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TAG; OR, THE CHIEN ,
BOULE DOG

CHAPTER 1

“Oh, leetle Bateese wat for,
Oh, leetle Bateese wat for,
Oh, leetle Bateese
Wat for you grease

Mine leetle dog’s tail wit tar.”

Tuese words, sung to a monotonous and
unbeautiful tune, smote the ears of the occu-
pants of a train as it suddenly came to a stand-
still before a lonely wooden structure in the
province of Quebec. As the engine blew
off stcam the invisible singer roared anew,

as if in opposition,
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* Oh, leetle Bateese wat for,
Oh, leetle Bateese —"

A second’s pause, then the figure of a man

emerged from the

building, followed
by two little boys {708 -
in ill-fitting
clothes, each car-
rving a miniature
telescope  valise

and  having a
cardboard tag
attached to

his neck

by stout twine.
One child was sallow and melancholy, the

9
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other rosy, plump and beamingly cheeiful.
The aspect of the sallow one took on an
added shade of gloom when he was en-
joined, in  pantomime, not to move from
the doorway while his companions made their
way down the platform accompanied by a
particularly ferocious looking bull dog. After
some parley before the baggage car the canine
was disposed of and man and boy retraced
their steps to a first-class coach. Here
an animated discussion took place with the
conductor, a ticket exchanged hands, the
small boy's tag was read, he was lifted to
the platform, * all aboard ™ was shouted, and
the train moved out.

The conductor was good-natured and, see-
ing his charge struggling with tears, took him
by the hand, saying, ** Come along with me,
sonny.”

And thus it was the plump little boy found
3
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“ Pat and Patty.” 'They were so called by
relatives and friends during their engagement,
and now that they had been married ten o

whole days, Mr. and Mus. Patrick Patterson
wondered they had ever been known other-
wise.  Patty was wont to say she was * just
Pat and a little more.” Pat and Patty were
seated in the parlour car, ostensibly reading,
but behind Patty’s novel an affair of the
toilet was being carried on; she was furtively

rubbing the ** shine ™ off her dainty nose with
“ papier poudre,” while Pat, watching her
unbeknownst, wondered if any other woman
could have looked as fascinating under like
circumstances.  These innocent occupations
were interrupted by the advent of the con-

ductor and his companion. Patty, laying

down “ papier ™ and novel, smiled at the )
small boy, who brightened visibly,

1 “ Poor little chap. Is he all alone?” she
|
| 4'
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asked, and the conductor became confidential
at once.

“1le's a little Frenchy,” he said, leaning
over the end of the seat. ** Been in some kind
of a home for a year, poor kid, his ma’s dead,
an’ his pa’s working in Noo York. [Ie's
doin’ pretty well now, so he sent for the youngs-
ter. The sisters up at the Home give him an’
another kid in charge of the hired man back
there an’ told him to write out these here tags
an’ send ‘em along.  Let’s see your calling
card, sonny Got his Noo York address on
it — huh! Jim’s fergot to put on his name

jest like him — but it’s Bateese — Ba-
teese Good Lord, if T ain’t fergot! What's
your name, sonny ? "’

*“ Bateese,” was the prompt reply.

‘*“ Bateese what? — go on — "’

Bateese shook his head, smiled broadly and

edged nearer Patty.
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*“ Don’t understand much English,” said
the conductor, ** but anyhow the address is
O. K. an’ his dad "Il meet him. Te’s got a
dog on board, too, bandy-legged, wall-eyed
bull with a hare lip. Don’t know how they
come to let him have him at the Home. What's
the name of your dog, son?"

Bateese looked puzzled.

= l)();:. chien houle (lu;_{ you know.”

The dark face lighted up. " ('hien boule
dog,” he repeated and laughed till his little

fat sides shook.

‘“ ‘e

You are a dear,” said Patty, “ come and
sit by me.”

He knew the tone and gesture, and, with the
fickleness of yvouth, turned his back upon his
erstwhile friend and snuggled up to the smiling
lady who had won his heart. According to

himself his name was simply Bateese. Only

that and nothing more, while the occupant

6
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of the baggage car was called ** Cairlo.”  As
his shyness wore off he remembered his
scanty English and a wild  three-cornered
conversation ensued.  Pat would ponderously
;_l;i\'v vent to a sentence in French as she is
spoke in the schools, to be met by a discon-
certing stare from Bateese, upon which Patty
would translate in a mixture of French in one
lesson and  habitant English gleaned during
a summer holiday in a Quebec village. This
was usually the more intelligible of the two,
and Bateese would reply in a cheerful jargon
of his own, — thus, from Pat:

‘ Parley vous Francaise ou Anglaise d’en
I” institution ou avez vous le — le silence ? ™

A wide stare from Bateese.

“Te has le le silence,” mocked l’:lll)'.
then, coaxingly, ** Bateese, you spik Angleesh
some tam or you parlev vous Francais tou-

jour ? "’
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.

Spik  Angleesh, me,” answered Bateese
proudly, * an’ w'en garcon ‘e say 1 not spik
Angleesh 1 ponch heese eve.™

. “)' George, he's a _in“) little cuss,” said
Pat, *if he only understood my French
better,”

“You go to mak’ too moche on de Pari-
sian,” quoted Patty, and they laughed. They
continued to langh at short intervals like three
gay irresponsible children until the other
occupant of the car looked amused out of
sheer sympathy,

It was a regular love feast until they arrived
at a refreshment station, when it became a
]):lll(|ll(‘l of a more substantial order. Bateese
was hungry.  The trio alighted, and being
told the train would remain forty-five minutes

owing to an obstruction on the line, and

having seen Bateese fed to |'('|~|vtinn at the

lunch counter, they started down the platform.
8
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The door of the baggage car was open and
Cairlo stood revealed in all his hideousness.

*“ Pretty thing for a lap dog,” commented

'.T.}.‘
"
~

A

=2

Pat, while Bateese jumped in frantic efforts
to reach his pet. Standing with bandy legs
well apart and huge head straining at his
chain, Cairlo was a forbidding object, but the
heart of Bateese vearned for him. In vain
he was reasoned with, coaxed. He began to
cry, gently at first, then, seeing the conster-
nation on Patty’s face, his wail became a
9
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fearful howl. The baggage man appeared

and took in the

situation,
“Wants his
purp,eh? Tere,
pu.t”llnilfl | fll) ////W,
an sit him /
on this / // :

trunk —

There you arve, kiddie!” Bateese hecame
smiling and amiable at once. * The brute
ain’t half as savage as you'd think. Not
10
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much mor'n a pup, and kind of affec-
tionate disposition.”

It would seem so, for as Pat and Patty
resumed their walk Bateese and his pet were
leaning shoulder to shoulder, the small boy’s
arm about Cairlo’s neck. There were further
delays in starting, and it was an hour later
when the bridal couple went to look at their
protégé. Tle was asleep in the attitude they
had last seen him, and the bull-dog wore «
silly, apologetic expression as he wagged his
tail at their approach. Bateese awoke. THav-
ing dug his knuckles in his eyes and yawned,
he murmured,

“T'm not feel ver’ bon en bas,” laying his
fat hands tragically on his leather belt.

“1It’s the cream puffs. 1 told you not to
give him three, Pat, and he has cream all
over his neck, too — Come here, Bateese,
until T wipe you off.”

11
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Bateese moved heavily; the sin of gluttony
had brought worse pangs than those of re-
morse in its wake. A porter, coming up at
the moment, remarked briskly, ** Leaving at
once, sah,” and secing the child, lifted him
down and ran him along the platform at a
good pace with Pat and Patty follow-
ing.

They were safely aboard, the train was
moving, and Patty was soothing the ontraged
infant whose soul had eried for peace and
heen so rudely disturbed. when Pat, leaning
over, looked first puzzled, then anxious.

*“ Bateese, where is vour tag? " lifting the

.

empty string about the <lnll~ neck, * tag,
votre ll('lll(‘“(‘ ou est il #’

Bateese answered in a tone laden with
sleep,

* Cairlo, "e lak de créeme on dat tiquette —

s

mebbe Cairlo "e — " He yawned audibly and

12
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his black head thudded onto the lap of Patty.

e was at rest.

“That thing had his address on it,” said
Pat a little uneasily. * Guess I'll go and hunt
up our friend the conductor.”

Returning some time later he said with
solemn emphasis,

“ Patty, that conductor has gone back on
another train and the present one never even
heard of a Bateese. The baggage man knows
nothing, the porter less, and I'm blamed if
[ remember even the name of the street
Do you? Think hard.”

Iis wife shook her head slowly. “But, Pat,

.

do you mean to say
“That we have a small, fat, French un-
known on our hands for Heaven knows
how long. and we on our way to spend a giddy

8 ) ] giaay
honeymoon in gay New York. That’s what
I mean.” Tis emphasis was bitter.

13
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For, a moment Patty looked wild con-
sternation, then the  corners  of  her
mouth began to curl up. *To say no-
thing of the chien boule dog,” she added
with a Frenchy lift of eyebrows and shoul-
ders.

“ D——, er, hang the boule dog,” said her

husband viciously. * All the same he is the
only one with inside information on the sub-
ject. By George, Patty, you know it
its "
They gazed at each other mutely for some
seconds, then Pat’s eyes twinkled, he threw
back his head and haw-hawed till the car re-
sounded with his mirth. Ilis bride joined him
and they were almost choking when Bateese
raised his head and fretfully exclaimed, 1
don’ go mak de laf on you w’en you not feel
ver’ nice en bas!’

“If you only knew it, Bateese,” said Pat,

14
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* the laugh s on us, and we are doing it for
vou, and you ought to be mighty grate-
ful.”

But Bateese was asleep.

15
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CHAPTER 11

Tie next morning found the waif looking
as jovously rotund as ever and not one whit
elated by the fact that he had slept in a drawing
room section.  His protectors were fresh and
smiling also, having decided that all they re-
quired to do upon their arrival at the station
was to march slowly round the waiting room
with Bateese well in evidence until an eager
French father should dash forward and snateh
his child to his bosom. They would then stand
by with smiles of benevolence and, waving aside
the parent’s fervid blessing, would Kiss dear
little Bateese, shake his father’s honest hand,
and gracefully withdraw. It was the imagin-

ing of this drama which kept Mr, Patterson

serene in spite of the enormous breakfast
16
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caten by Bateese, *“ a la carte,” this and
the sight of his bride daintily arrayed for the
conquest of the metropolis and with the light
of anticipation in her eves. Red brown eyes
they were, almost the colour of the wavy hair
above, and her skin was very smooth and very
white in contrast to the vivid red of her lips
with their corners curling up for laughter on
the slightest provocation like the [)(‘I.‘ll\
of a flower, cup-shaped to receive the sun.
Of a verity she was good to look upon.
Having alichted in the humming New York
station, the bride and groom ]n‘m't'vdvl] to
carry out their plan. Bateese, frightened and
dazed by the noise and jostling of the erowd,
was j_fl;u] to be |1|:|('('¢l between them, ('lin;:in;:
to a hand of each, and thus they walked with
methodical slowness over every foot of the
huge waiting room; Pat and Patty stiffening

their arms to thrust the small boy well for-
17
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ward, as il mutely offering him to the public.
ITe was instructed to call out upon sight of his
father, while they keenly scanned the throng

for a lone man with an expression of yearning

parenthood.  Trains came and went, the
crowds surged in and out, families were
disunited or made complete according to the
time table, and still Bateese remained father-

less. Officials were interviewed; no one had
18
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seen a Frenchman who looked as if he had

lost his one ewe lamb, no inquiries had been

made. They had marched through the sta-

tion so often they were all weary when an

awful suspicion dawned upon the
19
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groom; they were, perhaps, the victims of
a well designed plot and no father would ever
claim Bateese. As time wore on the suspicion
became a horrible certainty in his mind, but
he forbore to mention it.  After two fruitless
hours they seated themselves to discuss the
situation.  Patty had an idea. She would
take their protégé to the matron in charge of
the ladies” waiting room, leave money with her
for his lunch, and request that he be handed
over to his father when that person appeared
to claim him. They were surprised they had
not thought of such a simple arrangement
long ago. A few moments later Patty was
interviewing a prim-faced matron. The little
boy’s father had failed to meet him, she stated,
but would arrive later, and if the matron would
kindly take him in charge until that time and
see that he was provided with food if necessary
(here a frivolous little metal purse came into
20
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play) Patty would be most grateful. The radi-
ant smile which terminated this speech failed
to produce any softening expression in re-
sponse; the listener merely asked for the name
of the little boy and some description of the

father whereby he might be identified.

“ Well, we don’t know his name, you see
only Bateese. He was put on the train by
some man and we — well, we just happened
to get him.”

“1 suppose he was given in charge of the
conductor,  Why didn’t you leave him with
him? " Evidently the woman was not favour-
ably impressed.

*“ The conductor left the train, you see, and
the other men knew nothing about him.”

“Oh!” said the matron and looked in-
tently into space.

*“ He was sent from a Home of some kind,

poor baby,” added Patty in pathetic accents.
21
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“ Oh, then,” brightening, ** of course he has

a tag with his address somewhere about him.

Those institutions always use something ol

that kind.” She fastened an X ray eye on
Bateese as if to penetrate the innermost
recesses of his plump person and discover this
:ll)])l'lltl:l;ﬂ‘.

*“ Why. of course, he had a tag on,” hegan
Patty promptly, ** but,” here her unruly lips
curled up and a twinkle danced in her eye
“ his dog — a chien boule dog he is — chewed
it up, and so

The woman’s icy tones broke in,

*“ 1 would advise you to see the police about
it, madam. 1 don’t care to be mixed up in
anything of the kind.” Whereupon she drew
herself up and walked resolutely away, leaving
the astonished and indignant Patty to grasp

Bateese’s hand and drag him back to where

Pat was soothing his spirit with a good cigar
22
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and the reflection that in about one hour he
and his bride would be enjoying a cosy téte-a-
téte luncheon in one of the city’s palatial hotels.
His jaw fell when he saw his wife racing
excitedly towards him with the small boy
trotting in her wake

“ Horrid creature! She won’t keep him;:
said to take him to the police; she was posi-
tively elammy about it!” Patty was breath-
ing hard and her cheeks were pink with wrath.

Her husband whistled, looked sadly at the
weed in his hand as if asking where was now
its solace, then suggested he should speak
to the station master and see if he would put
forth the hand of fellowship. So leaving
Bateese pledged not to move from his bench,
they bearded the busy official. Pat told the
tale of their enforced adoption of the small
unknown quite eloquently until he reached
the point where Cairlo came in. Then he
23
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hesitated, cleared his throat, and stated that
an ** accident ™ had deprived the young trav-
eller  of the tag whereon was his ad-
dress.

* What was the nature of the accident ?’
asked the official curtly.

Pat hesitated. Patty grew flushed and anx-
ious. She was not doing any smiling or twin-
kling now.

The station master looked keenly from one
to the other, and as Pat could think of nothing
else to say but the truth, he told it frankly,
ending with,

* I know it sounds foolish, but foolish things
do happen.”

* That’s right,” assented the railway man
with marked emphasis, * They happen round

here mighty often.” Then he added musingly,
* A French kid, name unknown, put on train

by man, also unknown, at unknown station;
24
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nameless conductor transfers kid to young
couple — name unknown,” (this with a bow)
*and disappears.  Kid's dog — by the way,”
with cheerful interest, ** has the dog a name ?—
Kid’s dog, nameless — buries the secret of
the lost child’s parentage in innermost re-
cesses of his being.  Unknown father fails
to claim offspring and I am asked to assume
his duties. Ever been in New York before ?°
he asked irrelevantly.

