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NOBODY'S SON 
OR, 

The Strrange .Fot1tunes of a Smarrt Boy 

By BERTON BERTREW 

CHAPTER l. "l:hope there is nothing wrong, sir. l'Te tried to do .my best. 
If there's anything that ain't right I'll make It right, and--" 

AN ADVENTU'RE IN CHINATOWN. "Stop! You're wasting time," broke· in the· importer; "as 
far ils supplying my office with soap and clean to)Vels is eon-

Everybody J,ikes a smart boy if he is not too smart, so smart cerned everything is all ;Ight. You've Uved up to your con
that is as to put himself in everybody's way and . tread on. tract_:_that's all I ask. Boy, what put that idea Into your 
everybody's toes, so to speak; even the gruffest old graybeard head?" 
will show a certain deference to a smart boy. "What idea, sir?" 

Mt. Jed Pixley, importer of eve1;ythil'lg imp01~ta ble, of No. "The idea of going into this business of ·yours, for I suppose 
Ma.1d.,~n Lane, New Yoi·k, was a , very ,grUff old graybeaJ'd; a it is a business. I don't imagine l'p:~ the only man \Who 
man · who was never known to smile and who never h:;~d a patr()nlzes yQ'u." 
pleasant word for anybody. "I've got over forty offices on my list, sir. The id.ea was 

Oeorge Porter, aged eighteen or nineteen or thereabOuts, mine, .1 suppose." 
'whose business it was to keep Mr. Pixley's otlke and many h'tou suppose! Don't you· know?" 
otlwr offices in the "La he" ·supplied wiih· soap and cleiu1 ''1 t 'was mine, sir. I ·was tired of looking for a job and I 
towels-it was before the · days of the towel snppl'y ~om- thought it would be a good thing." 
panies--was most decidedly ·a smart bo~· . · "Humph! Smart! 'Vho are you anyway?" 

ll'rom E>arly morning until late at night George w~13 al\\·ays "George Port.er ls my name, sir." 
working at something. ln hi!' time-~and after an· it was n :'George Porter! What are you doing with that namel 
very short tin1e--he han been' a bootblaek, a newsboy . . a ' call · Whose son?" 
bOy in a theater, a bell boy in a hotel, and for one nJonth a neorgt,> loolu>d gra>e. 
district · messenger bo~- . and pl'rliaps he might have been still "I think I may say I'm no body's sou, sir," he replied. "I 
engaged in the latter occupation if he. had not been taken never knew my parents. I came out of the poorhouse. I 
sic!~:, which resulted in losing his jpb. couldn't t.<>ll you anything about myself." 

W'l1en George fir~t began to come into Mr. Pb:ley·s office "Well, T rau tell you something about yourself, then," re-
in his bright bustling way, with a cheerful good-morning and plied ~Ir. Pixie;\·. in his snarling way ; ·•you're a smart boy; 
a ·face fUll of energy and a step full . of go, the old importer you're going to give up soap peddling and are coming to work 
scarcely raised his head to look at him, . and ,uever l'(~sponded fOJ: ·me, .:\I~· nephew, Harry Howland, . has ldcked over .the 
by so much ns , n word; but as time went on be . beg;'ln to trac('S .and l'Ye discharged him. YQu are going to take his 
look nt the bo~·. then to say good-morning .in return untll at place. and Tm goin.g to give ~·ou fi,fteen dollars a week, which 
Jnst\ he actuallr crnel\Nl a joke with him one day, cbusing is bi,g pay for a hoy 'of ~·our age. This is your tlrst step up 
!Ilk<!! 1\finnie Malloy, the . pretty typewriter, to look up in tM laddN' of Fortune. and you'll accept it- see '!" 
ama:llement, while Harold .HO\Vland, the clerk, muttered be- Now this wal:' the wa~· GE>orge eame to be a derk in the 
neath his breath: "Well, I'll be hA.nged!" importiD:.I houF<e nf .Ted Pixley . & Co. At first he refused, 
, .Ye.s, it's just as we sny; everybody likes to meet a stuart saying that he \w.d rnthel' he independent. but ·after a week 
boy. · :\Jr. :Pixley. who 1\Ppt at him, gnined his point, and .George 

One pleasant morning in Septen1ber, after George lind been was <lui,\· in~talled iii ~·ouug Howland's place, mueh to the 
going into Pixley & Co.'s t'or about three months, ~be t>l~ lm- .satisfaction of lliiss :'llinnie Malloy, who thoroughly detested 
ron(,' !' surprised him by ealling him into his ' privllte office George's dudish pi'P(\e<'('SSOI'. and hild for a long time beeu 
and shutting the door. dee)dedly fr if>IJdly l o G''orge. 

·'Young ~uan, I· want to hllTe n tall• with you,'' he said; It wns a new c:q1eri.t'nee for our hero. for we are . bound 
gi·u1fi.Y. "Sit down." to :111mit tlwt he was without much education, and had been 

!if!!orge" dropped into a chair c.onslderably disturbed brqught uv witb low s.urroundings-Ao which, by tlle w11.7, he 
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always showed himself s:uperlor---,~nd was decidedly in the· you to go up to Mott street at once and notify those China
way to become no'Qody himself ns well as being no body's men to remove it right away. The number _is forty-four aucl 
son. a half. You won't see any sign. Go in by the basement door 

. "It will be tll<~ . . Q\jaking o(' yop, George," said Billy Pym, and say that you are from Pixley's. They'll tell you where 
the ward tlete<:tlve, who had always been very friendly to the to fin~ Moy Jin Kee." 
boy. "Old Pixley is a bachelor and as rich as mud, and they "All right, sir." 
s~y he hasn't a relation in the world except Harry Howland, ""When will you go?" 
who is strictly N. G., and always was. You stick closely to "I'll go now, s ir." 
tlie old duff<lr, George, and I wouldn't wonder if he wound "All right. Good7by!" 
up by dying and leaving you all his wealth." Now it was this t elephone message which ,;:ent George up 

Did George have this idea in mind during the weeks 'which into Chinatown that morning, and it may be also called the 
followed'! beginning of the adventures of our smart boy. 

Perhaps, yes-we may say probably yes. How could he I<'o rty-fom· and a half Mott s_treet was a ramshackle old 
help thinking of it, seeing that he was a smart boy? Still, brick (lweiling, uo different from twenty others on the block. 
George ·would have done his best in any casr, and he did it in Chinamen were sitting at the open windows, and Chinamen 
this. It was really wonderful bow rapidly he picked up the were going in and out the front door. There was a dirty dis
d~tails of the busiue.ss. l!:xcept for Mr. Blaisdell, the old book- pl:1y of vegetables for sale in the basement, where there were 
keeper, he v..as alo·ne in the store with Minnie Malloy most of two doors, one opening iuto tile vegetable shop and the ot!Jcr 
the time, for Mr. Pixley was almost always out, why or leading to tile rear. 

where nobody knew. George panseu before the door and looked at · it dubiously. 
There was a very heavy business done here, as George He knew all about Chinatown, with its opium deus and' fan

lloon found out, but it was done on lines little known to tile tan houses, and he didn' t relish the errand a bit. 
VI""Or!<l at large. The trade was mostly with China and India. Which door silould be choose? It would not do to make a 
Big shipments of tea, firecrackers, Java coffee and rare drugs mistake. In a general way he knew that Mr. Pixley dftl 
passed through the hands of Pixley & Co., but George seldom considerable business wlth the New York Chinamen, and be 
~;aw an~·t lliug of the goods. They were so~d bef~re they ar- had heard him say that in his ~·otmgcr days be had liveiil in 
riYed, auu ~is work lay along ~be docks, lnspectmg cargoes China, but personally George had nc>cr been brought in 
in tbr> pnbllc stores and occas!Qnally at the custom ho~se, I contact with that branch of the business until now. 
although Mr Pixley usually attended to that business him-
. ,

1
r · · ":\Ioy . . Jin Kce & Co?" he said, putting his head into the 

st · store. ·•can yol) tell me where I eari lind them?" So matl et·s went on for a few short weeks, and George 
found lliw Relf giving good satisfaction, as far as he coqld The Chinaman behind the vegetable counter stared and 

· shook his head. There was no information to be bad there, jmlg(', until one day a train of. r emarkable happenings began 
which certainly are without parallel iQ the history of tPll and George tried the other door. 
tltousaull smart boys. Passing through a narrow passage he tapped at a door ut 

"G ood-morning. Miss Minnie," said George, wlkn he entered 
the fltorc about eight o'clock on the morning in question. "I 
~>appose l\Ir. Blaisdell ha sn' t come down yet'!" 

" Uood-moruing," replied the pretty typewriter, with a 
pk:unmt smile. "It's rather early for Mr. Blaisdell and for 
uw, too, Ueorgc. I came down to linislt up yesterday's letters; 
tlJerc was ~melt a lot of them that I couldn't get through." 

•·[ "·onder what's on the carpet to-day," said George, as he 
hung up lti:; hat and opened the desk which had been you,ng 
I:Iowlanrl · ~ . ":\it·. Pixley left me no instructions yesterday, 
:uid I don't want to sit around here idle till he comes." 

"Tlwre's that box for Moy Jin Kee &, Co .. up iu l\1ott street," 
t·rvlled- Illinnie. "You know Mr. Pixley has been very 
nnxious about it. 'Vhen I got here this morning, the express 
man was ahead of me at the door with it. ReceiYed it too 
Ia te for delivery la.st night, he sui d." 

'J:iug·-a-ling! rl,ing-a-ling! 
The telephone hell began ri11ging just then. George hut-

ri!~d to the pltone and got the followin g: 
"Hf'llo!. Pixley & Co'!" 
''Y*~~ - " 
"Tha t rou, George?" 
"YPs.!' 
•·r am Mr. Pixley." 
l~crhaps it w~s , buti 1t was certainly no,t l\lr. Pixley's voice 

didn't sound li ke it at all. 
Ueorge noticed it then and thought of it afterward, but he 

lost his suspicion when the voice we11t on to ask: 
"Has that box for l\Ioy Jin K ee & Co .. arrived?" 
'"Yes, sir,~' 
"George!" 
"Sir'?" 
"The contents of that box are of the hig'hest value. 1 want 

the end, in which wa :;; a red paper sign, with three mystetious 
Chinese characters. There was a shuttling of feet behind the 
<loor, which was presently opened b:r an old Chinaman in a 
dirty blue blouse and straw slipper8. 

"I came from Pixley's. I want Moy Jiu Kee & Co.," said 
George. 

"Pixley ! Ha! Come in!" ealled a voice inside. 
George stepped into a dirty room where there was uothinlf 

but a table, a c!Ja ir and a Chinaman, who_ was eating rice out 
of a bowl. 

He looked at George and grinned. 
"Box come'/'' he asked, putting down tltc howl. 
"Yes." 
"Ha! Good! Belly good! 'Vhere'!" 
''It's at the store. :Mr. Pixley wants it removed at once.~ ' 

"Boss !" called the Chinaman, "Oh, boss!" 
Again there was a shuttli11g of feet, this till\.C behind the 

partition at the end of the room, and a young man, half
dressed, red-eyed and sleepy looking, stepped out. 

•.ro his amazement George recognized ll:lr. Harold Howland, 

I his predecessor. 

"Hello!" he said. "So you'>c come, ha vc you 'I I thought 
that call on the 'phone w·oultl entch you. A pen, l~ung! Here, 
you just sign this order on old Blaisdell. lily uncle is slck 
and won't be down to-day. I suppose you sign the delivery 
orders sanie as I used to. Put your name "right here." 

It was one of the firm's order slips, which Harold Howland 
laid on the table. H e had stated the situation correctly. It 

1 
was a part of George's business to sign these delivery orders, 
but always under the direction of Mr. Pixley, of course. 

Not to have suspected crooked work here would have been 
to argue himself a fool instead of a smart boy. George had 
beard enough of Harold Howland's doings, to know that he 
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· was nn exceeding-ly dissipated young man, and he realized i Not · another word did Mr. Pixley say, and wlwn George 
instantly tlwt he had fallen into n trap. ·tried to talk he shut him up in shot'V order. 'l'hey tumed into 

"\Vhat's all .this?" he stammered. "Of course I don't sign Malden Laue and were close to the store wlJen sudrleltly 
any order fot• you, Mr. Howland, I--" • George gave a shout and broke away ou the run. 

!'You wou't! You will!" cried young Howland, making a "Great Heavens!" gasped i\fr. Pixley, clapping his hanu to 
rush for 41m. his heart and' stopping short. 

But Georg·e was too quick for this. He was excited, as he had good reason to be. So was 
With one we!Hlirected blow between the eyes he sent George, but 'there was no stop to· him. 

Harold HowlnlHl sprawling. 'l'lw ,Chinaman sprang up and 1 One of the boldest robberies ever perpetrated in broad day-
triPd to sei7.e him as he made a bt•eak for the door. 1light In the Lane-that's what it was. 

Sometimes it comes handy t.o know how to use your fists 1 George saw Mr. Harold Howland aud a second pJi:tn come 
. to the beRt adnmtage, nnd . George tlwugl:it so when he found running out of the store and make for a business wagon 
ilimself out on )lott street a moment later, fot· besides Mr . . which stood drawn up at tile curb. ' 
Harold Howlrmd he had left two knocked out Chinamen ! In his bands Howland held an oblong box about four feet 
hehiutl him, one .In tl~e room and oue in. the passage. As he in length. He sprang into the wugon, the other following biru 
took to hi;; heels he felt as though all Chinatown was after and seizing the reins. 
him, lmt no one followed and George re&ehed Chatham Square ll Not yet had George come near enough to take a hand in the 
wtihnut interference. game, although he wasrunning for all he was worth, but there 

''\Vhat';; the matter?" nsked a policeman stepping in front was another almost as smart as he was who did not propose 
of hiUJ. · . I to see this t4leving pair get away with their plunder so easi\y. 

"'Nothiug,'' replied G('OJ'ge, more scared now than he had Out of the store Minnie Malloy cnme running, and without 
bel! ll in the Chinaman's lieu; but the policeman di~ not press ·an instant's hesitation seized the horse's head. 
the matter further, and George hurried down Park Row, never 1 "Go for him, George! Go.ofor him!" screamed Minnie, seeing 
1l:trlng to look behind him until he had reached the bridge, our hero coming. '·He's hnlf killed Mr. Blaisdell, and st9le!l 
where he ran into :Mr. Pixle.y just coming down the steps of the box!" 
the elevated road. Cracld Crack! came the whip ct;uelly about Minnie's. ·head 

and shoulders, but the brave girl held her own while George, 
seizing Harold Howland by the leg, tried to drag him out 

CH.\PTER .II. of the wagon, box and ail . . 
It was a situation which had to come to an end in a 

'IHE DOUBLE nonBERY .IR THE LANE. moment, but the end was ·not at all what any one expected 

I 
then. 

"Humph! This is a pretty kettle of fish!" growled Mr. Pix- George's gt·ip was iron, and he pulled young Howland out 
. ley, when George, doing his ]Jest to keep up with the old of the wagon in spite of all his resistance. 
gentleman's rapid stri<le down Nassau street, told what had : Down came the young scamp on top of our hero, and all in 

. oecurred. , Jan instant both were sprawling on the sidewalk, while the 
, "The dirty scoundrel! The miserabl~ opium fiend! To. think · box tumbled into the gutter. 
;· that be is my dC'Rd sister's c-hild! .He. knew it was cmping · Then Instantly a hand without a thumb was projected under 
' antl he thought to get it by t)lat wretched trick, but you balktjd . the wagon and seized it. . 
him, George. I alw;1ys said you were a smart boy." I ''Stop! Stop!" screamed Minnie, who had l!;!t go the horse's 

"\Vhat is it all about, sir?" a~;~ked Georg.e, as much in the 1 head. "Stop thief!" · 
dark as ever. I it' was 1\finnie alone of' all interested who saw the shabby 

"About tbnt box which came from China," replied .Mr.' Pix- man straighten up with the box in his arms; saw hiin toss it 
1~)', .abruptly, nnd for s~PJe moments be wallted alo.ng in grim 1~ .tnto a wagon in which sat two Chinamen in American dres:;:. 
Silence; George not dnrm~ to speak again. . The man sprang in after it, and the. Chinaman who held the 

They . crossed Fulton street and were just passing one of ! reins whipped up his horse, and away went the wagon rattling 
l'iassnu street's oldest buildings, when l\Ir. Pixley suddenly up the Lane, closely followed by the otlier wagon, for Harry 

· pointing up to it said: "Snooks~" I Howland had dealt poor George a knock out blow antl, w:1s 
It was only one word and seemingly a meaningless one, bu't ' now making good his escape. 

: it mntle George turn very pnle. It was t•asy to see that he j In an instant a crowd had collected, and through the c·rowd 
wns much moved. I Mr. Pixley elbowed his way. • 

"\Vha-what did you SllJ' , sir'!" he ga,sped. Geor"'e was just getting on his feet with Minnie's ass:stance, 
'·I said Snooks," l'epeatetl 1\11'. Pixley. "Did you ever go 'I wh.·en i1r. Pixley clutched hl!ll by the arm with convul.sive 

Ute t·e'!" I gl'lp. . . 
"Yes, sir, I·--" I "Come inside," he whispered hoarsely. •.:Come inside. 'l'h~~· 
''Ever see him?" police must know nothing of t!J..i.s: ' 
":So, sir. J;'erhaps· yon---" H e dragged George into the store, and Minnie locked tlw 
":So. I don't," snapped :\Ir. I'ixlC'y . ' 'l thought so. 'Ve ·door against the crowd. Poor 1\fr. Blaisdell sat in the eon>cl' 

won't. talk any more about it now. Don't you dare to bring with !\is· head all bleeding. 
t:p the. snhjec,t ug·:1in till l give you pt}rmission, but this mucl1 j "It's _robbei·y, Mr .. Pixley!" he sputtered. ''It's robbery! It's 
I'll S:IJ' to you right now, Ueorge Porter, if that is reaily your · m)lrder! It's that precious nephew of yom·s ~ Oh, the young 
n:i uw. · If ::on continue to eomluct ~·onrself as you have done . scamp! I'll have the law on him! I-- " 
for the past few WPeks, and to show the interest in my busi- i "Shut up!" snarled the old Importer. "I'll pny yon i'o:· yolll' 
nt:'l>fl thaJ ~·on have r.;hown, it won't lJe a Yery long time before · brokNI heatl. Go back to your desk 1f you a're abl(', or go 
:.-ou nre m:.- purtn(•!', ancl tlw busiu c.s~ will ue yours when I'm home If you ain't. George, yon eome ltere." 
tl ~·:u1.' ·' He led the way into, the pri vat1~ office aud slammed tlt·~ 

To s:1y thnt fleorg-e w.as thunde:·struck but half expresses glass door. He seemed terribly excited in spite of his outwunl 
t :w car;._,, He was simply oYenvllelm~<l~-eruslled. <:nlmness. His breath came in short gasps, his hand treiuble<l 
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violently, as he seated himself at t!Je tlesk, seized a pt>n, and . he walked up the Lane, for he could not help feeling mo-ved 
wrote as follows: I at the ·old man's sudden death. "Besides, it may be the 

"Moy .Tin Kee, 83 Molt street." . means of getting that box into the bands of the rightful 
"Thnt's'. the correct nd<lress, Geor"e," he said. ''Get there t owner,· and I know that would please him more than any-

~ I . 

at: once and tell l\1oy what luts happened. : Say to him that I i thing else." 
am not ·responsi!Jie. "'ill not be. Don't mention ·Harry's name. I George was somewhat cooled down when he r~ached the 
He has not got the box. I saw it nil. 'l'wo Chinamen. The corner of Mott street and Chatham Square. He felt for the 
Gee t~o Company was on the . wagon. '.fell 1\Ioy that~oh! f paper on which Mr. Pixley's last words had been written, 
Ag(lin! Help, boy! ·· l 'm dying! Help!"· and to. his disgust found it missing. He remembered then 

Help! It was too IBte to help .Ted Pixley ~ow! that he had left It on the desk. 
!<'or years the old man had bt>en affi!CtNl with heart disease, "Let's see what was the number'!" he thought, cudgeling 

and when be fell over in his chair it was never to ·rise again . . . his brains to bring back the recollection. "It won't tlo to · 
.His jaws parted, his eyes closed. make another mistake here. That don't do at all, but the 

Poor George, who sprang to his aid, Raw . to his horror that number? Was It 82 or 83?" 
his employer was already dead. · He stood there by the saloon for a moment trying to think, 

Dead? Yes. That Is what tl.te do<"tor said, ·who was ll3stlly and a dangerous spot it was, too, If his face was remembered 
summoned. by those ·who had seen him before in Mott street that morning, 

Dead? Yes. 'l'hat is what the policeman said ·bt•rort> the 1 or had witnessed his struggle with Harry Howland in the 
doctor came. Lane. 

Anll In spite of his exeiternent. 'In spite .of the g<'nnine Chinatown Is a tough place, and the toughness is not con-. 
sorrow he felt at tlle sudden taking off of a ruan who. how- fined to Clllnamen by any means. Mott, Pel! and Dqyer streetR 
ever eccentric, bad certainly been good to him. Oeorgt• ·Porter ; are the dwelling places of many a white man who in point 
could not fall to remember tlw~c st:u·tling words spoken ou · of absolute wickedness can double disc·ount any Chinaman 
Nnssau street but a few short rnurut•nt>' llt•for<.>. who ever lived. 

"And tl.ie business will lw your:; wllc·u I an1 tit-all.'' Even then sharp eyes were watching the bo,v over the top 
of the screen in the saloon window and . they were not almond 
eyes t>ither. 

No; they belonged to no Chinaman but were, on the con-
CHAPTER III. trary, tlie special property of a tall, slim white man, very 

shabbily dressed. Could Minnie have seen his right hand she 
"WHAT DOES ALI. TI-lls· ~m:!N ?" would have instantly recognized lt. There was no thumb. 

Was It the hand which had dragged the box out of the 
"I'd go now It I were you, Geor:;e. Remember, it was his gutter down .in Malden Lane? 

last oruers. 'l'hey should be obeyeu." "Say, young felleL', was you looking for anybody in par-
Poor Minnie's eyes were red with weeping, and tll.ere \verc ticulat·? l'm acquainted with all the Chinks. If you're after 

great welts across her pretty face, too, but they came from one of 'em I'll gi-ve you the steer for a dollar and you can 
that cruel whip, and of this !>be bad never complained. ·1 throw in the drinks." 

Nearly an hour had elapsed sinee Mr. Pixley's sudden <.Ieath. The 10trange1' had stolen out of the saloon and carne up be-
The pollee were in charge of the store .. the undertaker bad 1 hhid George with his right hand in his pocket. 

already been there, and the coroner was dtll' in half an hour, j George turned and looked at him. ::-io one knew the danger 
accordwg to the message he !lad sen t .o\·er the phone. but 'of picking up such an acquaintance as this better than he, for 
then it is a well-known fact that co1·onet·s are not over re· remember our hero had been both bootblaclc and newsboy. 
liable; they come and go as they please. There was very little about the Ins and outs of );'ew York 

"Do you think , they'll IN me go?" said George. looking life that he did not know, and among other things he knew 
·· dubiously at the big. volicemnn wl10 stood at rl..te door. how to size up a fellow like this. 
. "You might try it." replied :\Iinni". ··EvE>-n .if poor Mr. And he would have known no more if the man had shown 
Pixley is dead I don't know as that we at·e to be kept his hand, for, strangely enough, M.innie .never mentioned that 

· prisoners here." thl!mbless band. 
George was thinking fast. He had become involved in a "I was looking for a Chink named :Moy Jln Kee who lives 

deep mylltery; in fact, a double mystery. The story teld to the somewhere around here," said George, carelessly. ''lt don't 
.. _police n bout the robbery of the store \i'as certainly mysterious make much difference to me whether I find him or not though. 
· enough fot• one day, but what woul<.l thL' police say when If 1· wa~ to give you a dollar the boss wouldn~t mnke it good 

_Geqrge came to tell them that the <.>xtensi \'e busin~ss of Pix- to me." 
·ley· &. Co.-there was no "Co.," and th.e linn was rated at half "He wouldn't eh?" said the tough; "well, mebbe you hain't 
a million-now belonged to him? got a dollar." 

"It's nonsense,'' thought George, overwhelmed by the mngni- "I don't believe I have," repliE><.l Gcorgc, innocently . 
. tude of the thought. "'l'he old man must ha'l'e been crazy. It . "How about standing for tl!e drinks'! I know just where 
oever can be." Moy Jln Kee lives." 

But s,ll . the snme, George coulf\ not put the recoUectlon of "I ain't standing anytl!ing. I can find the place myself," 
Mr. Pixley's words out of his mind, and no wonrlt>r; l>ut.desides said George, and he hurried on up Mott street, for he did not 
the mere fact of the old importer having spoken them , there relish the way in which the man looked at him, and felt sorry 
were other reasons for the (\Cep impn!ssion the~· had made on that he bad been drawn into talking to him at all . 

. bls mind-reasons which still remain to be toll!. · He k ept on to 83 and stopped, looking around then for tile 
"Is there au~· objection to 111~· l<>aviug tht' store for a little first'time. To his uisgust tht>re was the man dose besidP .him 

while?" George askPd the polil·em(!Jl. again. 
The policeman thought not, and George hurried out. "It ain't there, young feller; it's across the street, 8:2," he 
"It's the last thing he asked nw ·to do, and it's only right said, confidentially. "Say, you might stand the drinks." 

tbat It should be done," he thought, l>rushin~ a way a tear as i G<.>orge slipped a q1.1arter .nto the fellow's hand and hurried 



NOBODY'S SO~. 15 

======~======================~·-· · ---
across the street, anxious to be rid of him on· any terms. He again:," ·and pushing a~:~ ide a curtain which concealed the door· 
thought it was 82 himself. He had made up his mind to th:it way of the adjoining room, be disappeared. 
before the man spoke. I What George_ tho~ht we cannot stop to explain now, for 

As he ascended the steps and· passed !11 .by the open door, all In · the same instant be was suddenly seized trom behind 
the shabby ln!ln gave a t1endish chuckle. by four. strong hAnds, and pushed on through the curtain. 

