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“THE MISSING HEIR” :

OW strange are the vagaries of fortunel
H At the very instant when the ardent be-
lievers in Little Joe were filling their

jungs for a final shout of triumph, a gay lit-
_tle red balloon darted ofit on the track, where
the horses were pounding down the stretch,
whirled sauoily in front of the favorite's
nose, shot straight up in the air, and sailed

_merrily across the infleld toward the green
‘hills and the blue =ky. - For only an in-
finitesimal space of time the nervous Little
Joe had shied and checked his speed; but
that space was enough to let a dun-colored
stranger by the name of Tippy flash under
the wire at eighteen to one.

“The hound!” mumbled a_small man at the
rafl, and his face was so blank in the first
moment. of disappointment that it brought a
chuck{o from the adjoining large gRentleman
with the round, pink face.

“Cheer up, neighbor,” he consoled: “the
walking’s good.
The small man, thus addressed, cast on the

flori@ big J. Rufus Wallingford a sidewise
glance—a slow xlance and a cautious one.
Cordial of manner was thes florid one, and
jovial of eye and broad of white waistcoat,
and in his rich cravat glowed a -two-thou-
sand-dollar diamond.’ Quite reassuring—but,
nevertheless, the small man glanced once
more to the right and to the left before he
answered. :

“Had a hundred on that rabbit,” he com-
plained. .

“Well, a hundred’s a hundred.,” chuckled
the big man. i :

“It’s a thousand when you ldl? it on a red
balloon,” objected the lean and lank Blackie

aw, climbing down from the fence. where

e had been perched like a jumping-jack on
a stick.  He set on his Head the silk hat
which I8 had been waving in encouragement
to little Joe, and smpothed his pointed black
mustache. At that; moment Blackie's eye
eaught the glisten and glint of something

_“white in the crowd. It was the head of Onion

Jones, so bald that it looked freshly peeled:
and Onion ‘was winking and making myster-
fous signs at the rate of about seven to-the
second. Gliving Jim the “high-sign” Blackie
slipped away and, following Onion to- the
grand-stand,.found there Violet Warden and
_her sister Fannie, both their pretty faces
flushed with excitement. s
“There’s the man!” exclaimed Violet, her
bllue eyes hdancinz as she caught Blackie's
sleeve, y 0 f
“Mr, Hutch! You were standing right by
him. Percy W. Hutch. Wae followed him out
er ”

h
"311. did you?’ and Blackie grinned down
gt her appreciatively before he paralleled
er gaze to the small man with the gay hat-
band. “And is that the shrimp who helped
clean out the Warden estate after the death
of your father? Well, it's punk for Percy.
How much did he get?”
“Forty thousand dollars.”
eyed Fannie who answered this. and her
cheeks turned ‘a shade pinker. as Rufus
happened to look up and catch her musing
gaze. “He is number 'thirteen on the list.”
She opened her little note-book and pointed
to a list of names. Twelve had been
scratched out. The thirteenth was Percy W.
“He is a lawyer but he is never in
2 We don’t know much more. about
im."

“Leave that to us,” said Blackle, *“We'll
tell you all about him when we hand you
that forty thousand. Me back to the works
on-the jump, ladies. I kiss you chastely on
the foreheads.

His long legs were springing down the
steps a second after. and nodding signifi-
cantly towards the small man as he ap-
proached Wallingford. he came up to the rall
on the other side of Mr, Hutch, and agked:

“What do you think of the next race, Jim?’

“Lady Lou” Rufus promptly réplied;
waiting for his cue. “I know Lady Lou's
sure -money. because she was touted to me
by a barber whose cousin was a stable boy
ten years ago.”

“No chance,” was the contemptuous answer
as Blackie grinned at the small man. ‘TH
tell you why. No ‘Lady’ horse has won a
race this meéet. Lady Swiscoe came in last
in the first race to-day; Lady Sandy fell down
yvesterday. and broke her collar bone: Lady
o' -Dreams was ruled off the track for stage
gering under -too much hop. Nevertheless,
Jimsey. my boy. I'll let you bet on her
against the fleld—for a hundred even.”

Rufus »was about to reject this out-
rageous offer with proper indignation, but
" he caught something in Blackie’s eye.

“You poor lollop!” he commiserated. “I
hate to rob an imbecile, but you're on.”

{ “Help yourself,” gally returned Blackle,
and he winked at the small man. “Better
get in, stranger.”