Mzys. Patterson moved away, her head at a
haughty angle, and before her husband could
frame an angry rveply the older man ex-
changed his tone of banter for one sternly
businesslike.

“ Let me give you a piece of advice, young
man,” he said. ** Don’t pipe that tune oftener
than you can help in little old New York unless
you want to find yourself in the foolish house

or the coop. I don’t know why you want to
25
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get vid of the youngster and I ain’t goin® to
ask, but if you can think up any kind of a
fairy tale that would go in the nursery, waltz
over to the police station and tell it.  That’s
all.  Good morning,” and he swung off whis-
tling ** Since I first met yvou.”

Pat joined his bride with gloom upon his
brow. They moved on in silence for a mo-
ment, then she said,

*“ 1 suppose we will just have to go to the
police now and tell that ridiculous story all
over again.”

“We can’t go to the police!™ savagely
exclaimed the partner of her woes. 1 see
now how utterly improbable the whole thing
sounds: they would run us in for child de-
sertion or kidnapping, whichever erime called
for the higher fine And where would our

honeymoon be then!™  Their young faces

were tragic.  “ Darn the luck —let’s skin
26
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off and leave the little beggar. We didn’t
want him anyhow.”

Just here they sighted a mourner’s bench
whereon was seated a small, plump figure look-
ing so weary, so patiently forlorn, their hearts
smote them,

“The poor, wee, lost thing.,” murmured
Patty, and Pat gave her arm a surreptitious
and responsive squeeze. ** We'll have to take
himwith us to-day, dearest, and we'll advertise,
put his picture in the paper or something,”
and she kissed Bateese in her contrition.

* We will get a cab,” said Pat. Somehow
the zest had gone from things and he felt flat
and tired.

As they turned to go Patty spelled on her
fingers, ** D-O-G.”  Her husband’s face hard-
ened.

* No,” he answered, loudly and emphatic-
ally. * Not if I know it.”

7




TAG: OR, THE CHIEN BOULE DOG

B_\‘ SOMEe  Process of mental l('l("):ll]l)‘ Ba-
teese seemed to divine their meaning.

“Cairlo!™ he eried. stopping short and
looking about anxiously.

“ Come, come, Bateese.  Cairlo is all right.
We are going to have a nice ride in a cab, and
lunch — dejeuner,” coaxed the bridegroom.

But Bateesewas obdurate, his face puckered,
“Cairlo! ™ he eried again, ** Don’ lak no de-
jeuner.  Wan" mon chien boule dog.”

They attempted to drag him away and he
threw his small body flat on the floor and
velled with anguish. .\ crowd bhegan to
colleet and Pat deseried the station master
looking their way.

* Get up, vou little devil! ™ he muttered,
at the same time jerking him to his feet. “ 1’|
get your confounded pup.” and he strode off

in the direction of the baggage room.

Some moments later, as the now smiling
28




TAG; OR, THE CHIEN BOULE DOG

hut tear-stained Bateese and his bull pet were 1|
heing stowed into a four wheeler, a distracted |

Frenchman ran from an adjacent subway,
headed for the main door of the depot. His i
eve was caught and held by the back of Bateese
in its ill-fitting uniform of the institution |
he had so recently left. e stopped as if
frozen to the spot and gasped with open
mouth until the cab man touched up his horse
and the vehicle moved off at a brisk pace, ‘
\\||vrv1||mn he (~|;||:|w(l his hand to his head,
looked around wildly as if seeking assistance,

then started in pursuit.
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CHAPTER 111

As the gold-laced autocrat of the kerb
went forward from the ** Everleich ™ door-
way to welcome the latest arrivals, he raised
his haughty evebrows. e had caught the
sound of a child’s voice, and if there was one
evil which the ** Everleigh™ religiously eschewed
it was children.  This manner was cold as he
assisted the party to alight and watched them
trail into the lobby.  First a tall man with head
well erect, at his heels a vicious pie-faced bull
dog. then a young and remarkably pretty girl,
leading by the hand a weary child clad in
clothes such as sweet charity alone would have
the heart to envelop him.  The hotel clerk
decided upon his course the moment the group
appeared in the doorway. The ** Everleigh ™

30
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apartments, he informed them with lofty
patronage, were rented only in suites engaged

previous to arrival and for a stated term,

he therefore regretted he could not accommo-
date them. After listening to the remon-
strances of the leader of the party for a few
bored moments he slowly, reluctantly, but
firmly turned his back upon them. Mr. Pat-

terson’s jaw grew visibly squarer as he met
31
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this rebufl, but, after a moment’s hesitation,
he followed his wife toward the door. The
; bull-dog. however, had endured a  trying
| journey and was not accustomed to cabs.

Ile decided to stay where he was for a time

and rest. Thus Pat’s dignified stride was
brought to a sudden stop by the tug of Cairlo’s
chain and he yanked viciously at it in vain.
Cairlo sat firm, bandy legs well apart, blear
eves fixed and staring.  Groups of men in the
rotunda turned to watch the scene with visible
amusement. Pat took the brute by the collar
and dragged him a step or two, but it was hot
work, for Cairlo’s powers of resistance were
great; gentle persuasion proved equally fruit-
less. Pat became conscious of flattering notice
from all sides and suspended his campaign
while he lighted a cigar with an easy air de-
signed to announce to the world that the co-
ercion of balky bull-dogs was his favourite
32
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pastime; so leisurely and calm was he that
interest flagged and observation was with-
drawn.  And now, with the light of dire pur-
pose in his eve, he leaned down suddenly,
unloosed the chain, stuffed it in his overcoat
pocket, and strolled toward the front door;
hefore he arrived there the unctuous voice of
the clerk reached him,

“Mr. —er —ah Will you kindly — ™

A hand was laid upon his arm.

“ "Seuse me, sir,” said a porter, politely
struggling to hide his grin, * You've for-
gotten your dog.”

Mr. Patterson’s hand instinctively sought
his change pocket, but the authorities were
too mnear. Assuming a stony countenance,
he turned and called Cairlo; low at first, then
in tones of sharp command. The graven

image of a dog never stirred.  Every occupant

of the large and busy rotunda was now deeply
33
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engrossed in watching the scene.  Bels were
laid on the outcome, but the determined set
of Cairlo’s jaw did not invite interference.
The courteous porter barred the way: evi-
dently if the dog staved the master did like-
wise. The situation grew desperate. At any
moment Patty and  Bateese might appear,
the former he knew would take in the situa-
tion and laugh, and all those darned idiots of
men would laugh with her,while Bateese would
probably divine treachery and shriek for his
* chien boule dog.” Ieroie measures were
NECessary, so retracing his steps to the side of
the scowling animal, Pat gave a quick move-
ment of muscular shoulder and raised the
stubborn bulk in his arms.  The dazed beast
offered no resistance, and as the bridegroom
stalked off with the dog’s delicate retrousse

countenance nodding over one shoulder a

shout of hilarious mirth went up from the
34




TAG: OR, THE CHIEN BOULE DOG

bystanders and his exit was made under a

fire of raillerv. Cries of * Love me, love my

dog,” ** Where was your o U

il

i
W\ yup raised # 7 !
\, Pup raised! | 1
VIs that what i

you call the dog tax?”

pursued him to the steps,

where he dropped the now submissive 1

Cairlo with unnecessary violence, and, later, |
t . i
threw him into the cab with no gentle ‘
|
1}

hand.  Patty had heard the roars of laugh- |
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ter and caught a glimpse of the sudden descent
| of the bull-dog, but a look at her husband’s \
face decided her that silence was golden

a decision wondrous wise for a bride of ten
1 davs. They visited many, many hotels after
, this, working their way down from palaces
to quiet hostelries in side streets, and though,
in one or two instances, Bateese and the
pup were concealed until rooms had been
secured, vet, when the inevitable moment ar-
rived that they must be produced, a miracu-

lous slip of memory smote the conscience of

the clerk. T'hose apartments (the only vacant
ones in the house) were already engaged. As-
tounding thing how he could have forgotten;
he was profusely apologetic but would have
to keep to his original agreement.  Cairlo’s
cannibal visage was too much for them all.
Hours passed, miles were traversed, and in
proportion as the spirits of the occupants of the
36
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cab drooped did the complacency of the driver
increase. Ile whistled with a very insolence
of joy when given the tenth address, and,
at the eleventh, broke into song. Once the
bridegroom grimly remarked that the Pound
or Home for Lost Dogs seemed to be the only
remaining institution to be visited, and that,
on promise of good behaviour, they might
be accommodated there to keep Cairlo com-
pany. At length, upon Patty’s suggestion,
they were driven to the sober precinets of
the Y. W. C.'T. UL, where they fondly hoped
to hear of some respectable Christian family
which would gather weary wanderers to its
bosom. The now white and anxious bride
told the secretary how she, her husbhand, one
little boy, — wvery well behaved, — and a small
dog were looking for quiet temporary lodgings.
The secretary was grave over the dog. Of

course most landladies objected to children
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too, but she would look over her list.  Patty
sank into a chair feeling as if her life were at
stake.  The reprieve came.  The seeretary
looked up with a beaming smile.  She had the
very thing. .\ widow, quiet house and locality,
two front rooms with breakfast if desived.
After a short conference over the telephone
she confirmed the good news. * Mrs. Trent
will be glad to rent the apartments, won't
object to the little dog if kept in the basement
and is fond of children.”  The secretary
smiled as she added, ** She helps us with our
work when she has time, and is a nice motherly
woman with strong views against race-sui-
cide.”

*“ Bless her heart!” exclaimed Patty as she
took the address, She almost danced out to
the cab, and Pat promised to add a half dollar

to the driver’s already swollen tariff if he

took them to this last address in half an hour.
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“She has strong antirace-suicide views,
Pat.” quoted his wife, laughing.

“ Darlint,” he rejoined  with  solemnity,
* Bateese is  the child of our tenderest
care. Al our hopes are centred in  his
plump carcass and our only aim in life is to
rear him to noble manhood.” He winked
at Bateese, who serewed up his black eves
and chuckled sleepily as if he were privy to
the jest.  Now that lodgings were in sight
Bateese and the chien boule dog assumed the
aspect of a huge joke: a Frenchy joke; a sort
of *double entendre.”

It secemed too marvellous to be true when
they actually obtained admittance to the
widow's abode. It was a beautiful home to
them, a very nest of peace and a haven from
the cruel, jostling world which loves not little
boys and bull-dogs.  The door closed on
sounds of a rollicking song from the enriched
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cab man and they were led to the first floor

front by a neat and smiling landlady, who,

‘ before leaving, stooped to pat the head of
| Bateese.
*“ And how old might he be, ma’am? " she
| asked.

Patty hesitated and thea came a dual an-
swer.,

*“ Five,” said Patty.

“ Seven,”” said Pat.

They paused in confusion and the landlady |
came to the rescue, saying with a nod at Pat,
“ Now ain’t that just like these men; their

heads is so full of business they don’t even

remember the ages of their own children. So
he is five. He is fine an’ fleshy for his age:

a healthy one, T guess.”

“ Yes, indeed,” said Patty, looking out of the
window.

“ What is your name, my little man?”
40
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But Bateese was yawning and speech-
less.

“He is called Baptiste,” said Patty, “a
French name, you know.”

“ Well now!” exclaimed the well meaning
landlady, ** you don’t look like French folk.”

* e was called after a relative,” said Patty
faintly, adding in firmer but sweet tones,
*Thank you so much, Mrs. Trent, we won't
want anything more just now.”

The widow took her dismissal with good
grace, and left the room. A few moments
later one might have seen a small boy sleep-
ing oblivious on a couch while two dishevelled
voung people danced noiselessly round the
room, stopping only when weak with laughter
to throw themselves on the nearest chairs,
wipe their eyes and chokingly recount some
experience of that seemingly interminable
day.
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And Cairlo? e brooded darkly in soli-

tary confinement in the basement and remorse

gnawed at his vitals as he thcught of the pick-

.

me-up he had accepted at the ** Everleigh ”

which was the cause of this base ignominy.
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CHAPTER 1V

Mugs., TreENT was a rara avis among land-
ladies in that she was not suspicious, never
poured forth tales of the late Frederick T "
nor sorrowed audibly over the contrast be-
tween her former station and present humble
circumstances,  She subsisted by letting rooms
to young girls employed in the city, and among
these was one whose small sister earned her
hoard and keep by helping about the house.
This was Josephine. a prim, white-faced miss
of twelve, with the skin of her brow drawn
taut as a drum-head from the excessive neat-
ness of the braids of hair tied above it, and ill-
assorted features which were apt to relax
into fearful contortions when she fancied her-

self unobserved. As far as the household of
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Mrs, Trent were aware, these grimaces and
the singing of ** Strangers Yet” were Jo-
sephine’s sole recreations, for, ready as the
widow was to administer to bodily needs,
she failed to recognize the universal cry for
beauty and pleasure in the young feminine
mind.  When Josephine, in her funny old-
fashioned clothes, was sent forth for her daily
walk, it was with strict injunctions not to
loiter, and to speak to no one; while if des-
patched on an errand, she was given just so
much time for its accomplishment.  This
steadiness of bringing up was advanced by
Mrs. Trent as reason why she (Josephine)
should become the guardian of Bateese during
the absence of his ©* Pa and Ma.” This being
arranged, Pat and Patty whirled off in a han-
som on the morning after arrival, feeling

like scholars out for a half holiday. After

their weariness and anxiety they were ready
44
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to enjoy everything and quite confident that
the problem of Bateese was to be settled —
somehow — very shortly. Such a beautiful
reckless day they had, lunching at Sherry’s;
being whirled through the park in an automo-
bile; promenading down Fifth Avenue. gayest
of all the laughing strollers; buying a huge box
of spring flowers to brighten their humble
apartment, dining royally, and finally returning
in a hansom, enjoying to the full the cool
evening air and rest after the bustle of the
day.  As they turned into a street near home,
they were hailed with shouts from a strange
figure on the sidewalk, — an animated red
dress surmounted, apparently, by the head of
Medusa.  Their vehicle stopped, and the
apparition was discovered to be Josephine
with pig-tails flying loose and india rubber
countenance working convulsively.

*“ Get him out,” she yelled, ** Call him out! ™
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“Who?"

their hearts sank.

asked they in one breath, and
In the careless joy of the
day they had almost forgotten Bateese,

* Your kid,” answered Josephine excitedly.
“ He ain’t hardly got any clothes left on him an’
he won't come out.”  She pointed to a flight
of steps leading to the cellar of a deserted
house, and, simultaneously, there came a
wail therefrom: a long wail as of much pent
suffering and sorrow too great to be borne.
Pat and Patty alighted and hurried to the
spot.  Crouching against a cellar door, with
tear-stained countenance raised imploringly,
was the luckless Bateese: his coat was gone,
his little shirt hung in shreds, his ** half-
long ™ gray trousers were spattered with mud
and torn from hip to ankle on one side, and a
much swollen under lip added the finishing
touch to his forlorn and battered appearance.
At his feet lay the ever-faithful Cairlo, whose
46
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sleek complacency was in strong contrast to

the condition of his master.

“ For Heaven's sake, Bateese!™ gasped
! Patty.
“ What under the shining canopy ever
struck you ? ™" asked her husband.
“ Wawan beeg boy go mak de laf on me,”

sobbed Bateese, ** an’ T ponch an’ he hit wit
1
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de han’ an’ I ery on de eye an’ he say bebe!
an’ I ponch wan more tam — me — an’ we
go to fall 'roun” an” den Jo’sphine she ponch
aussi an” I ron” “ere.”