"That's a good joB," he muttered. "That's all right. I'll . Two Chinamen had him hard and fast, and there. were at 
make the Chinks stand another ten on that. 1-good Heavens, least ten more ln. the room beyond, which was entirely bare 
Minnie! You . here!" ~ ot furniture. IIi fact, there was nothing ln . It at all, except 

A girl had suddenly come up beside him, and seized his the Chinaman and the Identical oblong case which hAd been 
arm with convulsive grip. 1 dragged out of the gutter down in -Maiden Lane. 

It was Minnie Malloy. She had come around the corner ; '£here It lay on . the floor unopened, and looking just aa 
ot Pell street, her thin, . well-dressed figure and pretty face · George had seen it in the store-room of Pixley & Co. · · . 
looking sadly out of place here. I "Dis is de boy," said George's Chinaman. "Dis is George 

"Ed!" she whispered. "Oh, Ed! How co·uld you do it? Do : Potterfield," but George was dumb. He was too badly fright· 
you know you've killed the boss?" I ened to speak. 

"Lemme go, sis," growled the shabby man. ""1hat are you I . An old Chinaman wearing great horn spectacles now stepped 
doing here~" forwanl and addressed him in perfect English. 

"Hush! Don't you dare! rm going to Moy Jin Kee's to "Are you George Porterfield?" he asked. 
tell them the truth." "'l'hat's my name," replfed George, feeling about as un. 

·'What?" comfortable as It was possible for n boy to feel. 
"Oh, yes, I'm here!" hissed the girl, "and you can't stop: me. "Where Is your father'?" 

Our head clerk has just gone In there, npd I'm going, too. "My father! I don"t know. I don"t know who my father 
Follow me, if you dare, Ed! I warn you! I'll-well, no matter! I was." .. · · 
You know!" · '.rhe old man .scowled blackly. 

'l'hese words were spoken in low, meaning tones, and having "Don't lie, boy," he said. "We may kill you · yet. . it you 
said them, llfinuie shot across the .street and ran up the steps want to live you must tell the truth." 
of 82. · I "If I was to try to tell you who my father was I should 

Ed stood staring after her, and then bro.ke out into a coarse 

1 

have to lie. I'm nobody's .son. I never knew my father. I 
laugh. . don't even know that I have any right to the name you have 

"She don't know that Moy Jin has moved," he chuckled. given me, though it is certainly true." 
"Well, no harm can come to her ovet" there, and even if it 'For a moment the old Chinaman eyed him In silence. 
should, what do I care? She gave me 'the, cold shake long "Have you nothing to remember your father by?" he 
ago. Let het· go to blazes, and I'll go and get a drink!" asked slowly. "Xo token, no paper, nothing at all?" 

And with this cheerful reflection Ed slouched off down Mott George turuE:>d pale. There was more !n tbis my)stery than 
street and went back Into Ills saloon. he had supposed. He-had to try hard to stendy his voice as be 

1\Ieanwhile George, little dreaming that Minnie Malloy had answet·ed "no." 
followed him up so closely, walked boldly into 82 Mott street. "You He," said the old man, quietly. "No matter. Later 

There was no Chinamen lounging about the hall , hut one we shall see." 
looked out of the inner door almost as soo·u as George entPred . Then he said something in Chinese, and one ot' the men 
at the front. stepping into the other room came back presently with a 

"Who want?" he asked, eying the boy steadily; it looked as hammer aud cold chisel, and immediately began opening tlie 
though he must have seen him coming up the steps. "box whieh was very securely nailed and in addition was 
"Moy Jln Kee live here'!'' asked George. fastened around with iron bands; 

"Yeh. Come in." It took time to get the cover off, and while these operations 
George stepped into the room, which was quite elaborately were going on, ' the Chinamen all showed the greatest exclte

fm'nlshed after the 'Chinese style, and was evidently the abode ; ment. When . at last it came up ' a chorus of en'raged c~;les 
of some Mongolian with plenty of money t• spend. ·rang out through the room. 

"Want Moy Jln Kee? Sit down," said the Chinaman, The box was filled with stones! 
motioning George to a chair. Instantly knives were drawn and there was a rush t'or 

"That your name?" asked the boy, st ill standing. George; tilet·e was plenty said, but what it was he could not 
"Ych. What want?" tell, for besides the fa<>t that be did not understand Chinese, 
"You know PiXley & Co., down in :\lniden Lane?" Geot;ge had all he could do to save his life. 
"Oh, yell. What want?" He sprang through the curtain, knocking out two Chtna
"l\1: 1;. Pixley told me to come to you and tell you about the men us he leaped back. Wrenching open the \lPoi·, he slammed 

box that came from China last night," begun · George, nnd he it in tlw faces of the others and rnu t'or his life through the 
went ou to tell his story, using the simplest language possible . . hall, now dark, for the front door hnd been dosed. 
Whether the Chiuamnn understood or not if was impossible to I In a sPcond he might h::ive been ln the street if he had not 
tell, for he never opPnPd his lips. and the expression ' of his bE'C<J lllP confused amr nm in the wrong direction. 
face did not change. j There was a (loor at this end of the hall, and George fiuns 

"l\Ir. PixlE'y dead, · eh ?" he said, when GeorgE' finished. , It open. 
"Belly good man. Me solly·. Boy, what your name?" I To hi:< horror be saw that this w11s not the street, but only 

".\Iy name is Gl•orge Porter." : a fli~l 1r of sll'P~' leaclin;; do"·n Into a da rk basement. 
"George Porter-George Portl'rfielll :·· said the Chinaman, i lt wn:; impossible to retreat; the Chinamen were close be-

with a grin. · llin<l h im. · 

George started. I Sl:lnHHing._ th.e doo. r, George dasbell downsta. it·s, but befont 
''What do you know about that?"' l: r gnspf'cl. he had half reached the bottom the deep baying of a dog wu 
The Chinan:ian chuckled. . heard and a 1mge bloodhound came rushing up tile steps. 
"Good-by, George Porterfield,'' he said. •·come and l'.ec us · "Sta-nd " ;here you are, George Porterfield!" called the voice 
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of th~ old Cb!namnn behind him. "One step furtherund you "Do you doubt my word, George?" said Minnie. ·~1 assure 
die!" rou 'this is Moy Jin. He lives across tlle Strtlet now, and I 

rm1 over and got him. \v'e thought there was going to be 
troub1e, and liS it turne<l out we were just in time." 

CHAPTER IV. Of cot\fse . George had to accept the explnnation. lie knew 
:\linnie :VJnlloy well ert'ougll by this time to feei certui.n. tbilt · 

J.LL Al:ibcT s~doKS. , she 'wou!a uot deceive him, but he had lris own notiOns a):>out 

l 
American gti'ls tullrryitlg Cbinllmen, and the thought that 

For our young friend, George Pot'ter, th? sltQ.ation hacl now Minnie was in any way connected with :\Ioy .Tin so cohfusea 
become decl\kUIS interesting, twt to ~:ty dangerous. him th!lt he did not l•how what to snv. 

t·p the st:tfr-s tire 'lJloodhOuntl ·was srri-inglng, througll tlle I Minnie s~emcd to understand. · 
passage the t!ntng~d t)hlnaUJt>ll WHe running, threatening "Conw, let's get out of here," she salll. "Good-hy, :\Ioy._ 1'11 
the hoy's life, and If Georgt!h:id been atlything less than the !Iet yoU know 'vllen the box cotnes." 
eool-lwadetl young .· New Yorket• . that he W:is, the chances "Good-by, sister;" said tbe Chinnman. "Good-by, Gem:ge. 
woulrl have bl"t'n decldfi:dly 'ilg:iir.ist him. i:lnuirt lio;r! · Stnnrt boY!" 

This is what .he did: l!e patted George on the baek again, and led the .way 
Waited one awful Instant there ob the sti:Ui's for the dog throtigh the grocery st(n•e In the basement out onto Motl,· 

to make his finS:i spring, UI!d tllencatchlng bini by the throat street, saying something iu Chinese to the storekeeperas tll~'Y 
with. his left hand, . drove the big jack-killfe which he had passed. 
hastily drawn into the brute's head with llls right. 'l'hey parted at the door, :\Iiunle aud Geot·ge going .down to 

With ~ dylll.g howl of agony Hw bloodhound fell backward Chntham Square iu silence. 
down tlle stairs, helped on by u sinart kick from George's As··tJ1ey p i!SsNl the saloon oil the <·orner, the man Ed caught 
foot. sight of thcn1 OVtlf the set'eeli,, out tlley · did not see him, or 

Kow there ls one boy in a thousand who would have the they would linve seeh as black a scowl ou his face .as ever 
presence of mind to t1o this, or ll:ivlng it, could do it. \Wls seen on tlle face or mortal mau. 

Decidetily not; but Ocol'ge Porter tiid it! He w!is as quick "What does all this mean; Minnie?" (le1hilt1ded Geot·ge, all 
:is a filish, and ,up to date ln all his n1etiltlds~ He laid tor tllut ti1cy walked dowtr'I'arl• How. ';I'm so 1iuzzleu tiHlt~. _ . ., 
bloodiiouild and got him, nrtd got hlinself down-st:Jirs, too. ";.\iow stop, George," interrutlte<l Minnie, laying her hand. 

The ChihamM were con'ling; he could hear them on ' the ·on · his nrn1. "1 -want you to tlnderstand my part hi this 
stuirs I'UShll:!g after hhh; and wlieti lle sttue)l: the dui·lt iJrtS~ business. Fii·st, I ki)OW no more about .the box than yon do. 
sage Geor~e, s. pra~g ovnt· . the writhing l.>ody . of. the dying '!Second, !tioy .Tin Kee is actu!l.lly iny btotber:l.n-law, and .lHi's. n 
hound nn.d ratl on toward the light 'vhieh now suddenly m!lde good man. · Of course I didn't want everybody to know that l 
it~e>Jf visible at the further ei1d. I hacl a Chinese Urother:in-law, so I Dever. said anythlng _: about 

"George! George! Come In here, George!" called a >oice fit at the stor1!, but Wh~'il l' fatind you wet:e likely to :get Into 
beyoU(l the open door. · ' · . l.t;·o'u1Jle in Chi-:Jatown, 1 thought 1 otlgllt to iotik. afte1· you a . 

r ·robably there wasn't n more ' surprised boy In Cllinatowu bit, and'I cUd it-that's uiJ! Now l'm going home, :i.nd ;\'PU'll 
jl,lst then than our hero, for the voice Wf!S Minnie Malloy':s, l see me titthc store in the tnornfng. 1 5UP!20f!C we'll both be 

Rl.Ul.· th. Cl'e st·o.od .:\Ii.Iinie he.rseif in the doorway be. ekon!ng, l. 0. u. t of a job no~·. for .~ . . won't' t-.'or!;: for Harry Ho.wlabd; alld 1:. 
with a Chinaman l1ehind her. don't suppose ~-on ,·;l'l!. eithC'r. Good-by, Georg<'. Hope fot· 

·••uortk! Coinei'; she 'cnllecl. "Don't lmH~ :Jn ii1sbnt. 'l'here, the best. Stop tbat 'Iilit'd avenue Nir fot• me, please, Tbank 
you arc! Ali s:ife no\'\·, thank God!" I yon. · Good-by." · 

As George sprang through tlle doot· Hie Chinaman slarllilled "'\Vhat nn t1p-an<l-down little thing she I$,'' thoUght Geor~e, 
tt' shut, and lllisti'ly put up an iron bnr; I as the enr Whirled 11inuie a war. "Well, well, this makes tlie 

Apparently .it was not n~ccssary, for the J)tll'suit ceased. ! m~'ster~· more mysterious than ever, but 1 ain't going to 
There WllS ilo attack on the door; not a sound to be llcard lu : bother my beau about It till f have to. I've got my own n:tYs~
tile passagt'.' George caught his breath, ' aii<l . stood stilring at ' tcry to nttend to. I'll bet she won't Work for Harrj How· 
~inni'e abd tlie Cllinuimtn. lund. PcrJ1aps she'll flml herself working for me." 

''What In the worl<l brougllt you lien', !\filin\e?" h~ gasped Having e:qiressed these sentltnents, George walked do\Vn 
o:ut 11t lust. Pa!'k RillY to :..;assau stret>t, and down N:lssau street to the 

Hciune to see that yon didn't g<'t into trouble, George. old lmildlng betweC'n Fulton un<l John in front of wbicb Mr. 
thiuk you !u\ist admit that l Wt18 needed. You . never could . Jed Pixley had made those Llll'Stel"ious rcinat·lul just before 
alive escaped if I lladi1't let you in here." I' llis dea th . · . . 

"Minnie!'' .. Sncoks,'' was tlle worc1 'IYith wlikh Mr. Pl:xley begnn ·his. 
' '.'Oh, l kno'\\7 What you are gding to say; this is no place for I remarks, an.d Snocl•s was the uame on th~Z sign board, opi)O· 
me. Wait a t111hutt>. My sister waB married to n ClllnamatJ, . site room t!Jii'ty-three. George -ran up tbe dark stairs and 
George; she is tleitd now, po<ir soul. 'l'llis Is my brother-In-! gi}lng straight to the number found that Snooks was the 
law, Moy Jln Kee." \', 11:1me on the doot:, and the battered sign added the illforma· 

Here was :L disclosure scarcely to be expected. 'Ibe China- tion that ~lr. Snooks was au attol'ueJ and counsellor at law. 
mali sllonk , Juiiltls with George and smiie<l. I George opt•ried the tloot· and walked Into the office. 

"It's all right •. " he said in. pe.l'fect Englis·h.· . . "You are sa~e I lt was n shabby ol<l.room w.ltll a (!!splay of dusty la·w· -b. oo.k.'s 
now. Jt's all rigbt about the box, too. .'l'he one they opened on the .shelves. A little old man with a brown , wig. was 
~IHtalts wa~ tilled with stones, eli'! Ha; lla, lla !" writing at a desk, Who looked up as G-eorge entered.. ~'bet:e 

,l'~e Chlrinrtiiln seemed to thiilk it all a joke, for be laughed wus ,an inner door behind 111m connecting wltb another office, 
'ii.eartily, nild patting Geo1·ge on the back. called him a smart but this. 'vas closed. 
boy. "Well," growled the man with the wlg, "are you hete 

"That's w'i,iat It was," said George>, bewildered. 
r;tiil\lY Moy; Jln Kee?" 

"Thli.i'IJ my name.'' 

"You are agaiu?'' 
"Yes, I am," replied George. "Can 1 see Mr. Snooks?'~ 
"No, you can't." 
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"Is he in?" 
"No, he ain't.'' 
"Is he ever In?" 
"Certainly he is.'' 
"He never seems to be to me. You know that I've been call

Ing het·e otr and on for the last year, but have never been able 
to see him yet.'' · 

"I lruow that. 'Tain't my fault," 
"Can't you tell me when he will. be In?" 
"N9." 
"111 walt If you think it is worth while." 

."It's no use to wal,t. Mr. Snooks won't be in to-day." 
It was very discouraging. George had special reasons for 

wanting to see the lawyer. Probably he had called fifty times 
~nring the twelve months just past, but always with the 
same result. 

"I suppose I shall have to give it up,'' he said; "it. seems 
rather hard to be always refused. I'm more anxious to see 
Mr. Snooks than ever.'' 

"\Vhy .don't you write to him?" asked tile man with the 
wig. 

"Would he answer the letter'!" 
"Probably he would . .Can't say." 
"What does he say when you 'tell bim I have called'/" 
"Says he'll see you when he gots ready." 
Suddenly the doQr of the inner oftlce opened, nnd another 

little old man with another brown wig looked out. 

"Partly true and partly false. . Just so," replied Snooks. "Is 
it true that you are the George Porter mentioned here?'' 

''Yes, sir/' 
"How long have you been working for Mr. Pixley?" 
George nal\led the time. 
"Strange! Very strange!" muttered the lawyer; then he . 

added aloud. "Well, good-day; Later I'll see you again, later 
on." 

"But ain't you going to glve me some Information?" de" 
manded George. "What am I to see you for? What does aU 
this mea~?" 

"That you'll find out when the proper time comes, young 
man. Good-day.'' · 

'Vhereupon Mr. Snooks opened the office door, and George 
walked out. 

What else could be do? 
Clearly nothing. 
And for the time being, tllis is all there is to say about 

Snodks. 

CHAPTER V. 

GEORGE JUMPS INTO FOBTUNJ:, 

For. one week exactly the store of Jed Pixley ~ C~. re· 
malnec1 closed. 

This was by the order of Lawyer Lamb, of Lamb, Bassott 
"I'm ready now,'' he said. "Conw in, George Pol'ter." 
George's heart was in his 1 hroat, so to· spml•. ~vhen 

h ·& Lamb, the late Mr. Pixley's attorneys. · 
e George worked in!>idc the closed doors straigbte11ing things, 

pnssed.tbr,ough that oftlce door. 
Mr .. Snooks motioned to a ("hair on one ;iidt) of the de:<:k aud 

howm·er, and Mr. Blaisdell and .l\finnie Malloy was there too, 
and usually l\Ir. Lamb was In evidence more or less during 
the day. 

droppcd·h;i one on the other side hinu;f'lf, but George prPi'erred 
to stand. · 

The big yault was openPd, boxes upon boJ~;es of papers were 
"I called to see yon, sit·, becanHe--" he !:egan. r::tntlllf'l<ed, the Ia wyer making a vast number of notes as. he 
"StQp!'' interrnptetl the la,Yyer, "mr time is limited, You worked over them. He seldom spoke to George. At the 

h:l'Ve opened the lo('ket? Is thot it':'' ont;,:et be instructed hiin 1o get everything up to date, and 
"You seen~; to kno"·· sir,'' stammered Geor::e. GPorge did it to the hel"t of his ability. 
"I d_o. This is the ease. You, George Porter, are a:l orvhau; No ucw business was engag('d in, but of course the foreign 

a wa1f; you know nothing of your parentage; smce your . . ... . " , , . , • . . r t ll t' 1 b k k' , t ::\ y 1 corHsllOndeuce had to Jw. attended to and shipments from ar-
ear IC!! reco ee 1011 yon mve ecn .·noc ·mg. :won : cw or;:; riving yessels put in store. . 
us .far batk aR ~·on ca'n remE'mbf'r ~·ou lin~d w1th an old I · 
"·oman named Bridget Conners in one pJ::t('C aml nnothcr. Am Twice Harry Howland put in an appearance, but George 
l- ·right or wrong?" II would hold no couvcrsation with him, nor would l\Iinnle or 

. "You a.re right, but I don't l"ec how ~·ou Celli possibly know Mr. J?h~~~~lel~ .. T:wy r~·s~e('ted tlie:t: dead :mployer's w!. sh~; 
an;:rthing about me.'' and ue\ c. brl'.llhttl the ~ oung mans name m connection with 

''HuflPh! Don't, ell'!. 1 know. '.Vhen. the oltl \YOllla.n dl<~rl~ the robbery of the box. As fo.r La_wyer Lamb he simply 
· \vaved Youn" Howland off when HC tl'lcd to address. him S&J• ' 

sh<• ~ave you a locket-a ;;old loeket-<•urlonslv engmvetl; You . • "' . ' 
• · . ·· · · mg that he l:nd "uo time to talk. 

eouldn't open the lo<·ket. lmt lweanso Br1dg0t toltl ~·ou to I ·· · 
11 Iways keep it. yon kPpt it null 01w day ron 01wm·d it awl, 3fpauwllih•. Hie fmwral took plaee and :1\lr. Pixley was 
found a paper folflNl up im-itle. .\m r right or wrou;(?'' j' buried in UrePll\YOotl C'Pmetery. Helntions turneu up and 

''Hight.'' salcl Georgt', more and ·more ama:wtl. . muny merchauts attendetl, so the affair was rather an ex-
"'Humph! I knew! On this pnpr>r wns written 'Hc'n SHook~,· I teHs:ye Olll'. 

and my address followed, tlwt was nil. You tril'tl·to !Wl' G!'o1·ge saw II:!rr:> Howlnntl among the mourners, but ttld 
Snooks, and at last you lJaye sue('eedetl. Atil I right or i uot l·'Jlo•ak to him then. At the grave, after all was over, 
wrong?" Howlmul·eame up lleiliml him just as he was turning away. 

"Hight, of eoUl'!IC'. If you'll ph•asc <>xplaiu, ::;ir, I---'" "~~ay, Georg-e l'ort0r, you'd better be looking out for another 
"Stop, Ueorge Porter! There's somctlii'ng for ~·on to ex- job," he said, sneeringly. ""'e siJan't want you after the 

plain first.'' CI\J of next .week.'' 
Mr. Snooks took up the 11fternoon paper, and pointing to :m 

nrtide which occUilietl half the frout JY.lge, handed It to 
(~eorgc. 

It was an account of the afl'air in :\laiden Lmw. \\'itil 
many exaggerations unfl Inaccuracies the story of the stolen 
box and Mr. Pixley's sudden death was told. 

.Of course, George came In for his share of mention. Hn.v
ing read the article, he handed the paper back to the Ia wyer. 

"That's partly true and partly false,'; he sai<l. 

"\\'llo says so'l" asked Georgt>, quietly. 
"l say so. OC course the businN;s comes to me now. I'm 

tl:e only heir.'' 
"If .'·on are the boss of tlte lmsiness I shall certainly resign," 
"You'd better. It's either that or be kick0d out." 
"Perhaps someone else may do the kicking.'' 
''What d~ you mean, you young' upstart? Do you think 

there's any doubt that I'll throw yon out of tb:e store, neck 
an~ t;:rop, the moment I come into. my own?" 
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·George bifbls lips and turned away; He .dld not want to ha.<> l!1lJ:oiuted ro<l manage!', pen(l ~ug t!le . senreh for George 
have apy trouble rjght there over Mr. Pixley's gra;ve." i Pcjl'tli·:idcl. He Is the lleir- ·uame ve,ry / mu<"h like yours. 

"Of. course there's nothing in it," he. thought. ''l\1r . . P~xlt•y : Portt.•r . \Ve'vp ndvertiE:t'd for him. uncl should b e turn np, 
must have been wandering in his mind that day. 'Vhat nou- ; the hm;iue;:s of ,Jpd Pi xley & Co. if; his." 
sense to suppose-that he would leave me the business, but---" 1 George ;;tarecl. Tile hot blood was nil in his f:H~e-his u:•J 

But .when · Mr. Pixley's .will was opened and read to tile ' r.ec·ll.~ll. 

assen)ble? relatives, tl,lree days later, . it was.found that Harrr i "::\0\1', <·omc, :\!;·. LnmiJ. this fellow c~n n't work under nw. 
Howland s name was not even mentioned. • and t ;:at's nil there is about it," said l:iQ\YIH!HL "lie's nlllJotly, 

The . . vast. estate of tb.e. old merchant was diYided bC'tWP\' ll : aml dou 't tmderstan<l the business. 1 -wnut him to go." 
vario'Q!! ~haritles, but the bm;iness was left unconditionally to i ;'Of c·ours(•. ~·cm 'n• gGI tlw power to di1'<'llnrge him." repliNl 
George . Porterfield, of Nr!w York City. This . legaey-and it : Lu we-e'!' J ~:unlJ. prpp~triug to g·o to ,yorl' 011 .the p:q1ers rf'latin;; 
" ·as a great.one-:was without comments or. ex.plu.nation. Wll9 · to the · estate. It's no1w of m~- bt:sin<' ;·~:· 
was George Porterfield 'I Nobody !mew. 

Harry Howlapd sprang up in great .ex(oitemPnt. 
"\Vh:j,t nonsense is this'!" he cried. ''Whc. .is this fello ·.-; "Yrt;; l'n• nothing to dn \\' it lc tilf' i!~ ~tt • ' l' . 

i1.1 eommaud lwrr>.'' 
~It'. rinwlaud i.s 

l'ortE>rfield who nobody Jwow:;; T' 
"l <w.u't. te ll you,'' replied Law~·e r La mll. "l . dou't kEo \\· 

h\m myself . . I did not dr;n...- this \Yill. ·l am a~ mtH:h n~V•H
ished as. you are, but it is quit1l (• haraet€ristic of om; (}CJJ:u;ted 
fi·i~tld to. surprise us. He wab Yery do!!e-mouthed about all 
his atrait:s.' ' 

- ··f~npp nf:.:e GPor~P -Porh.rtipld \\.:?s t~, tun~ 1:p. \Y'Hll:1 ile be i!l 
<:O Hll.l )itl1 cJ.:'' 

' ·"-hc.•n he llatl pron~d IIi~ daiut -.. · ~·, !', c('rtn'.nl;.-.'' 
··1 Hln (.(eol'~~~! l'~)rtrrtit'.l'1." 

t1\l.~ d\·? S l·~ . 1'1Jere was. a goou deal said by the different rdati vcs . 
assembled in the old merchant's patlor, but It all went for I "l"on-- ~·our· eried L:!Y:;yer r,amh. am:;z(•tl. 
nothing. , Nobody !mew George Porterfield--there wn.s no I "J:l e li ::s ! H e' ;; crar.y :" Hah·); Howlnnd c:ric'ct 
cluE.>. · · . A t the S:lllH~ instant tl:c' oHi<'e· door o]wm•tl, alHJ in w:1ikl'Ci a 

:Next . day 'Jed . Pixley & Co. 01)cued for business; and at 1 J.itJ!c olcl mau, w ith a hrown wig dwwing plninl:>· Ul!.der his 

Tirecisely nine o'clock H::tl'lT Howland wulked into th e ston!, tall hat. 
took otl' '. hls coat and .hung hishat-ou the rnC'k. "Snooks ! How nrc ~·ou 'l'' cried LnY• ~·<' r Lamb. "I ilaYen't 

Old Bll1isdell stared. So did George aud Minnie_ seC'lt yon in ye~J. I'F .• " 

"This ends my chances," thought George, for he su~peeteci ''l'iu·tlon we, Mr. Lamb. my ltPalth is of little consequence. 
that the will had been read, and at once jumped ·at the con- 'l' hrough your \vindow lwre I happened to catC'll certain re
cltrsion that Han-y Howland was the ,heir. marl,;;. That ~-oung man ueit!Jcr lies nor is he crazy. He is 
· There was a smile of e't'il triumph on Howland's 1;'u.ee as he Georg·e Portcrtidd, and I eau provP it." 
wallu!d Into the counting" room. Hang! went., La wyeL' Lamb's c!Juir upon the floor, l!e sprang 

"Godd-mornlng, Mr. Blaisdell," .be said, ''I'm back again you up iu such hastt•, 
see.". 

