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one to the other doubtfully.
“All right, tube me back to Jell," 

said Mr. Wiggins. "Ton look up the 
case, Mr. Oubb; that’s all 1 came here 
for. Will you do It? Dig Into It, hey?”

“I most certainly shall be glad to so 
do," said Mr. Oubb, “at the regular

“I've got some money in the bank," 
said Mr. Wiggins proudly You come 
to Jail after awhile and we can have a 
nice quiet talk. I want you to And 
that murderer."

• And I for one, will be glad to have 
you work on the cane," said O’Toole, 
"tor you’ll llnd nothing, but what will 
prove this Wiggins murdered Smita.
I tell yon that now." And with that 
he led his prisoner away.

For a lew minutes Mrs. Smitz sat si­
lent, her hands clasped, staring at the 
floor. Then she looked up Into Mr. 
Gubb's eyes.

-You will work on this case, Mr. 
Gubb, won’t you?” she begged. "I have 
a little money—I’ll give it all to have 
you do your best. It is cruel—cruel 
to have that poor man suffer under the 
charge of murder when 1 know so well 
Henry killed himself because I was 
cross with him. You can prove he 
killed himself—thàt it was my fault 
You will?”

"The way the deteckative profession 
operates onto a case,” said Mr. Gubb, 
-Isn’t to go to work to prove anything 
particularly especial. It finds a clue 
or clues and follows them tmo where 
they lead to. That I shall be willing 
to do.”

“That is all I could ask,’’ said Mrs. 
Smitz gratefully. Arising from her 
seat with difficulty, she walked tremb­
lingly to the door. Mr. Gubb assisted 
her down the stairs, and it was not 

that lie remember-

L—PHILO CUBE’S GREATEST CASE A*

%Tike correspondence school deteckative is engaged to aolve the mystery of the murder of
H. Smitz.;

as Innocent of this crime as the 
e unborn."

“What crime?” asked Mr. Gubb.
"Why, killing Hen Smite—whatcrime 

did you think?" said Mr. Wiggins. "Do 
I look like a man that would go and 
murder a man just because him and 
me had word* in fun? I leave it to

I’m
babT'asr r*-'

Philo Oubb, wrapped In his hath home at all. I cried and cried about 
robe, vterit to the door of mo room u8 Quarrelling over a mean little thing 
that was the headquarters of 'his busl- bbe that, and last night I made up my 
ness of paper hanging and decorating, mlna It was all my fault and that when

SrÆuK mtoïtjM- you. can’t a man ray wort, in fun -nee 

K Wai itlrt early in the morning, but lng you, Mr. Gubb, that when the pa- In a whileÎ” _"ho^î ae.”^ b“£y‘at1 Z™ ^Mr W

ll&tXASS&SSïSS: -W Hr. oubb. ",t often &

xsfiïiïrzx. cr r sa s$ s&ïst-MiSï s «-*•*■«
eeeered the «till damp newspaper, he about Henry. If 1 had my garment* tooling, you know. .

i returned to hi. cot bed and spread 0„t0 me I’d tell you myself, but 1 aint I’cun t recall such an occasion of 
l himself out to read comfortably. dressed enough to do so.. If I was you- time at the present moment, sal ■

It was a hot Iowa morning. The rd .omewhere where you could Oubb, "but p'^»I“ *£at was mo y
thermometer had registered 90 de- t,lnt i, y0u felt so minded, and— because I don t speak that way

at sun-down ; at midnight the The young woman stared wide-eyed general rule. _ ,
had risen to 94, and In the at Mr. Oubb for a moment; the turned "I guess so, said Mr. Wiggins, 

ly dawn It stood at 9« with every „ whlte as her shirt-waist "Anybody d taow» man dont
jELlse of a ferociously hot day-one -Henry is dead!" she cried, and she all he says. but a fool police

, SFwould strain the thermometer to collapsed Into M, Oubb’. long, thin mJSer him is sure as green

‘ Buetoera wan slack with the célébrât- “JJr. Oubb stood In his doorway, the apples grow on a tree, I. wa. Just fool- 
ed graduate of the Rising Sun Detec- teert form of the youfig woman In his ing. Anybody d ought to kaovtiiai. 
Uve^Bureau’s Correspondence School arma, gnd glanced around with a star- Hen knew it. toucan &oask**e “J 
of Detecting. But P. Gubb was not tied gaze. Scantily clad as he was. he you can t! He a dead. But you c uld 
downcast. The let-up in the paper- did not dare drag the fainting woman ask him, if he wasn t dead. But this 
hanging and detecting lines gave him his office; clad only In hit night- fool policeman-- 
long and undisturbed days In which to robe he did not dare carry her to the Mr. O Toole. 
re-read the Course of Twelve Lessons etreeL He stood miserably, not know- 
in Detecting, and he was making the1 what to do, when suddenly he
moot of the opportunity. heard feet mounting the brass-clad