“ 1 stuck up for yer. Didn't 1, Bateese? ™
cried Josephine eagerly. " 1T whaled that
carrot-head good an’ hard, Didn’t I, Ba-
teese ? "’

Bateese nodded. TIle was bevond enthusi-
asm. s guardians considered a moment
and then decided that the small nurse and
Bateese be sent home in the hansom, the
latter wrapped in Pat’s overcoat to protect
him from the air, and eyes of a cold world.
They were accordingly bundled into the
vehicle,

“ Here,” eried Pat, “ take this beast with
you,” and he thrust Cairlo in after them.
“Same address and be quick,” he added,
counting the fare into the man’s hand, and

18
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turning to where Patty stood ruefully examin-
ing mud stains on her tailor-made.

“1 am covered with tangible woe from Ba-
teese,” she said, * and my hair is coming
down. Let us find a back street Here is
a quiet little place, we'll run up here.”

Which they did, and thence made their way
with some difficulty and many devious turn-
ings, back to their lodgings: so it happened
that when the cabman reached the right street
and discovered he had forgotten the number
of the house and never known the name of
the occupants, he pulled up and looked anx-
iously but in vain for his forimer passengers.
Then, lifting the trap, he called to Josephine.

*“ What’s the number of the house youse is
bound fer? ™

And Josephine answered promptly and
primly that she did not know, which was true,

but she failed to add that she could point
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out the house, which was then in sight.  For

Bateese's nurse had black sins on her con-

science, and, —— weighing against the bliss of
her first carriage ride, — was the fear of Mps.

Trent’s wrath. It seemed a simple and ex-
citing thing to go on driving indefinitely, a
childish version of ** eat, dvink and be merry;
so she held the fat hand of Bateese, put her
feet on Cairlo’s back and. sitting very straight,
thought of the lovely ladies she had seen in
the course of her walks who did nothing all
day but drive around and wear flowers,

Presently the cabman’s face appearved from
above the second time and, after eveing his
small and dirty fares, with much disappro-
hation, he said,

* Say, vou girl! — Wot’s the name of the
folks wot live in the house you was goin’ to # ™

* Don’t know,” answered Josephine haugh-

tily.
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“ Well, wot am 1

anyhow 7 7 the man asked with )

going to do wid youse

Where-
upon the
e emboldened
Josephine, not deigning to look at him,
waved a dirty paw airily and cried:
*“ Drive round the park, James'™ in a tone

which she flattered herself was the counter-
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part of that once heard from the lips of her
heroine of the stone house on Riverside Drive.

The man’s jaw dropped for a second with
astonishment, then leaning over, he made a
monocle of thumb and forefinger, the better
to examine this prodigy.

“ Crazy as a loon,” he muttered. ** Drive
round the park, James!” Oh, Lord, oh,
Lord!™

He slammed down the trap, chuckled
grimly and, wheeling his horse about, started
to retrace his route in the hope of meeting
the guardians of this lunatic. At intervals
he repeated ** Drive round the park, James!’
in mincing undertones and with renewed
chucklings, but even the delicious humour of
that speech failed to buoy up his spirits when
it became apparent that they who had saddled
him with his burden had vanished. THe re-

turned to the street he had left and inquired
5O
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imploringly of maids and landladies if they
* knew anything about that outfit™ (indi-
cating his passengers), even inducing one or
two females to go out and examine his charges
at short range. But Josephine had never
played on the street, and her sedate walks
were pursued on more fashionable thorough-
fares, so that she met with no recognition.
One woman, indeed, who had turned her
kitchen apron to the rear of her person on
descending to the street, as if putting house-
hold cares behind her for the nonce, gave it
as her opinion that Josephine was * Mis’
Blundell, the milliner’s little girl, who run
away once before.” The hansom accordingly
moved to the milliner’s shop. its driver much
cheered in aspect, but when Mrs. Blundell
appeared she looked at the lost pair with
that complacent sympathy which is purely
external, and positively declined to be a
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mother to cither of the stray-aways, present-
ing a plump girl of eleven with sausage curls
as her only effort in the maternal line. The
cabman was dejected but persistent, and urged
her * to knock up her thinker an’ see if she
couldn’t place “em as hers,” and on this being
received  with indignation he suggested she

Illij_"lll like to * :l(]ul)l em for (‘umlmn.\." Here

the door was slammed violently in his face,
leaving him to return with scowling coun-
tenance to Josephine, who was just then
happily engaged in sticking out her tongue
at plump little Miss Blundell.

“1 know what I'll do with youse now, my
lady,” he said. darkly, as he climbed to his
post and drove off with decision.  His purpose
became apparent when he drew up hefore a
police station and o-dered his fares to deseend.

“Instanter —and  haul out that pup. [

ain’t going to touch him.
e
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The heart of Josephine thrilled. Tt was a
wonderful adventure.  Here was a palace or
something, and who knows what glorious
things might be inside: she light-heartedly
kicked Cairlo to facilitate his descent, and
followed with Bateese.  The cab-man pushed
them on before him, and even the captain
of the precinet, yawning at his desk, and the
two policemen swapping yvarns on a bench
by the door, accustomed as they were to
strange sights, sat up straight when they
beheld the trio.

Josephine entered first, dragging after her
the rotund form of Bateese, the tense expres-
sion of her face being in contrast to the appeal-
ing smile of the small boy, who beamed im-
partially on all as he stumbled in, tripping
alike over his voluminous trailing overcoat
and the bull-dog slinking at his heels, Sud-
denly Josephine’s eye was arrested by the
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uniforms before her and an agony of fear
pierced her soul.  With a shriek she dropped
the hand of Bateese and rushed for the door,
but the cabby was too quick for her.

*No vou don’t, duchess,” he said as he
agripped her arm. ** Sorry to interrupt you
but we are going to pay a call

*“ What's the matter there 2™ asked the cap-
tain, leaning forward.

" Lost,” answered the Jehu laconically,
“an’ she, (jerking his thumb at the struggling
Josephine), has bats in her belfry.”

The men gathered about while the driver
told his tale, altering the fact of his having
forgotten the house number to the statement
that it had never been given him.,

“You were a nice one to go driving off
with an infant school an™ never askin® where

they belonged,” commented the captain.

* Well, say, if you'd been joggin’ by quiet
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an’ happy wit’ a bridal couple inside wot was
good fer double fare an’ all of a suddent seen
a jumping jackess yellin® and pullin® her face
every which way an’ been told to pull up an’
had your tony bridal pair go runnin’ down a
cellar an” come up draggin’ Fatty here tied up
in his nib’s wedding overcoat an’ stuffin’ him
an’ the girl an’ that snappin® turtle of a
pup into your clean cab an’ orderin’ you
to;— " drive on — same address an’ mighty
quick * — say, you'd have found yerself won-
derin’ if it was time to git up jest like I did.
When I come to I was on the right street, so
I says to her highness here, I says; —* Wot’s
the number ? * — I says, and she says as cool
as you please, she don’t know, and T says;

*Wot’s the name of the folks youse is goin’
to make joyous wid your presence ?° I says,
and she speaks up haughty like and says she
don’t know that either.—* Wot am I goin’
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to do wid youse anyhow ? " —1 says then, and
she up an’ waves ‘er lily white paw an’ pipes
in reg’lar Lady Gwendolyn style;—* Drive
roun’ the park, James.””— Here he paused with

dramatic effect to look at his grin-

ning auditors,

adding as he |
mopped his hrow {
with  his sleeve,
“ Gee Willikins! T near
fell off me perch.” e spat reflectively be-
fore concluding, *“ An” so I brought ’em
along, an’ it’s up to you to git a home fer the
duchess an’ her fat friend. 1 ain’t hirin’ me
hansom out fer a kindegarden fer the royal
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fambly no more.  1's me to the woods an’
the simple life.”

After some further disenssion and a sharp
reprimand for carelessness delivered by the
captain, the harassed cabby was allowed to
go and the children handed over to a kindly
matron. Josephine was in a state of terror,
but living on the bounty of outsiders does
not foster |'v:n|.\' tears, so she stood 1||“\-('_\w|
but scared, awaiting her doom.  Bateese, on
the contrary, had endured so many vicissi-
tudes that this seemed but another phase
of an already confused but amusing exist-
ence,

ITe was warm, and the big men had laughed,
so he laughed too, his black eyes dancing and
sharp white teeth gleaming.  Upon the de-
parture of the cab-man he undertook to intro-
duce his ** chien boule dog, Cairlo,” who

.

w’en I ery on de eve aujour d’hui jus sleep lak

59




TAG; OR, TIHHE CIHIEN BOULE DOG

wan peeg ' (giving Cairlo a reproachful push
with his foot).

The captain suddenly whistled and took
up a paper on his desk. It contained a notice
to the effect that a Frenchman was seeking
his lost son, who had been abducted in a cab
hefore his eves the previous morning by a
well dressed young couple, said son having
black hair and eves and being garbed in the
gray worsted uniform of an orphanage. Cer-
tainly what was visible of this small hoy tallied
with the deseription.  The matron was or-
dered to extract what information she could
as quickly as possible, and her motherly kind-
ness soon drew a full confession from the fear-
ridden Josephine. It seems that for many
moons the carrot-top boy had embittered her
young life with taunts upon the cut of her

clothes, and arrangement of her hair, and she,

fearing the subsequent wrath of Mrs, Trent,
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had forbo:ne to retaliate.  Therefore, when
Bateese, in his hideous uniform, was put in
her charge, she devised a deep, dark |»|nl for
the undoing of her enemy. She purposely
sought the vicinity of this arbiter of fashion,
and when, as she expected, the clothes of
Bateese called forth scathing eriticism and a
scuffle ensued, she was able to rush in with a
light heart and ** "lam him good,” conscious
that she could afterward pose as a noble
heroine, the saviour of Bateese. She had not,
however, quite counted on the savageness of
the small boy, and when she realized the awful
destruction wrought in the attire of her charge

.

and that her *“ other ™ dress was ruined, then
did woe and foreboding seize upon her. She
would have gone home under the protection
of “ Bateese’s pa and ma,” but not alone -
oh, not alone.

When the :aptain had in turn learned all
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this, together with the location of Mrs. T'rent’s
house, and the fact that the boy bore upon
his person the remnants of gray worsted, he

whistled softly and prepared for business.

62




TAG; OR, THE CHIEN BOULE DOG

CHAPTER V

As the Captain shifted the papers on his
desk the telephone bell rang, and in answer
to a somewhat lengthy communication he
replied that two children corresponding to the
given description were at present at the
station and would be sent home at once,
also a l)lln lll);.[.

About an hour later Josephine and Bateese,
accompanied by a tall man in civilian dress,
made their way to the house of the widow.
They were met by her at the door, and behind
her were four young lady lodgers, all in a state
of wild excitement but a little disappointed
at the ordinary appearance of the adult of the
party. They had expected to see a sergeant al
least, and Mrs. Trent had given it as her
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opinion that the chief of police himself would
be likely to arrive to explain matters, as that

.

was the custom in * important cases.”  Bul
when the children had been hugged, held
off for inspection, hugged again, told that
they had not ** changed,” but, as one young
lady darkly hinted, looked as if they had
“seen things,” and had been thoroughly
bewildered by treatment the like of which
neither had ever received before, and when
Bateese had been separated from his beloved
Cairlo — who was again consigned to the
lower regions — and triumphantly led up-
stairs, from where, strange to say, no welcom-
ing voice had hailed the wanderers, then did
the plain-clothes man come in for his share of
flattering attention and prove to be a most
pleasant spoken gentleman of a cheerful habit

of mind. He tactfully won the heart of the

widow by requesting sotto voce that she
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introduce him —** Mr, Burns, at your serv-
ice " —to her * sisters.”  With explanations
and blushes this was accomplished, and it
was quite a friendly party which discussed the

event of the day in the little front parlour.

Mrs. Trent told, with great gusto, how she
had waited and watched and longed for
Josephine, whom she “loved as her own,”
how the pair in the first floor front had come
home and told of putting the children in the
hansom and how her anxiety had grown al-

most unbearable as time passed and they failed
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to arrive.  How the said first floor fronts had
gone forth to make enquiries and returned to
say the lost ones were at the police station,
and all was well.  Then Josephine’s sister
had to tell how she felt when the dire news
was broken to her and how she feared it
might be too late before her pa could reach
the ('il}' and |l('||) her find little Josie and how
awful it would be to tell him his little girl was
lost (as pa was *“ doing time ™ this was pa-
thetic imagining on the part of his daughter).

The voung lady who served in the quick
lunch parlour stated that she had telephoned
her emplover she just couldn’t go back that
night because her nerves were that upset if

“

she tried to carry ** two hot fried hen’s fruits
she would have ** made "em an omelette before
she got "em to the table.”

The helle of Bradley’s, who sold gent’s

gloves at that emporium, fanned herself lan-
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guidly with a much trimmed handkerchief
and said it had turned her quite faint. No
one knew the snares of New York better than
she — it was a terrible place for a poor, un-
pmh'('h'(l girl. She was a statuesque |w:|||t_\'
with dark hair, parted in the middle of a very
white forehead, and when she lowered her
eyelids and sighed the effect was very fine.
It may have been the too obvious interest
displayed by Mr. Burns in these charms which
caused the little stenographer to - remark
that as Miss Perkins had not come in until
it was known that the children were found
she did not see why she should have wanted
to faint at that late hour.

Mr. Burns listened gallantly and sympa-
thized with each in turn before he proceeded
to deseribe the arrival of the pair at the station
and to retail the cabman’s story of Josephine
with great vivacity. The prodigal was sound
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asleep on her sister’s shoulder by this time, so
was not disturbed by the incredulous exclama-
tions which followed:

“ Josephine did that!™

“ What .Iu.w'/:/ll'lu'.' i

“She ain't so slow!™ (this last from the
lady of the lunch counter in a tone of lively
admiration).

Josephine’s sister cricked her neck as far
to one side as possible and gazed slantwise
at the innocent countenance of the sleeping
one as if she had never really seen it hefore.
After a prolonged examination, she shook her
ht‘:ul.

*“1 don’t believe she ever said them things.
I'll bet the man was drunk an’ put up that
song an’ dance to keep from bein’ run in.”

The gentleman of the party good-naturedly

agreed that this was most likely the case.

Cab drivers, he said, were a queer lot. ** We
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had one feller,” he added, ** was a regular
frenzied financy. Got thinkin’ so hard about
makin® money an’ watchin’ the wheels go
roun’ at the same time, at last he come to
believe the wheels on his cab was extra size
silver dollars, an’ he never unhitched nights
for fear they might be stole. No one was onto
his brain twist till one day a passenger gives
him a V an’ asks for change. Cabby didn’t
have enough in his pockets, an’ he stands
there for a while thinkin® hard an’ shakin’ his
head kind of mournful an’, at last, blamed if
he didn’t start takin® the wheels off his cab,
and the old guy he’d been drivin® standin’
there swearin’ at him an’ vellin® he'd been
robbed. A friend of mine on the force seen
it all an” he run in Mr. Cabby. *I was just
gettin’ the gent’s bloomin’ change off fer
him,” says cabby, an’ blubbers all the way to
the station. They puts him in the foolish
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house.  Judge said he had wheels in his
head.”

“And had he? ™ asked Mrs. T'rent, with
polite interest.

The voung ladies went into ecstasies of

mirth,

\' *Say, ain’t she the limit? ™ exclaimed

the handmaid of the lunch counter. At

“! which the landlady smiled roguishly, feeling
| ‘ . ;
i she had said something highly humourous,

though not in the least knowing what it
wias.