“Any more at that price?” The stranger
was moist-lipped at the thought of a bet so
attractive.

Once more J. Rufus studied that flicker in
Blackie’s eye. then they both looked at Percy
W. Hutch with studious interest. Hig hat
and his cravat were ten years too young for
him: his pallid blue eves were set too close
together; his mouth was too close to his
nose. and his chin too close to his mouth.
and his ears too far from the front of his
face. On general principles. the florid big
man frowned at him, but the black-mus-
tached one laughed.

“Piker!” he taunted his friend Jim. “If it's
a2 rod bet, why don't you take it?”

“Certainly!” A slight flash of temper in
the broad-chested Jim, for tauntinhg was a
common diversion between. these two. He
turned to the stranger. “You're on. nelghbor,

It was brown-

for a hundred.”
THe pallid blue eyves almost sparkled.
‘“Make it two hundred!”
“Wouldn't you like to have my stickpin?’

“Can’t

arcastically rejolned the big man.
donate something to yvour pet charity?”
“Ca’m “wourself, Jimmy: ca’m yourself,”
soothed the. grinning Blackie. “The gent

knows a hick when he sees one, and give him

credit. Urge him, stranger: he'll -bite.”

The stranger hesitated; then, with an un-
certain smile, he walked away.

“The hundred zoes, anyhow.,” he assured
them over his shoulder. “Fll be back in time
for the r

“What kind of a narty is Little Stranger?’
inquired Blackie D twirling his pointed
mustache, and study r J. Rufus quizzically.

“Can’t sort him,)” 1 rned J. Rufus Wal-
lingford. equally d. “Crook. though.

Tell it by his Irr
set of his eves, his
*Well, T didn’t tell it that way,” interrupted

8. that walk, the

Blackie. ‘I know he’s a crook, because he
{s. Little Stranger Is the man we've been
hunting.”

} . “Not Percy!" Jim was stunned for a mo-

ment, then he chuckled. “What a- pleasant
meeting~—for Little Stranger!”

Little Stranger wasg not there at the be-
ginning of the next race: but as Lady Lou
streaked past the judges, an easy winner over
the fleld by three good lengths, there was a
mumbling just back of the big, pink-faced
Jim and the lean jumping-jack on the fence—
the amall ma imploring to the very last for
gome hound out of the pack.to overhaul the
winner

9
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« « - J. Rufus Wallingford
Blackie Daw
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“Oh, I guess I'm a boob!” exulted J. Rufus,
turning his round and radiantly beaming
countenance on Mr. Daw and Little Stranger.
“I guess I'm a hick! Gentlemen, produce!
And smile!” i y
. “That wasn’t in the bet,” objected Blackle,
relinquishing his hundred, and at that mo-
ment, both Mr. Daw and Mr. Wallingford
: in response to & low gurgle from
Little Stranger. His hand was in” his hip-
pocket. and there was a green pallor on his
face, a green glaze in his eves.

.. “T've been touched!” he husked. “Some-
‘body lifted my leather!”

Blackie and ‘Wallingford looked at each
other speculatively; Blackie grinned.

.*Well, such things will happen, Mr, Welsh,”
sald Wallingford, with a suspicion of a snarl.
“If you will leave your pocket-book exposed,
just before you have to pay a bet, Mr, Welsh,
we must all take the consequences, Mr,
‘Welsh.” s

The small man. his green pallor turning

to purple indignation, was struggling for

speech. -

“My name’s Hutch,” he hotly stated. "I xét
rolled for four hundred, and the only comso~
lation I have is for a fresh fat man to_ call
me a Welsher! Would ] hdive come back
here if I had intended to welsh on this bet?
No living man can put a finger on a crooked
act of mine!” ’

“How about a dead one,” suggested Blackie.
and keen Jim Wallingford lifted his eye-
‘brows as he saw on the countenance of Mr.
Hutch a fleeting someéthing.

“I swallow my words,” apologized J. Rufus
génlally.

“Thanks,” returned the insulted one, some-

hat moliified.’' “If you gentlemen are going
nto the city after the next race, I'd like to
h::do”you stop at my office and get that hun-

Blackie Daw, standing just beside Wa.llhttT £
tle

ford and studying the features of Li
Stranger, poked J. Rufus in the ribs. Things
were coming too easy for them,

“All right, sport!” agreed Wallingford. his
big, round face pink with gratification.