P Oubb opened the Eagle. The first steps that led up from the street. In 
woTds that met his eye caused him to leBS than a minute he saw Policeman 
alt upright on his cot. At the top of çrToole coming toward him down the 
the first column of the first page were 2—FRONT PAGE— 
the headlines: , hall, and Policeman O’Toole was lead­

ing by the arm a man whose wrists 
bore clanking handcuffs. Policeman 
O’Toole led his prisoner directly to 
Philo Gubb’s door.

exceedingly glad you have 
come," said Mr. Gubb, fparticularly at 
this moment of time. I am not dress­
ed up to receive the arrival of ladles, 
especially fainted ones.”

“What’s the meaning* of this now?”
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"Yes., They gave him this Hen 
Smite case to look into, and the first 
thing he did was to arrest me for mur­
der Nervy, I call it.” urtil she was gone

Policeman O’Toole opened the door ^ that ghe dld not know the body of 
a crack and peeked in. Seeing Mr. her husband had been found—sewed 
Gubb well along in his dressing opera, Jn aack and at the bottom of the rlv- 
tlcns, he opened the door wider ana er young husbands have been known 
assister Mrs. Smitz to a chair. She quarrei with their wives over mat- 
was still limp and frightfully over- tQra afl triVial as bedroom wall-pa- 
come by the recent knowledge of her g. tbey have even been known to 
husband’s death—the particulars ®JjleaVg home for several days at a time 
which the policeman had just Riven i when angry; In extreme cases they 
ber-but she was a brave little woman eyeZ ^en known to seek death
at heart and was trying to control her &t own hande; but it is not at

all usual for a young husband to leave 
home for several days and then in 
cold blood sew himself in a sack and 
jump into the river.

Philo Gubb thought of all this as he 
looked through his disguises, selecting 
one suitable for thew ork he had in 
bend. He haâ Juit**decided that the 
most appropriate $Uç§
"Number 13, Unttéicn
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%Mysterious Death of Henry Smitz

Body Pound in Mississippi River by 
Boatman Early This A. M.

Foul Play Suspected.

Mr. Gubb unfolded the paper 
road the item under the headlines with 
the most intense interest. Foul play gajd O’Toole, 
meant the possibility of an opportunity »The only meaning into it," said Mr. 
to put to use once more the precepts Gubb haughtily, "is that this is Mrs. 
of the Course of Twelve Lessons, and H gmitz, widow-lady, who called upon 
with them fresh in his mind, Detective me on a matter of deteckatlng and pa- 
Gubb was eager to undertake the solu- per-hanging shortly since, and fainted 
tlon of any mystery that Rlverbank 0Dt0 me against my will and wishes, 
eould furnish. This was the article— 
short because received just as the PS*

Wi r'ecelv.
wort through Poliramaa Michael 
O’Toole that the well-knOWn mussel 

and boatman, Samuel Fllggit 
(Long Sam), while dredging for mue- 

keels last night Just below the bridge;
-Vrecovered the body of Henry Smlts,

I

“I am

18
hi B°“ThroughT" O’Toole asked Wiggins 

"If you are, come along back to Jail.”
“Now don’t talk to me in that tone of 

voice," said Mr. Wiggins angrily. "No, 
I’m not through, but It you are going 
to talk that way I’ll get through and 
get back to’jail and be rid of you. You 
don’t know how to treat a gentleman 
like a gentleman, and never did."

On the edge of the river Mr. Gubb found Long Sam Fliggis, the mussel dredger, seated 

an empty tar barrel with his own audience.
work of questioning

on

guise would be 
ker” and had 

picked up the close black wig and 
long, drooping mustache, when he had 
another thought Given a bag suffic­
iently loose to permit fire motion of the 
hands and arms, and a man, even in 
hot anger might sew himself In. 
man, Indeed on suicidaUy bagging him­
self down, would sew the mouth of the 
bag shut and would then cut a slit in 
the front of the bag large enough to 
crawl Into. He would then crawl into 
the bag and sew up the slit, which 
would be Immediately In front of his 
hands. It could be done! Philo Gubb 
chose from his wardrobe a black frock 
coat and a silk hat with wide band of 

He carefully locked his <’oor

Ah Mr Gubb walked toward the rtv- This needle was like neither; the eye attention to the
As Mr. Gubb waikea t<mara u midway of the shaft; the needle the men.