And all this time no sound came from the
first floor front. The stenographer, who had
safely delivered Bateese, reported that the
centleman had thanked her very nicely but,
drawing the small boy inside, had closed the
door at once, ™ 1|||ilv |m|ilv he was, you know,
but sort of cold, I thought.”

Mr. Burns was visibly interested,
70
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“The father of the fat little boy? ™ he
asked.  ** Iis parents must have been pretty
anxious about him, 1 ;Ilu-“,"

Mrs. I'rent hesitated. then said in a low,
impressive  tone.  ** You would think so,
wouldn’t you?" She raised her scant eye-
brows and pursed her lips.

Mr. Burns hitched his chair nearer and
leaned forward.

* Do you mean to say as they wasn’t frettin’
any too much? ™ he asked.

* Well, of course it ain’t for me to judge, but
they're kind of flighty, you might say. Tle
did go an’ l1'lt‘])h(ll|(‘. but well, we all has
our own way of showin® our feelin’s, an’ 1
must say theirs ain’t mine.”

“ Quite a young couple, did you say?”

The widow blushed painfully and unex-

pectedly.

‘"

"T'ain’t for me to talk about my lodgers
i |



B —————— —
e ——— —

TAG; OR, THE CHIEN BOULE DOG

to outsiders,” she said in a loud dignified tone,
glancing at the open door.

The belle of Bradley’s closed the portal,
favouring her landlady with a smile which
met with no response.

“ A very young couple, I think you said,
ma’am,”” insinuated My, Burns.

“ Well, ves,” said the widow, sinking her
voice and looking mysterious, ** Too young
by half.”

There was a tense silence. The young ladies

looked demure and pricked up their ears.

“The little boy would be about six or
seven, I should say? " remarked Mr. Burns.

“ She says five an’ ke says seven,” answered
the landlady grimly.

Another silence.

“ I don’t deny it puzzles me,” said the land-
lady, shaking her head. * Two young things
from a town in Ontario, so they say, and a

~o
~
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little boy from * Kebee’ so he says.  The
parents speakin® no French and the child
speakin® no  English, not  decent  ord'nary
English, it’'s — well T don’t deny it puzzles
me.”’

Mr. Burns'eyes sparkled as he laid a respect-
ful hand upon Mrs. Trent’s arm.  ** Really
now, vou tell things so well, I'm real interested.
Well, well!  Parents English an® kid French,
an’ parents look almost like a bridal ('nll])lq',
vou said 7’

'|‘||t‘ A\ Mn\\ Innl\wl uneasy., i I.\'Q' H] ;{uml
mind to tell you something, but,” she glanced
at the yvoung ladies, who promptly looked out
of the window; she fidgeted.  “ Do you
happen to be a family man, Mr. Burns? "
she whispered.

“ Two.” lied Mvr. B. glibly.

“ And do you happen to hive a paper and

pencil 7 still whispering.
3
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The articles were produced with great
promptitude and presently Mr. Burns read —

*“1found a piece out of a paper in their room,
all about their wedding, and they were married
Just two weeks ago!”

Mr. Burns gave a long whistle and then
shook his surprised informant vigorously by the
hand. “ You're the clearest headed woman

I've met for a long time, ma’am.”

Mys. Trent was proud but mystified.  The
voung ladies were gaping. * And  now,
ma’am,” said the gentleman in quick business-
like tones, *“ T must see these lodgers of vours
at once. Fact is I've a little paper here to
give ‘em.”

“But I believe ”ll"\~\'l‘ gone to bhed,” ob-
jected their landlady; * see them some other
time.”

She was vaguely conscious of trouble in the
air.

T4
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“ 1 T could speak to you alone a moment,”
said Mr. Burns, raising his voice, at which the
voung ladies filed haughtily from the room,
the half-awakened Josephine being dragged
in the rear. * Now, ma'am, the truth is
I'm a detective an’ I've got a warrant to arrest
this precious young couple for Kidnapping.
This news of yours about the weddin’ notice
clears up any doubt, an™ I'll just serve the
paper to-night, please.”

Mrs. Trent was erving.  *“I'm sure |
never meant to hurt “em, poor voung things.
To think of havin® people arrested out of
my own lodgin’s.  Why, it ain’t respectable,
Mr. Burns!”

“ Oh, the arrestin’ll be respectable enough.
I'll do it quite quiet an” handsome.  Now will
vou just go, please, an’ tell 'em the honour of
their comp'ny is requested, or will I break
the glad tidin’s myself 2’

e
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ST oc-can’t have :|l|‘\”IiII"," to do with it,”
sobbed the widow,

CCan’t, chz Well, it's me to the bridal
chamber.”

A moment later he was knoceking loudly at
the door of the first floor front, while the
landlady, with handkerchiel half way to her
eves, stood 4'|II|M||i||‘: the lower banister of
the stairs for support and four pompadoured
heads ‘iu~||4'<| cach other in the <l<m|'\\;|l‘. of a

back bedroom.
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CHAPTER VI

Tur guilty pair had not retired.  The door
was opened at once and the detective ad-
mitted without protest.  The protracted si-
lence which followed was nerve-racking to
the anxious watchers, who held their positions
as if hypnotized.  They were rewarded at
last by sceing Mr. Burns issue alone and
descend the stairs, where, after some parley,
the landlady consented to make him up a
sofa-bed in the sitting-room.  Which factor
was more potent in deferring the arrest
Patty’s beauty or Pat’s bills — is not known,
but certain it is that they were not to feel
the clutches of the law until the following day.
Mr. Burns telephoned his superior officer

and set about making his preparations for the

Dl
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night with much cheerful bustle and noise,
whistling a lively air, as if sin and crime were
things unknown.

Meanwhile, long after the other inmates
had sunk wearied to rest, the lodgers of the
first floor front carried on a discussion in
subdued though excited tones.  Mr. Patterson
paced up and down, raging at the publicity
entailed and cursing the hour they ever spoke

" &

to ** that incubus,” ** that hoodoo ™ — indica-
ting, with wrathful glances, the sleeping Ba-
teese.

“It has been the most infernal chain of
circumstances any bridegroom was ever tied
to. Think of you being dragged into a dirty
police station all for that unknown brat,
that —

“ Call him a tambourine,” suggested Patty

with a rueful smile. ** You have done nothing

but “ pay, pay, pay’ ever since he was pre-
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sented to you.” A second later she looked
contritely at the chubby face, so peaceful and
happy.  “ Oh, Pat, don’t let us blame him.
It was not his fault, and he really is a dear,
now isn't he?”

“ He seems to have put up a pretty good
ficht with Carrot-Tops;” admitted Pat re-
luctantly, at which they both laughed.

Before they slept they decided perhaps it
was best things had come to a head now,
and when the Frenchman received his son
in safety he would probably say no more about
it.  “You can give him a little something
for his anxiety,” said Patty comfortably.
Pat groaned.

Next morning, after the young lady lodgers
had departed unwillingly to work, a stir of
excitement was felt through the house, the
remaining occupants of which were making

their several preparations for the journey to
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the police station; the landlady and Josephine
in the capacity of witnesses.  Bateese was the
only one of whom a toilet was not required,
for it was discovered that his small valise
had been lost during some of his many ad-
ventures, and, as his present garments were
in ruins from the onslanght of Carrot-Tops,
he presented in his few poor rags the appear-
ance of a plump cherub symbolical of human
frailty.

Here was a problem!  Even il he could be
again swathed in Pat’s bridal coat, it would
tell against them to have him appear in court
in such a pitiable condition. "T'he obliging Mb.
Burns was consulted and agreed to accom-
pany them to a department store where Ba-
teese might he made presentable.  In accord-
ance with this plan he was wrapped tempora-
rily in the coat and carried to the waiting
cab. The * chien boule dog ™ was hustled
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in also under a fire of protest from Mr.
Burns.

“8See here, 1 ain’t got no orders about
bull dogs.  Leave the pup out of this pienic.”

“ But he must go! ™ eried Patty. ** He be-

longs to the Frenchman too.”
“That brute goes or I put up a fight and
stay here myself,” declared Pat  with de-
cision, adding, “and I haven't been half
back on a foot ball team three years for
nothing.”

So to the accompaniment of threats from
the bridegroom, entreaties from the bride
and ominous growls from the undesired him-
self, Cairlo was established under the front
seat.  The landlady and Josephine then
settled themselves in the vehicle, the former
in a state of nervous collapse between fear of
the damage which might acerue to her lodg-
ings if the story of the arrest were printed
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and expectation of wrath on the part of her
guilty tenants. She was soon reassured on
the latter head, as Pat hastened to assert
she had done but her duty and all would
soon he explained to the satisfaction of every-
one ('()II(‘(‘I‘II(‘«I.

But Josephine!  No smiles could draw her
from her gloom, no coaxing advances from
Bateese serve to move her.  She sat with
straight lips and staring eyes, her thin little
hands clasped tight in her lap. Heaven knows
what fearsome tales she had heard that morn-
ing while the voung lady lodgers sat on her
bed discussing eriminal atrocities and prison
terrors, nor how her anguish was augmented
hy the widow’s pale face, and the widow’s
tears which were braided into her back hair.
No one could know the exact cause, but the

result was evident in a tiny face as stony and

terror stricken as that of a sensitive woman
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doomed to see her best loved sentenced to
death.

Upon reaching a colossal store Patty and Ba-
teese descended and entered under the escort of
Mr. Burns, leaving the others to the watchful
eye of the cabman, who had previously been
put wise as to their destination.  Under the be-
lief that fine raiment might have a softening
influence upon the irate parent’s heart, Patty
purchased an outfit which would have done
no diseredit to a Fifth Avenue mansion, and
was somewhat dampened in spirit by her
husband’s expression when he surveyed the
glory and fingered his depleted purse.

They were soon at the end of their journey
and entered the awesome precincts, Bateese
and his boule dog the only members of the
party entirely at ease. The Frenchman
had not yet arrived and they were ushered

into an anteroom, where some conversation
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took place beiween Pat, Mr. Burns, and a
stout policeman, at the conclusion of which
the last mentioned remarked.

*“ There seems no doubt the boy was nabbed,
but why under the shining canopy a bridal
couple should want to cart around a strange
kid — "

The officer’s fat face wrinkled jovially
as he  beamed  encouragement upon  Pal.
Pat was silent.  He had made up his mind
he would not tell that insane cream puff story
again except under dire stress of circumstances.
Some papers were produced and the party
proceeded to a desk to sign them. No one
noticed the children had quietly slipped out
of the room, with Bateese’s pet in close at-
tendance.  They were now standing by the
onter door, Josephine shaking poor Ba-

teese savagely.

“You must run, Bateese. They're goin’
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to shut us up and beat us with straps, an’
praps kill us, an” we'll never git out of an
iron place for years and years.”

Bateese's placid temperament failed to be-
come aroused at this. ** You ron so you lak’,
Jos'phine. 1 go to stay wit nice peep; buy
me nice * chapean,” an’ nice

*hottes” an’ nice  habit * " —

L)
r% he was  proudly
70 enumeraling his -

O ) ' : ieis
¢ \ 4 new l)()S.\‘(‘SS]()Il.\', l)()lll“ll,‘_{'

ILLIZS to cach in turn, when cut

" - short by a fierce grasp
on his arm. Josephine was about to drag him
forth, but just then a street piano struck up a
lively tune and Bateese was conquered.

“ Let’s run and hear the piano, Bateese,
an” then we'll come right back,” urged the
temptress, and Bateese fell,

On issuing from the anteroom a moment
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later the detective was astonished to find the
outer hall deserted; he questioned a young
policeman, who stated he had just come in
and had seen no one; found the matron had
been busy and knew nothing; dashed wildly
into the street — no sign of the runaways. Ie
returned in a state of white rage to heap abuse
on the heads of his prisoners for putting up
such a slick game on him.  Without the kid
to show, where was the case? Oh, they were
a precious pair of young innocents, they were.,
So that was why they wanted to wait till
morning. Ilis flow of language and the bride-
groom’s attitude of tense wrath might have
ended in a physical encounter had not the
captain of the station entered and carried them

sternly ofl for explanations.

86
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CHAPTER VII

Tue street piano, as if obedient to the de-
sires of Josephine, moved away as they neared
it, and Bateese, now imbued with the spirit
of adventure, trotted in pursuit as briskly
as his companion. When the instrument at
length stopped to favour passers-by with ** The
Good Old Summer Time,” it was quite out
of sight of the police station, so the children
followed dulecet strains from street to street
until, having heard the entire repertoire many
times, and finding pavements hard for small
feet, their interest in music flagged and Jose-
phine again remembered they were a per=
secuted pair fleeing from cruel tyrants and
dungeon cells.  She decided they must go

on hu'ning more corners, more and more,
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until they reached a place she had heard of
where the grass grew all by itself and yvou
could walk on it if vou liked. There could
he no policemen there, as they only go to
grassy places to cateh people who don’t stay
on the p:l”h. T'his she l‘\')]ﬂill(‘ll lo Bateese,
who failed to enthuse. e liked the grass
of course, but when vou have always lived

“on de contree " freedom is not :||»])|‘(‘('i:llw|
at its true worth and he did not understand the
excessive advantages of places where people
could wander from the beaten way. He an-
swered stolidly,

“T go ‘ome, Jos’phine. It maks de tam
for dejeuner.  Bateese ‘ongry an’ Cairlo
‘ongry  too — pouvre Cairlo!— "Ome, Jos'-
phine.”

* You're always thinkin® of your dinner,

Bateese. (irvml)‘ little l||i||;:.)ul| are. \'vl'_\'

well then, (giving him a push), go home, an’
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you'll see they’ll beat you an’ won’t give you
any dinner at all.”

Bateese stood dismayed. IHis round eyes
slowly filled with tears and the heart of
Josephine melted within he-.

* See. Bateese,” she said coaxingly, *“ Jose-
phine got a copper here ™ (exhibiting the
nobbly corner of a pale gray pocket handker-
chief). “You know them buns with the
sugar on top an’ currants on the bottom ? —
Um!™  Josephine smacked her lips with
imaginary gusto.

“Um!” smacked Bateese in response, his
face alight with the joy of anticipation.

*“ Well, I guess there is a place round here
we can get ‘'em. Come on.” So again did
Eve tempt and Adam fall by the sin of greed.

And it was while in search of the delectable

bun that they saw the glittering lady. 'The

street they were in was dirty and narrow, but
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a sunbeam had found its way there and lighted

up the glittering

one as H |
beacon warn-
ing them of
the end of

their  quest.

She stood at the door of a shop and her

hair was very gold. '+ The sunshine twinkled
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on the diamond ** drops ™ in her ample ears,

on a diamond brooch at her throat, and fairly ’l

danced a mad jig over the dark bejewelled “:’ "
fingers resting on her broad hips. As they |
stopped to gaze upon her with awe, she smiled
largely at them and the sun made new lights
on the gold in her teeth. |

The children thought her dazzlingly beauti-

[
f
ful.  Josephine even placed her above the l
carriage lady of Riverside Drive. There was !
more of her and she looked gaver somehow., :

Bateese was the first to speak. :

“ Dis is Jos'phine,” he said politely with

his beaming smile, *“ she go to buy the bun

on me.”
The lady did not appear as much struck l

with the matter as the manner of the speech.
“ Say, wot kind of a lingo do you call dat

anvhow # 7 she said, almost to herself. ‘

The children smiled ingratiatingly.
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* Abe,” she called back over her shoulder.
“Cut out yer cash-book an” come an’ git a
free look at de cireus.”