"I see you are," replied the old book-keeper> "Have you 
come to stay?" 

"What in thuntler! It can't be so!" he cri ~d. 
"It is !'o," replied Snool,s, eoolly. 
"But the loeket~tbl~ will require~---" 

"Certainly .I have .. I'm going to take · right hold:" 
Mr. · Blaisdell sighed. He would !I keel to :ba ve s~~en it other-

"That a (·ertuin locket bearing the initials G. P. should be 
produced. !Gxaetly. Young 'man, I think you can eome to 

wise, but with a big fauiily on his bauds pe had nothing to my .assistance here." 
SllY· · "HI:'re if' the loek•.'t, sir," repli ed Gem·gc, taking out a small 

George, who · 'l\·as writing a letter ilt Mr. Pixley's desk, box llnd handing it over to Lnw~·N· Lamb who hunied to 
rie'V~i· i·aised his eyes from the· p!lj)f~i·. . . . . ·.· ope~1 it, finding inside just such n locket as l\Ir ... Snooks .. had 

"l\fy time has e\·idently come,'.' he t.llou~;· !Jt, "but all .the lle:;('L'ihecl. 

Sll,me l won' t gi'l"e up till the las t gnsp:"' "I'll be banged if it a!n't!'.' he exclaimed. ''Young Lll:.tll, 

·But . . Minnie Malloy handlt' cl berself In no' sueh jndiciou~ when dW you get this?' ' 

'way. •· ii e rt•fers ~'ou to his iu w.n~r . and thut's me,'' said Suook~ . 
. She got right up, nod elosiug ber tnH~'I':riti.ng mi:cl,line, be- IK~fon' t•••orr;.- •·ould a nswer. .. ·Mr. E owlaud, 1 think '"e 

gan, to put on .her hat. :;ll:;u ' t uectl ~·ou 'lilY mere.'' 
' ,;Weil, Minnie, what's the matter with yo'11'! \Yhei·e an~ you "\\'hat uo you menu'(' gasped the llulle, gl:uing first at 

going:?" askccl Howland. "I shall want . yoti he1'e i:i j;lJt. . ~JJcoks :uHl then nt (;porge. 
1 " . . a. ,ong~ 1 '\)ll!;t this: 1 hold here an ordP.r from the surrogate re..-ot; -
"You may want. hut yon 'yon't keep nw,'' replii'cl l\Iiuui D, • iu;:; ,l'l>lll' appointment as manager and installing George 

tartly. "If you are boss here I'm .goiug to lea vc>.': ! I'o:t<:•rtielcl in your stead, J)PIHling the investigation of his 
•·oh, no, Don't do tbut. Don't thillli of it. "l'lwn•'ll be uo: ditillL Lmnb, if you 'll <·omc to my otliee I'll ,;how you tl:e 

eha.I;Jges in tbe otlice exc('pt ~o far :;~ that. young ,;no~n<'t· is : papPI'!' . Yom:g Hlfln. allow m~ to congratulate you. This 
ec..acE'rllecl. Porter, we don't w:m t you. :\lr. Blaisdell will hm:ii:u.'S>' i;; yonr:; unrl:or tlw w ilt of Mr. Pkdey, l'Xl·eutetl iiffct>n 
.make up your uccoullt nud ~·o n ,·au ("tl l for s ou r ll!_Olll'Y the ;re:lr:; :1go." 

laHt of tbe Wt;>f•k. Get out."' ":\'llt o r.! ~ · our life!" cried Harry Howlaud, as pa le as d toa lll. 
Here was the end of it a ll theu. George ro~c Ul)d pre- '"fl:ei'e's a la ter will , aud ,f know it. That will nwkes me the 

pan~d to go. 

·'J SllJJPOSe ~· o u'n.! inhei·ited 1 !Jp l•ru; i r ~(·ss '!" he :-ai r!, qniPtly. 
".l ta.k(~ it that's wbat you lllc' :lll ... 

:'Of cortrse I baYe·-·--" 

heir." 
Clapping ou his hat, Howland flung hiwsdf angrily ont or . 

the ,;tore~ . 

"l'LJ I ;:;oing now. but I'll lie lm ck l1Ne :t.;;ain as bo:·:s," he ~;;; id 
··;'.:\ot.'' ,:;poke La,,:~·f'r Lamh. Pllli.'I'ill>;' at 

"Don't make ally false smtetuents, Howlnud. 
th;l1' uwuwnt. . llS h<.' p:l~t•Pd o11t of tlw door. 
The ~unog:uc :'\ol!Od)··,; Soul'' 

"Til i,; !Jig bnsine:<s don't go tu 
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CHAPTER VI. 
After the ·play· was over Oeorge walked down Broaciway 

with his rapid, swinging galt, never stopping until' he reached 
the· store. 

nuROLARS IN THE sTonE. It ·. was now quarter before twelve, almost the appointed 
time. He let· hbnself in with his key, seeing nothing of Billy 

It Is one thing for a boy, scarcely out of his teens. to find Prm, and was just about to strike a light when he. l'e" 
himself suddenly placed in possession of a great commerHal IDt'mbered thE> detective's warning against lt. 
):mslness, a. nd a. nother for him to be. able to run it. · I •·Guess I'd bet'te.r get outBid. e andwalt for him," he thought, 

George Porterfield, our hero, did botll. "but if I do l shall only attract attention, and there might be 
The winter passed !}nd spring camt: to flild him still pegging · a new eop on the beat. I'll lie down on the lounge ln the 

away at the business-nil his own· now; the surrogate had so baek office. Of course BHly will knock when he comes, and 
decided. The possession of the locket settled it. H~ is the I shu ll hear him all right enough," 
George Porterfield the. · stirrognt•~ requires. Mr. Snooks has Pt?rhnps there might have been some chance o.f 'his hearlng 
wor~ed like a beaver in the matter. and has fulfilled ~very the detective's knock whE-n It came, If George had not dropped 
condition. The business of Pixley & .Co. has bt'E>n turned over off asleep there In the dark store inside· of fifteen minutes, 
to George, and yet he knows as little of his early history as for tilat was just what he did, and It may as well be under• 
he did before all this began. He Is still No body's Ron. i stood that no one but a boy with a clear conscience could. go 

Mr. Snooks ma)• know more. but If he does he will not tell. · to slt>Pp under such cl~cumstances as these. 
On 'Chnnge ever~·body is talking about the sud~le11 advance- George did lt. though, and wllen u.e awoke it· was with a 

ment of this unknown boy, and wondering if he will be able start-he thought he heard someone trying the door. 
to hold his own "'itll the shD,l1>S and sharks who malre things He pulle<1 himself up, an(l wns still more startl{ld to perceive 
lively down .nrotlnd Bowling Green. that .there .was a ilght In the outer office near the big saf~; 

One day George walks into the president's office, and asks he could hear whispering voices also; something dElcldedly 
to be allowed to occupy Mr. Pixley's seat, which bas come to out of order seemed to be going on. 
him with the business;.the presldent thinks it w!ll .hnve to pe 1 George thought as he slipped otr his s}:wes, and crept over 

' ,laid before the Board of Directors. He al!~o thinks GeQrge to the glass partition that any one ought to have been able to 
too young. .

1 
hear his heart beat half tb,e length of the bloclt. 

· As George was on his way back to the store that morning, . 'I'hls couldn't be Billy Pym~ There wu someoJle at the sate 
after stopping Into one or two stores to 11ttend to business, sure. . · . 
he ran into his old friend, Billy Pym, the ward detective. j Burglars? Why of course! 

''Hello, G<.>orge!" exclainwd Billy. "By jove, you are the George looked through the glass partition II:Jl,d saw them. 
very fellow I wa!lt to see." j They had bung a big rubber cloth over the window, and· 

"Well, I'm right here. Look nt me!" laughed our smart boy. while two of them were spreading out .an array of bW'glaN 
"I am looking at yqu, and I'm proud to do tt. Nothing tools upon the floor, the third held a dark lantern for them to 

stuck up about you. 'fhey tell me you've come Into old PIX· see to work by. All were .masked aild wore slouch hats and 
- ley's business. Didn't I say so? You remembet·, George." J had their overcoat· collars turned up under their chins .. 

"Well,. you did; but It's rather late In the day to congratulate "You are sure It's In the safe?" George beard one aak!. "lou 
me . . That happened three months ago." ; are positive we are making no mistake." 

"Better late than never. However, that ain't what I want i "Of course I'm· not_ sure of anything," replied the man with 
to see you for. Say, George, you've got enemies-do you know . the la_i;ltern. "I ~now he has it, that's all, and where would 
that']" 1 be keep It if not in the safe?"' 

"Shouldn't wonder, but I don't know . it." I "Right you are. We'll go ahead then, and bust the safe 
"I do, then. You want to look sh.nrp; there's going to be too. Lay out there by the door, Ed, and watch for an alarm. 

trouble down at the store." 

1

. I'll do the drllUng." · 
"What do you mean, Billy; speak out!" "Thunder! They are going to spoil my saf<t tf I don't ~uta 
"You be on band at midnight. I'll tell you. Be In the store stop to this," thought George; he tiptoed back to Mr. Pix

I . mean; but shut up tight; don't have any light burning, or ley's desk and took out a revolver, which the old man always 
the whole snap will be given away." ,, kept In the. upper right band drawer. 

"Can't you tell me now, Billy?" The . ins. tant Geo.rge heard the tlrst ell<:k pf tile drill he 
"Not now. I will theft." . flung open the door betwee.n tQ.e two offices, covering t!Je man 
"Very good,. I'll be on hand. l think you are iny friend, with the lantern. 

BHly; yo1;1 al:wnys were." "Throw up your hands, you fellows!" cried the br~ve boy ln 
Then they parted and · George went back to the store a good a clear, ringing voice, "Up hands, or there'll be a dead man 

deal disturbed, for if there was one whom he trusted more in the house In just two shakes!" 
than another, that man was Billy Pym, who, by the way, in Crash! went the drill upon the tloor. The man with the 

. s.pite of his position on the force, was not much older tl~n.n lantern started back hi terror. 
Ge~n·ge himself. I "Slug him, :Vetey~' he ~sped. "That's the boy!" 

Tbe business of the day was successfully finished, and . He fitul.g the lighted lantern at George's head a11 he spo~e 
Ge(,)rge escorted Minnie to the elevated station as be often and made a rus4 for him, whtle "Petey" sprang up froUI' the 
dld of an evening, for he and 'Minnie were fast .friends always, fioor. 

the day. CHAPTER VII. 
an(l; they bad many things to discuss about the business (,)f I 
Lea~lng Minnie at the station, George sauntered ' up Broad- J.. uT'rLE DEAL IN INDIOO. 

way, dined at a well-kno·wu restaurant and took In the ! If George Porterfield had been anything less than the 
theater. i P.mart boy he was, those burglars would have downed b,bp 

qfe was growing most agreeable to our ·hero. ~Qlley was that night. 
rolUng In Uke water. and there was no-body, to l,>othe.r .. Qr . But George was good for them. He ·"got there" Jn the ell4, 
question him about It all. •and tlley "llt>t left," &Dd this la the wai it came about. 
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The flying lantern knocked the rev.olvcr out of George's Now here is where George showed his shrewdness again. 
hand, ~n<l it fell to the tioor exploding as it went, and, as Instead of "slopping ov;er" and telling all he knew to Billy 
luck would have it, taking "Petey" in the leg. Pym, he simply said: 

"Oll, oh! I'm shot!" groaned "Petey,"· kneeliug over; the ex- '".rllat's enough. Billy, I want you to keep right on sbadow-
dtement gave George his chance. 'He got in a knock-out ing Harry Howland; If you catch on to anything I ought to 
blow under the lantern-man's chin just as that enter})rising know let me · hear it, and I'll pay you well."' 
individual was about to close on his throat. Soon after this they left the store, Billy seeing George_ safe 

OYer he tumbled on top of Petey; off . went his mask, and to the modest boarding-house where he was living at the 
Harry Howland was revealed. time. 

jell this took bu.t n moment, and in that moment the man ~ot a word was said about the burglary to anyone .but 
•·J•Jd" flung open the outer door and ran for his life. l\1r. Blaisclell and 1\Ilnnie.. The latter was terribly troublecl 

lTuri-ied footsteps were heard coming down tl).e lane. There about tlle affair when George spoke· of "Four-finger-ed Ed," and 
\\US a rapping of a policeman's cluu on the sidewalk. whnt wonder since she must have, recognized him at once .as 

Cool and collected George stood there, with Harry How- her brother-uut o1' this George knew nothing at all. 
land and Petey covered with tlle revolver whicll he t.ost no Next day the lock on the front door was changed, so that 
time in regaining; he though\ fast and decided what to do. I II:Lrry Howland could not use his old pass-key -again, as he 

"lf I try to hold them Howland Is clisgraced forever," undoubtedly did. 
ftashod across him. "\Vould Mr. Pixley want that? No; I'll Then after several days George began to feel secure, bnt he 
remmnber my promi.se and let them go." was wondering all the time what it was that Harry expected 

"Don't shoot, George! Don't shoot!" Harry was whining., to get out of the safe. It could not have been money. None 
"Spare my life and I'll tell yon something you don't know." was ever kept there. As for Mr. Pixley's private papers, 

Now co_mes the one stupid thing that George did. He paid i Lawyer L:uub had all but those which directly related to the 
no attention to this; didn't realize what it meant at all. !.ms!ness. 

"Go," he said. "Get out of this, blame quicld Go now!" It reu:ained a mystery, and soon , Oeorge stopped thinking. 
'l~hey :;;crumbled up, shot out ot the store, and ran for their ahout it, for a big ]Juslness transaction came up in which he 

' lives: No one would have s\1pposed that Petey was very bauly ll;atl an opportu11ity to show the commcreial world just what 
wounded from the way he got oYer the ground, and prob· sort of a fellow he wa!:1 . . 
al•ly be was ·not. It w.as a. matter of indigo. ~'here wa·s a scarcity in the 

'l'l!o .instant the~: were gone George lit the gas and started market. George, who studied the· commercial reports dally, . 
to close the door, when Billy I'ym came ·J:ushing in. discovered thfs one morning. 

"Great Heavens!· am I too lute?" he exclaimed. "George- "Indigo is going up, Minnie," he suid to his typewriter, "and 
are you hmt? · Oh, I could dub myself for this!" it's a lucky tiling for us, for we've got a cargo to alTi'l"e within . 

George kept perfectly cool. a week.'' 
. ~ ·rm ali right, Billy," he replied. "There has been burglars "Hmv niuch difference will the rise make to us, Mr. Porter-
here_, and I don't w:mt anything- «loue about it. Hope no co11 field 'I" asked 1\linnie, who was busy oiling llC'r typewriter for 
is chasing them. If there is, I want you to stop it light ' the day's work. 

now." ''If you cail me anything but George, I shall discharge you, 
''::\'o, no! There's nobody around to do any chasing. I 1\:Hnuic. r want you to understand that good fortune hasn't 

r.aw them run, and perhaps might have shot one of them, but changed me a bit. How much difference w!ll it make? Why, 
eould nevet• ha.ve caught .them . . Besides, I was too anxious a rise of two cents a pound will make at least fi:ve thousand 
to kno\v how it fared with you." dolla rs extra profit on elm; consignment. We get ten per ceilt. 

"Oil, I'm nJI right; not hurt a uit. 'f\·as that you rapping'!" 011 this, that means five hundred dollars. Worth having, 
"Yes; rapping for a. cop, but none came-there's none ou ain't it?" 

the beat, I gues'l· Someoae will swC'at for this! Oh, why 
1 

, It C'ertainlv was; but the next d:l:v indigo was up four cents 
was 1 so ate." and that m;nnt oue thousand doll~rs. George began to look 
.. · ·s:m~ t~le aqOi', an~ I'll t ell yon al~ :bout ~t," .said G<~orgc. I forwat·d to a good thing In a small way and he began to 
J "nn~ J.ou to nndetstand that notl!mg must lle done about 1 1 if h ld ' t k till · t t th 1 diJ 

this. 1 have m , reusons. and-'' · ' · _

1 

WOIH er e cou n· rna -e s • more ou _ o e n ,.o 
" . ~ . · , .,. , . , . . -: . "· market. He thought he could. h.eeping his own coum:el he 
And you know "'ho the but.,l:u>S a1e, s.ud B1ll3, .mel 1 f t 11 k 1 . k 1 1 t t'l' · · . ' qt•let r sent or wo we ·nown Jl'O -ers n c ye s u s re-

wlill_ t Is more You make a mistake in not telling-remember ~ ~ . · h t 1 t 1 1 · 1 t t1 · t' · 
I;ow wtmt 1 81

;y!'' ce nng t em separa e y;. o eac 1 1e ~ave us rue ons o go 
· ' · · on the market and ofi'C'r mdlgo to nri'JVe at two cents below 

George told Billy the Ylllole story with many questions and •

1 

u · , n ,,_ t . t 
iutenn};tions .ou tile part o:i' the dt•tective. 1' · m .. I .,e ra e. · _ _ 
· · · · 

1 11 
. " · 

1
· f 

1 
The brokers worked nil day, and when they reported they 

•'Huh! I know where eon L put my ,.an« on one o t .wse, . 
i 

., 
1 

· · 
1 

. 
11 

, ,, 
1 

aimo1.meed that the enth·1~ cargo· ::.nd some over had beE>n . 
fellow s, and I'll ll<•t on t, 1e ~aid, emv1atlca y, 'uut sup-

placetl. llOSe I mm>t do' ns yon say.'' 
"Dcdlledll'. =--:ow, then, v:hut uid you want to .see me ' ·You're nlllklng a big mistake, 1\lr. P.orterfield," said Broker 

about ·i l'n~ in a lot of bm·glar's tool~;, which you C!lll ll:we, 
1 
SamU'oru. "I eould easily have got an advance of one cent 

and tller<~'s a little hole !~ . the sufe w.llkh d~u·t do any harn1 ; I over the price you named." 
let the "·hole hnsiness Llrop. and t ell me wlmte'l"er you''l"e got 
to tell." 

•·You diq just what I told you to do, ditln't you?" asked 
Gporge. 

"You know it already," replied Rilly. ":\o use tnlking, "Certainly." 
George, one enu't get nh<':lll of yon." •·,ven; here's .a ehe('k for ~·onr commiRslon. Do ;\'OU knQw 

"'Vhut do yon mean'!_" . how much indigo there is on the market now exclusiYe or 
"Sii.uply that l'Ye _been shadowing Harr~; Howland for the mine '!'' 

past two ·weeks, :mu hear(] him plotting a "burglary here with · ~Jt·. Sa.ndforu name«l the amount. It was by no means 
a crook who hangs around Chinatown. Hour-fingered Ell is , large~ 

tl:le nal)le he goes by; his r ea l mfnw is 1<-:tl. :urrlloy." 1 . ,;·Call da.v atter to-morrow for your iustructioll$, for .I shall· 
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want you again,'' said Georg~ quietly, and to the other broker flat nose and thick lips which made him look like a Chinaman. 
bls instructions were the same. After a moment's reflet'tion George determined to take the 

l\'ext day the market reports :J.nnounced a drop of three bull by the horns aml boldly address the man, little dream
cents in indigo; the day following it was down four efmts. ing that this conclusion was to lead to the beginning of a 
There was some offered. but none taken--Geor;;e had loaded 
everybody up. 

Broker Sandford called that morning lll!<l George gave his 
instructions. 

"Go on the market aud bu;r :111 tlw iudigo yon can Jay your 
hands on ut a cent advanec; pay eash and take the goods 

train of strang·e adventures, which in the end wns to solve 
the problem whether or not he was "Nobody's Son." 

Quiclienirig his steps, George tried to come up with tire 
stranger. 'I.' his \vas trot so ens;r. The man heard him coming, 
and shot ahead at a rnpidpace. 

It seemed impossible to overtake him without running, 
a\\'ny. Buy all to arrive, too. Get back all yon sold day be-. which George did not lilw to do, of ·course, hut he grew mol'e 
fore yesterday if you can." .determined than ever to accomplish his purpose, and did the 

"Hello! A corner, eh ?" said ~.Ir. Sandford. best he could to keep th:e stranger in sight. 
"A l!undred dollars outside of your commis>'ion if ~·ou clean No trouble about this, either. 'When he walked fast the one-

the market up," said George, and to tl:e other brokel' he snid eyed man walked faster. When be walked slower the one-
the same. eyed man did the same. 

What wns the result? Repeatedly he looked back at George, twisting his head 
That night George found himself master of the indigo mar- around to bring his perfect optic in position, but he made no 

ket. He not only had all tlw original surplus, hut uea rl;r all other sipn that he was aware of being followed. 
that lw had sold to arrive, and as Sandford aud his associates So they kept ou until they reached Eighth street, when the 
had maintained profound secrec~·. no one c,·er dreamed "·ho one-eyed man whipped around the corner and was gone. 
was at tlw bottom of th(~ affair. "I've lost him, and that will be the end of it," thought 

The end was most flattering-. One "·ecl> lrrtcr ihe Denby George, but it wasn't so at all, for when he turned the coruer, 
C:afltle arrived from Rangoon, lo;Hled "·ith indigo for .Jerl Pix- there was the one-eyed man standing in front of an old
ley & Co. Meanwhile, flit• dye-rs, 1mnble to get the s .. tuff, hndl fns.hioued. dwelling, one of t.he. last o. f its kind on Elgh. th 
run the priee up six eel.1ts a pound above tlw quob,tiou on stroet. 
which George bt>gan to ope!'ate. He had one . . foot .on the .. marble steps, and seemed to hesi-

All day long bl'olwrs a n<l principals were coming !uto the tate' about ascending. His one eye was fixed on George as 
Rtoru in search of indig·o. George !Jcld for the market price soon as the boy turned the corner, and now he raised his 
aml got it. hand find beckoned fol' ·our hf'ro to appt•o~tch. 

In that one day be cleared three tl~onsaml dollars in com- Fillc>d with cnriosHy, George quickened his steps. 
mi~sions on the consignment and over four thousand doilar,; "Geor~e Porterfield." tmid · the man in a low, thrilling voice. 
in profit on his O\Yn pnr<"hases in the mv.rkd. ''Georr~e Porterfield~tha t's your name." 

And this is o1.:ly a sample of the shrev:d operations or our What \Yas the mnttPr with GeOrge? As the stranger fixed 
smart hoy. his ~'iug!e opt!c on his faee a strange thrilL seemed to shoot 

through him from lH'acl to foot. 

ClL\.l:'Tlm YIII. 
It scr)lllCd to George then that if the one-eyed !Han were to 

tell him to eome right into the house he woqld have done tt 
u<'spite of any tlnnger. But the man did nothing of the sort. 

THE oxE-EYEn ~IA~;. '·Look up at the wiudtnv." he said in a low voice. "J.udge 
then whether it is safe to follow me into this place or not. I 

"Say. l'ixh•y & Co. ur.~ waking up. "'c'tl Ldter take thn1 leave it entirely to ~·on." 
youn~ fPllosv ou ClHlll!;e." remarked one or tlw board of Having said tilts, the one-eyed man bounded up the step!! 
directors. when i;<>orge's appliention to 1Jc allowr<l to occupy tllHl shot through the door, which noiselessly opened to re• 
the seat of his late employn· r·tune up for discus,;iou. ceive him. 

lie related the lil.tle transaction in indigo, :wr1 the result George mL.<e11 his. eyes to tile windows, of course. They 
"'<lS as might llu'l~e been eXJH~ett~<l. Next wee!,;: George got his were all closed and the insille blinds were shut, giving tho 
seat. He was the youngest member of theExchangf'. · house a lleserted air. There was a bill alongside the door 

A few night;; later George was sannterin.g l1P Bl'()ndway which announeNl tb:!t it was to let, which helped to bear out 
as usual. It gaF~ him time for thon~lit. a;td ·he ~reatly en- the gcuel'lll appearanc·e of. trw place. 
jo~·f·tl t-h•~ pcaeefnl ''H'llill~ eaim of that hut;~· strPet. "I don't ;.w in th('l'P, that's eert<lin," muttered George, satis-

ThcrP wa>: a man walkin~,; nlH'IH1 of GPor;<e~had lH•en for ·tied that he only had Ll (lo with some common crook who In 
s<•,·prnl \))()cks. J•lvery lHHI' a Ed thPn he would turn nild ''tn re 
at him, all(] Jw was doing it again now. It ])(~gan to make our 
hero fppJ (]pcicledly MHagrpenble. One vecnlia1·ity of this man 
was nwrke(J. He had a glass eye which mnde it necc~,;ary 
for him to turn his head around in a most uncomfortable 
fnshion, in order to get a good look at the boy. 

