
stronger. At full speed, the leash ai-
mosgt flying in the air, Birdie circled
around the Jawn and stopped short be-
fore a fine old maple tree, leaping
upward against it. Again the ed y
hands boosted Birdie into the erc
of the tree, and again the dog
baying and smiffling the air,
down on the opposite side.

“He's trainin’ him to hunt bird's
nests,” said one small to another,

“He ain't neither,” said his chum;
“he’s tryin’ to teach him to fly.”

One by one Birdie insisted on be
boosted into all the larger trees t
stood in that gloomy estate, but on
into trees ha had crotches within
twelve feet of the ground. It wi DU
zling even to such a master mind a
Philo Gubb's. Why should Rudolph
Krampe climb one tree after another
and, between trees, take more or 1
extended walks in circles, ovals an
figure eights? Had he actually dono
80? Or was Birdie insane?

From the last tree Birdie ran
straight as an arrow’s flight to th
castiron fountain that had once tos:zed
a watery spray in the air, but which
‘Was now rusting in disuse. The upper
portion of the fountain had long since
fallen and now lay imbedded in the
soil and half hidden by the rank grass
but the basin was intact, and held five
or six inches of accumulated raini
water. To this Birdie led Mr. Cul ‘
and at the edge Birdie stopped s
and whined,
helplessly.
“What's the matter.” asked a gen
tleman known as Spike Higes.

“Water,” said Mr. Gubb. “Into de-
teckative annals it is a well-known
certainty of fact that fugitive escapars
always walk into water to throw blood
hound dogs off the scent. The blood-
hound dog cannot follow footsbeps
that are stepped into water.”

This is true. T seemed alwo to
throw new Mght on the disapbearancoe
of Rudolph Krampe, Was he a volun
tary fugitive? Had he feared pursuit?
12 s0, why did he fear pursuit by a
bloodhound? And if he had blood-
hounds in mind, what bloodhounds di
he fear? How could he know tt
Mr. Gubb would purchase a “Tom"’
show bloodhound for ten doliars after
Mr. Krampe's dicappearancs becam»
kncown? A -thrill of mystery passel
through Mr. Gubb’s wmend. id My,
Krampe fall victim to some one ¢on
nected with the Tankerville *1
Tom’s Cabin” company? Was iha:
why he had walked in oircies and fig-
ure eights and climbed trees, and at
last obliterated his scent in a foun.
tain?

Spoke Higgs looked at the basin or
the fountain thoughtfully,

“Now—riow,” he said. “Now, if tio
feller you're after did walk into this
here fountain, Mister Gubhb, he ant in
it now. Anybody almost can see tf
It he walked into it, and he ain't in
it now, why—why—he must mnave
walked out of it again. 1 ain't no de.
tective, but if I was you I'd sort .7,.(

]

leaped

Mr. Gubb looked aroun:

lead that dog around the fountain and
see it you can't find out where tio
feller came out of the fountain ™
Mr. Gubb looked at Spike 14w
ﬁu:Aad:zcd oye. i

” kative graduate of (lie i;
ing Sun Deteckative Bureay's
g(' Deteckating,” he said reproyv
don’t need no manner of forn,
vice frmn‘ outside of him-els
just about to immediately qy wioe o
suggest to attempt”
“Then why didn't youw do it"

Continued on page 1

ST, STEPHF
‘8L Stephen, Feb. 21.~Th
trated lecture on waﬂm-e:s,.

thve . MeColl - My @
Thureday evening last by ({
was b

they did not show the most
types of air machines, very fe
types shown, having been uss
tive service. Capt. Nichols
ever, brought to his hearers
excellent description of men
machines used and one coul
imagine what they were like.
gave a vivid account of the
interesting, though always d
and difficult work dome by t
ent branches of the Alr Se
tand and sea, Indeed it was

tor, Rev. H. S. B. Stroth
spoke a few words of apprec
. Nicholson's talk. In
Capt. Nicholson spoke of a ©
of slides he hoped to have,
are hopitig to0 hear from him
a later date, The eveming <l
singing the Natjonal Anthem.