A moment later a shuffling figure appeared
from the dim background of the shop and
stood,  hook-nosed and loose-lipped,  beside
the fair one.

“ Dat’s Jos'phine,” said the lady, pointing
a shining finger, ** an’ de heaven knows w'at
dat 1s wit her — talks kinda dago, but “tain’t
dago an” — Good Lord!  Look at de purp!
Say, ain’t he de French poodle fer yvour life!
How'd vou like to see yer wife goin” up Fi't

Avenoo wit dat on de end of a chain ch?

With the (|l|i('l\ instinet of childhood 1o
resent ridicule, Josephine and Bateese had
drawn closer together and were about to

move timidly on. A hurried whispering en-

sued between Abe and his wife, in which she

was told to “* quit her kiddin® an’ look at de
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clothes on de fat one.” * Lost, strayed or
stolen, liberal reward.  Git wise, Ella, git
wise.”  And Ella, being no fool, took the cue
and changed her tactics.

*Jos'phine,” she called in honeyed accents,
* Come here, Jos’phine, till I tell youse some-
ting.”

The children hesitated but were won by
the next overture,

* What was dat you was sayin” about buns ?
Why, if i’s buns youse is lookin® fer, we got
‘em by de dozen. (Abe! Skate round to
Grostein’s and git some copper buns quick.)
An’ milk too, fresh from de cow.”

So  with smiles and seductive promises,
she lured them to her, and they were only too
glad to rest in the cool back room while she
set a small table for them. It all seemed very

grand to Josephine, and when many buns and

much milk had been consumed and Bateese
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and Cairlo were slumbering peacefully on
the floor together, she related a weird tale
of midnight drives in hansom cabs, pursuit by
the police, capture and hairbreadth escapes.
Her hostess, after listening politely to the end,
merely asked if she ever tried ** lying on her
side so she wouldn’t dream.”

About eleven a. a. the wife of Abraham’s
bosom suddenly swooped down upon him in
his little money cage.  She had a dandy idea,
He was not surprised.  She was always having
them. People had said he was a fool to marry
Ella when she was as crooked as a teneraent
stair, but no one ever denied she was smart.
Oh, Ella was smart all right, and, after all,
that is what really counts when you want
some one to help build up the business. As
she unfolded this plan, which proved to be a

new advertising scheme, the expression of

Abraham’s face changed from indifference
94




to dawning interest and finally to enthu-
siasm.

* But spose the cops come nosin’ round,”
he objected.

“Bah!” said Ella, * Our man’s fixed all
right, all right, an’ if a strange one butts in,
why, how do we know de kids wasn’t sent
reg’lar?  We're rentin’ "em by de day from a
man named Brown livin® somewheres on de
Bowery, — Dat’ll keep ‘em busy. If that
don’t go. ther dad pawned 'em w’en he was on
a booze an’ didn’t call in, so we've got ther
keep to make up.  Oh, buck up, Abe! It'll
go all right, an’ T'll bet youse have a hunderd
people lookin® inside of a minute. T'll go an’
get de fixins now.”

Abraham’s slower mind was swept along
by the impetuosity of his bride, and a few

moments later he was busy clearing a shop

window of its heterogeneous mass of pledges.
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Guns, mandolins, watches, a wee pair of shoes

once very blue and gladsome, a string of

wedding rings —— all were consigned to back
regions, and a pair of turkey red curtains were
suspended across the window and tastefully
draped back on either side. .\ trip to a neigh-
bour procured a small red table and two small
red chairs to mateh, and when these were in
place between the curtains the worker stood
back to invite admiring comments from the
instigator of the scene,

“ Heavenly day!” exclaimed that lady,
“What an ass you are, Abraham! Where is
the tea? .And the sign?  Tustle now, I've
got the goyle half dressed an’ she’ll look great.
I wish her legs wasn't so skinny though.
Don’t say anvthin® about the stuff hbein’
nourishin’.  She don’t look it.”

As she flew to the back room Abraham

brought forth two large :md'rlllst_\' chests
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of tea from under a counter and wiped them
off carefully.  They had been left as pledges
vears before, and stood as a monument of the
one occasion on which he had been ** done.”
Originally there had been a third canister, the
contents of which he had sold to neighbours,
thereby gaining enmity for several blocks.
Even the Bowery, not too delicate in its tastes,
could not stand that stuff.  You could put a
pound in a small pot, and when it had drawn
well you would think you were drinking con-
taminated hot water. It was taking chances
trving to foist it on the public again, but Ella
had decided they were to move uptown in
a month, so it was worth while to make a
last attempt.  One chest was placed by the
window with a curtain end draped carelessly
about it, and above it was hung a sign upon
which  Abraham had laboriously printed,
* T'ry our celebrated Bull Dog Tea. So strong
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a pinch is as good as a pound, yet so wholesome

a chald can drink it. It gets a grip on you.”
Then Ella came forth triumphant, leading
by the hand a strange and radiant creature.
It appeared to have many legs and arms and
much hair, all set off by a scanty supply of
crushed pink tarleton.  On closer inspection
it proved to be Josephine, her eves ablaze
with the excitement of the adventure and the |
delicious feel of real wavy hair flowing free.
Abraham was dubious about her. ** Say,
she looks kinda like a blushin® spider,” he
commented. "
Ella frowned warningly. ** She looks like
a real princess,” she declared. Adding aside,
*“ Dat was de only t'ing in de shop dat would

; fit "ceptin® a nun’s rig, an” de Bowery would

a trowed a fit if it'd seen a Dblessed sister

sittin’ in dis window. De boy’ll have to do

like he is. Looks kinda cute anyhow.”
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Josephine was jumping with eagerness to
hegin the play-acting, and as Bateese was
cheerfully acquiescent as usual, there was no
difficulty in seating them in the window, one
on each side of the table whereon Ella had
placed a small tea-pot, sugar bowl, cream jug,
cups, saucers, plates and (a special induce-
ment to Bateese) a plentiful supply of currant
cake. When Cairlo had been coaxed to the
foreground and made to lie still, all was com-
plete.  From the sidewalk the scene pre-
sented was that of a flighty ballet dancer of
tender years affectedly sipping afternoon tea
opposite a round-eved small boy in conven-
tional tweed jacket and knickers while a for-
bidding bull dog crouched at their feet, his
heavy jowl resting on his paws. It was a
novel spectacle even for the East Side, ac-
customed as it is to the bizarre and unusual.

That it was appreciated was obvious from the
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group which soon gathered about the window

and exchanged gibes and comments.  * An-

' other of dem millyun-
| il
AT g i

! — atres gone wrong, ¢X=-

claimed {
( ‘
d ONe i,

|

B

\
whereupon his companion stuck his ,
head in at the door and bawled * Call off |
5 ’ . |

ver chorus lady, Abe! She’s too many fer

his yvout’” an’ innercence.”
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“Aw, go oon,” eried Ella, in quick retort,
“Tle’ll sie de bull dog on her if she gits too
cay.”

These pleasantries put the increasing crowd
in high good humour, and from entering to
*josh wit”. Abe’s Ella ™ they ended by buving
the tea, * jest to test de grip.”  So it went on
all :|“('I'I|nnll.:llnl l)) five u‘('lm'k the second
tea chest was almost empty.  Josephine was
keeping up bravely, though feeling a little
damp inside from the amount of hot water
she had imbibed; Bateese had ceased to ask
her if she was going to hed because most of her
clothes were off, or to worry her, wanting to
know if she were not ** col’ on de laig.” He
had sunk into a state of apathy, unmindful
of the crowd which had at first frightened
him, and remembering only that, once hefore,
he had eaten too largely of rich confections
and not felt ** ver’ "appy en bas.”  Cairlo had
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enjoved a good dinner, his beloved master
was near and he was content. All was thus
quiet in the window and Ella was regaling
a select group over the counter with an imi-
tation of Bateese' dialect, quite unconscious
that it did not differ so very \\'i(h'l}' from her
own language of the Bowery. Her spirited

““

account of the ““ chain bool dog ™ was inter-
rupted by the entrance of a tall man who,
looking over the heads of her admirers, said
casually,

“Tello, Ella. Doin’ a music hall turn? "™

The woman paled a little and hesitated for
an answer, her eves held by those of the new-
comer. The tall man laughed.

“ Where’s Abe ?"" he asked.

“Out,” was the laconic reply, scarcely
uttered when a thick voice was heard remon-
strating, *“ No, no, I'll not advance one d

cenl.  It's not worth it, I tell vouse.”
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The stranger winked slowly and made his
way in the direction of the sound.

Ella became absent minded, and having
failed to rouse her to reply to several sallies,
the circle about the counter slowly edged
off into the street. As the last one left she
locked the shop door after him and ha-
stened to a compartment in the rear. Here,
as she expected, she found Abraham in con-
ference with the tall visitor. As she entered
her husband was saying in a whining sing-
song,

“So de kid’s dad got on a jag an’
come here an’ he says he had no food fer ‘em
ner room ner nothin’, an” I says, jokin', * Better
pawn ‘em,’ I says. *I'll advance youse five
dollars on “em, seein’ they’re healthy,” I says,
an’ he took me up right off, an” so as 1 ain’t
never gone back on me business word yet,
[
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s listener was grinning delightedly when

l':”;I |n|'n'\<‘ in.

“Cut it out, Abe, cut it out! It's Ted

Burns. Ie's on to de racket good an’ plenty. |
Well, (turning defiantly to the detective), wat ‘
are you goin’ to do about it?  We ain’t hurt
de kids none.  Dey come up to me so tame

dev eat out of me hand inside of fifteen minutes,

De boy’s so full of cake he can’t hardly move,

an’ de govle tinks she's de star of de Metro-

politan drawin’ a tousand dollars a night

l Wat's wrong ™
‘i\ “ Why don’t vou teach yer dinky hushand

to quit lying # " asked Mr. Burns. ** He don’t
do it artistic an’ he ain’t like you. He can’t
see when the truth is goin® to be best fer his
E health.”  He rose lazily and laughed. ** Oh,
\ well, Ella, old girl, considering vou've put
i me on to one or two little things in your time,
“ [ ain’t goin’ to git malicious. The kids is
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well an® happy, so I'll jest ask you to ring down
the curtain on the melodrama an® put a few
more clothes on the heroine, then T'll restore
‘em to anxious relatives and git a blessin’.”

Much relieved, Ella flashed a golden smile.
*Say, Ted, —didn't she look a  bloomin®

show! A guy on de street yells in to Abe,
“Call off yer chorus lady!’ he says. It's
heen bigger an' better'n Coney Island, an’
me old man’s got a lame wrist shovellin® out
de celebrated Bull Dog Tea.”  She went off
in great good humour to lower the window
blind in the face of a «li\;l,»lminh'll group of
loungers and whisk the children off to prepare
them for speedy departure. A few moments

later a cab left the door, containing Mr. Burns

in charge of a sleepy small boy, phlegmatic

dog and wiry little girl, whose floating frizzled

hair was all that was left to remind her of the

glory of an hour gone by.
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CHAPTER VIII

Brrore setting out to find the runaways
Mr. Burns had endured a bad quarter of an
hour. He, his prisoners and the tearful land-
lady were ranged before the captain’s desk,
and explanations ensued.  The detective grew
vehement in his denunciation of the bhride-
groom, who, pale with wrath, endeavoured to
preserve his dignity and shield his bride from
a scene by haughty silence. In a lull due to the
denunciator’s lack of breath Mprs. Patterson
murmured sweetly, “ Tt seems so odd to
lose children at a police station, doesn’t it #
She sniffed daintily at a bunch of violets in
her coat, and the captain’s eyves met hers with

an answering twinkle. At intervals during Mk,

Burns® speech Mrs, Trent had tremulously
106




TAG: OR, THE CHIEN BOULE DOG

interjected ** But they was here just a minute
ago. 1 saw them myself.”  She repeated the
remark now with more animation, causing the
captain to say testily, * Yes, ma’am, ves,
probably you did see them a minute ago, but
the question is, Do —you — see — them

now? " Which retort, thundered at her, re-
duced her to a state of limp speechlessness.

“ Now, see here, Burns ™ (as that worthy
was about to hold forth anew), * I've heard
all T want to about this. 1 know the case an’
we've got the parties.  You don’t want to waste
any time chewin’the rag,but get out and hustle.
See # The kids are in Noo York an” it’s your
business to find ’em. You let 'em go, now
bring "em back. 1 give you five hours to do
it in.  Shut up now —Go!” And Burns,
having had dealings with this particular

captain before, lost no time in obeying.

He first heard from a street urchin of a ** dago
107




TAG: OR, THE CIIEN BOULE DOG

and his pianner ™ followed by a ** skinny goyle,
fat kid an” a veg’lar bruiser of a dawg,” and
{ as the trio were somewhat noticeable, he had
little difficulty in finding and following clues.
Upon reaching the neighbourhood of  Abe’s

emporium all was plain sailing, for the fame

of *“ de show in Abe's winder ™ had travelled
fast. e was thus enabled to capture his

quarry and return to the police station in four

hours and forty minutes, e burst in upon
the tired group awaiting him with triumphant

hearing, and thrust forward the runaways,

They were not received with effusion. M,
Patterson frankly glared, Mrs. Patterson’s
expression was one of whimsical resignation,
while Mrs. Trent tearfully shook her head over
Josephine’s flowing locks as betokening further

depravity in her household. The wanderers

Cairlo appeared dejected, as if weary of this
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uncertain existence,  Mr, Burns alone was
all cheerful volubility, his antagonism to the
voung couple quite forgoiten in the success
of his mission. s account of the scene in the
shop window and subsequent interview with
the shop keeper and his wife was graphic in
the extreme and proved quite absorbing to
most of the party. While the tale was in
progress Josephine looked furtively and anx-
iously about her, the terror of possible im-
prisonment once more shadowing her young
soul, but observing that the owners of the
hated blue uniform were grinning in a very
human and jovial manner, that Mrs. Patterson
was pink with laughter, and her husband wore
a grim, reluctant smile, while Mrs. Trent
looked merely depressed and bewildered, she
took heart of grace and bobbed her head long
and vigorously at Bateese. This was done
partly to enjoy the sensation of billowy hair
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about her face, partly to allay any anxiely
her fellow sinner might be experiencing.  Her
re-assurance was quite unnecessary however,
for the plump Bateese, sitling on a bench with
his legs braced on Cairlo’s back, was in a state
of semi-coma induced by the fatigues and
indulgences of the day. Ie roused once to
respond to a ripple of laughter from Patty
with a sleepy chuckle, then sank again into
lethargy.