er, other citizens joined the group. wag p0inted at each end and the Although manifestly reluctant, they 
When Mr. Gubb reached River street curved portions were not flattened. Mr. frankl Emitted that Wiggins had 
and his false mustache fell off, the in- Gubb noticed another thing—the twine j mQre 'han once threatened Hen Smitz. 
terest of the audience stopped short was not the ordinary loosely-twisted , Qubb iearned that Hen 

A three paces behind him and stood un- hemp twine, but a hard smooth cotton j ^ been the foreman for the entire 
til he had rescued the mustache and cord, like carpet warp. j buliding—a sort of autocrat with, as
once more placed its wires in his “Thank you. ’ said Mr. GufiD, ana ; , crew informed him, an easy
nostrils. Then, when he moved for- now I will go elsewhere to investigate He bad only to see that the
ward again, they too moved forward, to a further extent." . I crews in the building turned out more

On the edge of the river, Mr. Gubb Sam Long and his audience joined 1 wQrk thig r they did last year, 
round Long Sam Fliggis, the mussel Mr. Gubb’s gallery and. with a dozen | ..Ficiency» bad been his motto, they 
dredger, seated on an empty tar-bar- 0r so newcomers, they followed Mr., sajd afid they hated •• •Ficiency." 
rel with his own audience ranged be- Gubb at a decent distance as he wain-1 ^ Qubb’s gallery fell in behind him
fore him listening while he told, for ed toward the plant of the BJown®°n i * he walked away from the packing 
the fortieth time, the story of his find- Packing Company, which stood on tne h and toward the undertaking es- 
ing of the body of H. Smitz. As Philo river bank some two blocks away. tablishment of Mr. Holwortby Bart- 
Gubb approached. Long Sam ceased it was here Henry Smitz had work-1 Qn Uie main atret. Here, joining 
speaking, and his audience and Mr. ed. Six or eight buildings of various ’curious group already assembled,
Gubb’s gallery merged into one great sizes, the largest of which stood im- ; Uery was forced to wait while
circle which respectfully looked and mediately on the river s edge together Gubb entered. His task was an 
listened while Mr. Gubb question the with the "yards” or pens, a“ « unpleasant,, but necessary one. He
mussel dredger. by a high board fence, c“a®^ut®^dta | must visit the little "morgue’’ at the

■Suicide?" said Long Sam scoffingly. plant of the packing company ana “ back of Mr Hartman’s establishment.
suicide Mr. Gubb appeared at the gate the The bodv of poor Hen Smitz had no.

watchman there stood aside to let him ^ been 'removed from the bag in
enter. „ ,d 'which it had been found, and it was to

"Good morning. Mr. Gubb, he .said Mr Gubb gave his closest at-
__ _ “I been sort of expecting tenUon The bag—in order that the 

you. Always right on the job when £ might be identitied-had not been 
there’s crime being done, ain t >ou. but had been cut. and not a
You’ll find Merkel and Brill and Joko- had beefi severed. p did not
sky and the rest of VHggins cpb jj tRke Mr Gubb a moment to see that
the main building, and I guess the> Hen Smitz bad not been sewed in a 
tell you just what m®y t°^ the ^ tb y bag at all. He had been sewed In bur-
They hate it, but what else can t > la ° ..yard goods." to use a shopkeep-
say. It’s th® troth- „ er-8 term—and it was burlap Identical

"What Is the truth. asked -lr. wjth that U8ed by Mr. Wiggins and his
crew. It was no loose bag of burlap— 
but a cocoon of burlap that had been 
drown tight around the body, as bur­
lap is drawn tight around the carcass 
of sheep for shipment.

It would have been utterly imposs­
ible for Hen Smitz to have sewed him­
self into the casing, not only because 
it bound his arms tight to his sides, 
but because the burlap was lapped 

and sewed from the outside. This, 
and for all, ended the suicide

4
Smite

^AltooughtooUite to secure partira-

SKSSSSjSS
tog Company, by whom he was employ­
ed admitted that Mr. SmiU had been 
missing for several days.

“The body was found sewed 1n a 
nek. Foul play Is suspected.’’

“I should think to some extent foul 
play would be auapected," exclaimed 
Philo Oubb a. he stored at the paper. 
"If the editorial persons onto the 
Eagle had the advantages of a detecka­
tive education, they would almost 
surely think foul play was Into a case 
where a man was eewed into a bag 
and deposited Into the Mississippi Riv* 
er until dead.” .