Miss Georgie Elllott and M
en Elliott gave a very deligh
entine party at their home
street, Calads, on Friday eves
The dnvitations were senit dr
and prizes were given for the
ceplamce in original vense.
prize for poetry was won
Sue McKengie and  second
Mrg. Harold, Munchie.” The
was epent in playing auction
the finst prize was won by Mz
L. Wall and second by Mrs.
Dudley. There wene about 0
present. A very delicious
was seryed at the close of ¢
by Mns: and Miss Elliott.

Miss Flonénes:  Whitiock  of
drews, is the guest of Mis
Waltson .

Mrs. Williams of Montrea
guest of Mrs. Harry Broad.

Mrs. W, F. Higgins of Cal
a very delightful Valentine
some very young Misses and
thers on Friday alfternoon
most jolly afternoon was ¢
the little tots and dainty
ments were served,

Mrs. John Wilson and her
Frank Wilson, have return
Yarmouth, N. S., wnere
been the guests of Mms,
daughter, Mrs. Walker.

Mrs. Walker's St. Stephes
regret to learn that she is qu

Mrs. Ayers of Boston, is 1
of Mre. Hila Phelan at her
Duke sireet,

Mrs. Henry Murvirie enbes
few of her lady fricuds very ¢
at her home in Calais, on Frie
noon last.

Mre. Frank Gatcomb gav
jnyable and informal dinmer
Monday evening of this weel
casion being her Wirthday.
were laid for ninc. The g
ing Mrs Jack Jones, Mrs, ]
McWha, Mrs. Fred Greenls
Hemry Maguire, Misses Alice
Jessie McWha, and Lena |
After the dinner was @ervex
evening was spent with o
music

The Wa Wa Club met on
day evening of titis week W
Fred Greenlaw at hér home !

Mrs. Mary Maxwell and !
sie Maxwell of Moore's M
guests this week of Mrs. W.
ens at her home on Pri
street.

Mr, Joseph Maxwell is qu
Chipman Memorial Hospita
regret of his many friends.

Lieut. R. J. Maxwell is
of his parents, Mr, and Mn
Maxwell, at their home o
Willlam street.

Mr. J. E. Ganong of Toro
town the guest of Mms. G.
ong.

Miss Marjory Haley's man
are glad to learn she is r
from her recent illness, at (
on Blm street. <

Mms. Bert Moore of Moor
is the guest of her siater, M
Grimmer, at her home on: Ki:

Mr. ‘Walter Ganong of St.
the guest of Mr. A. D. G
his home on Water street.

Mrs. Ernest Hill is quite
home of Mr. H. . Hill
street.

Mr. Frank T. Bixy of Hal
weloome visitor in town.

Miss M. Olivia Maxwell
guest during the week of ‘M
dora Stevenis. :

The social meeting of the
Qanadfan. Club held in the tor
on Tuesday evening was gr
joyed by all present. During
ing delghtful vocal and pi
were rendered by Miss Elean
Miss Marjory Cockran and 1
Nicholson. ;

Mms. Gates Murchie an
James Inches were hostesse
evening and the guests we
by the Misizes Jemnie Plen
Nicholson, Eleanor Busb;
Smith and Miss Grant.

The Steadfast Mission O
with Miss Theodora Stevens
day evening of this week.

WOODSTO(

Woodsitock, Feb, 19.—1
Peacock, Fredericton, was
in town last week.

Mrs. W. Ferguson is sper
week with friends in Canter

Sergt. Harry Cowan, who v
seas with a draft from the
tery, arrived home last wee

Mr, W. R. Gillen, who
quite 1ill, is recovering.

Major E. Raban Vince, 0
the 8th Battalion, Canadian
son of Mrs. D. Mcleod Vink
turned from Germany to Bek
will.be in England in a week
probably be home in April.

Magor J. J, Bull has beer
visitor in town.

Gunner Anthur Gliddeh, -

iiving in Bangor, Me,
Mrs. F. W. Bruce Kell
v