The story being concluded, a silence fell
upon the room. The (‘:II)':IiIl shifted some
papers and frowned upon the door through
which the French father should have entered
hours ago. One of the two policemen occa-
\inll:l”_\ rose, lllwlll'tl ”Il' 1]1;4;[‘ ;Illl] _‘_"Iilll('l‘ll out,
returning softly to his place.  Mr. Burns
seated himself next Bateese and watched the

alleged kidnappers of that young person with

keen but puzzled eyes. Iis inability to come
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to a decision in their case illlllll.\'c‘(l him. The
recent escapades of the children would appear
to be instigated but that it was such a clumsy
affair; two odd looking voungsters and a
I)ll“ (Iu;_f (‘l)ll]ll \(':ll'(‘(‘l.\' (‘s(';ll)(‘ llnli('«' even in
New York. Then, too, they seemed impatient,
even eager, for the advent of the father, whose
testimony would doubtless clear up the mys-
tery and set the seal of guilt upon their brows.
\nd there was always the unanswerable
query why in thunder did an apparently
pleasure-loving bridal couple want to saddle
themselves with a half foreign kid and a bull
dog # Well, he supposed it would be explained
eventually and, meanwhile, he fell back upon
the usual decision that it was a question of
money. The nl;jv('t\' of his thoughts stood
somewhat apart from the other occupants
of the room and leaned on a window-sill,
their eyes fixed on a dingy patch of courtyard,
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their minds busy with the possible outcome
of the claiming of their protégé. The French-
man's late arrival at the station had been the
cause of all their woe, and his present tardiness
was beginning to get on their nerves. Pat
turned suddenly to the captain and was about to
make some irritable remark when the door was
thrown open with violence and a dishevelled
figure of a man stumbled in. He was excited
and not over clean, and stood blinking as if
suddenly thrust from sunlight to gloom. The
occupants of the room became alert and ex-
pectant, all except Bateese, who continued to
drowse peacefully. Leaning over his desk,
the captain addressed the new arrival with
some sharpness, asking his name, age, ete.
The Frenchman furnished the information
in stammering, broken English, then, gaining

confidence, poured forth a torrent of explana-

tions and lamentations regarding the loss of
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his petit garcon and his own subsequent
anguish.  He was silenced by a peremptory
command from the desk to *“ look about him ™
and see if he recognized any of those present.
As the man’s eyes travelled slowly around the
room Pat and Patty held their breath in sus-
pense. They were the first to stand the fire of
his inspection. He scanned their faces care-
fully, but his expression underwent no change :
evidently their features were not familiar;
Mr. Burns he passed over with a careless
glance, seemed puzzled at the tearful whiteness
of Mrs. Trent’s countenance and slightly
interested in the sharp eagerness of that of
Josephine.  Then his eyes reached Bateese
and paused.  Only the tapping of the captain’s
pencil on his desk broke the tense stillness.
The man stood gazing with dumb stupidity
from the small boy to the bull dog, back to the
hoy again.  Where was the joyful outery?
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Where the glad rush to gather his son to his
yearning bosom?  The eestatic reunion ex-
pected by all # — Simply the man stood and
stared, while Bateese dozed on and Cairlo
did not so much as blink an eyvelid. Patty
shivered a little with nervousness and laid
a hand on Pat’s arm as he in turn braced him-
self for the coming outburst of recognition,
which he imagined to be merely delayed by
the gorgeous attire of Bateese.  The seconds
dragged on; still no sound from the gaping
foreigner, who was motionless save for restless
glancing from dog to boy. Feeling eves upon
him, Bateese slowly wakened, sat up with «a
vawn and stretched his little legs.  The spell
was  broken, the Frenchman stepped back
muttering, *“ Wan boule dog! Ma joi! 1 see
wan boule 1|u;_" £o on ze cab.”  He turned to
the captain, who said in sharp interrogation,

“ Well, sir, what now?”
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“NMonsienr,” answered the man, his face
white with disappointment, ** it ees ze boule
doe of ze cab, but mon petit Lie ees not ‘ere,

an’ for les autres 1 know zem not.”  "T'hen he

broke into entreaty. *“ Ah, monsieur, it ees

one ftreek vou pul upon me —wan leetle

treek.  You have heem safe, mine pawvre petit.

But do not lw«‘p me to be unsure, for 1 so lof

mine leetle one.” e looked about with wild

cagerness, as if expecting the lost child to rush
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upon him from some hiding-place.  Find-
ing his appeal unanswered, he began to pace
to and fro, gesticulating and unheeding the
tears which streamed over his pale cheeks.
Patty stepped to the side of Bateese, raising
his face to hers and causing it to break mto its
characteristic beaming smile.  ** There — see
how he smiles. Tt is surely your little boy, only
the clothes are different, and he was so sleepy
vou could not see his eves or expression.”
She looked anxiously at the distracted parent,
who stopped his restless walk to exelaim,
“Ze cloes, madame! Ze cloes! You
tink 1 not know mine leetle hoy w'en ees
cloes are change ? Mon Dieu! 1 know heem
w'en he wear everyt'ing or not’ing, an’ I
say to you zis ees not mon fils. 1 know heem
not. Nevaire before did I see heem, but a boule
dog 1 haf seen, an’ de leetle one he was dere.

A so ugly chien an’ mine leetle boy bote
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togedder haf 1 seen.”  The man’s voice rose
to a piercing note, as if accusing his listener of
spiriting away the missing child. "The captain
put an end to the scene in summary fashion.

“See here,” he said sternly, ** come out of
vour hysteries and get down to business. It
seems you saw a dog an’ a kid in a cab and
vou think this is the dog but vou know it
ain’t the kid. There’s about two thousand
bull dogs in New York, I guess, all havin’
a kind of family likeness, so it’s just possible
vou've made a mistake in the dog as well as
the boy. Anyhow, as you ain’t lost a bull
dog an” never had one to lose, 1 don’t see
what's exciting vou so. The question is
Is that hoy your — son — or —is
he —not ¥  Answer yes or no.”

“He ees not.”

“Very well, we have to start on another

tack, that’s all, an’ look somewheres else,
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vit cool and give us more

so the sooner you g I

information on the subject, the sooner you're
likely to gather in your boy. Just you sit down
please, "tll 1 settle these people, an’ I'll see
what we can do for you.”

The Frenchman sank dejectedly into a chair
and the officer turned to his erstwhile prisoners.

* Now 1t's up to vou to see that this sort
of thing — ™ he began briskly, but his eve was
caught by the woebegone beauty of  Patty’s
face and his tone became gentler: T must
say, madam, we are sorry to have hrought you
here for nothing, and as it has been proved
that vou are not concerned in this business,
vou are free to go.” A grim smile lighted
his face as he added “ and take the little hoy
and the bull dog with you. Thev are now
minutely described in the police records, so
vou need have no fear of ever losing them again

in New York.”
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Pat looked at Patty and Patty looked at
Pat, mutely questioning. Should they venture
on the eream puff story or not? Then Pat
surprised a wicked twinkle in the captain’s
eve and his decision was made.  Turning to
Bateese, he extended a frigid hand, bowed in
haughty silence and stalked out, dragging
the small boy in his wake. As Patty was
about to follow she met the (||li//i(':|| gaze of
the captain fixed upon her and her eyes were
led by his to the shambling bull dog at her
heels. In ~‘|)i|<‘ of herself her lips curled at
the corners and her eyes danced, but she felt
that the visible dignity of her husband must
he upheld; so, merely murmuring a * good
morning,” she joined Mrs. Trent and Jose-
phine, leaving the room with a face so demure
and serene as to cause the police officer some

precious moments just wondering.
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CIHAPTER IX

“1I1’'s more hopeless than ever,” groaned
Pat.

It was the day after their return from the
police court, and Murs. Trent’s lodgers sat in
their apartments listening to the cheerful
jargon of Bateese as it floated up to them
from the widow’s parlour, where he played
with Josephine,

Patty gave a little sigh and nodded by way
of answer,

“To-morrow,” said her husband with slow
impressiveness, “ we are going to take him
back to the orphanage.”

l’:lll_\'\‘ lovely eves nl)(‘nml wide.  ** But

we don’t know the way. Don’t know the

orphanage nor the name of the station nor
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the man who put him on the train nor — oh,
Pat, we don’t know anything.”

“TIf we had coer known anything we would
have had more sense than to have noticed
the little |»(-f_-j-':||‘ in the first |»|;|w~. We would
have left him with the conductor, where he
helonged,” was the almost savage reply.

“We will learn, dear,” said Patty meekly :
“ Give us time,  Ina few years we may attain
that greatest of all wisdom the art of doing
without.”

The bridegroom gave a sarcastic  grin,
“We may even learn to deny ourselves the
inestimable bliss of supporting derelicts in
second elass |1)(|gillg~. But we cannot 2o on
denying ourselves  honeymoons, and, by
George! T will have a honeymoon, Patty.
If we can get that kid back to his orphanage
right away 1 will have enough of the needful

left to give us a few days
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fun in little old New York — a regular dizzy
whirl of joy to wipe out the memory of this
finsco.”

ITis enthusiasm was contagious.  Patty
sal up and took notice. ** Let’s try, anyway,”
she said. I remember there was a big red
bharn just by the flag station where Bateese
was put on, and it was not very far the other
side of that junction where we got the cream
pufls — oh, fatal cream puffs! ™ She jumped
to her feet impulsively, ruffled Pat’s hair, and
began to hastily stuff a few toilet articles
in a hand-bag, talking as she worked. ** We
will just take tooth-brushes and things, because
we will be coming back right away and
we will leave the rest here so Mrs, Trent won't
ask questions, then we can go to a really truly
hotel with palms in the dining-room, and send
for our things after, so there won’t be any fuss.
We will be sure to get Bateese settled this
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time, Pal. 1 just feel we are going to be suc-
cessful right away.  What on earth is this
in your shaving-mug? Oh, T remember,
Bateese used it to mix some paint in this
morning. — Now vou look up the time-table,
like a dear, and see how soon we can leave

Here arve three of my best hankies tied up
in a lump.  Marbles in them. Bateese, 1
suppose.  Well I'll put them in just as
they are, — IMave you found a train? In two
hours! — Goody!  We will catch that. Do
go down and get Bateese, so we can keep him
in the room with us until we get safely started,
and tell Mys. Trent we are going on a little
pleasure jaunt, — And Oh, Pat, we will have
to take Cairlo, I suppose. I had a sneaking
idea we might forget him, but then our trunks
will be here — "

By this time Mr. Patterson was half way

down-stairs, his descent hastened by the sudden
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fear that their protégé might accomplish one
of his temporary disappearances before he
could reach him.

However, all went well, and that evening
saw the bride and groom travelling towards
Quebee in a suppressed state of excitement
and accompanied by Bateese, who audibly
enjoved an orange. Their tickets were for
the ** eream pufl’ junction ™ (as they called it),
and Cairlo was safely billed for that point
with other ]t:l;:"_{;lj_"('. The [ll:lll was to leave
the train  there, hire a  convevance, and
drive in the direction of Quebee until they
found an orphanage and a ved barn, It was
rather a wild scheme, but as Pat said, no
crazier than all the vest of it.  They hardly
hoped to carry out their programme without
the interference of some untoward event, and

it was quite a surprise to find that, on arriv-

ing at the junction, Bateese and Cairlo were
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at hand and a local livery stable contained an
ancient vehicle and dilapidated horse which
might be hired for two days upon payment
of an exorbitant fee in advance.  They
learned too that the railroad took a roundabout
route through that part of the country and
the next few stations could be reached direct
by the public highway in a comparatively
short space of time. It all seemed too good
to be true.

The day was beautifully mild and balmy,
and as they drove along the country road
there seemed to be a soothing gentle hush
in the atmosphere. The wheels of the car-
riage rolled softly over the sandy road, the
leaves of the trees were unfolding silently,
stirred by a tiny breeze which lifted them
tenderly now and then to see that they were

being properly aired and sunned on all sides,

the birds hopped almost under the horse’s
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feet and a great peace descended upon the
harassed souls of Pat and Patty. They spoke
seldom and in low tones, and Bateese was in a
state of dumb content; somelimes he held

Patty’s hand fast in the plump moisture of

his own, but more often kept both arms
around the neck of Cairlo. e had a blind
confidence in his protectors which forbade
any questioning on his part as to the why and
wherefore of this latest sudden move.

That morning Mrs. Patterson had hesi-
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tatingly asked her husband how he meant to
er — explain to the good sisters; thereby
provoking an outhurst of vehemence.
* Explain! ™ he eried, ** Explain!  We have
given up explaining. The thing has gone
bevond explanations.  When we find that
orphanage, we simply put Bateese and his
bandy legged pet inside the door and vanish

skidoo.  You will stay in the carriage a
little way down the road and I will restore
the lost treasure and do the vanishing act,
then we drive like mad back to the junction,
board the first train, and lose ourselves in New
York.”

And Patty had replied dubiously, * Tt
seems so mean to dump him down that way
and run. Do you know, Pat, I believe he
is really fond of us.”

Her husband groaned. *““Fond — 1 should

say so. 1 hope I may never again have casual
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acquaintances so attached to me as that
darned kid and his pup.”
Now the consciousness of their nefarious
design gave Patty guilty thrills when the
| hand of Bateese stole into hers, but she steeled
herself with remembrances of past tribulation

and hopes of future joyous freedom. At noon,

having reached a quaint whitewashed domi-
cile bearing over the door the imposing legend,
* Chateau Bel Air,” they descended and par-
‘ l(ml\ of ||III('|1('UH. \IIII)](‘ j'l\lim' wias 1[0!1(‘ lo
the homely fare, especially by Bateese, who
was urged to eat with quite needless warmth.
They here obtained some information, which
caused the elder members of the party to ex-
change excited glances, It seemed that there
was a flag station two miles further up the road,
and a mile bevond was an orphan asylum kept

by a colony of French nuns.  Their host

volunteered the information in shattered Eng-
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lish that the good sisters performed miracles
in the way of gardening, with the assistance
of only one hired man, — ** Jeem See-dall
by name, of a disgraceful laziness, — they pro-
duced vegetables which were the despair and
envy of farmers for miles around.

* A flag station, Patty, and a hired man
named Jim — the same, the same, — Eu-
reka! ™ whispered Mr. Patterson as they drove
off in the direction indicated by the land-
lord. The ]nllvl.\‘ little station soon ;:l'('('h'(l their
eager gaze and — oh joy! Beside it loomed
a large red barn — a rotund, florid, bump-
tious sort of barn and cheerful withal. Pat
and Patty nudged each other and beamed.
They could find no words to voice their relief.

Shortly after this the road skirted a well

fenced field of rich soil backed by prosperous

outbuildings.

“ Ah, that must be where those wonderful
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vegelables grow, Pat.  Oh, Pat, we have ar-
vived! ™ Patty  murmured this in eestatic
undertones, and scarcely had she finished
\|w;||\ing' when a shout burst from the ]i'v\
of the hitherto silent Bateese,

“Jeem!” he called r\('ilw”_\. * Par e,
Jeem. Come see Bateese,”

Pat pulled the horse up short and looked
back just in time to see a great hulking form
making ]|H|'l‘iw”‘\ for the shelter of a barn

“Jim! ™ he shouted frantically, ** Oh, Jim.”

The retreating form broke into a run and
was fast disappearing when the bridegroom

hastily thrust the reins into his wife's hands,

leaped from the carriage. vaulted the fence
: and started in hot pursuit, his progress some-

what impeded by the damp, heavy soil. Be-
‘ fore he had gone very far Jim had vanished

into the recesses of the barn and Patty

stood up the better to see what followed.
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She gave a  little gusp as her  husband
entered the barn at a n|||in'|\ run, then waited
with  tense nerves for his  re-appearance,

Some ten minutes later the two men emerged

“arm in arm, not

— exactly with the
jolly good fel-
low air which
usually accom-

panies that attitude, but rather like
captor and captive.  Pat motioned Patty to
ate, whence he presently

drive to a small
emerged leading his sheepish looking compan-
ion.  The latter was greeted rapturously by

Bateese and Cairlo.  The small hoy clam-

bered from the carriage and ran to him.
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* Halo, Jeem! Bateese come back on de
farm, Jeem, and Cairlo "e come aussi.”

“You come back, eh?"” answered Jim,
without much warmth. ** Ain’t forgot the
English T learned you?™ Obviously he was
ill at ease, avoided looking at the agi-
tated Patty, and bestowed a furtive kick on
Cairlo, who jumped and frisked about him in
ponderous playfulness.