It was a dim 'and musty office into which
Mr. Hutch ushered his chance acquaintances
of the 1ace-track. and on the floor lay five
letters. the accumulation of' three days, as
J. Rufus noticed later from the postmarks.
Apparently, Mr. Hutch had but small business
in his office. FHe dusted a space on his desk
for the accommodation of a check-book,
which he drew: from a drawer: and while he
was writing, the visitors inspected and cata-
logued angd-sorted everything in the place—
a rusty safé, a row of dusty letter-files, a
broken lettér-press, a long -disused type-
writer, a desk, four chairs, and an ancient
horsehair couch—nothing else, On the safe,
“Amos Lundy”; on several of the letter-files,
*Lundy . Estate”; on several more, “Richard
Lundy”;: on.a few, “P. W. Hutch, Personal”:
on the glass panel of the door, “P. W.
Hutch, Attorney.”

“Here’s your check, Mr. Wallingford,” an-
nounced the attorney. with the air of one
who stands clear before the world. He
looked at a blot of ink on his finger.
cuse me a minute.”

The heads of Mr. Daw and Mr. Wallingford
came together instantly as Mr. Hutch stepped.
into the. wash-room. When Mr. Hutch came
out. his acquaintances of the race-track had
turned into close friends. They beamed with
,pleasure at the return of Mr. Hutch. and the
Sbroad-chested Wallingford grasped Little
Stranger warmly by the hand.

“We owe you a dinner, sport,” he urged.
“You shm}xllc}i havec that mt‘.mh dof aurake-ott
on a roug ay. ome out, and we'll open
bottle of bubbles!” »

iL
Wonderful entertainers, Mr. Wallingford

and Mr. Daw. A dinner for Mr. Hutch: an
evening at the theatre with Mr. Hutch; a

- supper to Mr. Hutch; a lunchreon: a spin to_

a roadhouse: hospitality on tap all the time:
but at the end of three days, the entertain-
ment committee withdrew into Wallingford's
downtown suite in a hotel near the pulsing
red heart of Broadway, and glummed. The
pretty rden orphans had been sent out to
‘fra, ’ a spirit medium scare for  Percy.
but even the after world was of no interest
to hard Hutch.

“If you can’'t do any business with this
squint-eyved runt, why don’t you can him?”
grumbled the friend of the committee—a man
so bald-headed th#&t he was more restful to
thp eyes with his hat on—Onion Jones.

‘Do your whimpering outside,” ebjected
Blackie Daw, sitting in a corner, with his
chin resting on his pointed knees, and tug-
ging at his pointed mustache. | “We’re here
to discuss ‘Hollow’ Hutch.”

“‘Hollow’s’ right!”’ rumbled J. Rufus, walk-

iqg the floor in scowling meditation. “I think
his legs are hollow. We've poured enough
six-dollar champagne into that human

sponge to flush Fifth Avenue. and_ it goes
everywhere but to 'his" head. You know, ‘I
think that guy forgets his secrets”

‘“He’s a hollow nut!” Blackie locked his
lean fingers. ‘You can’t get him pickled
enough to even acknowledge that he had a
mother.” <

“Can him!” again urged Onion Jones. “Can
him, and sign up a live one!  If you guys’ll
Just come down with me to Wop Tony’s and
let me steer you against this spinach whis-
.kered pumpkin-husker I told you about "
" “Lay down and rdll over!” ordered J. Rufus.
You can’t expect to stack classy commercial
people against a hundred-dollar hick just be-
cause you want sandwich money. Now, this
Hutch has access to regular coin. and if I
know anything about a face, he’'s a law-
breaker. If we turn him over, he might as
well have lost his voice. so far as a chance to
holler is concerned. How do we pull his
facts?™

“Rough stuff, I say,”
“Find out if he carries any papers on
Bermuda. and take him up an alley 4

“Not me; you!” hastily interposed Onion.

counseled Blackie.
'hlm.

“I worked in the state saddle factory once,
?lnidf't,hat's enough. Anyhow, I ain't any
hief.

“Then duck!” Blackie looked at hig watch
and rose. ‘“A certain party¥ is due here in
twenty minutes tq be entertained. and he
mustn’t squint your globe, Onion. The only

place vou couldn’t be identifled is in a fleld
of white pumpkins.”

Onion Jones rose with reluctance.

“Afin’t I in on this.play at all?”

“Not prominently,” returned Blackie dryly.
“If you're getting too high-brow to go to the
mat with a sucker for his entire bank-roll,
vour Uncle Horace is still young.”