George felt just in the mood for an adYcntnre, an<l. the 
notion stnwk him to follow the man, nnd see how long- this 
sort of thing would last. 

He hMl ~~not her reason, too.· 'fhis was not the · first tiUJe 
the cne·cyed man had stared at him on Brcadwa~·. 
lt IHHl been going on for a week past. I~ very night he t'an 

into this same strange charaeter. He began to wonder what 
it mr>:mt. The g('neral appearan(•e of the man r-h6W('(j him 
to IHl a .forP!gner. He might han>. heen a Spauiard oi· a 
l'ol'tugucse or a Cuban. There was also somethi.J.lg about his 

some way had lenruetl his uame. and he wus just about to 
tum uwny when sndetenly the inside blinds of one of ti1e 
windows were thrown llaek, nnd a bright light Rhot up in the 
room behind, . reYealing the faee of Minnie Malloy pressed 
against the panes. 

She smiled and jJeckoiJed to George. 
Then instantly the li;;ht Yauished and the blinds were 

dosed, giving the house the same deserted appearance it Iiad 
worn before. 

CHAPTER IX. 

l'ICTURES ON ·TH.E WALL. 

For a l'rw momentii George just stood there at the foot of 
tile sif•!m ancl tried. to 'i'hi.nlc 

lt came to his recollection now wllat he hall known all 
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along. There was much that was mysterious about Minnie 
Malloy. Really, George knew nothing about ber-uot even 
wllere she lived . 

Several times he · bad asked the girl for ·Iter addt'etJS, .but 
1\!lnnie alwars turned him ofl' and never gave it. The same 
with · her family connections. The girl never spoke of .them. 
If any one had asked George whether she was married · or 
single, be could not have positively answered, although be 
a ssumed the lattPl' to be the case. 

All that he really knew of the pretty typewriter's personal 
history ·he had. learned on that visit to Chinatown a year ago, 
an adventure now well nigh forgotten in the excitement of an 
ever Increasing business. 

For all be knew Minnie might live .in this house, althougb 
.it . seemed more than strange to see her now under such eil'
cumstanc.es. 

Howland bit his lip angrily and proceeded to ligl!t a 
cigarette. 

"\Veil,- it's . business then," be growled. "George, you ,balked 
us that nigbt but we've got you now. What did you _do with 
It? You haven't sold It, couseqtli'Dtly you must still have it. 
We want it and we mean to have it- that's all." 

"Are you crazy?" said George. "l don't know what you 
mean." 

"Oh, yes, you do; you kno~ well etJougb. Don't try to play 
the Innocent, for it won't go down." 

"You'll have to tell me what you menu before I can give 
you my a.mnver." 

"Look out for yourself, George Porter or Portm·honst>, or 
Portertield or whatevet· your nawe Is. \Ye are guing to do 
you if you don't tell." 

"How eau I tell what I don't !mow? I havpu't tbe faintest 
George ran up the steps without further besltatlon, de· Idea what you refer to. It's all nouseuse to suppu~e it .. I-, " 

termjned to follow the mystery to the end. . 'l"hc sentence was never finished. 
No need to ring the bell; the door swung open on well-oiled 

hinges as he approached, instantly closing bebind him. 
George · now found himself in utter chu·kuess. That it. made 

him nervous cannot be denied. 
A strange· sen~e of !ear caught him. The darkliess was 

too ·muob for blm. He caught bold of the knob .a nd tril'd to 
open . the door: Probably he would have gone outsld·e In a 
hurry If he could have done this, but. he couldn't. The door 
refused to budge. It was as firm .as a rock. · 

"I wouldn't. try it, if I was you, George;" said a \"Oiee bel1ind 
him. 

It was Barry Howland's voice. Although be could see no
body George · did not fall to recogntze it. That it made him 
feei .very ·uncomfortable need scarcely be 'said.' 

Before be bad time to reply, a dooi· leading into what bad 
once been the parlor in the days when the bouse was occu
pied by some old New York family, was sudden)~· thrown 
open. and George saw Harry standing in a · blaze of li ght with 
11. snm ptuoil!';ly fumisbed room behind him. 

Jt was then only with the old enemy and not tile oue~eyed 
man that hi' had to deal. 

Two wen glided from bE'bind the portiere, und wert> ste;J I· 
lug toward George. It was the one-ered mau and an ol1l 
Cbiuaman. Suddenly the former caught him by the fon~

head with both hands, and pre>~sed him bac-k against the 
cushion wltb an iron grip. 

"Quick, Fung, quick!'' he exclaimed. ''HoJ~ his feet , How· 
la nd. Blast the little snoozer, how he kicks!' ' 

F).lng was gettin;; jn bls fine· "·ork while the one-eyed man 
thus exclaimed. . .. 

Tbt•tisting his left thumb ·and forefinger intoGeprge's mouth, 
be opened it as if he had. been a horse, and deftly turned the 
contents of a smnll Yial containing a · tolorlcss Jjquid dowo l1!s 
throat. 

The stun' burned like fire, and In an instant the poor boy's 
brain v;as all in a whirl. This was followed by a pleasant 
sens11tion of perfi'Ct peace, and "·itb it came perfect help· 
lessues,;;, too. 

A II thnt was passing George knew. but he could not movP. 
su much as an eyelash-bad no desire to, In fact. Ali that be 
wanted was to sit there and rest while fanciful visions tlcate<l 
thrvngh bis brain, chasing eac-h other like the phantoms of a 

"Hello. GE-orge! How do ~-ou _lind yourself?" ask~d the dr~nm . 
would-be burglar. with an evil smile upon his dlssipated face. Now it St"~med as if the room was filled with sweet smelling 
"l'n~ been trying for some weeks to have an iniPniew with fiow.ers, there wE!re flowers everywhere; banging ft·om tbe 
you. Hard to g<'t at these rich ~cw York ,rup r(·ll:mt!';. If I'd ecllJ.ng In great clusters, strewn nt his feet , on the chain:, 
called al the stor<' you'd have l>icked rue ont. or eom'f<e. but tables, wh<'revPr bis e~·es roamed. 
you ea n't. get out of hl're. dear boy. until I'm ready to let. you, Harry Howland ami the Chlnam!l.n were feeling In his 
so you may as wPll wall;: ipto m~· parlor. ll>' the spidE.'r said I pockets, lllld searching his elu(hing from bt!ad to foot, balt be 
to tl1e fly. H11 , ha , ha! I'm the spider and you're the tly- cared nothing for that. The flowers bad vanished, and thP. 
seer' rooms were aliYe with . birds sluging, twittering, flying all 

Barr;<" pokl'd (;Porge familiar!;<" in tile ribs and la ughed a round bim- b lrds of thl' most brllliant pluma ge ever beheld 
loud and long. by mun. 

i\'ben (1ceo;·gc w••nt into that. room - -and of eonl'l"<' ilr> .had to :\"ow Hurry had go·uc: ~o had the one-eyed man-!;o bad old 
no it· ·~tbe worst ef it was tpe thought {hat :1! iunic :.\i;11loy . l!'ung-. The portieres bud bePn drawn aside, and George wa,; 
betrayed him. !looking tbrough into anot.her room. looking at a dead whitP 

rt wns a bitter thought, too. but. there sPHnH~d no way of wall, nud something seemed to tell him that this was no 
getqng around it; at least George eonld think. of nonr> a:> he J vision, but rea l. 
dropped into the luxurious redi uing <·hair toward wbit-h I-I a rry I Suddenly there was a flash of light upon tile '\"\'all. and out 

. ' 
wavPd bis hand. i of that light came a picture just as one sees a lantern slide 

"\\'bat do you want.?' ' lw askf'd. "IC you've got ao-y busic I thrown on a screen. 
DC'>;s "·ith me now is your timf'." · . . Still unable to move, George saw himself upon the waH , 

"Oil. thank you, my beneficent bootblack! 'Jba-nk ~·ou , my dressNl like a sa ilor. It was a full length figure. He was 
nold,. newsbo)·! Thank you a thousand timf's, yon )~oung c-arrying a man in his arms up out of the sea . · 
nH :Jrp~'r ! l :;;uppose it ain't anything thn t yon'\·e robbed me Then tile picture vanished, and another succeeded it. 
of 111.•· nude's business, and--'' In . the b(lckgrouud was a vast ruined structure, a heatben 

··~J'.lw tl1at and get down to husiness. ~·ou idiot.:·· <·nlled a temple, sm'roumlNI by tall palms. Georrge saw himself ruov
dN•p ,·ni<-e f rom some concea.lmeut ; it might have eome from iug toward the temple. It was like the klnetoscope, tbe 
bPI'i ml t!H.~ heavy portieres which !mug 11·hem the fultling doors figures were all a live ; 1111 ·old man dressell as u. Chinaman 
ab:..u!d ba:ve been. came out of the teml11~. and held up both bauds waruiJ;lglr. 
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Then George saw himself rush upon; str.lke him · a blow on the dose has been too mud1 for him-perhaps he bus gone ·to 
the ,bead, and knock him down, whereupon the man who had sleep." 
been carried up from the water, suddenly appeared · at the "Quid;:, George, as you value your life!" l.>reathed i\linnie, 
temple door. It was Mr. Jed Pixley, looking much as when catching tlwse words. 
George last saw him, but younger. He motione~ George the She .sPized George by the arm and hurried him up the stairs, 
shadow to enter, ltlld be did so. but the uofsp they made iu their baste seemed likely to com-

Instantly the picture vanished, and George-the real promise tbeil· safety, for all in an instant there came a shout 
George-found llimself staring at the white wall. f1·om below, and the doors were banged open !l!'ld there was a 

rush through tile hull for the stairs. 

CHAPTER X. 

MI!\"NIE TO THE RESCUE. 

"H(•'s eseaped! He's e:;caped!'' eried Howland's voiee. 
"Yes, and served you righ t. wasting your time . with all 

that tommyrot picture business!" shoutt>d nnotlwr voice. 
"Quic:k! Qui<'k!" breathed :\Iinnle. "Oh. George, if they 

kill you l lilwll neYel' eease to blame ruysclf. Quick, for my 
sake!" 

Breathlessly George watched the white wall. Would more Up one pair of stairs and then another, and then a pause 
of tht)Se stmnge pictm·es appear to puzzle his bewildered before a closed door. It was locked . but l'.Iiunie had the key. 
bra in~ \Vhile she " ·as trying to use it Hnrrr:v Howland and the one •. 

Th<'Y were comiug now. 
lowed each otht>r. 

In qui ck succession they fol- eyecl man <·nnw ruHlling up. "\Ye are lost:'" cried Minnie. "Oh, 
if I eoulcl onl,v mal;e it world"' 

1 ;.,orge saw tile interior of the ruined temple: M.1'. Pixley 
wa s tlwnJ-bc was ther:c-tlwy were with a Chinaman who 
mur·h resembl"'d the old mnu down in :\!ott streef; they were 
tl~hting their '\Yay through a crowd of wild looking Chinamen. 
allC! they heat them off. 

"Hold on there or I fin·~" nit>d Howlaud. ·'You're a dead 
cluek. neorge PortNfield. if" .1·uu do1,!'t ..:taud wlwre you are !" 

(niek wpu(: the Jod;: :\Iinnie !lung· opt' ll the door aud drew. 
nPorg<' · inside a d o>:l't . " · fl pre thf're was a I odder leading up. 
to the roof .. 

Then (;eorge saw that Pixley was \\·ouuded; saw him fall "l·p with ;~"OU. qni<·k:" the g irl wbi:>.Jlt'.n~<l. 

to the Hoor while be-that is. Geor~e saw himself-rushed to "You first. :\linnie."' 
th <' l!ig altar of the temple and took down a · small idol · or '":\'o-"-no! Don't lose au im;taut-·-·go. UO\Y !'' 
hideous aspN·t whii:'b the Chinaman pointed out. n eorgf• ran up tlw ladtl€'1', th1'Pw asidE' the seuttle, and In a 

:\'ext pieture showed George with Pixley on his back nm- seeond \Y:lS on the .roof l~>nding Miun\e a helping band. 
nil! ;;- 1hi'Ough. the surf toward a boat, followed by the China- Of r:oursc tlw;v <'XIlN'tPrl Howland and the one-eyed Il)an to 
man. and dot<P l~- pursued h~· a mob of Chinelle who hurled eomt• flriug up tile ladrlt>r aftf'r them, but instead of that the 
stwars at tlwru and great stones, and fired anclt>nt looking sharp 1'Pport of. a pistol 1va,; hearrl below. then a shout an.d 
gun!'. the ;,ou1llls of a sentfte. and then :<:omeone run noisily down- . 

This picture was suc<'eeded by otl!ers- it Is impossible to s tairs aml a dcor siamilled. 
tles<•rilw tlwm all. As George sat looking at them hi~ brain Quic·k . foolstt' flS were . runniu;:: down th e street. Minnie 
~<<'< ' 1ne<l to rer·over from the effects of the drug, and all his lmrriPCl GP•Wg(· to 11w eoruic·l'. a nd 1hey p~>Ned over, catching 
drarn<'~S of rt>asou ·rPturned. sigllt of Harry Howlanrl ma!•ing off as fa:,;t a s llis legs could 

"Thl.s is oul.r an ordinary lantE-rn.'' he thought. ···u is only carry him . with the om··· <·~· t'd uwn elose [1t his heels. 
<·lap-trap: wl1oc:rt>r tht>se people are they are trying to work "lil'llo! ~ometbing !Ja,; happPiled!" ex<'hl iru cd :\linu!e; '"this 
me for something and I ain't in it If there's any cll.auce to ain't tll<' pr('gramnw. Unt '"~' (·an't stop here. Uome t.o ni~· 

C>'< ·ape."' room. f:<'ol"f!<'. and IJP quid; . i"Y t> got a lot to tell you ." ami 
"'ith n••orge to 1hiuk was to a ct. .H least be could make I must: tplJ it now whilP it":< snfP." 

tllP atl•'mpt. Noiscles!'ly he slipped out . of the cbalr and :\linnic hurrh~d to 1h•~ S\"lllt il' of t h t~ n<'xt bouse whieh wos 
dropJlNI to the floor. If th•) m~·st(H·ions pen'<on who wa s pushed asid''· 
work iug the magic lantern could ~'<ee him then there was """e go ()own . hNe,'' she ~a i r\. "Foli o\\· mf'. (; eorge. \\"e 
proha l:l.' · no hope, but perhAps he couldn't. Gt>o1·ge was taking are ~afe n.i1"·· l>11t tlwre's no telling what .may strike us next." 
11 !8 d :aur:es on that. A mome nt la tt'r •: .. urg-,• found himself in a plainly furuif;ht>d 

From the floor he looked up at the '\\·niL The picture e~· riJOnl he!J iud n lod;f' tl door. :'llinnie li glJt•~ rl tlH' gaR and s tood 
hib:tion ,va ;; 1:tl ll going. Iutt>rf'sting as it was to him, and it listeni ug. ..\lth•>ng- h ,;he hnd h<'f'tl •·arf'fl11 to fnst"n the scuttle 
'l';ns wourlerfnll~- so. GPorge turned his head away and down. :'<llf' 1'f'<'lt1o>d to IJ•~ in ol c a<ll~· fpar. 
ern"·kd on fli,:; hand~ an<! kn<?es to the door. , ·'Oh. Georg·,,:·· ;.;be lm •a til<'<l : " I ' Ye ,rot it ! l'n~ gut it nt last! 

H " :as Joc·ked when hf• laid his. hand on t!w kuob, but all r,·,~ ue<' ll m1tehing ;n~· ,:h:1nee · ~ '· cr si u(·(• nw ul .c~ht of tile .roh
in IIH' ~a me Instant the ke~· turn(>(! in thf' lock. and the door twry. J'n• ri «kNl PV<'1'~·thiu~ to g"<' t it. r: 1111 l did it all for y·ou." 
\Yas steal thily opened. "i":ot \Yhn 1 '!" (1elll:l1Jikd (;<'or;<'. tot> mud! pm::r.led to hav<) 

ThNt> ;:tood l\Iinule l\Ialloy~ Sht> ht>lcl up her finger, and onP <'fp;,r it!Pa left in hi >< llr':Hl. 
mntiom•d to Groorge to follow . H er other baud grasped some- "Thi;.;~" 1'f'pl: ed ~!i11Ui t • , tiJrO\\'in.g: a~i<l•• the li~ht slla"·f 
th i n~! und r· l' her shawl. The signal sef'med to say: '"Don't which f; he luu1 worn. inHl prorlueing a hidt'Ollti Chinese idol 
"l' '·'ak: !Jon't make n souuc1:·• a-bout th1'N' fpet hl;Y.h. 

< :f'o rgt> nohlf'lessly rose to his feet and followed Minnie It w:~s th e sa me ligure IYIJi r h Ueor~e harl SPI'n in the picture 
th 1·ough the dimly lighted hall to the door of the next room, --the idol whf!'11 .llc had ::;eNl himself tt>nr from tllc altar of 
where she ,paused, motioning to him to look through the key- th•~ riliuf'd tNnple. 
hoiP, which he did. Iust11 utly he recognized it, aud hi~ face ;;howe<l his surprise. 

'!'here was Harry Howland working a big ma.gic lantern. "~IInnie ! " 'bo t does all thi s mean?" he d('ruaudcll. " It's 
C: t>o rgr eould see him putting in the slides. The one-eyed man myste ry, my~tt>ry- notbiug but mystery! Will It ever be ex
wn s there. too. He seemed to 'be greatly interested, and so pla inr-d "!' ' 
wn~ U•!nrge. ""lH'n he heard Howland suddenlt say: '"lt will ll<' l'Xplaiued right now. C:eorgt'." replied the gl•·l. 

•·He st•r·ms awfully fJUiet In thrre. Better go in and see if "This I bing i,.; \\'Orth a fortun e! I haYe worked for it, Georgi>. 
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I have worked hard for it, and I have done It all for your 
1 
peared with him. He was supposed to have been uiurdereQ. 

~<alic. Take it. The thing is mine, but I give it to you." by the agents of the Chinese :priests. from the isl~nd, and ifOU 

And Minnie placed the idol in George's hands, a peculiar were supposed to have been killed, too, and therll tlie first 
thrill shooting through him as he touched it: · chapter of my story ends. Mr. Pixley returned to New York. 

Wlw:t was all this"? Was the great deep mystery which and the· niatter was fot:gotten until one day he .received this 
surrounded his early life to be explained at last? Was he to letter. I saw it when it came, and wrote tbe answer of it 
\ea1'n the tri.1e story of Nobody's Son? which I made a copy from . the letter-book. Here itis, . (}eorg~." 

CHAPTE:R :XI. 

THE MYSTERY QF A HE*THEN GOD. 

Minnie opened the bul'eau drawer, took out a letter · and· 
placed It in George's hand. 

"One moment before you read it," she said. "Have you no 
curiosity to know why such a fuss has been made about tllat 
ugly-looking idol, Ge'orge?" 

"Well, or' course I have. Wouldn't anybody under lhe ·cir
cumstances~" 

'"Sit down, George," said Minnie, more calmly, as George · · 
lltood staring at the Idol, which was wade of alabaster, highly ! . "Probal;>ly, yes.. I know I l!ad. . George, that id~l 'is so val
colored In red and black, and was as heavy as lead. "Put ' uable to the particular sect of Chinese who worshiped it that 
that thin"' on the table and listen to I!le for 1 have a lot to t11ey stand ready to pay the sum or two hundred thousand 
tell." "' · ' j dollar~ for it at a!ly t!Jpe. Ever since it was stolen theY 

"I am sure I'm only too ready to ll~ten to anything you have have been looking for it. Just why I don't know, but Moy Jtn 
to tell me, ~Unnie," was the reply, and, George put the idol on did, ajld unfort~nately 4,~ died before he could tell me; ~ut 
the table and !!at down. 1 there are Chinamen in Ne'w York who (}o know; Mr. ·Prx;.eY 

"I don't lmow ju$thow to begin," s.aid Minnie, "so I'll begin · k~ew; Harry Howland knows, and probably his uncle to!~ 
hy saying that wjlat 1 know my brothe;·-in-law, Moy Jin Kee, lum. But read the letter now~ for I have to;dyou all I know. 
told me. You remember :i\Ioy .Tin, the Chinaman who helped George opened the letter and read as follows: 

me mve your life down In l\Iott street that. night? Yes, of "MR. JED PIX:j:.,EY: 
(•ourse you do. \Vf~ll, n~y sister was married to him, more's "Dear Sir-'-Strange as it may seem to you, .I still live. 
the pity, I was going to say, . althot1gh he made her .a very Where ts my son? Have you fulfilled your p1:omist~? Have 
;::~oil 11-nsbaud while she lived, and now he is dead, too.· He you cared for him as tnough he was your own"! Have you 
!liNl t\VP monj;l!s ago, and on his death-bed he told me a adopted him . and made him your heir, as you lJromlsed that -· 
<•trn.nge. story ahout tlle real meaning of what happened that awful night when at the risk of InY own life l saved yours:( 
night. You"re liste;piug to me, George?" I r. assume that yon have, for I believe you.to be. a: man co'f' your ·. 

''Wdl, I gue:;:s I am. I e[!n't keep my eyes off tllat idol, I word. 'God lJless . my boy, apd Hod bJe!J~ ,you for your cnre ilf 
thnt'~ all.'' I him. I lun·e suffered fearfully. For years I have been ·a 

··K~ep yonr Iiliill1 on what I am SllYing for a few m0ments.! slaYe in a Chinese temple; and ail beeause we stole the !dol~ 
'furu yom· baek on the \dol. You've done the right thing by you remember! If you don't, the pictures I send here\vitli will. 
Ill<', GeorgP, ami I would be ungrateful enough if I didn't reeall it all. I have .drawn them .\u my leisure moments, so 
do the ~H\lW l1y you. I;',irst let me .ask you a question. Wh9 thnt tha:t whole affair may he ~·eeallell to your mind, Show 
was ronr father?" ! them to my son and tell hh4 all. Now for );msiriess.. I have 
··~ow you ~sk me too muel!. I am :\'obody"s Son. In other e~C:(iped. 'l'he idol I buried a~ the time of IllY capture. I !)ave 

words 1 don't know.'' i unearthed it aml now ship lt to yol} lly . the same steamer 
··I ean tell y.:;u tllC'n. You are the son of ·captain George· which brings this lettPr. You i"emember the locli:et? The key 

T'ort~·rfielrl who formerly ~miled · for :\lr. Pixley. On one of is i.u It, but do not let my hoy use it. 'l'he idol il;; not ou!t'. 
thm>e Yt)~·ages many years ago, ?\Ir. Pix)(>y ·accompanlec:l him It bc>longs to tile in·iests of the i.slaud temple, and I desire 
to Chinn, nutl the vem;el on which they sailed was wrecked on that it · be retumed to the only ]:Yin;~ representative of the 
lltl islfiud at the monih of the Ynng-tse-kiang river. You were head of the order-the aon of the m<m I killed to !;lave your . 
u baby then, and your motller hall died on the voyage ou.t. life. His name is l\Ioy .Jln 1\:ee; he is now living fu ~ew 
.-\ll h:mds were lost t!Jt'lt n!gl!t cxeept Mr. J:>lx!ey and your York. I ship the box in hls name. Let the locket be opene~l 
fn.tlHT lind a ChiEamnu, and with you wrappeclup in blankets an(l the key given to him. 'l'his is the only retribution 1 ca.n 
tlw,v e,;<·npef! in an open beat. landing- on the island in the mnke for my c-rime, nnd I"n1 su1·e yon will cotlClJI'. ThPr.e is a 
c·:Hl.r morning. Mr. Pix]I'Y w;:s almost dead with exposm·P. curse upon tlw thing. I llnYe felt it, nnd ~-m~ ·will feel lt If 
nnd ~·our fttt!Jer had to ,:urry ]Jim ashort', which he did at the yon rPfuse this request. Lat.m· you mn:r see me, but not •now. 
ri,:k··of ~·our Iii\\ for you were left in the boat on the sand , l am. an old and brol,eu man, and )1ave no. desire to return to 
bur· ;:•m:e di:sJanee away." I America until I ean retrien~ m;v fortunes, wjlich I am no1\· in 

.,-,\'hy, I saw all that in the pieture!'' cr~ed George. :a fnir way to do. '!'his is ali. Let my son write to me. Don"t 
•·yp;::, but Hslf':l. J'\ow, CNH1\'!C', 1 don't know all tile story, i fail me. Your old friend, 

fiJI' wlwn :\lOJ" .Tin began to tell me he was vdry near death. I '"GEOt>GE PQJ.{TBRFIELD. 
hnt tl:is mneh is ccrtai·n: on that morning, ;vonr father :mdi "P. s._:Th<ere are other Cllinalllfll tmid to be in New York ' 
i\1:·. J'ixh•y PnterNl a rnin\~rl temple nml took thi:; Idol fron1,. i who know the valne of the idol. l:lfnYa.n~· of then1. I ha'l'"e 
till' :1 !tar- the picture sllo\•:ed yon thn t , too"!'' l.inst learned that they. ha,:e been informed of the shipment. 