He propped the Paper «gainst the 
foot of the cot hed, and picked up the 
twelve thin pamphlets that constitute 
the Hieing Sun Correspondence School 
course. From these he selected two 
•Mysterious Disappearances and 
•Harter Mysteries"—and, as a prelim­
inary to solving the mystery of H. 
Omits, read the two pamphlets care 

He was still reading them when
___ . one knocked on hie door. He

. wrapped his bathrobe carefully about 
i Mm and opened the door. A young wo- 

"L man with tear-dimmed eyes stood in

ft (j
I 1
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and went down lu the stret.
On a day as hot as this day promis­

ed to be, a frock coat and a silk hat 
could he nothing but distressingly un 
comfortable. Between his door and 
the corner, eight varions citizens spoke 
to Philo Oubb. calling him by name, 
to fact, Rlverbank wan as accustomed 
to seeing P. Oubb In dlsguieh as 
of disguise, and while a few child 
might be Interested by the sight of 
Detective Oubb in disguise, the older 
citizens thought no more of it, as a 
rule, than of seeing Banker Jennings 
appear In a pink shirt one day and and 
a blue striped one the next. No one 

accused Banker Jennings of try-

i • Why, he warn't no more 
than I am right now. He was murder- 
ed or warn’t nothin’! I’ve dredged up 

and some of_.n: suicides in my day,
’em had stones tied to ’em, to make 
sure they’d sink without no ballast, but 
nary one of ’em ever eewed himself 
into a bag, and I give my word,” he 
said positively, "that Hen Smitz 
couldn't have sewed himself into that 
burlap bag unless some one done the 
sewing. Then the fellow that did it 
was an assistant-suicide, and the way 
l look at it is that an assistant-suicide 
is jest the same as a murderer.”

"In certain kinds of burlap bags It 
is possibly probable a man could sew 
himself into it,” said Mr. Gubb, and 
the crowd applauded gently but feel 
iugly.

“You ain’t seen the way he was sew­
ed up,” said Long Sam, 
wouldn’t talk like that.’’

"I haven’t yet took a look,” admitted 
Mr. Gubb, "but I aim so to do immedi­
ately after I find a clue onto which to 

An A-1 deteckative

pleasantly.

lng to hide bis identity by a change 
of shirts, and no noe imagined that P. 
Gubb was trying to disguise himself 
when he put on a disguise. They con­
sidered it a mere business custom. 
Just as a butcher tied on a white apron 
before hew ent behind his counter.

This was why instead of wondering 
who the tall, dark-garbed stranger 
might be, Banker Jennings greeted 
Philo Gubb cheerfully.

"Ah, Gubb!" he said. "So you are 
going to work ou this Smitz case, are 
yen’ Glad of it. and wish you luck. 
Let me tell you there's nothing in this 
rumor of Smitz Uuingjihort of money 
We did lend him money, but we never 
pressed him [or It- We never even 
asked him tor interest. 1 told him a 

he could have as much 
he wanted, within 

wanted it, and

Gubb. „
“That Wiggins was dead sore at rien 

Smitz,” said the watchman. "That Wig­
gins told Hen he’d do for him if he 

them their jobs like he said he 
That’s the truth.”

fully.

lost
WMrd Gubb—his admiring followers 

were halted at the gate by the watch­
man-entered the large building and 
inquired his way to Mr. Wiggins de, 
partment. He found it on the side of 
the building toward the river and on 

On one side the vast

3;»:", ?r.’ on* a “of1 bmdneBS,

„ £u might say. There’s a couple

•‘^h^Tdetock.tlngr ask

JjHÈssaær5.2
Sis? isxsxssz aj-sa a » tœ-wr.. » T.
sjsssfSs ZMsssim . .

sane under the burden of her woe. _ "iyTotle lo'oked at hie prisoner. Mrs. SmIU leaned forward In her ïîfT Wlggins^ind hiî !rew. He print of a heavy sack-needle and laid

Hron/’^h” IsTd^-becanse V™ heard “I can't“èuer '“'“Murdered Henry?” she cried. "He told me so. ^hl Wlgkins had ‘‘^“/““^“aïetony. In* the eye 
you ran do so wcil Inthe detecUng pyereon lnt0 my never murdered Henry. I murdered at present In the eus- of the needle still remained . few
toi,"“^dydraUtoâl,°,ed that the WJ-J'SlS? SSiTSTSf. ' now. ma’am." said O’Tooie politely, todyo, theCountyi.„^„r kimngIL 1^.ot burlap he wa,
poor creature did not yet know the | Mr. Gubb, and after looking ^ ^ cmltradlct a lady, but you fmlU with intent to murder him. „p ln," volunteered Long Sam.
full extent of her loss. He gazed down f e8Cape O’Toole pushed never murdered him at all. This man then «*»g -y 6ettled ” said "I thought I’d keep it as a sort of nice?pon her with pity In bis blrd-like “ ““ “Te mTmand took here murdered him. and I’ve got the SSS It « little souvenir. I'd like H hack again
See. .. ,„v strange ” the Bmp form ot Mrs. Smlts from Mr. proof on him." . Si i thought they would. Well. 1 when you don’t need it for a due no
tho^oun^ woman w,M on,”, Guto^ho entered the room and clou, ^murdered himl[  ̂ ^ * doj your Unie ^ Mr ^