When Onion had departed with a borrowed
twenty, Jim turned to Blackie.

“What is this new hope?” he demanded.

“Leave it to me!” And there was the
snap of glee in the heady black eyes.

“Not if you're cooking up any_ strong-arm
play.” protested Wallingford. “I never saw
the inside of a jail'but once. and I got my
first gray hairs just wanting to get out.”

“You didn’t get wyour streak of yellow
there,” retorted Blackie. “You took that .in
with you. Now you listen to me: I'm going
to have the goods on Hutch before I go to
bed to-night. and you'll help. The girls are
waiting for his forty thousand, and I'm
whetted. Ring for a drink!”

“he found

EAD IT HERE ThenSeelt

‘“What'll you have?' asked Wallingford.
going to'the ‘phone. 1

“Anything.” grinned Blackie, “I want alco-
hol on my breath when Percy gets here,”

When Mr. Hutch came blithely and eagerly
to ‘be entertained. at no expense to

amngf.or% his clear-eved and
zenial self; but the ubually chipper Blackie
‘Daw, redolent of whiskey, the fumes of which
rose chiefly from the lavels of his coat, sat
nodding in a chair. He roused himself in-
stantly, however. and grabbed Mr. Hutch
by the hand. § ¥

“Glad to see you, sport!” he greeted the
visitor with thiek cordiality. ‘Let’s go out
and get an appetite!” ;

Mr. Daw was rather a nuisance that after-
noon.
but now he was a deadener, and moreover, a
constant source of humiliation to his com-
panions. He went to sleep in leather-padded
nooks in leveﬂal hotel bars, and he con-
stantly went to. sleep In the limousine.
though whenever the machine stopped. he
woke with a fjerk.
from the party. No, sir!

In the office of Mr, Hutch, where J. Rufus
invariably left something to come after the
next day. tired nature at last d its way.
Mr. Daw stumbled to the old horse-hair
couch, pillowed his head on the hard wooden
arm, and had started to snore before he
could cross his arms. .

By George, it was nearly three o’clock!
Wallingford had to get to the bank. Bup-
pose they left Daw here for half an hour or
so. Mr. Hutch looked to the right: he looked
to the left: he looked at Mr. Daw. He shook
Me. Daw again—a lifeless. lump, except for
that even, unbroken snore, Perhaps it would
be best to let: Mr. Daw recuperate from his
intense fatigue. W '

fter the  spring latch had clicked. : the
slumberer snored on and on for a solid two
minutes: then he suddenly opened his bright
black eves, grinned. jumped uv. and bolted
the door.  As swiftly'and as silently a8 a cat,

himself, ‘es

. speaking part in this.

He was usually the life of the party.,

'The'y couldn’t lose him.

-action.”

20 . P. | s s
“No forgery.” frowned J. Rufus. :

G '%hagrl tﬁ matter with you?’ demanded

Blackie impatiently. “I'm going to get you

an electric coupe and a foot-warmer!” Wal-
lingford was studying the letter with inter-

g 2
“Mr. Lundy-looks forward with pleasure to
a meeting  with Mr. Hutch,” he read. “So
they néver met.”

“Phen I'm the missing heir!” announced
Onion Jones with eagerness. . i

“No, Onion,” sald Blackie, “you don’t get a
All you do is hop a
train for Ohicago and mail a letter from the
missing heir, stating that he's on the way.”

“Good dope!” Wallingford’s approval was
instant and hearty. “We only use the signa-
ture to throw a scare into Hutch. But I
don’t see how that rescues the balance of
the Lundy fortune.”

“You don't?” .ﬁlackte was sitting on a

“ecorner of the dresser, dangling a spider-like

leg and grinning with sardonic joy. ‘“Well,
Jim, it’s the good old. safe and sane and sani-
tary way. The chief ingredients are your
winning personality and a brick.”

“Look here,” put in Onion Jones discon-
tentedly: “What do I get out of this?”

“Onion,” protested Blackie, “why don’t you ¥

be nice? ou get a pleasant little trip to
Chicago and whatever we think the errand
is worth. Or do we hire a Western Union
messenger to mail that letter?”

v

Two mornings later, they were sitting in
Hutch’'s office, watching the door. "It was
about time for that Chicago letter, and
they were whiling away the time with tales
whﬁm had a point and a moral.