··Ye'"-'" ! They will moYe heaYen and earth to get tlJe idr•l. · 1 . don't 
"'\ ~f com:se I know it. for 1 saw them as well n:,; . .rou. There ; think that I need to say any ruot·c to put ~·on fully ou ~-our 

\\':1>" tronble. The ldol was a very !'lacred tliing guarded by guard. 
man;r pl"iestH. '!.'here was an attack. Yom· father fought ".G.' P;" 
hrnyply and escaped with his prize, eai-rylng l\1r; Pixley, who 
w:1:; woumled, with him. '!'hey escaped to the boat. a,nd George looked up from . the . h~tter with -his lmdn all iu a 
tE:t.EH'-\"Nl to mal;:e their way to Shanghai with their ·prize. whirl. 
Here your father suddenly disappeared, and the idol disap- "And this ili the thivg which has cqrsect my fatller"s life!" 
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h~ exclaimed, staring at the Idol. "What's the rest, Minnie~ I George rushed to the window and looked out. 
Why do~s Harry Howland want it? WhY am I here to-night?" There wns no one on the fire-escape, no one visible in the 

"Wait, Geot·g~, . and listen; but first nnd.erstand one thing. yai'd ·below, but as George rushed he saw a map scale the 
Y;ou don't know. all. Harry Howland does, for his uncle evi-. fence of the next yard beyond. He carried the .Idol in his 
<lently told him. You remember his efforts to get it? Of hand and was closely mufl:led with coat collar turned up and 
course yon do-you can never forget that. You remember the i hat pulled down over his eyes. 
burglary? Of course agnln.r· '!'hat 'was fur another purpose. ! In an Instant i1e had vanished-/over the fence and was seen , 
'i'hnt meant the locket, George. You've got it. Harry thought no more. 
you kept It in tlle_safe." · 

"~ly locket!" cried George. "Why, I've alwaY'J had it. It 
·was around llll' , neck as far back as I can remember. Here 
lt It!! Is. that w11at the letter means.?" 

And George ran his hand 'down Inside his shirt and pulled 
up a small gold locket of peculiar pattern. 

CHAPTER XII. 

CHASING A DIAMOND. 

"It's all I had to identify myself with," he said, "and oue "Harry Bow laud!" cried George. "He's -got the best of us 
day I managed to open it and found inside--" again. He sneaked up the fire-esca pe, and this is the result,'' 

''The key! The key!" cried Minnie In great excitement., "No mot·e Harry than I ·am!" said Minnie. "QUi~k. George! 
"Quick, George! Give it to me! Understand that ttie idol We may bead hlm .off yet. Oh, how could we be so careles!l"/ 

. is mine, although I give it to you. 1\:J;oy Jln gave It to me on How could we?" 
his death bed, if I could recover it. I have recovered it. Minnie clapped on her bonnet, and throwing ol).en the door, 
Uu<lersta~d tlle rest. This letter Is to be read now." hurried down the .stalrs, passing out into the street inside of 

And Minnie produced another letter of later date, which three minutes from the time the disc~vcry was made. 
Geot·ge read as follows: l George hurried after her, thanking his stars that he bad 

~':topped to take his hat when he escaped from the mysterious 
":\fU. JED PIXLIDY: · lwuse. 

"Dear Sh·-I haYe held back the shipuwut. It ain't safe. I 
sent by the steamet• a box, as I said in my last. It was filled 
with stO'nes. This is for ' the Chinamen who will try to steal 
it. Let tliem have it. 'fh.e renl box goes via Liverpool, aml 
will reach you a few days Jater. My fond love to my boy. 

"Three doors below, Minnie !" lle .whispered. "Look! tllere's 
a hack at the doo.r! There he comes! Too late!" 

A man suddenly darted out by the basement way of tbe 
house In question, sprang into the hacl;:, which stiHtcd .down 
E'ighth street at a rattling pace. 

·"G. P." ';That's the man!" exclaimed Minnie. "Oh, what arc we to 
'''l'hat .explains another part of the mystery," said George do?'' 

quietly, folding up the letter. "Now, Minnie, about this key?" "This!'~ cried George. "Hello, there! Bey, I waut you!~' 
"Yes, yes, the key!" cried Minnie, her eyes bln ;~in~ with ex- Another hack was 11assing, and George ~aw that lt was 

citement. "You have got it?" · I empty. The Q.river was only too glad to get what looked like 
"No." a profitable fare. . 
MI11Jlie's face fell. "Twenty . dollars to keep that hack in sight to its destina-
"Oh, George! Then we'll have to brenk tile idvl, and Moy tlon," said George, as the dr'lver drew up to the curb. 

Jin warned me not to do it under pain of death." "Yours for keeps!" said the driver. "You're the kind of 
"What can yon mean, Minnie? Listen! I opened the locket fellow I'm looking for. Jump in.': 

one day and all It contained was this ·paper-see." "We'll do it, Minnie," said George, as they went bowling 
George pressed a spring and the locket flew open. Inside. down Eighth street. "Now for the rest of your story. Where 

w:is n scrap of paper which he unfolded and held up to the has the Idol been. all this past year'!" 
light. ."Ask Harry Bowland," replied Minnie. ''i)l r. Pixley never 

There were just two words written on It and an aqdress. meant to give it up .. It 'was a box of stones he intended for 
"See Snooks." 'fhose were the words. 'fhe address was the. 1\Ioy Jin Kee. He hid the real box In his house, and Howland 

old lawyer's number on Nassau street. 'found it there, but it ,took him a year to do it iu. He only got 
"Did you see him 'i" Minnie gasped.. it two weeks ago." 
"Why, of course-you know! It gave me the business." "And if he knew the Idol had the dlamonu in it why <litln't 
"Yes! ~'hnfs 1\Ir. Pixley's writing, George." he break it open and take It out?" 
" lt Is! Then he must· have opened the locket and taken out "Because lle 'had been wa.rned same as I was by Moy .Tin.' ' 

the l•ey. I never thought of its being his writing before." "Of what?" 
"It looks so. Where can it be? Harry HowlAnd thinks you "Of deat11. Inside tlle idol there is something, I don't knQ)y , 

have lt. George, I was determined to solve this mystery and what, but it wijl kill whoever breaks it. 'l'he only snt'e way , 
I've be~n playing detective. 1 hired this room. I let Harry is to use the key." 
m~tke love to me. I promised to appear at" the window and "'rhe key! The key! i wonder if there en~ t· was a key'! 
;lure you into tllat house next door. I did · all this for your Can tll.is strange stqt•y be true !" 
sake ·and for my own." "It is: you may depend upon it. Moy .Jiu lo,·ed my siste r · 

".lo'or my sake, .Minnie! You said that Moy .Jin gave the clearly. He would never lie to me." 
·idol to you. But why should 1 want the thing? What ls the "But allout myself," mused George. "Mr. Pixley must have 
rest of this strange story'! \Yhy--" turned me adrift us· he got me to America. l 'ru nothing lmt 

;; Why!'' <"l'ied 1\IinDi('. "Because inside that idol is a diu- a street waif, you .know." 
nwml worth at leas t two hundred thousanu dollars, and-.- "I know. I think he ditl and afterward repeuted or lt ancl 
Good Heaycms. George! Look! r,ook! 'l'he idol Is gone!" tllat was why he. made his will the way h(' clicl. Pn,!Juuly lie 

And gone sure~ enough it was. took out tlte key from the pocket and put in the paper. P~r-

Tl.le table upon which it had been placed was near a. window, haps his conscience smote him-perhaps he luttl 'an eye on you 
and that windc.lw now stood wide open and outside was a fire- all along.'' 
es~ape'-lt was an easy matter for the thief to come and go. ~~l believe lt. .X . think .lle knew w.llo I waH from the start; 



16 NOBODY'S SOX. 

but Minnie, why do we cure for the diamond'/ I'm rich as it is, Idol h.nd been carried into that house, then there was cl r.urger 
and--" there for George. 

''And the diamond is mine. Geot·ge, I want to be as rich But what could the girl do? Clearly nothing but to go o>t'l' 
as you are. 1--" 

"Minniel" 
"Georgel" 
What was It that George Porterfield saw In Minnie's eyes as 

she made that remark? 
Whatever It was, his arm went round her waist and her 

bend dropped on his shoulder. 
"It you weren't worth a cent, what difference would that 

. make to me, Minnie?" he ,whispered. "You know I love you, 
and--" 

But this Is no love story, so we drop it right here. 
Suddenly the hindermost hack stopped, and the driver ap· 

peared at the door. 
"Your man has gone in there, boss," he said, pointing to one 

ot the palaces opposite Central Park. 
"Are you sure?" asked George. 
"Dead sure!" replied the driver. "I saw the fellow run up 

the steps and go ln." 
"Who lives there?" 
"Don't know, I'm sure. I think I've earneu my twenty 

tollars, though." 

''You have, and here It Is,'' replied George, handing over the 
money. 

A moment later found George and Minnie standing to
gether in the shadow of the park wall watching the mys
terious hoUse. 

"What's to be done now, George?" questioned Minnie. "It 
looks as If we'd come to the end of our rope." 

"I don't give it up so. Let's get across and see if there's a 
name on the door. On second thought you stay here, Minnie; 
I'll go alone." 

George stole up the steps and struck a match, keeping a 
sharp lookout for the policema.n on the beat. 

There was a door-plate on the door, and a name on the door
plate. 

As he read it George started back In amazement; 
"G. Porterfield,'' was the way it read. 
The name ou the door was his own! 

CHAPTER XIII. 

"'1'111 BEADY TO DIE FOP. GEORGE." 

to the house, and ringing thE' bell inquire for George-it was 
either that or wait. 

·while she was waiting, n ehnnge began to come over the 
great house. Lights flashed up in the different windows. 'l'he 
Inside "blinds were thrown baek. displaying a wealth of \a(!t! 
curtains and glittering chandeliers. 

Greatly disturbed, Minnie still watched and waited. It was 
yet early in the evening, scarcely nine o'clock. Plenty of time 
remained tor a social gathering in the Fifth avenue palace, 
and that evidently was what it was going to be; for just then 
a stylish pri'l"ate carriage rolled up, and two ladies in evening 
dress alighted. In a few moments tht'l·e was another and 
then another. Gentlemen in full dress began to anlve in 
carriages and others came on foot. There was somethi·ng 
fasc-Inating as well as puzzling In it all, and Minnie stood a 
good half hour watching, and never made a move. 

Up to that time she thought George would return. but he 
didn't, and at last the girl gt·ew alarmed. 

•·rm going to know what all this means." she mnrmuretl. 
setting her lips firmly. "There seems to be no entl to the 
trouble the idol brings to whoever possessl's it. Moy .Tin was 
right. '!'here's n curse on the tiling. I bad better never !.lad 
meddled with lt. He told me so, but I wouldn't hear." 

Now we may as well mention right here that the late Moy 
Jin Kqe was a '\"ery ·sensiblE> fellow. and a thorou:;llly Amet·i
canized Chinaman, who even on his death-bed had tile inh'r
ests of his pretty slster-ln·law at heart. 

He would havedied without explaining the mystery of tile 
idol, but Minnie, thinking that she was acting In George's in· 
tE>rest, had urged him. 'l'hus the story eame out. and the re
sults were beginning to show. Mystery had succeeded mys
tery. As fast as one was explained another ct·opped up. '1'he 
greatest mystery of all to Minnie was when watching her op
portunity between the now rapidly arriving carriages she 
stole up the steps and read the name "G. Porterfield" on the 
door. 

It went through the girl's heart like a knife. 
George had decei'l"ed her. He ··knew more of this mntter 

than be had told. 
It all · seemed very plain as she hurried down the steps 

again with her brain In a wllirl. 
"1 had better mind my own business,'' she thought. "I'll 

go back to m~· room and drop the whole thing. If George 
wants to find me, he knows where to .. come." 

.J11alouss·? Well, perhaps. Minnie was mud. She didn't like 

When George Porterfield ran up the steps of tlw I<'!ftlt . to be deceiYed, and she thought she had been. as she walke(\ 
avenue palace, his heart was full of loYe for his pretty typE>- rapitlly down ~ thE' n>enue. bent only upon gPtting away r/om 
writer, and l\Iinnie Malloy, leaning against the park W::!ll . tht> h6l1$t? as rast as shE> could. 
watching, was full of Jove for him. I Bnt ·slutt·p eye$ were watehlng her, and before she had gone 

i half a hloek she heard rapid footsteps following. It ruigllt l\(• 
The ~our~e ?f .true .lo~e never runs smooth, they sa~·. C~r· ; GPorge, she thought. and she turned to louk, Just as a heavy 

talnly It dtdn t tn thts mst:mce, as we are about to explam. i hand .was laid on het' shoulder, anu found herself faee to faee 
ret It would take a good deal to turn the hearts of those two , witll Detective Billv Pvm. 

young folks aw~y .:."~m :aeh .~th~.r: f~·t· :h~it: lov: was no llf'W 

1

1 
"Gnod·evening. ::\-iiss ':\IInnie," he said. quietly. "So yO\l ge t 

t_I.Jing on both ~Hle:s, 11 h"d l.lt.en ., t•.l\1 m.,. fOl a ~t>ar. , tired of waiting, did you't 'Yell, I'm not su1·prised. You Lwgan 

So Minnie watehed him light 11H' mateh nnd bt>nd down to ' the fight bra>t?ly, but it's just like a woman to drop it at tlw 
look at the tloor plate. Slle expected e>ery minute to see mo><t (·rltieal point as you hn ve done." 
him run down the steps. but instead of that Georg~> just stood i •·what do you nu'an'?" demanded l\Iiunie, In amazem<-nt. 
there staring. 1 "What do you know about my aft' airs, Billy Pym '!'' 

'fhen to l\I!nnie':> llttf'r nm:lzement she saw the door swing ! ":'l<9t all there Is to know. {Wrhaps, but <•nougb . lf It hacJn' t 
open, and Ueorge stepped inside ; thE' door dosed behind him been for me Harry Howland would have killed George to
and he was gone. ; gight. If it hadn't heen for me you might still ha,·e been 

Minnie caught her hrP.nlh and grasped the treP near whi<:>Ll 1 mussing with the Chinese Idol. Perhaps yon ·would lta\'E' bl'l ' ll 

she stood for stipport. i tempted t<.• break it open and both of you would have dleu." 
She 4idu"t like thia. It overwhelmed her. If the Chinese · .Minnie le,lned ngaima :1n (•IP.ctrir- light pole and stan·d. 
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''Billy Pyru, who hils toldyou all this'!" she demanded. "You i "George Porterfield! Is tllis t·eally George Porterfield'!'' be 
are talking about secrets which you ought to know nothing i exdaimed in a low voice. "What good fortune! Mr. Pym, 1 
about. Who has gi-i-eli me away?" congratulate you. You are a sharper man than 1 toDk you 

"Nobody." to be." 
"Nonsense! Don't try to decei>e me!'' cried the girl, stamp- "Well, I don't know about that,'' said Billy, controlltng 1he 

ing her foot in a rage. "You have come out pf that house. · chagrin and uneasiness which he really felt. "This is George 
You han~ seen George. He has told you. He bas be-en de- Porterfielu fast enough, though. !J:ow are you, George·? Let 
ceiving me. l'Ye been a fool. I--" me make you acquainted with Admiral Porterfield. Perhaps 

"Stop, l\:1innic!""'cried the detective. "Listen to me. I've he's a ba<·k-door relation ot yours. Shouldn't wonder. Ha, 
been working on thi8 ease for a year. 1 began it for my own hn, ha!" 
satisfaction. I wanted \O solve the mystery of that Malden "l don!t know that I have any relation in New York," repUed 
Lane robbery. -I've kt>pt it up for George's sake. You talk George, quietly. "But if I have I want _to know tt. '!'hat's 
about your idol and )·our diamond. Why, my dear girl, why I called h<>re to-night." 
there'>: a million involved in it. Give George his rights, and "Smart," said the detective; "smart as usual. ~Ir. Porterfield, 
he' ll throw :\fr. Pixle)·'s business m the winds and toss the there's your man." 
it.lollllHI it::~ rlinmond into the sea. In nil the history of strange "Come right up to my room,'' saitl the old gentleman. "}ly 
huppt-niug-~ in ::-.:ew York there never was such strange for- niece gives a birthday party here to-night, and we a·re _just 
tunP :H< awaits <ieorge Portertlelu if I ean only carry this case about to throw the house open. "\'\re can't. talk here." 
throu:;h to tht• end. and mind what I tell you, Minnie; don't George thougl1t of Minnie, of course. ·But what harm could 
~·ou let any J,Jdty jt>alousJ on your part interfere."- come to llt>t· by wafting? He 'vas burning with curiosity to see. 

•·J dou't uml<•rstand what you mean," gasped :Minnie; over- the end <:>!this strange auventure, and It Is not surprlslilg .that 
wheo·lmeu by this tlow <>f word:;. •·I jealous-!--" he followed thos<~ two up-stair;>. 

'·Stop! You are and you kuow it. Know this much, too; It l\Ir. Porterfield flung open the door of a tar handsomer bed 
was 1 who llro-re Hat'!'~' Ho\ylaud out of that house. He drovs ehambe~ than the hoy bad ever seen . . The gas was burning 
from till• case from this moment. He's nothing else but a six- uri;;htly, and ther·e '';as a comfortable wood fire crackling on 
penny sharper and never was. It >vas I who took the Idol out the 'hearth; but wl1at struck George's attention was the 
of yom· room, too. I brought it to that bouse. It I had got Chinese idol which stood upon the table between . tbe wHidows, 
away without !JPing seen I should · now be in a fair way to looking as ugly ami mysterious as ever. Naturally he< turned 
·success, but us it is tile fat is all in the tire, and George Is In an (nquirlng look upon tlte detective; but Billy walked over to 
the gt'Patest danger. I want your help, don't refuse it. You the mantel-piece and leaned his elbow upon it. He was- look
must return with me to the house .at once." Are you ready ing down into tile tire, 11nd It was Impossible tor Geo~e to 
now?" cateb his eye. · 

'·Do you mean all this, Billy! It seems incredible. 1--" "Sit down, young man,'' snit\" the old gentleman; ·· "Sit: down 
"Sto)J! Are you readY'!" and make yourst>lf at home. I see you are looking at my 
"If you'll explain--" Chinese gou. Cnrious thing, isn't It? Did you ever happen 
"I won't-! can't! Are you ready-yes or no. It you won't to see it before?" 

help me 1 must act alone." 
"Yes, then," replied Minnie, In desperation. "I'm rea.dy for 

anything --I'm rend~ to die_ for George." 
."Then follow me,'' · said the detective, and be led 'the way 

back to the great house. 

CHAP'f.ER XIV. 

GEORGE FDiDS THA'l' HE HAS THE KEY. 

George knew well €'nough that there wPre oth~>r Porterfields 
In ;'l;ew York besides him.'<elf: He bad often seen their names 
in tlw direetor·."· and as ]](' lookf'd at the door plate . h€' sud
deuly J'Pl'nllPd the faet that ont> of them lived far up on Fifth 
nY<'llUf'. 'l'hls was A(,miml Porterfield, a retired naval otii<'er. 
Georgi' rt>memhered it uow, aud he remembered wondering If 
the admlml could be uu~· relation to himself. 

Ire wn,; jnsl about to turn rrway aud rejoin Minnie at the 
park wnll. wllt'!l tlu· door was suddenly opened, and there. to 
his· nmu7.r• mr·ui. ;;rood Rilly Pym aut! an old whitt':Lea<h~d 

"If I keep as cool as be Is 1 may find out aomethlug," 
thought George; "but It I don't I'm in the soup." 

"Yes; I've seen It before," he replied, dropping into' a :·chair. 
"It would be strange If I hadn't. seeing that tt was stolen 
from me not an hour ago." 

"So? Well, well!" cried Mr. Porterfield, rubbing . bts ba,nd~. 
"That's strange! The thing has been stolen frequently H -,vould 
seem. Now, then, young. man, who are you and what do ·you 
know about yourself? I'd like to find out wbetqer you tlre 
any relation of mine or not." 

"It seems to !IJe," replied George, deliberately, . "thn_t rrn th~ 
one to a~k ques~ions. There's my 'Property; how did -it eome 
here? Perhll'ps you'll explain." 

"1 brought it here, Georg<'," said Billy Pym. "Tell your 
story to this gentleman and drop on tile idol now." 

G;•orge stared at the det<'dive In amazement. "You. Billy! 
You the thief! I tilought you were my frit>ud!" he exclaimed. 

"I'm working for money. I was paid to bring that her(', 
and l did it." replied Billy, gi·utfly. "You'd better go on and 
tell what you know." 

'·I've got nothing to tell. It's for this gentleman and Y0\1 to 
gPntlPman; explain." 

··George Porterlit>ld! \Yhat ill wind blew you here'!" gasped "l ean't talk family business before strangers," said :Ur. 
thP dt>teC'til·e, (·omplett>ly tilrown off his guard. I\}rtprfieltl. "~lr. Pym, If you'll pardon me--" 

lt was for this tlln t Billy blamed himself later. "Oh, you want me to get out," said Bllly. 
Sharp as ht> was. he ha<l neYer dt·eamPtl of :seeing Georg<' at "If ~·ou'll be good en~ugh to step Into. the ue;x.t room--" 

thP i!OOI' ·-or, indeed, that he had be€'u followed: from the ilou,;e "Ct>rtaiuly." 
iu Eighth street. Dt•tt>cti\·es, llke otlwrs, sometimes make "l'll ('all you when Wt~ are through." 
mi~iak•·,~. Exit Hill. :ur. l'ort.ortlt>ld loeked the door wheD be wu 

'l'ho> lmn:wt the wonli< '1'\'(' re gpokPu t!JP ol;l man seized gc.nc•. :wrl turuiug sn<ldt>nly ou George exc~ed, Ill & low, 
(1('01'.!4<·' :< hmtcl ill! t.1 ill'l'\\" him into tilt' l.tuuste, sl.iu.ttiu;; til.- door j' h'b,:;n,~ ,-,·hbpt>r: "The kf'y! Ulve me the _key!" 
bt.'iliiid him. · "\\'llnt uo you meiUl? I've ;:ot no keyr• 
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"You lie, you young scamp! You have it-you have the hand on it! H eavens! I hope i t's safe to lea'l"e Georg~ with 
locket- you had it when I turned you out into the streets!" him. 'fhere! he's laughing again. Of cour11e he's away otl', but 

There was a curious light in the old man's eyes. If George I don't think he would do the boy any harm." 
had been more experienced he would have recognized It as the Foolish Bllly P ym! 
light of madness, for mad he certainly was, and as subsequent Again it was a case of a mistak(\n detective. It might hnve 
developments showed, probably had been for years, although been better for George if he had · called for help about thnt 
few who knew him had eve.r suspected the fact. time. 

But George did not suspect. He was overwhelmed with But George was a smah boy, and was trying to help himself. · 
ams.zement. Tight as the bars of the mechanical chair held him, he found 

"·You turned me out WtO the streets tt' be exclaimed. "I that he could znOve his " rrists n bit, and he fe1~ sure th~t ·wfth 
thought Mr. Pixley did tbat. Who are you?" a little exertion he would be able to work them free. · He was 

"Bah! Who am I? Why, your uncle to be sure. You are doing this, and a t the sa me time his l'yes were riveted upon 
my brother's son. Why should Pixley be bothered with other his uncle, who now approacheu the idol and was trying to 
people's brats? He gave you to me. I gave you to tlle first fit the key -into some mysterious apet·ture in its mouth. 
rag-picker who came along. I'd have wrung your neck if I I "The diamond now!" he was saying. "The diamond! It's 
had dared and I'll do it now if you don' t give me the key." ._ I here, no do\Jbt . My brother was no fool. Neither was Pixley . 

. " I have no key. Let me out of this. I want nothing to do J He knew. H e often described it to me. No fool did I say '! 
with you," ga-sped George, backing toward the door. Yes he was a fool-a fool ever to think of turning t~1ls over to a 

He was frightened now, and he had reason to be, for the stupid Chinaman after all he'd suffered to get it and hold it. 
look in the old man's face was positively devilis:Q. Confound the thing! ·why don' t it work ? Ha! It is workiug 

Billy Pym little 'dr~amed what a scmpe he had got his friend now!" 

into as he waited In the next room. so was something else ! If he had looked behind him he 
"Sit down!" hissed Mr. Porterfield, and he made one leap would have seen the iron bars of the mechanical cbair sud

for George and pushed him back into a curious looking arm-
chair which stood against the wall near the door. 

The instant George came in contact with the chair he found 
hllll8elf a prisoner. Two iron bars shot out from the sides 
and gripped his arms; two more came out with equal sudden
ness from below and caught his legs. George was held fast in 
this vise-llke grip. 

"Hal hal ha! Now you are at my mercy!" chuckled the old 
lunatic. "Now I'll have the key!" 

He sprang upon George, and clutching his throat with one 
hand, ran the other down inside his shirt pulling up the locket. 

"The same!" he chuckled. "You're the boy! If I had 
guessed what this meant it would never have been left around 
your neck when I gave you to the rag-picker. Now to open it
this side-no-that's empty-the other-yes-so! I thought there 
was no secret spring ever made that I could not work. Here 
1t Is! Here is the key!" 

It was- a curious bit of bronze which he drew from the In
terior of the locket through the opening of which George had 
never dreamed. 

Was it actually the key to tile idol? 
Was the diamond about to be revealed? 
Evidently Mr. Porterfield believed it, for he waved it 

triumphantly, and with that same insane laugh, kept ex
tlaimlng: 

''Bere it 111 The key! The key!" 

CHAPTER XV. 

tHE IDOL GIVES UP THE DIAMOND AND DOES DESPERATE WORK. 

Meanwhile Billy Pym was making llimselt' very much at 
home in the other room, wllich was fitted up as a sort o~ 
workshop. Here were mechanical contri'l"ances of all sorts ; a 
~arpenter's bencll, a foot lathe, a ful'llace . and many tools. 

But Bifly paid no attention to all this. 'fhere were desks in 
the room, auu he had opened one of them with a skeleton key. 
Pigeon holes and urawers now claimed his attention. Bundles 
of papers were hurriedly run oyer, and the detective kept a 
furtive eye on the uoor as he did it, lis tening at the same time 
:tor every sound from the next room. 