“This is the Jim,” explained Mr. Patter-
son to his wife, leading the reluctant giant to
the side of the carriage. ** The man who
you l\'llm\'."

Patty nodded swiftly.  *“ And will he?”
she asked with a comprehensive gesture from
Bateese to the farm,

“Yes. e is going to take Bateese to the
orphanage for us,” said Mr. Patterson in

slow, decided tones, getting a fresh grip on

Jim’s arm.
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* 1 said I'd take him off you. I never said
I was goin’ to take him up to the home my-
self,” objected his stalwart captive sullenly.
* T ain’t goin’ to get roped in for that.  You
kin have yver wad back if you like, but you
don’t git me to tote the kid up there.”

* What in thunder did you mean to do
with him ? " asked Pat, wrathfully.

Jim was silent,

“Of course Jim is not afraid of a few
women,” said Patty sweetly, ** and religious
women at that.”

The hired man mopped his brow. ** Per-
haps, Ma’am, you ain’t aware that the other
kid was brung back two days ago by this
one’s dad from Montreal an’ there was the
I to pay when he found his own young-
ster had been shipped off to Noo York by mis-

take. 'The language that man used you'd

hardly believe, ma’am, an’ he made the Mother
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Superior pay fer his ticket an’ said he was
goin” ter set the police on her, an’ then I had
to make up a varn about the horse runnin’
away the mornin’ the kids was shipped an’
my chasin® it an” a man at the station bein’
left to tie on the tags and the Lord knows what
all.  As fer the bull pup,why 1 owned him an’
was trainin® him to fight Joe Lancey’s dog
fer a wager,an’ the sisters come on me sicein’
‘em on one day an’ they near had hystericks
an’ 1 pretended T was scared of ‘em an’
hadn’t ever seen either of ‘em before. So
I jest had to git vid of the pup.  An’ now,” he
paused to shift his tobaceo quid and gloomily
shake his head, * An” now vou're wantin’
me to go up there an” hand over the kid an’
the pup to Mother Alice! She's a saint, ma’am,
is Mother Alice.  Sure she's a saint.  But fer
the love o' God, Mrs. Patterson, did you ever

see a saint good and mad ¥ Righteous mad ™
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There was no answer to this outburst. No
words seemed fitting, but Pat was, nevertheless,
doggedly determined that this man, who had
been the means of saddling them with their
unwelcome burdens, should now be compelled
to take them off their hands,

* Oh, Lord, no,” muttered Jim. 1 jest
couldn’t do it. Not for all the five dollars you
could give me.”

Then  followed protestations, entreaties,
threats from Mvr. Patterson. All to no pur-
pose. Bateese ran happily up and down the
road, playing with the dog,and Patty sat with
clasped hands and parted lips awaiting the
outcome. At last, when there seemed to be
no possibility of getting their charges back to
the orphanage, she ventured a suggestion.
Jim had the address of Bateese's father in
Montreal.  Why not send the child there?
Jim’s face cleared like magic. But — there

135




TAG:; OR, THE CHIEN BOULE DO(

was the railroad fare and the doe, he objected.
My, Patterson  promptly agreed  to  settle
the former and Patty said,

* Why, we will send Cairlo along.  Bateese
loves him, and the father will be so perfectly
delighted to get his little boy back he will
gladly take the dog in too.  We can send them
as if they came from the orphanage. © Wilh
Mother Alice’s  affectionate  regaris ‘ or
something like that — and then the father
will leave the poor sisters alone and every-
thing will be all right.  Why, it will be just

splendid The spivits of  the grown-up
members of the party rose twenty points,and
when Jim remembered that the next train was
due in an hour they decided to drive to the
village at once, obtain tags from the express
company, label Bateese and the dog, and ship

them off to Montreal, sending a message by

the conductor to be wired from the first tele-
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graph station, notifying the anxious parent
of the advent of his son and heir. Having |

carefully copied the necessary address, Mr,

Patterson bundled Bateese and the dog back

in the carriage. jumped in himself and. turning

the horse in the direction whence they had

come, whipped him into a gallop, leaving Jim !
!

to stand in a dazed condition, staring open- }
!
|

mouthed after the vanishing vehicle,
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An hour later, Pat and Patty stood on the

platform of a flag station watching a depart-
ing train.  From the window of the last car
was thrust a small tearful face surmounted
by a mop of black hair. Patty Kissed her hand
frantically after the swiftly receding vision,
| then with a little sound half laugh, half sob,

she turned and ran back to the carriage.

THE END.
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DAVID BRAN

By Mortey Roperes, author of “ Rachel Marr,” ““The
Idlers,” ete.
| Cloth decorative, with frontispiece in color by Frank T,

Merrill | . ; . S50

In “ David Bran ” Mr. Roberts presents in a new light the old
story of a man and two women. Characterized as this book
is by the skilful achievement which distinguished * Rachel
' Marr,” its interest is strengthened by a remarkable defence of
heterodox doetrines and the surprising and courageous conelusion
to which the author draws his novel,

“ Among living novelists Morley Roberts holds a high place;
but * David Bran ” will enormously strengthen his reputation.”
Rochester Post- rPress. t

“Few writers of the day so thoroughly comprehend the
edueational aad fictional value of suffering, and few books
present so fine a problem. It is, in faet, so fine that any statement
of it sounds erude, almost coarse, and the book must be read to
be comprehended.” Chicago Daily News.,

“ As to the hearts of men and of some women, he is eynical,
| But he draws eapital pictures of the gossiping old men of Tres-
cas — and when he is sounding for us the deeps in the natures of
Lou Trevarris, Kate Poldrew and even David Bran, the name of
his writer’s gift is Wonderful.” — N, V. World.

THE QUEST FOR THE ROSE OF SHARON

By Burron E. Sr nson, author of “ The Marathon Mys-

tery,” *“ The Holladay Case,” ete,

Mustrated, eloth decorative $1.25

This tale of mystery and its solution contains all the elements
which go to make a faseinating story. in which one’s sympathies

are awakened over the impending misfortunes of the little heroine
and her family, and one’s euriosity is excited to the utmost by
the methods employed to bring to a suecessful termination a
quest which is not accomplished until the very last chapter is
reached.

The anthor’s style is quaint and charming and the characters
all flesh and blood.
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ANNE OF AVONLEA

By L. M. Mo~xtGomery, author of “ Anne of Green Gables.”

Hlustrated, eloth decorative . " . : . . 81.50

Anne Shirley (Anne of Green Gubles) is beyond question the
most popular girl heroine in recent iietion, and the reading publie
will be glad to hear more of her, In the present volume Anne is
as fascinating as ever, and the author has introduced several new
charaeters, including the highly imaginative and charming little
boy, Paul Irving, whose quaint sayings will recall to the reader
the delightful Anne on her first appearance at Green Gal..es

Some opinions regarding Anne of Green Gables:

“In * Anne of Green Gables” you will find the dearest and
most moving and delightful ehild since the immortal Alice.” —
Vark Twain in a letter to Franeis Wilson.,

I see that she has become one of the |m|)|ll:l|' young ladies of
the season, but I can assure you that if she had no one else to
love her, 1 should still be her most devoted admirer. . . . And
I take it great test of the worth of the book that while the
youny people are rummaging all over the house looking for Anne,
the head of the family has carried her off to read on his way to
town.” — Bliss Carman.

An English opinion:

‘At long intervals there is sent across the Atlantic a book
which lives in the public memory for rs. Such were © Helen's
Jabies’ and ‘ Little Lord Fauntleroy,” and ‘‘Anne of Green
Gables ’ deserves to make an equal sensation.” — The Notting-
ham (England) Guardian.

)

A GENTLEMAN OF QUALITY

By Freveric van Rensserarr Dey, author of “The Magic

Story.”

With frontispicce m color by Frank P. Fairbanks. Cloth

decorative : ; g ’ ; : : , 4 .50

A thrilling tale of mistaken identity, the seene of which
is laid for the most part in England of the present day. It is
a graphie story of human, forceful life; of despair erowding ¢
man even while a woman’s love seeks to surround him: of
trickery and guilelessness; of vengeance robbed: of the unwilling
masquerader who unknowingly follows the lead of justice away
from the bitter of erime and the sweet of love, on to a new
shore and through the mazes of English aristoeratie life, till he
rests at last where no man can foresee who has not been with
Love a Pioneer.
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THE MYSTERY OF MISS MOTTE

By Carorine Arwater Mason, author of “The Binding of

the Strong,” ** A Lily of France,” ete.

With frontispiece in color by Albert R. Thayer.

Cloth decorative " ; 3 ; . $1.25

Mrs, Mason’s story is a delightful combination of mystery an!
romance.  The heroine, a young woman of remar able per-
sonality and charm, is persuaded, on account of disclosures made
by ker mother, into a promise never to marry, and hence holds
herself aloof, which but adds zest to the pursuit of her several
admirers. The unravelling of the truth concerning her birth, and
its effect on the mother, solves the mystery to the reader and
brings the romance to a happy termination in a dramatie climax.

The other characters in the book, the worldly elergyman; his
assistant, a young man of his ideals; the society woman of
wealth and her invalid husband with scientific proelivities, as
well as the morbid mother, are all splendidly drawn.

THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF QUINCY ADAMS
SAWYER AND MASON CORNER FOLKS

By Cuaries Ferron Piociy, author of “Quincy Adams

Sawyer,” “ Blennerhassett,” *“ Stephen Holton,” ete.

With six full-page illustrations by Henry Roth.

(loth decorative - i : ‘ il . £1.50

Some eight years ago, “ Quiney Adams Sawyer and Mason
Corner Folks ” was published, being heralded, truthfully, as the
work of an “unknown author.”” The book met with instaat
recognition by the erities and publie, and proved one of the
“ host sellers  in recent years. Hundreds of letters have come
to the author from unknown eorrespondents all over the country
asking if they are not going to hear more about ““ Quiney " and
the other characters in the book. The }»r('svnt story has all the
popular appeal of the earlier book and s wuld repeat its success

MASTERS OF CIRCUMSTANCE

By Tueopore Roserts, author of Hemming, the Adven-

turer,” ““ Captain Love,” ete.

Ilustrated, eloth decorative . . Rl $1.50

The seene of Mr. Roberts’ new story is laid in early Colonial
times in Virginia, although part of the action takes place upon
the high seas. The story is easily the best that Mr. Roberts
has yet done, and his descriptions of the ample hospitality of
early days in Virginia, the chivalry of its men and the beauty
of its women, have never been surpassed.
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“ These stories are exquisite in their refinement, and yet robust
in their appreciation of some of the rougher phases of wooderaft,
Among the many writers about animals, Mr, Rolx ris occupies an
enviable place.” The Oultlool

“This is a book full of delight. An additional charm lies in Mr.
Bull's faithful and graphic illustrations, which in fashion all their
own tell the story of the wild life, illuminating and supplementing
the pen pictures of the author. Lite rary Disest.

THE HOUSE IN THE WATER

With thirty full-page illustrations by Charles Livingston Dull
and Frank Vining Smith.  Cover design and decorations by
Charles Livingston Ball,
12mo, cloth decorative £1.50
Every puragraph is a splendid picture, suggesting in a few
words the appeal of the vast, illimitable wilderness.” T'he
Chicago Tribune.

THE HEART THAT KNOWS

Library 12mo. cloth. decorative cover £1.50
A novel of singularly effeetive strength, luminous in literary
color, rich in its passionate, yet tender drama.’ \ew York Globe.

EARTH'S ENIGMAS

A new edition of Mr. Roberts's first volume of fietion, pub-
lished in 1892, and out of print for several years, with the addi-

tion of three new stories, and ten illustrations by Charles
Livingston Bull
Library 12mo, cloth, decorative cover $1.50

“CItowill rank high among colleetions of short stories.  In
* Earth's Enigmas " is a wider range of subjeet than in the * Kin-
dred of the Wild Review from advance sheets of the illustrated
edition by Tiffany Blake in the Chicago Evening Post.

BARBARA LADD

With four illustrations by Frank Verbeck.
Library 12mo, cloth, decorative cover £1.50
From the opening chapter to the final page Mr. Roberts lures
us on by his rapt devotion to the changing aspeets of Nature and
by his keen and sympathetic analysis of human character.” -
Boston Transeript.
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CAMERON OF LOCHIEL

Translated from the French of Philippe Aubert de Gaspé, with

frontispiece in color by H. C. Edwards.

Library 12mo, cloth decorative $1.50

“ Professor Roberts deserves the thanks of |u~ reader for giving
a wider audience an opportunity to enjoy this striking bit of
Freneh Canadian literature,” Brooklyn Eagle.

“ It is not often in these days of sensational and philosophical
novels that one picks up a book that so touches the heart.” —
Boston Transeript.

THE PRISONER OF MADEMOISELLE

With I'mmi\pi.(. by Frank T. Merrill.

Library 12mo, cloth decorative, gilt top £1.50

A tale of Acadia, — a land which is the author’s heart's delight,

of a valiant young lieutenant and a winsome maiden, who first
captures and then eaptivates,

“This is the kind of a story that makes one grow younger, more
innocent, more light-hearted. Its literary quality is impeceable.
It is not every day that such a heroine blossoms into even tempo-
rary existence, and the very name of the story bears a breath of
charm.” (‘Imm[u Record-Herald.

THE HEART OF THE ANCIENT WOOD

With six illustrations by James L. Weston.

|||||x|\ 12mo, decorative cover $1.50
“One of the most faseinating novels of recent days.” — Boston

./’HII IIIVI
“ A clussie twentieth-century romance.” — New York Commer-

cial Advertiser.

THE FORGE IN THE FOREST
Being the Narrative of the Aeadian Ranger, Jean de Mer,
Seigneur de Briart, and how he erossed the Black Abbé, and
of his adventures in a strange fellowship. Illustrated by Henry
Sandham, R. C. A,
Library 12mo, cloth, gilt top ‘ £1.50
A story of pure love and heroie adventure.

BY THE MARSHES OF MINAS
Library 12mo, cloth, gilt top, illustrated £1.50
Most of these romances are in the author’s lighter and more
each is a unit of absorbing interest and exquisite

playful vein;
workmanship.
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A SISTER TO EVANGELINE
Being the Story of Yvonne de Lamourie, and how she went into
exile with the villagers of Grand Pre
Library 12mo, cloth, gilt top, illust rated $£1.50
Swift action, fresh atmosphere, wholesome purity deep pas-
sion, and searching analysis charaeterize this strong novel.

WORKS OF
LILIAN BELL
CAROLINA LEE

With a frontispiece in eolor from an oil painting by Dora
Wheeler Keith, Library 12mo, eloth, decorative cover. $1.50

A Chiristian Science novel, full of action, alive with incident
and brisk with pithy dialogue and humor Boston Transeript
A charming portrayal of the attractive life of the South
refreshing as o breeze that blows through a pine forest
¢ Times-1

HOPE LORING
Hlustrated by Frank T. Merrill

Library 12mo, cloth, decorative cover {1 50
Fall, slender, and athletie, fragile-looking, vet with nerves

and sinews of steel under the velvet flesh, frank as a boy and
tender and beautiful as a woman, free and independent, yet not
bold such is * Hope Loring,” by long odds the subtlest study
that has yet been made of the American girl Dorothy Dix

in the New York American

ABROAD WITH THE JIMMIES
With a portrait, in duogravure, of the author.
Library 12mo. cloih. decorative cover £1.50
Full of ozone, of snap, of ginger, of swing and momentum.”
Chicago Evening Post

AT HOME WITH THE JARDINES

A companion volume to “ Abroad with the Jimmies.”
Library 12mo, cloth, decorative cover 21.50
Bits of gay humor, sunny, whimsieal philosophy, and keen
indubitable insight into the less evident aspeets and workings
of pure human nature, with a slender thread of a cleverly
extraneous love story, keep the interest of the reader fresh.”
Chicago Record-Herald.,
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THE INTERFERENCE OF PATRICIA

With a frontispiece from drawing by Frank T. Merrill.