- “Bob* Simmons. was 8o crooked he ocould
see the back of his own neck,”
Blackie; “but he was the boy for gquick

laughed -

been sporting a little. too much, I think.
I——" His voice dwindled down into nothing
at all. Richard Lundy would arrive in the
morning! o : :
There was a shadow ‘on the glass panel
of the door—a man with a wide-brimmed
hat. The hat came off, revealing the out-
line of a perfectly spherical head.
Fuen eytiingd %‘311";& L shd o
ercy,” sympa ‘ ngford, and, e
sound of that voice, the shadQw of the wide-
brimmed hat flapped on the shadow of the
spherical head, and the outline moved has-
tily away. “An ocean voyage would put
you just about right.”

“Botter come along, old man” urged
Blackie. :
“Be a sport]”. laughed J. Rufus. ‘Let’s

all go to the bank and get a pocketful ef
money and hike.” ' i ;
Mr. Hutch was standing up. Slowly the
green pallor left his face; slowly the sparkle
of resolve came into the pallid blue eyes.
+“I—1 guess I will,” he blurted. “It
mlzl‘l:t" do me good to get away from New

ork. 4 : i
“That’'s the talk!” exclaimed J. Rufus.
“Blackie, you go ever to the rooms and MG.D

up, and I'll go and draw some money.

“You can’t settle an estate in ten minu north and
Mr. Lundy,” argued Percy, in desperat It is a g
After all, he was an attorney. to tell. a
down at the black bag. Suddenly he MIi money. He
his head, and there was a glimpse of life in —pe |
the pallfa eyes. He had ‘a saving though The avers
“Youw'll at least let me compare your i to go into
;:;ge.: Write your name on this plece chop a hon

Onion Jones gulped with the shock of la;;(: (k ff,f,’,,
suggestion, and just then he heard a n . T
‘at the door. ene Below is 3

“Give me that money! he howled. of the go

... 'The knob turned and the door opened, tario’s hop
in Walked J. Rufus Wallingford and Blackis alized unti]

“‘steel-like hand now clutched the missi

he .crossed to the safe. stooped down and
took hold of the knob. with his long. sensi-
tive fingers., He turned the knob slowly. his
head cocked sidewise, his ears listening in-
tently for the click of the tumblers; and
when. at last. the door swung gently -open,
there came on his face a smiling beatitude
which was almost angelic.

IIL.

Blackie Daw was still snoring when his
companions returned to the office. and since
he was totally useless for the purposes of
ertertainment, they took him to Walling-
ford’s hotel to lay ‘him away: and Onion
Jones came anxiously out of his concealment
in Jim’s dressing room as Mr. Hutch departed
from Jim’s parlor. ;

“Rough stuff wins!” exulted Blackie, rais-
ing from the bed with one jerk and exhibit-
ing an astounding case of quick recupera-
tion. *“I had the time of my life burgling.
If I were younger, I’'d go into the business.”

“Aw. cheese!” grunted Onion Jones. *“Is
this guy alive or dead?”

“He’s pink meat.” reported Blackie. “It's
a romance. ‘Hollow’ Hutch’s only business is
the eéstate of the late Amos Lundy. Percy
gets two thousand a year for that. . And he's
been spending ten thousand a vear, which he
1s supposed to be sending the heir, one Rich-
ard Lundy.” %

“Where’s Richard?” inquired Wallingford.
"Dead?" 5

“Nobody knows; but it’s a strong chance.
The first quarterly remittance was returned
from South Africa five years ago. Hutch
held back the check until three more wetre re-
turned: then he cashed them. and' he hasn’t
worked since., His steal from the Warden
estate was a side bet.” X

“What a cinch!” Onion Jones groaned.

Wallingford lit a fat, black cigar and sat
down to smile, %

“I knew this fellow was a crook the min-
ute I laid eves on him,” he observed.

“You c¢ouldn’t make a mistake out at that
track.” glumly put in Onion Jones. -“Get to
ft. fellows: talk about the money! I want to
get used to the sound.”

“It looks easy.” J. Rufus puffed contentedly.
“How much is there left of the estate.
Blarckie?”

“Only a little over fifty thousand. Hutch
has been dipping in on the capital to pay
himself that ten thousand a year.”

“A little over fifty thousand. eh?’ con-
sidered Wallingford. ‘“Well, we can save
that much of the Lundy estate from a
crooked administrator. If Richard turns out
to be dead, Hutch will have to hand over the
fortune to the state and go to the pen for
what he stole; and if Richard turns out to be
alive, Hutch will have to hand over the for-
tune to Richard. and go to the pén for what
he/stole.”