should ask you to paper a bedroom ed the door t drove him out of his right bit of detecting Just the same- Got examined the needle carefully.
STwKn my husband Is no one Ijw-jfw Theh.ndcuKed mind and made Mm kill him,elf." to air the camphor out of toe false «^hera ^ klnda of sack-needle In

EsHEnSE-K sH5S-2 .sssssawsa
' BfSESBS;SâHrSœ^SSSSSBKl flowers that were ae big as um- you » eaid Mr. Qubb. murdered, all right, bût I didnt do on d«® group1 intent on to pull the needle through; but In one

n

theory. The question was : Who was 
the murderer?

As Philo Gubb turned away from 
the bier. Undertaker Bartman entered

^JnB_v3To4 the ground floor.
room led into the refrigerating room 
of the company; on the other it open- 

long but narrow dock that

work up my case, 
can't set forth to work until he has a 
clue, that being a rule of the game." 

"What kind of a clue was you lookin’ 
"What’s a

^isaea.*— *

ed upon a
the width ot the building.

the outer edge of the dock 
were Bed two bargee, and Into these 
barges some of Wiggins' crew were 
dumping mutton—not legs of mutton 
but entire sheep, neatly sewed .nto 
burlap The large room was the pack­
ing and shipping room, and the work 
of Wiggins' crew was that of sewing 
the slaughtered and refrigerated sheep 

in burlap for shipment. Bales 
stood against one wall; 

of hemp twine ready for the 
in the wall

He changed his undertaker disguise for that of a blue woolen- 

shirted laboring jhan.
dozen times 
more from us as 
reason, whenever he 
that he could pay me when his la­

the market."

for?” asked Long Sam. 
clue, anyway?”

"A clue,” said 
anything connected with the late la­
mented, but generally something that 
nobody but a detective would think 
had anything to do with anything 

Not infrequently often

the morgue.
"The crowd outside is getting Im­

patient. Mr Gubb.” he said in his soft, 
nudertakerv voice. "It is getting on 
toward their lunch hour, and they 
want to crowd into my front office 
to find out what you've learned, 
don't want to hurry you, but if you 
would go out and tell them Wiggins 
is the murderer they’ll go away. Of 

there’s no doubt about Wig-

P. Gubb, "Is almost

vention was on
"No report of news of any such ru- 

come to my hearing," l

carcases 
of burlap 
strands
needle hung from pegs 
and the posts that supported the floor 

The contiguity of the refrig- 
the room a pleas-

course
gins being the murderers, since he 
has admitted he asked the stock-keep­
er for the electric bulb.”

"What bulb?" asked Philo Gubb.
“The electric light bulb we found 

sowed inside this burlap when 
sliced it open,” said Bartman. "Matter 
of fact, we found it m Hen’s hand. *

above.
erating room gave 
antlv cool atmosphere.

Mr. Gubb glanced sharply around.
Heidlpf “here1 was'twine 'vonder’was O’Toole took it for a clue and I guess 
needles, here rtver lnto it fixes the murder on Wiggins be-
tw‘n® J[° ds„itz had” been thrown, ycr.d all doubt. The stork-keeper 

his eye burned he notlcrt one save Wiggins got it from him. ”
As Ms eje reiurneo “And what does Wiggins remark
of the men careruns BweelHng t subject?" asked Mr. Oubb.
with V,r„0°the"'rtoerP I, toe men to "Not . word " said Bartman. "HI. 
to»8 room watched him curiously. Mr. lawyer told him not to open hi, month, L”uebhr0p0toke7up” ap!ece of burlap and end he won’t. Listen to that crowd

put It in Ms PMket, "™pp' ,a wiil attend to that crowd present-
»d 'toe twlne examtora the Teedles ly." said P. Gubb sternly "What’I 
Muck in Improvised needle-holder. should wleh to know now is why Mis- 
stuck to y holes in the te»- Wiggins went and sewed an elec-wai]0 and ttnwaiCto ïhè docî and trie Ught bulb to with to, corps. 

picked up one of toe pieces of glaee. tor."
■’Clues," he remarked, and *ave his

t
Continued on page 1«.
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