Small 12mo, eloth, decorative cover $1.25

“There is life and action and brillianey and dash and clever-
ness and a keen ‘c]\l-l‘t'('lulllmnl business ways in this ~lnl‘_\'."
Grand Rapids Herald,

* A story full of keen and flashing satire.”” — Chicago Record-
Herald

A BOOK OF GIRLS

With a frontispiece

Small 12mo, cloth, decorative cover

“The stories are all eventful and have effective humor.”
New York Sun.

‘ Lilian Bell surely understands girls, for she depicts all the
variations of girl nature so charmingly.’ Chicago Journal

The above two volumes boxed in special holiday dress, per set,
£2.50

WORKS OF
NATHAN GALLIZIER
THE SORCERESS OF ROME

With four drawings in color by “ The Kinneys.”

Cloth decorative, illustrated ) $1.50

The love-story of Otto I11., the boy emperor, and Stephania,
wife of the Senator Crescentius of Rome, has already been made
the basis of various German poems and plays

Mr. Gallizier has used it for the main theme of “ The Sorceress
of Rome,” the second book of his trilogy of romances on the
mediweval life of Ttaly. In detail and finish the book is a brilliant
piece of work, deseribing clearly an exciting and strenuous
|u*|‘i4ul.

CASTEL DEL MONTE

With six illustrations by H. €. Edwards.

|.i|»|':|l')‘ 12mo, eloth decorative £1.50

A powerful romance of the fall of the Hohenstaufen dynasty in
Italy and the overthrow of Maafred by Charles of Anjou, the
champion of Pope Clement TV.

“There is eolor; there is sumntuous word painting in these
pages; the action is terrific at times; vividness and life are in
every part; and brilliant deseriptions entertain the reader and
give a singular fascination to the tale.” — Chicago Record-Herald.
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WORKS OF

MORLEY ROBERTS
RACHEL MARR

Library 12mo, cloth decorative £1.50
A novel of tremendous foree, with a style that is sure,
luxuriant, compelling, full of color and vital foree.” Elia W,

Peattie, in Chicago Tribune
In atmosphere, if nothing else, the story is absolutely per-
fect Boston Transeript
LADY PENELOPE
With nine illustrations by Arthur W, Brown.
Library 12mo, cloth decorative £1.50
A fresh and original bit of comedy as amusing as it is auda-
cious.” Boston Transer pt.
THE IDLERS
With frontispiece in color by John €', Frohn,
Library 12mo, cloth decorative 81.50
It is as absorbing as the devil.  Mr. Roberts gives us the
antithesis of * Rachel Marr " in an equally masterful and convin-

cing work.” The New York Sun.
THE PROMOTION OF THE ADMIRAL
Library 12mo, eloth decorative, illustrated S£1.50
‘I any one writes better sea stories than Mr. Roberts, we
don’t know who it is; and if there is a better sea story of its kind

than this it would be a joy to have the pleasure of reading it
New York Sun,

THE FLYING CLOUD

Cloth decorative. with a colored frontispiece $1.50
When “ The Flying Cloud ” was published, the New York
Times Saturday Review said It is the drama of the sea: human
nature stripped naked by salt water alchemy and painted as
only the author or Joseph Conrad could paint it. . . . A corking

story, a ripping good story! "

THE BLUE PETER

With frontispiece by Henry Roth.,

Library 12mo, cloth decorative $1.50

Again Morley Roberts has hoisted The Blue Peter, and sailing
orders aboard, has started on a prosperous voyage to the scenes
of his earliest popularity

“ 1t is not too much to say of Morley Roberts that he is one of
the very few writers of to-day who live up to the best traditions
of the sea story.” The Bookman,
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WORKS OF
ALICE MacGOWAN AND GRACE Mac-

GOWAN COOKE
RETURN

A Srory oF THE SeA Istanps v 1739, With six illustrations

by €. D. Williams.

Library 12mo, cloth . $1.50

“Ro rich in color is this story, so crowded with figures, it seems
like a bit of old Ialian wall painting, a piece of modern tapestry,
rather than a modern fabrie woven deftly from the threads of fact
and faney gathered up in this new and essentially practical
country, and therein lies its distinetive value and (-M'vllvm-cu :
N. Y. Sun.

THE GRAPPLE

With frontispiece in color by Arthur W. Brown.

Library 12mo, cloth decorative £1.50

* The movement of the tale is swift and dramatie. The story is
8o original, so strong, and so finely told that it deserves a large
and thoughtful publie. 1t is a book to read with both enjoyment
and enlightenment.” — N, Y., Times Saturday Review of Books.

THE LAST WORD

Hustrated with seven Dortraits of the heroine.

Library 12mo, eloth, decorative cover $1.50

“ When one receives full measure to overflowing of de |1"|1l ina
tender, charming, and wholly fascinating new piece of fietion, the
enthusiasm is apt to come uppermost.”” — Louisville Post.

HULDAH

With illustrations by Fanny Y. Cory.

Library 12mo, cloth decorative £1.50

Here we have the great-hearted, eapable woman of the Texas
plains dispensing food and genial philosophy to rough-and-read,
cowboys.  Her sympathy takes the form of happy l:muhn-r. and
her delightfully funny phrases amuse the faney and stick in one's
memory.

WORKS OF OTHER AUTHORS
RICHARD ELLIOTT, FINANCIER

By GrORGE CARLING.

Library 12mo, cloth decorative, illustrated . 81.50

“(lever in plot and effective in style. The author has seized
on some of the most sensational features of llllnll’lll finance and
uses them pretty much as Alexandre Dumas did.” — N. Y. Post.
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ANNE OF GREEN GABLES

By L. M. Mo~nrcomery. [lustrated by M. A. and W, A,

J. Claus.  12mo $1.50

“ Anne of Green Gables ™ is beyond question the most popular
girl heroine in recent years. Poets, statesmen, humorists, erities
and the great publie have lost their hearts to the eharming Anne

Anne of Green Gables ™ is not a book of a season, to attain a
wide popularity for a brief space and sink into eblivion with many
another * best seller,” but its literary merit is such that it is
bound to have a permanent place in literature and continue to
inerease in popularity with each sueceeding season.

In * Anne of Green Gables * you will find the dearest and most
moving and delightful child sinece the immortal Alice.” — Mark
Twain in a letter to Franeis Wilson.

I ean hardly tell you how much I enjoyed the book, and I ean
heartily recommend it to my friends who are not ashamed when
from time to time they find the eyes suffuse and the page grow
blurred at the pathos of the story.” — Sir Louis H. Davies of the
Supreme Court of Canadia.

“ I take it as a great test of the worth of the book that while the
voung people are rummaging all over the house looking for Anne,
the head of the family has earried her off to read on his way to
town.” -~ Bliss Carman.

THE CALL OF THE SOUTH

By Ronerr Lee Durmaw.

Cloth decorative, illustrated by Henry Roth £1.50

An absorbing and intensely realistic story dealing withs the race
problem in this country.

“* A terrifie story but a true one ' — this is what the thinking
world is saying concerning ‘ The Call of the South.”” — The

Baltimore Sun

“ The force of the book is tremendous. In dramatic power it
equals Tolstoi’s ‘ Resurrection.”” — Rev. Martin D. Hardin,
Pastor Third Preshyterian Church, Chicago

“ The speeeh of Rutledge before the Senate is splendid. By
itself it is one of the best arguments against social equality that
has ever been printed.  If not already done, it should be printed
in a pamphlet by itself and given world-wide distribution.” —
The Louisville Courier-Journal.,

““The Call of the South ' is a great book. In it Mr. Durham
holds the mirror of future possible events up to usin a fascinating,
dramatic form. The plot of the story would alone be sufficient
to insure its success.” — Birmingham Age-Herald.
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MATTHEW PORTER

By GamarieL Braprorp, Jr., author of *“ The Private Tutor,”

ete.

Library 12mo. With a frnntispiv(-u in color by Griswold

Tyng . $1.50

When a young my m has birth and character uul strong ambi-
tion, it is safe to prediet for him a brilliant career; and when The
Girl comes into his life, a romance out of the ordinary. Such a
man is Matthew Porter, and the author has drawn him with fine
power.

It is excellently well done and unusually interesting. The

incidents follow one another in rapid succession and are kept
up to the right piteh of interest.” — N. Y. American.

BAHAMA BILL
By T. Jenxkins Hains, author of “ The Black Barque,”
“The Voyage of the Arrow,” ete.  With frontispiece in color
by H. R. Reuterdahl.
Library 12mo, cloth decorative $1.50
¢ As for Bahama Bill, the reader will like him whether he will
or no; he dominates the book, unserupulous though he may be.
Nevertheless there is not a mean streak in him. We shall be
tempted to read ‘ Bahama Bill,” several times.” — Springfield
Union.

CAPTAIN LOVE

The history of a most romantie event in the life of an English

gomln man during the reign of His Majesty George the First.

Containing ineidents of courtship and danger as related in the

chrbnicles of the period and now set down in print.

By Tureovore Roserts, author of “ Hemming, the Ad-

venturer,” *“ Brothers of Peril,” ete.

lihr..r\ 12mo, eloth decorative, illustrated $1.50

“The ‘quickly moving narrative is full of flavor and spirit,

redeemed from suspicion of mawkishness by a touch of tender
tragedy, and practically warranted to hold the attention from
first to last.” — The Chicago Record-Herald.
TRAVELS OF A LADY’S MAID

By A. B.

I lhmr\' 12mo, cloth

‘“ An entert: unuu: <lvsuhnrv and d(ll;.hlfullv naive recital of
the incidents of a journey around the world. Tt purports to be
written by one Annie Burns, maid to the Countess of Glamorden,
and the beok maintains its artistic integrity well. In its several
phases as a journal of events, as a reflex of the English point of
view on American history and institutions, or even as a simple
romance, it makes enjoyable reading.”” — Chicago N ews.
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PEGGY AT SPINSTER FARM

By Herex M. Winstow, author of * Literary Boston of 1o

Day,” ete

Hlustrated from original photographs by Mury G. Huatsman.

12mo S$1.50

Whatever Miss Winslow writes is good, for she is in accord
with the life worth living. The Spinster, her nieec Peggy,”

the Professor, and young Robert Graves not forgetting
Hiram, the hired man, make a very cheerful company
Very alluring is the pieture she draws of the old-fashioned

house, the splendid old trees, the pleasant walks, the gorgeous
stinsets, and or it would not be Helen Winslow the cats.”
T'he Boston Transeript

Peggy at Spinster Farm ’ is a rewarding volume, original

ind personal in its point of view, redolent of unfeigned love for
the country and the sane, satisfying pleasures of country life

Milwaukee F'ree Pre
THE GOLDEN DOG

A Romance or Quesee. By WiLniam Kirny,

New authorized edition, printed from new plates.  Hlustrated
by J. W. Kennedy

One vol,, library 12mo, eloth $1.25

A powerful romance of love, intrigue, and adventure in the
times of Louis XV. and Madame de Pompadour.  Mr. Kirby has
shown how false prides and ambitions stalked abroad at this
time, how they entered the heart of man to work his destruetion,
and particularly how they influenced a beautiful demon in female
form to continued vengeances Boston Herald.

HER BOSTON EXPERIENCES
By ANNA FArQuHAR (MARGARET ALLSTON).
One volume, large 16mo, cloth, gilt top, profusely illu
trated §1
Fhe first book for Bostonians to read is * Her Boston Exe

periences.” It will do them good.” The Literary World
*“The book is really enormously elever.” — Boston

THE PHILADELPHIANS
As SEeN BY A NEw York Woman, By
HAM (pseud.)

Large 12mo, cloth, gilt top, with illustrations by Alice Barbour
Stephens and George Gibhs $1.25

Times.

Karnarine Bina-

*The story has o tone and finish that place it high among the
season’s novels of character, and the best of
accurately nnd thoroughly described.”

Philadelphia is
- Boston T'ranseript.



Selections from
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List of Fiction

WORKS OF
ROBERT NEILSON STEPHENS
Each one vol,, library 12mo, cloth decorative . F $1.50

THE FLIGHT OF GEORGIANA

A Romance oF THE Days or THE YoUNG Prirexnper,  Ilus-

trated by H. C, Edwards

“ A love-story in the highest degree, a dashing story, and a re-
markably well finished piece of work.” Chicago Record-Herald.

THE BRIGHT FACE OF DANGER

Being an account of some adventures of Henri de L mn 1y, son

of the Sieur de la Tournoire. Ilustrated by H. . Edwards.

“Mr. Stephens has fairly outdone himself.  We thank him
heartily. The story is nothing if not spirited and entertaining,
rational and convineing.” — Boston Transeript.

THE MYSTERY OF MURRAY DAVENPORT

( llllh thousand.)
* This is easily the best thing that Mr. Stephens has yet done.
Those familiar with his other novels can best judge the measure
of this praise, which is generous.” — Buffalo N ews.

CAPTAIN RAVENSHAW

Or, Tae Mamp or Cuearsioe. (524 thousand.) A romance

of Elizabethan London. TIllustrations by Howard Pyle and

other artists. :

Not since the absorbing adventures of I’ Artagnan have we had
anything so good in the blended vein of romanee and comedy.

THE CONTINENTAL DRAGOON

A Romance or Paiupse Maxor Houvse in 1778, (53d

thousand.) TMlustrated by IH. (. Edwards.

A stirring romance of the Revolution, with its scenes laid on
neutral territory.
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PHILIP WINWOOD

(70th thousand.) A Sketeh of the Domestic History of an
American Captain in the War of Independence, embracing
events that occurred between and during the years 1763 and
1785 in New York and London. Ilustrated by L. W. D
Hamilton

AN ENEMY TO THE KING

(70th thousand.) From the © Recently Discovered Memoirs

of the Sieur de la Tournoire Hlustrated by H. De M. Young

An historical romance of the sixteenth eentury, describing the
wventures of a young French nobleman at the court of Henry
111, and on the field with HHII) IV.

THE ROAD TO PARIS

A Srory or Apventuge. (35th thousand.) Illustrated by

H. C. Edwards

An historical romance of the eighteenth century, being an
account of the life of an American gentleman adventurer of
Jacobite ancestry.

A GENTLEMAN PLAYER

His Aoventures oN A Secrer Mission ror Queen Eriza-

BETH I8th thousand.) ustrated by Frank T. Merrill

The story of a young gentleman who joins Shakespeare’s com-
pany of players, and becomes a friend and protégé of the great
poet,

CLEMENTINA'S HIGHWAYMAN

Cloth decorative, illustrated $1.50

Mr. Stephens has put into his new book, “ Clementina's High-
wayman,” the finest qualities of plot, construetion, and literary
finish.

The story is laid in the mid-Georgian period. 1t is a dashing,
s‘l:ll'klill! \i\{“'il!ll\‘ (‘()“I"'I.\'. \\“II a ll"l"‘i“" as I“\“l‘\' :l“(l
changeable as an April day, and a hero all ardor and daring.

TALES FROM BOHEMIA

Hlustrated by Wallace Goldsmith.,

Cloth, decorative cover ; 5 R . $%1.50

These bright and eclever tales deal with people of the theatre
and odd characters in other walks of life which fringe on Bohemia