“The scoundrel!” grinned Blackie.

“Say!” Onion Jones suddenly sat up and
mopped his head agitatedly. Onion was sel-
dom afflicted with an idea. but when he got
one, he was a firm believer in it. “Did this
squint-eyved runt ever see the missing heir?”

“Nix!” Blackie tossed over a faded letter.
“T held.this out, Jim, because the signature
might be useful.”

“We are only

removing

“And no piker,” added J. Rufus. “He ran
an American branch of a London leather
firm, and at the end of the first year he'd
spent so much of the firm’s money that the
Bank of England began to sag; so they
ceme over to gee about it.” ;

“Low-down frick,” drawled Blackie, “When
a man’s used to spending a trust fund, the
owner has no business to sneak in on him.”

“That was Bob's idea of it,” Wallingford
went on. “The first he knew that the end
was near was when the British brothers got
wedged in the custom-house and had to
telephone for help. Bob didn’t even stop to
think.” Jim paused to light one of his fat
black cigars. It was Percy who broke the
silence.

“What did he do?” he asked.

“Emptied the safe, rushed down to the
bank and converted everything of the firm's
he could into cash, and, while the British
brothers waited for help, Bob =gailed for
South America.”

Mr. Hutch laughed and relaxed in his chair.
He had been sitting up rather stiffly.

“Say, fellows, let's go to South Americal!”
suddenly proposed Blackie Daw.

“To which?* smiled J. Rufus. “For wrat?’

“Play the ponies,” -urged Blackie, with
carefully graduated enthusiasm. “Why, say
-—the slowest horse in a race down there
goes so fast he's safe to put your money
on! What about it, Jim?”

“Get your hat,”” promptly responded Wall-
ingford. “If you’re on the level, when’s the
next boat?’ And he reached in his pocket
for the morning paper.

“There’s a boat at three o’clock,” announced
Wallingford. “Blackie, loop up the number
of this steamship company, arnd I'll make the
recservations. Better come along, Hutch.”

“At three o’clock!” gasped Percy.

“Three’'s a lucky number,” Blackie assured
him, leaflng through the telephone book.
“Here's your party, Jim.”

There was a thoughtful silence while
Wallingford secured his connection, and
Fercy Hutch’s mind began to open to possi-
bilities as the huge and capable Wallingford
actually engeged passage for two on that
South American boat.

“We’'ll have to circulate, Blackie,” said
Wallingford briskly, rising from the 'phone.

“What’'s the rush?’ drawled Blackie. “I
can pack in an hour, and you can,get money
in ten minutes. We’ll have time for lunch
with Percy, and ** He stopped abruptly.
The door opened, and the postman camé in
with a special delivery letter, Wallingford
and Blackie coul!d almost sgee the Chicago
post-mark through the hand which held the
envelope.

There was a polite wait as Mr. Hutch
receipted for the letter and opened it. Then
Wallingford slyly stepped on Blackie’s foot,
to make him look human.

~“What's the matter, Hutch?
asked J. Rufus.

Hutch’'s face had turned Nile green, and
green was in his pallid eyes.

“Eh?’ he husked, through dry lips. *“Oh,
nothing’s the matter! T ” He glanced to

Bad news?”’

temptation from your path,” admonished Blackie

I drop.you off at your place, Percy?”

“Just a minute!” -Hutch was. all nervous
eagerness: now. He opened his desk and
drew from it a small packet of papers. He
hurridly threw open his safe and took an-
other. small packet of papers from a tin
box. “How abdut a reservation for me?”"

“I'll see to it,” offered Blackie promptly.
“Here's your hat, Hutch. I'll. meet you here
at two o’clock, boys. Can pack some
things for you, Percy? I know your rooms.”

Percy stopped. It might bé well not to
g0 back to his rooms. »

“Yes,” he decided.

As the trio stepped into Wallingford's
limousine, a beld-headed man with a wide-

" brimmed hat scowled at them from the

shelter of the deep cigar_ store doorway at
the side of the office building entrance.

v.

Just nearing two o'clock, the shining lim-
ousine of J. Rufus Wallingford stopped
again in front of Hutch’'s office, ‘and from
it there emerged. first, J. Rufus, an exprés-
sion of great care and responsibility on his
round pink countenance, Then there emerged
Percy Hutch, with his hat pulled down over
his eyes, and in his hand a battered leather
bank bag with strong hasps and handles.
This he carried as cautiously as if it were a
basket of eggs.