"He seems to hav•~ kept everything, and the will ought to 
be here somewhere," he muttered. •·If I _ could only put m:v 

denly shoot back out of sight among the drapery. 
In his twistings and turnmgs George had unwittingly 

touched the secret spring that reversP.d tlle le\'ct· and ' tlle job 
was done-he was free. 

He arose noiselessly a nd stood watclling his uncle, who was 
fumbling away with his hand in the big, ga ping m<l'nth of the . 
idol with his back turned. 

Suddenly the bead il.ew back and out from the hiding-place 
thus revealed, Mr. Porterfield drew something bright aud ~!t
tering which ftashed like a blazing star. 

"The diamond! The diamond!" lle cried. "At last I have It! 
Ha, ha, hal" 

He wheeled 'around suddenly, and all In an instant George 
had seized the diamond and wrenched it away. 

''This is mine!" he cried, "and I ain't going to be cheated 
out· of it! Don't touch me! 1 mean business! Open that door!" 

It was a brave move, but it failed . 
The old man with the quickness of a tiger, caught George 

by the throat and threw him against the wall. 
"You fool!" lle hissed. "Keep the diamond untiL I'm ready 

to take it from you!" He stamp!'!d upon the floor, and all in 
an instant a panel opened behind. ~ur ·hero, sliding noiselessly 
to one side. 

With a violent push Mr. Porterfield forced him through It, 
and the panel immediately shot into place again. · 

"Ha, hu, ha! Two birds with one stone!" he chuckled. ''The 
diamond is safe enough till I want it, and the boy will never 
see tlle light of day again. :'\ow for the detective. I must 
dispose ot' him, but firs t I llau better close the lllol. It won'.t 
do to let him think that the diamond has been taken out." 

He unlocked the ·doot· :md turned hastily to the ta ble, and 
as he did so struck against it- tile idol toppled over aud fE>Il to 
the floor. 

Inst:mtlv there was n loud report, and the Chinese god was 
shat.terecl ·into a hunured pieces, while Mr. Porterti'eld, who 
had bent ovet· to pick it up, fell backward with a sllarp cry, 
and lay the;·e groaning when Billy Pym came rushing il.1. 

"What's the matter'! 'Vhat has happened? 'Vhere's George'!" 
d(~manded the detectiw, bending over the old man. 

"The diamond!" groaned Porterfield. "He has it! Ha! H e 
has It, and death is my part. His, too....:.blast him! His, tool 
He can nevet· escape ! \Vater, water! Hold Ipe up! I'm 
choking! The. will! Get me the box! I must destroy the will 
'Jefore I die !" 
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It looked just then as If It was too late for Mr. Porterfield to 
destroy anyt.hlng·--;-very much as i! he had de~>troyed himself. 

His eyes clos~d, his head fell over on the detecti\e's shoulder, 
aud while strains of sweet musie and the sonnd of dancing 
fe c• t came up from below, he lay there as one dead. 

CHAPTER XVI. 

MIN·:'I'IE IS CAUGHT IN THE TiaP. 

As a detective Billy Pym was first-class; as a smart young 
man generally he bad few equals, but on this occasion he 
foJ!nd himself all at sea. 

All lu an instant a terrible tragedy bad been enacted in 
Admiral Porterfield's room. The oid admiral lay dead or 
dying and George had mysteriously disappeared. 

So much for being partly posted. Billy knew a lot about 
the Idol, but his information was <leri>ed entirely from the 
admlrnl, who hired him to huut it up, and who IJUd not men
tioned Its dangerous qualities, cwn if he kuew tllem himself .. 

There lay the idol blowu into a hundred pieces; there lay 
the admiral In a state of collapse. There was no one to ex
piaiu what bad happened, and Billy found himself all at sea. 

The first thing be did waR to jump at the wrong conclusion 
that George bad floored the old man and ran away. 

"This Is not George's work," he thought. "That madman bas 
done something with the boy. I must have help here. The 
wlll must be found. It shall be. Strange that I should. hav(l to 
nsk 4elp of Minnie Malloy, but nobody else wm fill the bill, and 
I shall be lucky if I can put my band on her now." 

'l'hat Rilly Pym was lucky enough to accomplish his desire 
we know already. 

A.s he and Minnie walked back to the house, the detective 
cudgeled Ms brains to think how to explain the situation. 

"Walt here on the corner until I run to the poUce box and 
telephone," he said to Minnie. "You won't leave until r come 
back?'' 

"No; if It Is going t,o serve George Porterfield you can depend 
on me," replied Minnie-"you can !nqeed," and she was there 
at her post when Billy returned. 

The detective had now sent for a doctor, and nothing re
mained bu~ to introduce ll11nn!c to the room where Admiral 
Porterfield still lay. The condition of the wounded man harl 
not changed; be was stlll unconscious, but Mrs. Markham, who 
detested and despised him, and for excellent reasons, was only 
too willing to turn him over to the care of the supposed nurse. 

"You will call me when the doctor comes, Mr. Pym," she 
said. "Miss Beatrice should be told of her unc!e'1 condition 
then." 

"Cet·tainly I will," said the detective. "You may rely upon it. 
You mny rely upon this young woman, too. I know her of 
old." 

He stooped down, and raising the admiral, lifted llirn upon · "Who Is this man, Mr. Pym? What does all this mean? 
the bed. .The old man was still btx~athlng, und now hl:l cpencd Where is George?" demapded Minnie the instant the door was 
his eyes and muttered faintly: ''The will-destroy it! The closed: 
diamond! 'J'hat boy! Oh, my head! My hend!" "Don't ask me; I cannot tell you. Something has happened 

His head wns all cut and hleedlug. and the trouble SE'emell to George. Did you see him leave this house?'' 
to be with his brain, for ,uow lw went ofl' into uuconsciousne!ls 
ngaln, and begav. breathing heuvily. 

··r must lJave help herE>." thought th e yonn:: <letective. "I've 
!Jeen mucb .alone with thi~ man Intel~· . :\'e:s:t tiling r shall be 
accused of killing him-that won' t do.'' 

He pondered 1\ moment, and then hastily gathering up the 
broken pieces of the idol. tossed them into a eloset, locked the 
door and put tlw key in !lis pocket. This llone be rang the 
hell, and rlirected the servant who apvea rell In answer to send 
1\Irs. i\farkilam to ptm at once. 

:\ow Mr!>. Markham was the housekeeper or the Porterfield 
1nanslon where the . ~dmiral Jived with :\!it:;s Bcutrire Porter
field, .his niece, aud several servants. 

:\'o one kn ew the old man's many peculiarities better than 
Mrs. )farkham-in fact she considered him qu!te ln:>ane. 

''HIP!<~ me, air. Pym, what bas happened T ' C':.:ciaimNl the 
housekeeper, lmrst!ag into the room. 

''TJw ndmit·nl has had some sort of tiL H e bas fallen and 
hurt. hls h('ad," explaiued Hlll,r . ' ·I was attendiug to some 
hm;iness fot· him in the workshop and hennl the noifw: when 1 
ennw in ·1 J'ouml him uncons<'ious ou the fl oor. Tnl;e care of 
him. ::\Irs. l\lnrkham, and I will run for a tloetor." 

•·Gr•t .a lllll';:e If ~·on <·an." said Mrs. ::\Iarth:un . "I ('an't' take 
en re of the old sinner, nJHl I won' t. I tol1l l\lif;s Bratric(~ that 
fa('t onlr yest!'rdar. 01!, dPm: me! To think that this ~honld 
h:tppeu on thE' night of l\fi"s H('strice 's p:trty. It's a shnme to 
;;poi! hc·r plrasnrc•: I ---- '' 

' ':\'ow. no\\'. :\Irs. :\Inrkh:lm. don' t ho thcr," inten·nptPC! Bill ~- . 

"J.rt thf' part ~· ~rn ri~ht on. anrl don't flay a wor1l. 1'1! fet1·h the 
l!nf't or ami n ntll':o~c. too, if l ran. I'll hn haf'k j ust as qni ('k ns 
po:>R!hll': mPanwhne. ~nllow no bne to <' lltP r the room." 

''If :\finnin :'.Iallo~· i~ 8\ill waiting ontii<lde ~he shnll lw till' 
Hn;·sr." mntt!•t'f'd Bill,v. ns hP lmni0dl.1· lf' ft th e hon~P. 

Fae t wn~. th<' <ll't<'<·tive hncl jn111p!'1l at :motltct' eonrlnsion. 

"No.'' 
"Sure?" 
"l am positive. I was watching all the time." 
"Yet be must have gone. He disappeared !rom this room In 

the most mysterious manner. I have every reason to believe 
that be left the house." 

"Would he do it ~ithout coming to me, when I was watching 
there across the street'!" 

''There may be more ways than one o! leaving it," muttered 
Billy. "and I've got to' work to find out. Stay here, Minnie. 
Don't you leave the bedside tlll I return." 

:\liunie threw oft' her hat and shawl and prepared tor work. 
"Sec here, Billy Pym, you are George's friend, and I'm going 

to tnrst yon," she· said. "I'm all In the dark about this bus!~ 
n<~ss. but I'm going to do just as you say." 

' 'Tllat' s right. I'll explain later. Listen, Minnie; watch 
that old man closely, and if consciousness returns ever so little, 
say this: '"' here is the will?'" 

"\\'her!' is the will? Yes, I'll say ft. Porterfield was the 
uame I saw on tbe door of this house, Billy. What Is this man 
to George?" 

"Tjncle; ask me no more now. If he tells you where the wlll 
is l oF>e no time in getting it. Hide It-keel) it till I come, but 
before ~·ou make a move try to find out from him what bas be
· ~omc of George, but don't use the name. Say Mr. Pym wnnts 
to know where the young man weqt. As for the rest, yod 
mnst be gJtlcled by his answer, but don't go beyond the next 
room on any account until I return." 

Scarcel:v had the detective's step died away when the llll

conscion~ mim turned himself and opened his eyes. 
"Pym! Mr. Pym!" be said, faintly. "I want Mr. Pym." 
":lit·. Pym will be r·ight back," said Minnie, bending oTer tllb 

bP.d. "He wants to know where the young man Is whom he 
an<! it \\'as based on the mystt·rlons mutteriugs or the wouu(h;d left here." 
man. The admiral stared; his 8JeB rolled wilclq. 
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"The wW," lie muttered. "Let the wlll be destroyed. George 
:Portet·tield never shall have the mo,ney-no." 

Minnie's bfeath came fast. 
"Where ,Is the will? Teli rue, and I'll destroy it." 
"You-who are you? I don't know you." 
"1 am Mr. Pym's friend. I am your friend. Where is the 

will?" 
"Tue. will?" 
"Yes-yes!" 
"Oh, .yes, the will Let me think. Where is it? 1\Iy head 

hurts me. Let me see-let · ~e see .. The will Is In tlle treasure
room. The key, Is In wy pocket-the key to the h·on box. Take 
it-'go and. destroy the wlll/' · . 

Wltb trembling hand Minnie felt in the old man's pockets-
first. one, then another, and at last she found a buneh of keys. 

''l'll go," she ·said, "tell me where. I've got the keys."· 
~'There! Press hard on the panel-touch the rose!" 
He felt back heavily and .the eyes .closed again. 
1\t:l~nie glided to the chimney piece and pressed the rose 

which formed the central figure of the elaborate paneling 
aloD.!Ji!!l!le. 
In~ntly the panel flew hack as It bad done when · Grorge 

wa$ thrown against it, and Minnie waiting for n·othiug st<'ppe<.I 
lnlilde. 

Snap·. went the panel be bind her and one instant later detecc 
til'.e. i>:rrn rn-eutered the room. 

''Wbat! The girl has gone back on me?" he muttered. "SIJe 
has goM?" 

}{e, glanc::ed at the bed and uttered a sharp err .. 
The a.dmlral's jaw had fallen; M lay there rigid and 

motiOnless. 
"Dead!" muttered Billy. "Dead!" 

CHAPTER XYII. 

the largest collections of unset gems in America, t,o say nothing 
of n collection of ancient coins of Immense value. 

'l!bere wns certainly method in Admiral Porterfieid's mad
ness. He preferred to enJo~· his hobble.s in bls own way. Oiuy 
those who could appreciate hl~:t treasures were ever admitted 
to the secret room. 

Neither his niece nor l\Irs. Markham knew that i~ existed. 
Yet the st>cref was known to many pt·omiuent collectors, and 
among others to the carpenter who had constructed the shelves 
and the cleetrlcian who put in the lights. 

We mention thE' latter fact for reasons soon to be explained. 
Naturally George was lost in amazement at all he saw, but 

being in no mood to study relics of nntiqulty, he gave one hasty 
glanec around and turned to find the panel again. 

It ·w!ls there. It was the only vaeant space on the walls_or 
tbi:!l singular room. 

·y«'~; the pnn£>1 was there all r:ght e>nougb, but to open it 
was quite another thing. 

In Yain George t,ried to find ·tbl' s ecret spring. 
·Thl' whole .surface wn~>' paint!'d a dull bluek with no brenk, 

no kuoh. rio s.,cret bntt.o11 that he could discover. 
When Georg!• sounded It . with bis knuckle!< ·be wh;hed he 

hadn't, ror thE' vauel wn11 of solid steel. and be struct;: it with a 
force which mad€' bi!'l whole arm tingle. 

OpPn it'he could uot. He tried nntll he ,wa!: tirrd o! trying •. 
and then snnl> down In a comfortable enB;I' 'Chair and stared at 
it .1t1st as though that would cause tbe fhlug ·to mo'l'e. 

"GrE-at Hl~n>ens; tbh; is a stmng~ state ot aft'alt·s!'; he nmt
terE>d. "Suppose the. old nHin is <lend up-stairs? If .the o"X'~ 

ploslou of tlw i®l k!llr-d him. null Billy P:vm don't Iinhw the 
secret of this pl$ee, whnt ill go!ug to become of mn'i" 

It was certainly not a plr-af'ant, thought. hnt It mn<le lnm · 
think of the diamond. He took it out of his poc:kPt nnd loo1u·d 
at it. The big gem tlaslif!d and glltte;·ed In the electric .light. 

Its size "·as fully thut of nu f'gg. and no smull one eithC'l'. 
IN THE 'IflE..!.SUBE ROO~!. It bad been ~uperblr ·~nt. nnd Georg<' nee~l<'fl no one to tell .hjni 

'rhe IDO!llent ~IInnlel\Ialloy :st11ppcd Inside tbe panel sbe felt that the stone, If gPnuiuC', was of lnllllf'DR~ ,·nltu:-. 
the floor sink beneuth her feet. · ''So t\li~ is tlw .seeret of all tlwlle strange happenings." be 

Ther.e . .wns no rush. no sudden drop. It \Ycnt down gtmtlr. tl.Joug-llt. - ''Till~< ·~oHt my fntlwr th1> lws't yf'ars of his life; whnt 
It was, )n fact. just another of thf' old admiral's cnriom: fortune.· goofl .or bnd. i;: it going to hrlug to Ill<''!" 

l'n~ehanlcar c:ontrh·ances, nnd George had hh; expf'rienee with Hem wn:!l n prohlt>rn. and George had pl.f'nty of time to poll-
it wneo lie passed through tho panf'l 11 short time before. d<'r OYei· it., for the be.8t part of an hour pa~~Sed and no sotfnd' 

(']uti:'h!hg the big diamond, George· Porterfield \\"f'llt sinking reacherl hi!'; l'ars. 
do .~n il)t<i the darkness as quiet '- and eaflr as n mnn would But f:t·orgc did not. spen<1 his timC' In idlr pondering. He soon 
c6me down on liD e-h~,·ntor from th~ top ;;tot·yof 11 higb building. n~tnmNl to th~· pam~l. and f:liling thet't'• :lga+n sta1·ted to· ex

In a · nwm,..nt. thr- floor stuppf'd nnd. a ;;liding door witr-; lwnrrl amilie tlw rest of tlw wall ~paen s~·stemntically. Cabinet~; were 
fo opeh. It was piteh <.Iarl; :~ml Gf'ol'g~" euulll se<' not!Jing-, so he mon•d out and shelvt>s wE're tri<-•rl , aud nt. ·last. he was ac:tli:rlly 
strm·k a· mntd1. rewiudPd hy tonehing somt• hl!l.;!<• n spring, which raus1~d ·a 

'fo hiR Rmnznnwnt he enught sig-ht of a J.:lr~<"! room filled strip of sh~>lving tJhout thrf'e f<'<' t •wide to ~>wing slowly out-
rl'it.b cnrio~;iti<?R of f'\""l'Y llt•sl'rlption. It lookPrl l'J;e ll room in .ward, bringing tlw wall with it. 
a museum. 1111d GC'orge wnlked in. H<~re wns a rToor. hut thn !Jnpe it brought wa~; spendily dtU!hed 

CH<'k! :Snap~ Tbe pilllr>l "lo:<ed behind him. The match to th<' ;;1'onmL for it onJ~· communi<'atPd wi ,t h a dusty . room 
went out :wd h<:" wns in clarktt('"" again. not muf'h higbf~l' thau ;< do~Pt, where lherr, '~ere ho.xe!! ami 

Of .~.,m~s<.· ·t;f'or;;e lit ;moth<>r runt.dl and. tl!ii: show"d him au I pignou-hol_c<l P!tpf,rs, ami m;m~: bon~~ arran;;<ed on shelves, at 
ele<·frl<• ligllt fixture :rgnit1 ~t. th" walL He tnrnr-d thf' kPy, and.l all of whwh George wa::< !ookmg du;eom;olately, when aU at 
inst.autl~· n whole row of d·~drir· li :!. llts rtn,"h•·d up n!l around onr•e lw hPlU<.l n di<ok and .II snap in Uw hig room outside. 
the rt•our displHying Its curious con t(' nt>~ to tlH~ fnll <•st arh':m- "Th(• panel:" hf' ga:;<ped. ~pringing into the room. . 
tage'.· Yr-s, it wa>' the panel! It had opened, but It had also dosed 

It "ii'IIS ·tl'H• d·.· 11 of an in<lf'fntignl!IP <'Urio~ify eoll''"tor. ·a man 
"·ith mnny bohhie~ ·-'thnt . \ O t,; r:•,;_~· to s<'e. 
Tlu~ " 'bole wall :;p:lf·e was eo>Pred with shf'lyc"s and glafis 

cnsr-s. 
Tlwre were shells .and stnfrPtf birds. lmtterfties nnd Insects; 

there were. llll<'i(•nt wt·n vons a ntl !'tone implement". old . colll!' 
am'!' •gold nnd · silver jPwelry. nml \"e:<sds of variim'!· antique 
pll~t:Pru~. · .Bestlies th('>:P tbin .g,; there · werf' .many · h:uHhionH'>. 
ca blW.\t!<, 'doubtkss eou ta iuiug- "tltPI' tl'l'asni'<'s uuckr iock :wo 
ke,r~ In thesi.- eabiuets had George out kiiOWLI It was :One .of 

agnin. 
·'George! Oh, CfMr~C'~-· 
There 'Stood Minnie i\lnllor in the full blaze of the electric 

light. 

CJL\PTER XVIII. 

H0\1' TWO ~ASin;n hH;N CAJSE OUT OF TUE CLCtSET. 

"?lliunie ~ 'Yhat are W\~ tu cl6~1 Here we arc 11risonpn;, nnd 
if as you sn •· Billy I'ym cu.uaot possibly k.uo''' of the existence 
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of th.ls place, It looks to me very mucll as if we were likely to Suddenly the lock clicked, autl George threw the lid of the 
stop here for some time." . Iron bo~: back. 

"Don't w9rry, George," replied the girl. "As for me it is 
enough that we are together again. Let us walt for Billy 
Pym to mal{e n move, and be as puti'ent about it as we can." 

"But; Minnie! What an amazing state of affairs this is! One 
thlng Reems to lead to apofher. This story of the will--" 

'·Yes, yes, George! What about the will"? Billy Pym was 
more anxious about that than he was to find you, I thought. 
What does it all mean ?'J 

"Why, If you ask me abo11t that I'Jit sure l've got no answer 
to give. Minnie, you seem to forget that I'm nobody's son." 

""\Vell, If you are nobody's son, you are certainly somebody's 
nephew, and I must say I shouldn't care to have that dreadful 
old man up-sta!r:; for my uncle. Strange that the idol should 
explode after all and that he should . be the victim. It seems 
almost like fate." 

"There you are!" he exclaimed, in great excitement. "The 
iron box is open at lust, and by gracious there's a will In it sure 
enough!" 
' There was nothing else In the box but a folded legal paper, 
which George hastily took out and held up to the light. 

"The lust will and testament of George Porterfield," was the 
endorsement on the back, and there was a date away -bat':k . ln 
the forties, years and years before "No body's _Sou"-was borJL. 

"Tllis concerns me all right!" cried George, bastily opening 
the paper and spreading it out on the table. 

Tlwn he :uid l\Iinnie bent over it together and read enough 
to open their eyes to tlw fact that it migllt concern George 
very much. 

Au estate of a million and Ulore ,...-as here disposed of-all 
New Yot·k Cit3: 1woperty of the most valuable kind. 

It was left to George Porterfield, belaYed grandson of the 
testato1·. 

"Can it be me:·· gasped George. ''Oh, Minnie, do you sup-
pose it really can be me who is meant llere?" 

"About that will," said George, "I have no more idea tbnn 
you have. You spoke of an iron box. I haven't seen any here. 
An iron box would be just the place for a missing will, and if 
the wUI relates to me, by thunder, I want to have a look at it. 
but first we must tiud the box, and I thiuk I know a likely 
place to look.'' 

Crash! went the wall in the d~sct behind them before 
Minnle eould answet·. and bricks aml plaster came tumbllng 
into the room , to be i!lstantly followed by two men with black 

"I suppose you meau the masks over their fac·es. "That's business," said l\ilnriie. 
closet?" 

"I do. Let"s make a thorough search_ in there.'' 
"You are surt~ you can't open the panel, George"! Of course 

we want to get back to Billy Pym If we can." 
"If you were to oft'er me 11 million d9llars I couldn't do any 

mo1;e than I have done to open that panel, :r.Hnnie. It seems 
to open Itself when the elevator comes down, but to open it 
from this side Is something I can't do." 

In fac::t it was a clear ease of having- _to. make the best of it, 
and Minnie gave up with a sigh. 

"We'll try for tile iron box.'' sl1e salcl, and then followed 
George Into the closet where they searched for some time. 

Iron boxes were plenty there. They found four of them, but 
none of the keys would fit eitl{('l·. · 

George was working over the fourth when all at once _his 
attention was attracted by a curious sound down on the ievel 
with \.he fioor. 

"Hark! What is that?" exclaimed Minnie, who bad heard 
the noise at the same Instant. 

"Blest It I'll ever tell you," replied George. "It sounds for 
all the world !Ike somebody on tile other side of that wall 
trying to break through." 

"That's ju.st what It Is, George." 
"Well, _even so, what are we going to do about it?" 
"\Vait and see what happens. You are right. There is cer

tainly someone working with a crowbar trying to break 
through the wall.'' 

For a few moments the sounds would continue, t~ICn stop, 
then begin again. 

It was more than startling, and yet there was nothing to be 
done, and after a little they· grew tired of listening and began 
poking around among the pigeon holes looking for anoth-er 
Iron box. 

One carried 1i dark lantern and tht- otlwr a revotver. whl:ch · 
he pointed at George's hPad. 

""'bo ·are you?" he hissed. "ThrQw np your hands, young 
fellow, ot· you are a tl!oaclmau:'.' 

'Bnt instead of obeying, George made a spi'ing for the re>ol
ver, while Minnie nttPred a piercin~; sen~n m. 

He wa;; not quick enougb. 
Instantlr the maskeu man fired. a ud George, with a sharp 

cry, fl'll r:wt> forward to the tloor. 

CHc\.P'l'EU XIX. 

0:'1 TIU; Tll.~ll. OF 'fHt: lJl.-\l!O!\'D. 

As Georgr~ Porterfield fell to tilt· floor of the olrl admiral's 
treasure-room, s!wt dow_n l.Jy the bullets of tlte two maskeil 
men, i\Iinnie gave another sel'f!lllll and tlew at -the one 'lho 
haq fired the fatal shot like a tigress. 

''You wretch! Oh, you wretch! If )·ou wt>re twenty timeR 
my brother I'd kill you!" she :;;creamed, seizing him by the 
throat. 

"Take her off-! Take her off! t;reat Heavens, how eamc . 
she here'!'" gasped the bur;;lar, dropping the revolver and seiz
Ing Minnie witit both hantls. · 

One hand had lost a finger. 'l'bc mask had not deceived 
Minnie. It was that notorious crook, Four-lingered Ed Malloy . . · 

But he could not shake off the frautie girl whose screams· 
might wt>ll have been heard -in the room above, where .the 
dead udmiral lay. 

His partner rushed to the rescue. 
Seizing Minnie lJy the throat he wrenched her a way and 

speedily dwlwtl her into silence anu eonvulsi>e · sobs. 
"\,,-e lll'P. dished, Ed!" be growlf'tl. ' 'The "·hole house will 

be aroused b~~ this. How iu the blazes did your sister come-. 
to be here wit"h this fellow"! There! just as .l thought. Some-

Suddenly Gc.>orgc came upon one hidden behind a mass of one coming now! we must light right out." 
l'apers which be pulled out. "What! After all om· trouble! Wltilout taking anything-no!"' 

"Here's another prize, Minnie!" he exclaimed. ~'Now to try "I go then. We've done murder h(>re! I don't .want to sit In 
the keys again." _ the electric chair. Go . we :must, and the girl either goes witb 

This wns a long job, for there were as many as twenty key~;~ us or she dies." 
In the bunch. "Take her 11long," said Eu. "I'm going to load up, anyhow,. 