“Hist! Hist! Hist!”

Both Percy and Wallingford looked toward
the cigar store, door, but there was nothing
to be seen. J. Rufus, eternally alert, walked
over in that direction, and there, behind the
angle, he beheld Onion Jones, most mar-
velously got up, wide felt hat, red hand-
kerchief around his neck, stiff brown shoot-
fng-coat, wrinkled top-boots - with the
trousers stuffed in them.

“What the—" ,

“Sh!” And the fat palm of Onion came
up with a warning gesture. “Get rid of
your party, quick!”

“Hunh!” Much perplexed, Wallingford
joined the mnervously waiting Hutch in the
lobby.” Go on up to the office. I'll be there
in a minute.”

“What is it ” husked Hutch, fear suddenly
filling him to the oozing point.

“Better lay low,” whispered J. Rufus,
studying Percy with a dawning smile. “Don’t
stir from the office till you hear from me.”

“] won’t,” promised Hutch. And he hur-
ried back to the elevator.

“Now what's up?’ demanded Wallingford,
joining Onion Jones. ;

“Blackie wants you over at your rooms
right away,” -mumbled Onion agitatedly.
“No; youre not to telephone. ou're to
slam straight over, and I'm to sneak upstairs
and shadow the boob.” d

“Huh!’ said Wallingford, and he ran his
fingers through his hair in perplexity. “Why
are you wearing that fool make-up?”

“Ask Blackie. Hustle, Jim!” And he fairly
pushed Wallingford out to the walting lim-
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the right, he glanced to the left. »"Ivo-—'l'vo

‘Lundy,” quavered Percy, strugglin " stumped —
& thousand depressing Koughu. “1’ 5 d
Mr. Lundy—" . wouldn’t b
. “If T am!” yelled the missing heir. hero “asli
}ore,_you Hutch; I'm Willie Hep to They cost liy
‘ You've been putting a crimp 'in my ri The clay
fortune, and if you hand me any of tinental and

And the missing heir glanced apprehen )
toward the door. . ”k :Oﬂl(l)‘lrl:la rz:l ,v
- . Percy Hutch paused. The language i
_missing heir was not quite the lanmi:" that sort of
his letters, and the offer of the mi - It is sens
heir was suspiciously generous. '~ On =+ facts. Th

- other hand, the missing heir knew

no message to Jim, nor had he seen . B
: y
heard from Onion. o & HAT th

. “Ready, Hutch?” ' asked = Wallingfe \X’ 2
suavely, ignoring the missing heir. would
“Why, no,” faltered the trustee of a #ou

. The speech of the missin

" came from beneath the desk. ;

ousine. The instant the car started,
Jones hurried into.the elevator, and a
and a half later, entered the office of
Hutch, attorney.
“This is Mr. Hutch,” he stated with
ant assyrance.
fWhat do you want?” asked Percy, sts
ing behind the desk, the black bag be
his feet. = ° -
“Well, Mr. Hutch, m the missing helr
announced Onion, removing the soft felt i
and resting it on his hip, while Percy ga
in stupefaction on that glistening ¢ 1
“When I sent you that letter from Chic;
1:thought I wouldn’t get here until
morrow morning, but I beat it on the s
train as the letter. Howdydo?” And j
extended a fat palm. TN
“Y-yes,” acknowledged Percy, looking
.the {fat rtlm. but he drew back his ¢
_“hand; “of course, Mr. Lundy, you'll have
identify - yourself.” w - 5,

“Oh, will I?" The missing heir's be able to p
mfo !o’w ink streaks -on his gle; turned soldi
scalp. * d£ Mr. Hutch, if you're go Northern O
: in any ranikaboo on me, especially will have t
holding out my ten thousand dollars g y 160 s
for five years, I'll have you pinched throw s
now and identify myself asfterward! At least 24

_ *“Th-there’'s mno need to be hasty, grant shoul

lip, I'll stripe your coat crossways.
quick, and you get off easy. Give
what's left, and I won’t say ‘a word
what you swiped. I'll give you ten minute

ways are fe
it; but the
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Daw, each focusing a deadly gaze on the =
{ Blackie’s taxf h dashed ﬁ
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they had compared notes. Blackie had wel

change in t
tlement met

Lundy estate; “this gentleman claims to_
Richard Lundy, and I'll have to stay
m‘th’,,“t“,‘"’ B Ll A i = T2 Ak y ¥
“Giye me that—" B g e
g’- heir was