They returned to the museum and placed the box on the and-Heavens! What's this?" ·· 
table while George :worked, and all thi.s time the pounding .in It was-only the diamond-that wonderful big diamond which 
tile closet kept on just the same. bad caused. all the trouble. When George fell the diamond 



NOBODY'S. SON. 
=--=------_:_-_···-_--· ___ .:::::::cc:::.:::==---- -····- .c .. ~:c·.:.:::.:.··=--··======= 

f0ll f'\it of llis coat pocket a ml there it lay beside him on tlH' 
·floor. 

·• ( ; J:t;;; ~," snit! Ed'-; partner. 
'':\'u n~eu~•d A 1Uamond!'' erled Bd. ·"Don't I know'! Hun 

~!!uni e out How 1f you waut to, Petey, this is enough for me:" 
Th"7 ' sc-i;wcl \).Aor ~>J.innic and. drn p:ged twr into the clos<;t. 

P erhaps cnm then they might h:ive \va itl'tl to rlfl.e some of the 
easp;.; of thPir vnluable contPut~' . lll\t su8picious sounds now 
made t ht'm:;eh·cs heard·; a llOUlHliug and the rattle of a 
chain. 

-----_c_-_:·_· _--·~---· .::::·::: .. ..:.:..:..:.--::::.:~·.:: __ --~=, 

Carriages were still rolling up to tile admiral's do(>r, and 
swPet strains of music reached thei r cars. 

'J.'he evening party was still progressing, the guests little 
dreaming that th1~ master of the hom~e lay <lead up-stairs. 

" What's to be done now"!" asked George. "Hadn't ron .better 
inquire of some of those drivers if they have seen t~-o ruen 
and a girl going down the avenne"l \Ve may get a dew." 

"A good enough suggestion. but it, would ta~e all ~igbt _to 
follow them up that way, en~u if we s)lould get a dew here," 
r~plied the detective. "Listen to me, George. Ail d!!tectin:s 

Minni1~ r~'viw~•l ns the:,- draggetl her :m·ay, anu her piercing have their theories, and I've got mine about this case."' 
screnm was loud enough to wake tlw dead.. "And that is--" 

PerlHlJlS it helped. to call George Porterfield back to life. Tbe "To he told as we go; for the present I will only say tha-t 
lmllct ·stru<·k the boy ua tlw ·head just above the left ear. For there is just one man in New l:ol;'k who would reeelvf) tbat 
the monwut it N)mpletely stunned him, but it had not clone dlauionu. I'm going to waste no time to · following up l!IlYQne 
ftitul work nor even injured hi1~1 seriousl.1·. else. I'm going· to see old :\lose :\landers, the tliamoml 'fence.' 

·ueot·g-c ;;a sped, ehoked, raised himself on · one arm an<l · and if we arc in time, we may SllCceed in healling oft . 'the 
stared around. 

H e \Ya3 alone in the treasure-room then, bnt one minute Inter 
Billy P:;n1 w:u; lwn!ling over him. 

The elt>Y:J t fJl' hnd come down agaiu, and the detective could 
c'ongratulntP llims_elf that he owed the disc~:~very of the secret 

thieves." 

Whereupon Billy Pym led the W!lY around the C()r.ner, and 
started at a rapid paec toward the e~eYa ted railroad on 1'l,liru 
avenue. 

Aad as they walked Billy begun to tfllk, and to tell G1•orge 
ent irely cin hi s own. shrewdness, for h is search for some secre t · 

all he knew about Admira l Porterll e\11 :lUd how be C!!lliC to be 
llH!<Hls of leavi'ng tl!e death chamber above had resulted in t]le 
1liscover~- of . the spring. 

"George!' ' eried nmy Pym, a.s he stepped through the secret 
pa:ncl. 

Tnstn ntly it t•losed behind him. Shrewd as the detective: 
had bePu. he still \Yas not shrewd enough to a void thiB. 

Hut lw ueYPr knew it then-there was no time given him to 

emplo~'ell on this s trange case. 

CHAI'TJ'<R XX. 

AN UNE;XPECTED bJEf:T!XG. 

thin!.; ._,r it. There was George just staggering to his feet. Billy Prm"s story was a ' revelation t o Gt•ori~C. It f' howetl 
"Bi lly~ ·· lw stammen•d. "Thuuk H eaven yon have come! jllim that the late Admiral Porterfield. had !wen watching ')lint 

Uur~:lan:! ?.linnie! The diamond: Help me, Billy! I'm going! for tt yc:a·; ever since l\lr. Pixley's dc1ttlj, in fuet, whi<'h was 
to fllil .lt ag:ain!'' . the tiine' our hero's name nppeared in the llHJ>CI'!> . 

. \.till O\'Cl: went poor George into t he chair before he could "ii e sent fo r me about t wo months ago;" r;aitl. ' EH!y. ''and 
t!tl t'l' a aothet· v;ord. . l!c indnlgecl hi so much curious ta lk that I snf'l)<"c-ted at once 

l.t t ook BH!y Pym fully ten minutes to bring him ba'CI;; to he IIIUI': t be something t o ~·ou. First he SOtuHlPll me ~o see if I 
con:;<:iomm<•sr::, and as much more to gain a clew to what had \YUS honest, and I made him bt' lleve I '''usn't. 'f'h en he . told 
occn JTN1. I me the. story of the idol and a!Jout your fatiH~r. ahd proposed 

"And .rou Ita ,-e J'ountl tlH~ will!" he exclo.imed, as George, that I should tr.r to en~iee :ou into h!:ii house, f~r he helievrd 
rnyiving ns I!e talked, came to that part of his strange talc·. tlum that you ha(l the Idol m the ~hH'<!. and <~ould be made to 

•·:t·~)~; it Is here on the tub!e. " ' hat does it all mean'!"' give it up. I prf)tended to try my hand nt the lmslness lln<t 
"\Yll:tt <loes it mean'?" eried the detective. "Why, lt simply to fall, but I kept holding Olit promir•<•s of sncees~. .\11 tlwt 

meaw; that. you ltaYe been wronged out of your grandfather's time I was tracing up the busl.u;olis nml waU·hing Hurt/ How· 
fortune hy this scoundrel of an unelt'. I mea n Admiral Pot't er· land , and at last I did nctuully get tbe idol, all you kn(nv, ibut 
Held, as great a raseal as ever went unhnng ; hut we'll talkuo I w:~s wot·king for your interests. <h:br):e. Later on, w.o~·ds 
more about that now for he's dead." <lrotlPCd hy this madman-and lte eer t: \inly WIIR m:vl-led me 

"There must be no more talk about anythin:;, Biily;· · cried j to hell e-..~ that he was at thebotto.m of your heiug U)lanllone!l 
. . . . . · · , · when :1. haby and that vou were ti.J c real heir to "onr "rand· lieorp;!', s pnug-mp; to Jus f1~et w1th a swlllen hnrst of energy. . . ·' · ." · · . ·' · "' ·~ · . 
··~[innlC- \YC nmst saYe her-tho~e seounurels have carded her 1 ather 8 ya;;t P::>tate, '"lueh "'118 1 nnw rl oyer to ~· our uncle be· 

:1\nty. Billy, "''-' must go for t h!'m right now !" 
'·Exaetly." l'Ppllecl Bill:,' , grimly. "l'd like to bet that Four

tlu~tE"n•. !l J•jtl Mnllo~- is nt the bottom of this business, nntl that 
~.!iunie is. nil 0. K. \Vhy pl_se \Yonld they bother with the 

cause the courts were lllt)de to helieve t hat yon wPre dead.'' 
.'\.11 this :mel more Billy Pym told Geo1·gc ns they rolled ®wit 

'l;Ilinl nTem!e In the,clevat (' ll train. 

Th(drnin ltad now reached Chatham Sqmlrl', nnd the detec-
girl? Co~ne on, Geor;;e. We want the · diamond anyhow, th·e, motioui~g Geoi'ge to follow him, lnnTiedJ~- left it, :uHl 
wlwtlw r wo g:et lHiunie ot· not, and I rnen n to haYe it if I follow· turneu dowil Catherine street. (ollowlng it alm()st to the river, 
tl;at predonf< pair through f~Yery thieve~;' den iu ::\ew York." \Yf!Cre he slopped nt last IJef()re a S1Ul1ll ' ~h011 in the window 
TlH' ~· hunietl into the clos<>t nu(1 C::corge, poJnting to the of whic-h pistols, watches, jewelry, and :1!1 sorts of odds and 

hrokt>n wall. showed the detectiYc where the burglars came in. ends were d isplayed. 
" H:t: That's from the cellar of the new - houl'le next door!" 

sai<l the dctediYe. " Follow me." 
li e stooped <}own and era wled thJ'ougli Ute brl'ill• in the wall , 

p:t~ !-:l t!g into tlte cellar of a new ma nsion whieh was being 
llnilt nex t to Admiral Porterfield's house. 

In a m()ment the~" were' on the stt·eet l1~ vel, .·aml passing out 
of tbn lm!ldlng-- which ·did not seem to pe- provided "'ith a -
watel.mmn according to the usual cttstom ....:ro~md themseln:~s 

on tlln axeuue. 

Ovi:'r the door was the name M: Ma¥ders, The window 
wns 'Ch!rk, a11d the store appearNl to l\e dm;cd. 

"Come clown to tlw coru r-1:. l \Yilllt to wntr·lt ltere 1 a f<~ w 

momci1ts. " saitl the 1lete0i:ivc. "G\,orp;c, how <loes ~'our hen<l 
fed now?'' 

' ' It a ehes some, hut it <l6u't Heew, to hlc•Ptl any J~loJ;e. Is there 
any blood nn my face'!'' 

"Ko! There ha,;n't hPPll ~'>inee wn ha1l It dressed iu the drug 
store up Third avenue. It's a mere st:ratch, though it might 
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·have been serious. Do you feel equai to undertaking this 
thing, or had you rnthN· leave it to me"/" 

"I'm with you In whate\·er you want to do, Billy." 
"Well, then, there's the shop we are heading for-where we 

stop, I mean. 'l'hat's old Mose Manders' place. He'll buy 
anything in the way of diamonds, and he's terribly afraid of 
me." 

"Which would mean that you are not afraid of him, Billy"/'~ 
"Afraid! Not a !.>It of . it! :i could railroad Mose to S.ing 

Sing to-mort·ow, and he knows it, but the old shark is most 
secretive and a terrible liar, of course. If he denies all 
knowledge of the diamond, as he probably will, I don:t just 

. -.see how we are going to reach h!m, unless wd strike at his 
pocket. Now, t!len, are you prepared to buy back your dia
mond, and what will ;':on give'/" 

"Billy, I'm sure I don't know what .to say. I know nothing 
of the t·enl value of the stone." 

CHAPTER XXI. 

MORE MYSTERY. 

"Good-evening, Minnie! 'Vhere are you going so fast"!" 
George stepped out in front of the advancing girl under· the 

electric light. 
"George! Great Heavens! What is this? Oh, George! 

George! I thought you were dead!" 
It was a 1Jig mistake to do it so abruptly. 
For a moment George thought he was going to have n ease 

of fainting on his hands, for Minnie staggered aga1ust the 
electric ligllt pole and pressed her hand against her heart. 

But George was quick to act. Putting his arm through 
Minnie's he led her down the street. 

"Brace up, l\linnie! It's all right," he whispered, reassur
ingly. "Never mind how I escaped. That will keep till later. 
Billy did it. Billy is in Mose Manders' now. He's after the 

I 
diamond, and--" 

"It's Immense! It must be. "'ill you !h·e five thousand 
dollars to get it back quietly without anv fuss!" "And he won't get it, George." · 

. • "I think he will. \Vas that your broth2r'!" 
"Yes; cheerfully. If that will end the business, but "Yes." 

Minnie·--" 

"I tell you 1\finnie Is all · rigllt. '!'rust her to take care of her
self. That girl was born of crooked parents, and brought up 
among crooks, but she herself is as straight as a string." 

"Billy, I belieYe you; if I didn't I believe I should die." 
"Hello, hello! What's ail this," cried Billy. 
"Simply that I lol'"e ~linnie :\!alloy. She has promised to be 

my wife." 

"Good enough! You couldn't have a lJetter one, George. 1 
w11s going to say tllat since you are willing to put up t!H; 

dust for the diamond I might as well go in and tackle olli 
Mose alone. Have you got the dust with yon? I supp~!;e not, 
o! course, but the old m:m will trust me, I guess." 

"On the contrary I have," replied George, eagerly. "Strange 
that I should b'b.ppen to want it f01· a purpose lil{e this. l 
urew out ten thousand from the bank this afternoon for a cer
tain purpose which I needn't explain. As it hnppened I didn't 
use It, and so it's in my pocket now." 

"Luck! Let's have five thousand." 
"Better take it all. You may need it.'' 
"No; five Is enough. Mose would never auvanee more than a 

thousand on the di:uuontl, nad !f I can't get it for five I'll pull 
the shop and take my chances. Look out how you flash your 
roll. '£here, I've got it. It's just five, I suppose." 

"Just five, Billy. 
thousand In each.'' 

"Good enough! 

I had t11e monPy in two packages, tive 

Keep walking up and down, don't stand 
here or someoile may get on to you. So long, George. I won't 
be many minutes. If they haven't been there you'll see me 
.come right out.'' 

"'.rhen Billy was right.'' 
"It is my brother, and it's Peter 1\Iacfarlan, his pal. Oh, 

George! I'm thankful I met you. A life may depend upon it 
--a life of gTeat importance to you.'' 

"What! What!" 
""'ait! ""e are forgetting the diamond.'' 
";\' e>el" mind tile diamond, !\Iinnie, I don't care n rap 

whether Billy gets it or not, so long as l've got you.'' 
'·But I care. Do you suppose for an instant tllat I'd go 

lmek on you, George"!" 

"No, Minnie, I don't." 
"George, listen to me. I was brought up among criminals 

aud thieves.'' 
"So was I. Minnie. Don't you forget that I'm nohody's son!" 
".:\'obody's son!" cried 1\Iinnie, stamping her foot in sudden 

energ-,'.-. "\Ve'll see about that! Have I _done something for . 
you to-night, Heorge, or have I not?" 

"l\lost deciUedly you have, Minnie. You ilave done the great
est thing that any woman can do for a man; you have prom
ised to be my wife." 

'·Not that! I don't mean that! 'l'he mystery wilicil has over· 
shatlowcu your life--" 

''Is in a fair way to he solved through your efforts, Minnie. 
It may bring me fortune, a~d if it does I shall owe all to yon.'' 

"It will bring yon fortune. It has brought you fortune, 
George. Look here.'' 

They had reached the next electric light pole now. and ns 
Minuie sutlclenly stoppetl she drew something from Iter JHWkFt 

and IJiaced it iu George's iland. · 

How it flasheu and glittered! How it caught the rays or 
light and t·eflected them back upon George's nstonislted t'Yt'" 
from its many shining facets. 

"1'11~ diamond!" gasped George. "Ob, Minnie, \vliat a girl George suw him shake it three times, and then the door 
r~u are!" opened and Billy pnsscd inside. 

Thus saying, Billy 1'ym walked boldly up to oltl Mose :\Ian
(l('rs' closet! shop and shook the tloor knob. 

"Putit out of sight!" breathed Minnie~ "Be quick! I pi<:lw(t 
Cleorge walli:eu slowly past tlw shop. It was stU! perfectly Et1's pocket while we were in the hack. He's gone in to olt! 

dark, tilere was no sign of life within. 
.\kHe ::\[:m<lers to uispose of it. What a row there'll lJe when 

As he reached tlw next <"Ol"IIer--we sltnll not state whetlwr it he finds it ~one. Oh, George, how I had to lie to put myl"elt' 
was \Vater Htrt~ct o1· Pront-a h:H·k drove rapitlly up to the 
door of the "f<>Hee" and stoppetl. 

Two men ha~;tily alit~htetl, ant! then a woman got out. 
'!'lH• men ruppt>tl at the door of the fence in a peculiar wny 

and wt'l·e inHtau11,\' :Jtlmittetl, but tile woman turned nnd 
walkl'tl ;;lo"\r up tltf' :;treet toward George who stood lJreath· 
lN!sly watehiJJg her, for the imltant slw turnell . ber face in bis 
41iredion he sJw that i.t wa>J .\1i11nle l\lalloy. 

in 1JI1Sitiou io do it, to get Oil good terms with lilY brother 
again. It malws me sick to thipk of it all, but I diol It for 
your sake when I believed you dead lJy my brother's hand. 

'"Do you )mow where I was going when you met me? lt 
was to the Oak street station to give up my brother, to charge 
him with your murder, for a murderer be .is at beat·t, anti he 
has planned anotber mm·der to be done .tbis very night wh!cil 
only you and I can prevent.'' 
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:\llnnie spoke so rapidly nnd \Vi~!;-- s~;ch earnestnPss, that I comer, l\Iinnie drt>w George into n narrow alley, ·which rrin 
George was fairly carried away \Yith the torrent of words. · bPt".n't>D two olll-fashionPcl houses, the entrance to which was 

"'Vhnt do you nwnn? 'Vhnt can we do?" he asked. "1 don't closed by a wooden gnte painted green. 
understand at all." "Stop, l\finniC'! Why do we go IIi here'!'' brenth('d George. 
"Fol~ow ill('. Let my brother <'Scape, if possible, let him "Do you know what lies behind here-Mother Mag's!" 

be cai.tght and punished if he must. Flace yoursf'lf entirely In •··.rhen you do know! You haven't forgotten your old life 
my hands, and I believe it lies in ruy power to-night to prove yet!" 
that you are not Nobody's Son." "No, nor never sh:1ll. Why, Minnie, I used to live in the 

''And Billy? ·we must wait for him!" said George, as Minnie front house here when I was a boy." 
grasped his arm and tried to draw him away. "I know it," replied Minnie, quietly. "I used to live across 

"No, no! We don't want Billy. We don't want him at all." the way." 
"But think, Minnie! I ' caimot desert him." "What!" 
"Let him take care of himself-he Is able." "Oh, It's true, George. When you were a little boy 1 'knew 
"'.rhe very words he said about you, Minnie, and Hea.-en you; we've played together on the sidewalk muny a summer's 

knows.lw was right, but I hate to desert · him, all the same.'' night." 
"You must! For my sake, George." "No!" 
"And why?" "It is so. You have forgotten, but I don't forget. One night 
"Don't argue! Can't you see? If we take Billy into the when we were s ltting on the barrels in front of the cooper's 

SPeret Ed is lost. Put yourself entirely in my llands." I shop round the corner you told me that you loved me. Was I 
":\Iinnie, I'll do it. I can refuse you nothing now." 

1
likely to forget that? You forgot your girl, but I remembered 

''1'llen follow me, George, and may Heaven grunt that we 
1

, my beau. I knew you the moment you first set foot in the 
are able to prevent this crime." store." 

·::'l'linnle turned and led the way toward South street, casting I "Then you were not Minnie Malloy In those days," said 
one look back at old Mose M.anders' place before she made the 

1

. George, emphatically. "I know you now, little Mamie Grogan!" 
move. · "Don't stop, George; little Mamie Grogan whose father was 

Sht> saw nothing suspicious, nor did George, whe looked with · hanged for murder. Y~. I am your boylsh sweetheart. I 
ht'r, lmt had they looked one second longer, they wouid have j r,aised myself out of the slums just as you did and I changed_ 
set>n Billy Pym hastily leave the shop. my name, but you would never have known this if you had 

He saw them-what is more he knew them. not proved that you still loved me. Can you trust me? Will 
"George and Minnie," he muttered. "For Heaven's sake you follow me Into Mother Mag's?" 

wbat does .this mean?" "Yes," replied George, throwing his arm around her. "I'll 
Ht:> shot across the street and stole after them, looking back 

1 

follow you anywhere; lead the way, l\Hnnie. Afterward you 
at 1111' door whicll he had just left as he moved away. can explain." , . 

It v.-as hard to kee~ his .eyes on George and Minnie, apd on I And Minnie walked straight through the alley, entering the 
. that door, too, but Billy d1d It tot the first few moments, and 

1 

rear house, a den where many a po.or sailor had been made 
then the case grew worse. · way with. George knew very well that this was the reputa· 

George and the girl were nearing South street and in a . tion the place bore. 
moment would have turned either one way or the other, or I 'l'he door stood open and the hall was dark, but M;lnnie had 
else cross the street to the Catherine ferry-house-It was most no difficulty in finding her way to the door of the rear room, 
important to know which if he intended to follow them up. where she knocked. 

Billy cast one despairing look back at the door, and was re-
warded by seeing Ed Malloy and Petey come hurriedly out. 

'l'ltey also turned down toward South street. 
Hurrying on the detective looked ahead again. 
George and ;\linnie had disappeared. 

CHAPTER XXII. 

THE MAN AT MOTHER MAG 'S. 

'!'here was a shuffiing of feet, and in a moment .this door 
was opened by a horrible old woman who flashed a lamp i~ 

their faces. 

"What's wanted?" she demanded. "'Vho are you? Ah, 
shure and It's Minnie Grogan! Oh, Lord love ye, girrul, go 
away! Go away!" 

But· Minnie was not going away. She P\lShed past the old 
woman and shut the door. 

The rage Into which the young crook fiew when he found "Remember your promise, Mother Mag!" she said, in low, 
the diamond gone was ten-lble to witness. meaning tones. "Remember the night I saved_you from th:~ 

''I've been touched! I've been touched by my own sister!" cops. Remember what you said to me then. If ever I wanted 
were his first words. a fa.-or to come to you and you would grant It, no matteli 

But Billy Pym anessed the truth as soon as he saw the blank ' what it was. I want a favor to-night, Mother Mag, and so J: 
.. h , .• 

look on the fellow's face .when he ·pUlled his hand out of his a.-e come. 
·pocket empty, and he lost no time In getting out of the· fence, I ?'he old woman put down thE> lamp and _stood tllere In th• 
lt'n.ving old )lose Manders to settle with the crook. mt?dl~ of that shabby, dirty room. shakmg her hel!.d an~ 

")linnle has the diamond, and I must get Minnie." thought : wrmgmg her hands. 
thP dl?tectlve. "I don't like the way she has snaked George I "No, no! Not to-night!'' she whined. "Oh, Mamie, gq awan 
oft' and left me behind. Who can tell but what the girl Is ' go away and take yer foine young gentleman w!d yez. 'l'his i• 
(•rooked yet?" no time to ax for fa.-ors-you understand, my glrrul-~·oq 

.And ~illy, who knew Mil:mie Malloy's past history well, had understand." 
good · rE'asou for being alarmed. as he turned the eorner of ·:1\ow, to a stranger in the slums the old woman's ag!tatio!J 
South slrt>l't and looked right and left for George, but iu vain. , would have been a mystery, but it was not so to GeorgP. 

If he had gone around into Oliver street, he would have seen 1 He knew as well as if he had been· told that titerE' was ''bust• 
Ut•.nrge und :.\IInuie hunying along on the right hand side; and ness" to be tlone in Mother 1\Iag's t!en that night. nntl althotlg)l 
this, in f:tet. was just the turn the detectin~ mnde, hut h~· ll:Hl ~l1<• cl;! !o::;; fail ed to rPeogni ,:c' hili! . f or· wllit-h he IYi!S tlevoutly 
11eed to be qukker than lle was, for before be got around the thankful, he re::nembered her .verfectly well. 
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1.'here was nothing to be done but to leave It all to Minnie. doubt that he Is my father, back from China at last! But what 
anrl the girl showed herself entirely equal to the emergenc-y. are we to do"! How are we to save him? You know as well 

"Xo, :\[other :\lag!" she exclaimed. "To-night is the night I as I can tell you that if we venture out of this room our lives 
know you are expecting vir;itors. I know 'vho they are and are not worth one minute's purchase. If we were armed we 
what it means. It is not to be, Mother Mag, and I am· here might stand some show, but as it is--" 
fQ preveut it. The man's life must be spared. He must be "As it is you must say 'what is to be done," breathed l\IInnie, 
g1v('n up to me.'' "and you must do it quick If you want to sa"l'e your father's 

"lmpossibh>, l\Iam:e! lmpo~Kih!C'. my elwil<l! '£hey'd kill !if<>." 
me. This iH a big CHS('. llo ycu know who is workiug the Georg~; did not rep!~·; bending down he peered through the 
liflie'! DoyonknowthlltJJcnv·r• key-hole again. He saw Four-fingered' Ed in the act of 
"~I~· brotlwr: Oh, :r•~~. I know.'' searching the unconscious man. From one pockt't he took a 
"Arrah! l!r has told you! :.\lore foo! he~ Go while there is roll of money, from another a bag of sovereigns-the bag was 

toime! Go now, or~-arrab, it's too late-too late! They are in opened and the gold displayed-from another still came a re
the aller. 1 !Jeur th•.•m eominp:. (;pt in here, and don't you vol"\'er, but the main object of the search was not found. 
show ~·onn;eln•s if :>ou ,-alne ~·oar lives: ~nre, an' if there's "\Yhere are the diamonds? "'here nrf' the rliamondil?" de-
anr help for the ):Gi'l' :<ueker. I'll rlo 'Yllat l can." u;anded Four-fingered Ed of the two Jll('ll who had brought in 

H;:.,;j iJ:. oJ:<•nirw til<> door of an inne>r room, wlwre there was tlw Yictim. "You liwore tlwy were ou him, but I can't tlnd 
a dirt~· lwd and u. chair or two, ~Iotl]('r l\Iag pushed Minnie hide nor hair of thcm··-no!" 
insidP. neorg<' following in c<!lr•Jlf'P. 

''You l;a''<' m;dmtnk<'n more than you can carry out, Minnh'.'' 
be "'hit'lH'rH!. "\Yhnt ar:: w0 tn do'! Our lives arc not ,:afe 
he.r<e>." 