! interrupted from behind by a ¢

.on. the collar so firm ‘and so tight that
oked him. The steel-like hand of Ho
. Daw was on that collar, and the othy

turned ; S0ldi
grants in the
war. Not as
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heir by the slack of the corduroy trou
while the pointed black mustaches of
Daw lifted displayed two rows of snarlin
white teeth. = Thereupon the missing heit
entirely outside his own volition, began’
walk Spanish toward the door. It was, ,m
suave J. Rufus who opened that door, hi
own stubby mustache lifted: to reveal
rows of snarling white teeth, and it was
toe of J. Rufus Wallingford’s highly polis
ll:oot which assisted the missing heir into

“The fathead!” panted Mr. Wallingford
Mr. Daw, as they slammed the door. £
They found Mr. Hutch regarding  t
with widening eyes as they confronted hii
and the upper lip of Mr. Hutch was liffe
revealing two rows of snarling white teeths
“It’s a frame-up!” charged Percy excitedl
“You get me to draw all this money so ¥¢
lo:&}g take me to South America and

“Some
Blackie slipped the bolt of the door. 1
this amateur double-crosser gummed th
schedule.” / : oz Pk

“Now look here, Perce.” Blackie ste
briskly up to -the desk: *“The first t
you're to remember is nat to holler, or yo
get us all pinched. Where's that bag?”

“Between his feet!” - called Walling
peering through the opening of the
and Blackie and Mr.}Hu:tch bobbed’ down |
the same time. They laid hold on the blal
bag beneath the desk from opposite si
and pulled and hauled. i
Suddenly Hutch stopped the struggle
a loud “Huh!” for Jim Wallingford had pu
Percy’s knees from under him and had
on him. ;
Blackie threw back his raven locks as.
rose with the bag, and set it on the desk.

“How much will. we give him, Jim?"

“QOh, the tickets and a couple of thou
considered Wallingford, and a shrill splu

“He

guess,” admitted Wallingford,
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“Let him up,” advised Blackie.

breath enough to scream.” ¥ 8, espec
Percy rose with his;hands on his sto end ge
and gasped violent objections until Bl ire at :
pushed him gently back in his chair. ke um a f
“Rush Percy,” he admonished, “We're ental
ing you from further crime. You've % ’I‘i';a rodt
betraying a sacred trust, Percy, and we’ Politio: ,‘O"f'
removing temptation from you.” S Mi m’”, i
“Yes,” agreed J. Rufus, ldoking down ia!? ers
him sympathetically; “see how well off ¥ ure
can be, in place of in jail, where you belo and have
You can go to South America and lead selves by
better and more -useful life. How much offers, Y
in the bag, Blackie?” cilities, amn
“Just a minute,” begged the new trusté® on the jcib
of the Lundy estate, and finished coun ly the wide
the neat little packs of big bills. “Fifty land has
thousand, six hundred odd, Jim.” has hee
“Give him flve thousand and the baly in pre ?
generously decided Wallingford. £ not sy aes
P"I‘ll have you crooks pinched!” shriek not for the
ercy.’ o R
“Don’t aggravate us, you cheap embezzle ”f“}%"‘_{‘t mijj
scorned Wallingford. “You can’t identify ‘nf'los)' {?r
money, and you can't prove that we tog! ha, AT
this. All you'll get if you raise’'a holler zi‘-‘l \lnf“lerr
an investigation, and any honest jury wo b ving him
know that you charged us the theft:im ¥ clearin
feeble attempt to hide your own. No part
soak you fifteen years. Why, we'd help glven the
you oyer, you hollow nut! Give him i governmen
thousand, Blacklie.” i about an
“Damn 1t, Wallingford o ; for him be
“Three thousand, Blackie” And Pe Pperiment
Hutch closed his lips tightly for fear # ebout two
might say more. Mment of t

“Do not be harsh, Jimmy,” grinned Blacks
He had been looking down thoughtfully !
the bag. He took out the Warden forig
thousand dollars and wrapped the money3
a newspaper; he took out ten thousand
the expense fund and slipped it in his PO
then he dropped the steamer tickets in W
what was left. *“I prefer even money,
explained. “Percy gets Onion’s share,
1 don’t like the missing heir's work.
rocugh stuff!”

(Another: Adventure Next Week) .
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