''Hu:;J;! \\'itit,'' breathed l\Iinnic, :;tooping down and placing 
her ere ag-niust the key-hoh!. 

HeaYy focr;;teps were heard in tlle !:all outside. George's 
liPllrt ~auk. He lmrw ouly too well what it mE>aut, but Minnie 
kne•v !Jettet· tlian he did, for she could ,:ee when the door was 
opeuer1 ::r<l i•xo mrn eamc st:Jgg·eriug in, bearing a third be
tween them. 

"They must be somewhere about him," replied one of the 
two sailors. '"I saw him with them spread out iu his state
room more than once. ~trip his clothes off; they must he 
there.'' 

"Oh, for the love of Hlvin be quiek anti stop your jawing!" 
exclaimed Mother Mag, all in a tremble. "'We'll have the 
cops down upon us first yez know." 

"\\'hat do you mean?" demanded Ed, · springing up. "'\Ybat 
are you standing in front of that door there for, :<hivering aud 
shaking'! There's something wrong here! \Yho'"l'e you got 
hidden in that room"!" 

Hcllp!t~~·.,;J~· drunk this third man seemed to be as they George heard, and Minnie, too, for the wortls were spoken 
droppe<l him on the floor. lkhinu the two toughs who did the loud enough to penetrate the door. 
can-yin.'-' ennH' Four-fingered E!l and Petey, his pal. Instead of answering, George stepved across the room and 

"Look!'' lH'(·athed l\-linnie, moving away from the key-hole. gently raised the window. 
"Look, GPorge! It's a sailor being shanghaied. Look at his "Go. Mlnnie! Go! Slip in by the baek door and tllrou;;h 
face!'' the hall-call the police!" he breathed. "I sha !I fight for my 

Georg-e took his place at the key-hole and peered into an ad- father! I'm going into that room!" 
'oining rGum. "Never, George! If my brother raises his hand against you 

A tall man i!l the pr!me of life )ay unconscious '1pon the I'll kill him! I--" 
ftoor; his features W<'l'e bron;\t>d and weather-beaten, hut he' Slam-~bang! In the same instant something was tllrown 
eertaiul.r <lid not look like a drinking man, and more than that, heaYily against tlle doo1·. It ticw open, and Ed Malloy tlashc·d 
bl! tlid louk a~•tonisllingly like UPorge. the light in calling out his sister's name. 

"I don't: lmcnv !Jim, but JJean'n llelp him whoever he Is," Instantly George sprang uvon him, seizing the wretcll by t!Je 
whispered t11e boy. throat. 

"No, ~·ou don't know him, ln:t you :!llouhl know him," an- "Look to yonrself, Ed l\Ialloy!" he shouted. "I am despernte! 
swered Minnie. "If my til·otht•r tells tlle truth, be is your That man is my father! l\Iotl.ter l\Iag's trap door shall neYPr 
fatht>r, G<?orge."' claim him for its own." 

It was madness-mere madness. 
CH.\PTER XXIII. Not a word was spokt'll by the toughs. but In one instnnt 

THROCGH nn; TRAP uooR. George lay unconscious on the flooi', Imockc•l out by a blow 
"i\!y fat!wr!" from the clenchQd fist of Petey. 

It ''::w n wou(ler George w;1s not heard in the room outside. "Oh. wurra. wtlt'ra! Don't kill the girrul! Don't kill little 
Minnie dnppu! her hand over llis mouth and drew him away i\Iumie, Ed!" cried Motlwr Mag, for it w'Rs brother itgain"t 

from the •!nor. Hh<ter now. and there was no telling wllere it might Ira ve 
'·"·ould ~·on sa\·e him':'' she whispered. "Then keep cool! endr.d if l\linnie had not fallen inn faint. 

r tn·eten:lf'd to he friendly with my brother aud I worliecl him ''Oh, you've killed ber! Bnd cess to ye, you've killed ht·,r!'' 
t!O well tll:tt r learn .. •! of this int'e:Hled crime. It's an olcl story gTottnPfl the old hBg, "but slw lla~l her warning, and busine:-;s 
here, Ul•urgP. Knc•l'kout drop". a ,;ailor just in port; into c:an't lw stopp~d for the likes of her." 
Mother ;\fn:;'t<. awl tten•r flU!. again! Only this man is no "How came the~~ here, Mag'! '\\'hat does all this mean':'' de-
Sailor, but a passeng<'r, all(! thus•• two scoundrels are sailors on uwnded Ed, fiercely. •·gxplain;old woman! FJxpla!n!" 
the ~;tt•a mer Buseowen Castle, just iu from Hong Kong on 
which lw camP.. They promised luis victim to Ed at this hour, 
and lw m1s to be on the wharf at the foot of the street to re
eelve him. Diamonds are what th(•.v are after. The man is 
loaded ,yith them, so the sailors sa,\'. They told JDd that his 

"Explain nothing!" cried Petey, "for hern arP the diamondR! 
"!other l:\Iag, do your work. Lool• to the girl, Ed-don't h•t 
her escave. Ot' course she picked your pockPt-- you know of 
what-~she must have it on her now.'' 

Petey hnd been working while Etl tHlked. and it was I'Nt>y 
name w:1~ Captain Portertiel•l :111ri lle at once guessed that he who took the huekskiri belt from tlw hody of tlu~ nneonseious 
must hP sotw~tiling to ~·on.'' 

''And HPaYt'n kno\~'R he mnst he if looks go tor anrtllinv,," 
111sped l·:eorge. "Aft<>r what \Ye have ht>anl, i\IinniP, can we 

man. 
"That's all.'' said one of tlw sailor·;,, "\\'p'y" uo1Liu:; tu (10 

with your family quarrels. Finit>h tile julJ.'' 
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"Walt," interposed Petey. "Search her, Ed. Search her. 
She goes down, too, if it isn't found." 

While Ed bent over Minnie, and began feeling about her 
dresE<, Petey dragged Captain Porterfield over Into one corner 
ol' the room, and tb.en seizing Geor~e by the heels pulled him 
ove1· alongside of the unconscious man. 

"Let be'!: go, Mag!" he whispered. "If Mamie comes and 
makes trouble she goes, too-you shall be paid well for this." 

'•!fold on!" c1ied Ed,. "She hasn't got the diamond. Most 
like!y she has given it to hlin." 

But he spcke too late. Mother Mag, olieying Petey, had 
touched the secret spring. 

Instantly a section of the floor dropped beneath those two 
un<:ouscious forms, and they -.anished like a shot. 

"Look to the girl!" yelled Petey, springing to the inm1· room, 
but too late to stop Minnie. 

Xo!Jody saw her rise from the floor, but there she was now 
climbing out through the window. 

"I'm a,fter her!" cried Petey. "Stop her in the hall, Ed! 
Burn her! I told you not to trust her! It's all up with us if 
she gains thQ street!" 

What \vas the matter with the Jock? Why wouldn't the key 
tum? What ill Iucl;: struck Petey and made him stumble and 
mcnsnre' his length on the 'tlags lu the back yard! 

Ill lnck for these scound~'els it surely was, but it was good' 
Iuek for Minnie, . who run through the hall and out into the 
all<>3" in time to run into the arms of B1lly Pym, who, ''"ith 
t:ix policemen, was just coming through the green gate . . 

·'Oh. Hill~· !" Rhc gasped. "Save ,him! Save hiln! They are 
mur<IN'ing t;corgc iu Mother :\fag's!" 

CHAPTER XXIY. 

the rats; they won't burt us. Can you stand? There-lean on 
me. Now we go! It's only a little way. I am George Porter
field. I want you to tell me your name." 

"My name, my name!" gasped the man, In a half dazed way, 
as supported by George he crawled in through the old sewer. 
"l\Iy name Is George Porterfield, too. Can it be that you are 
my son?" 

Before they reached the end Of the old sewer where the tille 
water :tlowed in, George knew that he was not and never had 
been Nobody's Son. 

A few bold strokes would now bring them to safety. George 
threw off his coat and supported his father while they · swam 
out through .the mouth of the sewer. 

"Hello! Where in thunder did you fellows come troin ?:' 
demanded the watchman on the pier, as they stood there all 
wet and dripping, "and herb comes more! \Vhat's all this?" 

A man and a woman wer(l running down the pier. 
"'!'here they ure! I told you so!" cried Billy Pym. 
"Minnie!" 
"George!" 
'!.'hey were locked in each other's arms in an instant. 
''But wbcre's the diamond'!" demanded BIUy. 
"Hea,·ens! It was iu my coat pocket!" gasped George. "1 

threw, the coat awa~·." 
And so it 'nu;, nnd the coat had floated away with the tide, 

and was ne,·er s<>en more, which statement brings ns right up 
against the end or our stor::. for tlw troubl<'s of George PortlJr· 
tlelll., ;rr .. ended with this, the last of t.lle strange huppenings 
of that eY<'ntful night. 

It w11s :1. fine day overhead antl an equally tine one under 
foot, and it was the most memorable <1ay in the life of Geo1·gH 
FGrterlield. ,Jr., for it wns !lis W('dr11n;; day. At noon precls~>IY 

CONCLUSIO~. Gcor~P. wrt>< marrie-d to :\1iuuie :.\lnllo~ · . 
A suddm fuming of tlle tables had take~ pla('e tu !11other Billy l'yrn stood up with !lim, and Captain Porter.ticld, rc· : 

1\Iag's den, nil owing to Pym's quick aetion. "'The delediYe saw I cent!~· ft·om Clliua, and as rich a,; l'rresus, so the papers said, 
the four men drag Captain Portet•Jield through tile green gate pia::(•<l tlw part of father to !Joth llride and groom. 
and like the faithful otlicer lle was, dropped his search for George harl been declared :;ole lwi<· to Admiral Porterfield's 
George and Minnie, summoned help, and this was the result. million~ nlHlcr his grandfat!H'r's will, c..li:;conrell in the treas· 

:\!other Mag, Four-fingered Ed, l'<>tey :nul the two sailors ure room, antl besides he had the .lJu~iness-his business-left: 
were all under· arrest now, and the diamond;; in the hands of to him by Mr. Pixley as a t'<'cornprns() for the wrong done to 
the police, and Billy had descended by the ladder which led him in hi~ cl!ildhood. 
down from the trap door into the death vault below. And so the my~<tery of "~·ol>a<l,r's f:on" vnnished to the 

"They must be there! They vmst!" cried l\Iinnlc, who stood >1onnd of wcd<ling bells. 
beside the officer looli:ing <lowu. "There is no escape from George sticks to business. Plx!Py & Co. nrc still in exist· 
J\Iot.her Mag's vault, !Jut those wretches had no time to go ence, and the firm is rated A A A 1. 
down and knife their victims and throw their bodies into the As for the rest, Four-lingered Ed, Petl'y awl the t\\•o sailors 
old sewer, nnd that's what they meaut to do." went to Sing Sing. IIarQ· Jiowlautl disappeared ft'Om : the 

"The olll sewer at tl.Je foot of Oliver stt·eet!" crie<l Billy. c'.ty, and olll :\IothE'r :\lag died iu Jail. 
"Il<>llo! I've !ward of that bel' ore. Does this. place conned l:Uch. prosperou,;, ha ppil,\" ma ITiC'd, his .fa tllet· reston><! .to l:im; 
with it? By HeaYen, It does! I sec the opening! Heaven \Yltat does (;cor;:;e <·are about the loss of t!w big diamond: 
help the man who goes in through thnt lw1e! Phew! sec the Not a rap! 
mts 1wnrry! Wait! l know a hick worth two of this. George 
Isn't dead! Not he! You can't kill that bo~·! He's t1·ying to 
e~r:apo! Stay here, l\lornn, and watch. I'm off fo1· the moment. 
Conw, :\Iinnit>. I know just what to llo!" 

The vrlsoncrs had gone before tl.Jem nud \Yere now on tlwir 
wny to the Oak street station, llll tl it had all hcen done so 
quietly tl:at llut . few people had collectt>d in front of thu 
~;reNI ;:;a tc, and most of th~se htl!l followctl the JH'isotwrs. 
"·lwn liilly Pym and l\1 iunie passp<l through the gate there 
1vas llC:U'<·t>I~· :lllyone l1; sight. 

'!'lie fall t!Jruu;dl tlw tmp-door brought Gt'orge to his s<'nses, 
4n<l he lost no time .ln Vieldng himself up and striking a match. 

There Jay the .uuconscious man nt his feet. ·was tllis his 
tat!JMr~! Geor:;e thought so, and as he bent down, the eyes 
openecl aru.l the man spoke. 

"Comer• he cried. "1 ean get yon out of this. Never mind 
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·j' suspecte_d anybody:. l\Iiss Richmond, on the ~ontrary, de-
STRANGELY MAD. . elated that the Eafe had been robbed by Farrium. 

1,. "Parl:mm heard of the charge with paling cheek3, but 
only said: 'I call upon HeaYen to witness tl1at 1 am in-

By Paull'3raddon .,, noeent !" . 

. ·~ . . . . . . . "Finding himself apparently l:alked, at eYeryturn by 
. "l:es,'' sard the doctor, m response to a question, "we the very persons he was enueavormg ·to benefit, the detc9-

-often meet with very sttange cases. 'l'he _vagaries of the tive r eported at headquarters what little he had fonil<l 
hU.m:m lnilid diseaseclare somethihg· wondel'fuL And there · out and requested to be relieved .. 
is a. wide range of 111adness~fron1 the p~tEoli simply foolish, ' "His request was complied with; birt as :Miss Richmond 
or tidii)g a hobby to extreities, to the kleptomaniac, and clamored. for further investigation, a · ne"' detective wn'! . 
then9e in adva~cing . grades to the absolnte ruouthi:rig; . set to work. . 
shrieking tJiental 'tli'ecks." · . j "I knew him well, and chancing to rncet him on a train 

The d6ctnr is i!/Wattii ft'iend, and not ·infrequently, over not many days after, he spoke of old .Jabez Holt, repeated 
a compu:hiohable cigAr, Lean get him to talk with me a. bout the terms of his will, and inquired if I thought the man 
the qtteer ca$.eS met -with in tlie long course of his career who wrote such an instrument was of sound min(l. 
in dealing with inehile people. ! "Well, we talked a while, and gradually he told me what 

"Perhaps one of the oddest cases, in many respects, I he had done in the case. . . 
ever met with was that of Miss Ricl~mond,'' .said the doctor.j ." "1';1ere is a very la~g<: African in that wooclpil_e,' ~e· 

''Yon see, old Jabi:z Holt had d1ed, leavtng a large for- said. Of that I am satisfied. The -reasonable solution m 
- tune. and a . will ,that named lls legatees Miss Richmond my mind is that Farnum and Miss Rjchmond have agreed 

and Henry Farnum, coupled 'vith the condition that they . to disagree on the marriage question, that peither of them 
\vete · to be rfiarrie.d withfn a month of his decea:se. I:ri. is in any hurry to get :inarried to othei· pei'sons/but that, 
case they (lid not marry, the foi'tune was to go to the one not wishing the fortune to go to an asylum, they com
\vho should mn~ty first; but if neither married within a bined forces in a scheme to obtain possession of the foi·
yl!ar; thetl each was to receive the sum of ope hundred thou'- tune and Fo prevent its going to an, asylum. If the old 
saud dollars, ahd thll rest of his fortune wasto go to some :inan lind appointed executors to his will to take charge of 
ktiid of 'tlfi' hsyltlitl. . . . . . . . . ·, r the property until its provisi~ns were ca_rried out, this 

'"l'he will in itself was 80 odd as. almost to satisfy m¢ would not have happe~ed. As It '~as,, he dueetecl that the 
that J abez ' himself was not of sound mind . . Yet he may money shoul~ be kept m the sa~e~ . m ~ne charge o~ ~he two 
have beenoior all that since he knew that Farnum was the legatees, unbl they had comphed with , the prov1s1ons of 
a.ccept~d stiit~r f'or 1\:dEs Richmoncl!s hand, and he l:lii.ned at the will. That would show ~ow ?ertain he, ~elt that these 
keeping .·his fo:diine as nearly intact as possible.. lil fact, Y?un,g peop1e woul<i 1\0t comnder It a hardsmp to get mar
his wm contained an explanatory clause somewhat to that ned. 
cft~ct, ~;~ay:ftig that his experiC)lCC as a business n1an had : " '.Hem!' said I. 'I thought they " 'C l'C lovers before the 
shown him that a iarge stim ip. one person's control was · 'old man's death.' 
pofeilt for greatei· g:oocl than ail equal stun uivided into : 11 'So they were-in appearance.' 
small holdings. l " 'By which you mean--' 

"Another. peculiar thing- in connection with this J abez . . " 'Well, I m;t a detective, ~nd am constantly th~·own in 
: _w. as that ·foreseei_ng his death n -t. an t-h d' t t w1th a class of people r_estramed by no moral law .. Pos-. . . . .. .. , . . .. . o m y mon s IS an , 'bl th t . · · f 1 h 1 
4c sold ail his real es.tate, converting it principally into bsl ty't at 'gkms met. ha tpotohrer otpmlOn o p~lol~ e ats abew o e, 
sol_id.· cash which was · kept in safe 1 b ·a· th h d u 1 s n_ es me a . ese wo were WI mg o . con-. . . , . . . a c ose es1 e e ea 'd d 1 h'l t · · t th ·a· •t· of .his bed. . . · · · I si ere. .overs w 1 e. ye m I~norance as . o e · 1sposi 1o_n 

" · · . • • . · · . • • . 1 Holt mtendecl makmg of h1s wealth. In other words, 1f 
. . . ImJ?ediately on th~ terms .of the wilt becom.mg known, the will had shown Farnum to be the heir, I · think :Miss 
l!lS!l RICh~ond became cold towar~ her lo:v.er. That was Richmond would have been glad to have the relationship o! 
s1~gulnr c1rcumstance ~o. 1. It .Is. easy to see .how she lovers _.consummated in marriage . . And if she had . b?.<' n 
m1ght have turn_ed ag~mst .a person who was d1stast~ful named as the heiress I think Farnum wouid have pressetl 
to h~r by a ten~ m a ~·.Ill that appe~red to fo~c~ a marnage his suit most vigorously. But when they found them
upon her, but It was mc.omprehens1ble that 1t should have selves on an even basis, with a distasteful provision at-
caused a change of feehng toward a man. whom she had-: tached both rebelled aO'ainst it.' ' 
previous)y ad~itted loving. . . j ~'The ingenio~s theory of my friend the detective amused 

ti.•Stts,1..1:ge e.u,cumstilnce No, 2 was when _Miss Richmond 'me for several ·hOurs. It certainly was · a clever way to 
~tempted to shoot ,Farnum, crying out that he had de~! account for .the train of . circumstances, yet it sounded too 
c;ei}'lld her and broken her heart. . .· tnuj:!h lil(e a novel to suit my ideas .. 

"Strange ci:rcumstance No. 3 was whe'n.·it becam6 known . "1'luit very night I was visited hy a gentleman, wli.D, 
that '!he' safe 1tail been · cntereU.. and e\1ery, ·dollar of the 'after gaining a promise of secrecy, said: 

' fE>rtun~ stol~n. . . . . . . I ,, ':M~ nai~le is Farnum, and i '\Yli.nt your opin.ion as to 
''A detect1Ye was called m. His exammatwn convmced 1 the saiuty of a lady who was to huve bee!?- my Wife-.' . 

~inr thatthe house bact not been entered by a professional, I "Naturally I · was surprised at thus finding myself in 
and· hi:! so' told bOth ]fiss Richmon(l ahd Farnum. 'i confact with a person of whom I had been talking earlier 

'''£he latter shook his head, but would not state if he in the da_}-, and who, if the detectiv~'s theorY was c.orr.ect, 



£.S PLtTCK AND LUCK. 

- --·· .·-=··- = =====;=============== 
was engaged with Mi~s Richmond in an attempt to thwart whom you for so many years esteemed as noble above all 
the wishes of J abez Holt, as expressed in his will. men.' 

"I glanced the man over, and said:: "Not wishing to be alone with the woman, or rather be-
·" 'Is the Jadv a Miss Richmond?' ing desirous of having a witness present, I beckoned Miss 
" 'Yes,' he s;id. 'You have heard of her, then?' Richmond's maid to follow us. · 
" 'I have.' "From room to room I went, pretending to search each 
" 'And seen her?' with the utmost care, but in reality searching Miss Rich-
" 'No.' mond's face with far the greater amount of care. 
" 'I wish you would. She is acting queerly lately. She "As we were entering the spare chamber of the house 

even tried to shoot me, although it is not so very long ago I noticed that the woman drew a deep breath, and I in-
that I am confident she JoYed me dearly.' wardly exclaimed: 

H 'How and where can 1 see her?' " 'The money is hidden somewhere in this room{ 
"'At Jabez Holt's old home. I think you had better "I said nothing, but made a pretence of searching the 

visit her 'in the guise of a detective, and be sure to intimate room. At last I stood before the fireplace. I bent down, 
that you believe I stole the fortune. 'l'hat will gain her kept her in suspense for a second, then turning, said: 
confidence at once.' " 'Miss Richmond, here is the hiding place. Remove the 

"'It seems ~ingular that shr should · think you stole it,' brass screen and we will find the money.' 
I ventured. " 'Right!' she cried. 

•' 'It is sing-ular. It snrpaose~ my comprehension. Of "She tore away the brass screen and drew out a large 
comse, sir, I did n't stea l the fortnne, and--' chest that filled the aperture. Dragging out some articles 

·· Wh at ?'~ of wearing apparel, she cried : 
"But he did not fini sh the sentence. A thought at that " 'See! There it is. There's the money! I saw him 

moment fla shed through my miwJ. It afforded ·another so- place it here!' 
lution to the web of 'trange circumstances connected with "And there, sure enough, was the money stolen from the 
ihc fortune of Jabez Holt. This was that Farnum knew safe. What the detectives }).ad in vain puzzled over I had 
that Miss Richmond had stolen the fortune from the safe, arrived at in an hour. But it is no reflection on the de
but that he had kept the secret from the detectives. tectives, since they are not supposed to be familiar with 

"I did not mention my mspicions to Farnum, but told the many phases of insanity. 
him that I would go and see thc .lady on tbe morrow. "Scarcely were the words across Miss Richmond's lips 

" In ' accordance with that promise, I the next . day pre- than she fainted. An hour later consciousness began to 
sented myself at ,Jabcz Holt's recent home. · dawn. She suddenly sprang to her feet, exclaiming: 

" I asked for :Miss hichmond, Eaying that I was a de tee- " 'I must hide it-nobody must steal it! Oh, that fatal 
tive. That obtaiued me an immediate interview . She eyed will! That good old man made a mistake!' 
me eagerly a~ I en trred the room, ther1 said : "And. then the maid and myself saw her stagger acrosg 

" 'Hare you a clew? Your coming unsoi.1ght would in- the floor ~s with a heavy load , and go down on her knees, 
dicate a spec ial reason.' . raise the cover of an imaginary chest, and place something 

"'I think I have rcaE:.Jn,' I !'aid, 'for thinking that the in it. 
guilty party is--' " 'There,' she said, rising, 'It is safe now. No one will 

"'\Vho?' she inquired eagerly. ever think of looking for it there.' 
" 'Farnum!" "I rudely grasped her by the shoulder then and sharply 
u 'I knew it!' she cried. 'And he i; the man I 80 fool- said: 

i~;hly loved ! ?\either myself nor _21fr. Holt had any idea "'You should not take the money from the safe. Some-
thathe was not upright and ho norable . But we have been body may say you stole it.' 
so long together that I could .not deno~mce him. And "She turned quickly, looked at me, brushed one hand 
yet--' . in a dazed way across her forehead, then said : · 
. '' 'What?' " 'The money! Oh, it was stolen by Farnum!' 

" 'I saw him do it!' " 'It was not. You have- hid it in the chest under the 
" 'Indeed?' mantel of the guest chamber.' 

·. " 'Yes; but I could not give eridence against him. I "I could see a great wondering intelligence coming into. 
only meant to declare his guilt, and leave it to strangers her face. Suddenly she flung herself on a sofa and burst 
to work up the evidence against him.' I into tears. 

" 'Yonr sentiments <lo you credit: I \Varmly said, .know- "Dimly she comprehended what she had done, and when 
ing now that I was talking with a pcr:;on whose mind was Farnum stepped into the room she fell at his knees anti 
unhinged. ' I am sure myself thnt hc .dicl it, and shall not begged his forgiveness. He married her a month later." 
be Jong in proving him guilty of the crime. I am of the I drew a deep breath of relief. 
opinion that the money i3 ~till in this house, and that I "It was singular/' I said. "How do you account for her 
stand a very fair ~how of findi; ig it before I leave here.' aYersion to Farnum and her hiding the money? Was it a 

" 'You · do stand a good chan ce of finding it,' she said, clear case of madness?" 
"if yon only look shaq"J-C~look ,_harp! ' · . .. I "It w.as. Grief for the loss of Mr. Holt unsettled her a, 

"'And I believe, furt}JH, tbn t you saw him hiqe the !little, and the unsettling was completed by the sense of 
money, and haYe only rdra.ined from re rcaling the faCt responsibility in connection with so large a sum of money 
·because of the same noble resohe not to testify against one in the house.'' 



A cardboard finger, 
carefully bandaged 
with linen, and the 
side and end are 
blood-stained. When 
you alip ·tt on your 
finger and -show It to 
your friends, just 
gi \·e a groan or two, 
nu se It up, and pull 

t look of pain. You will get nothing but 
Jrmpathy until you give them the laugh. 
Then duck! Price, lOc., postpaid. 
._ F. LANO, 2111 Walworth St., B'klyn, N. Y. 
--THi.m'Nnoo ·wHrn:J:ER-=-----

A w h It e w o o d , 
n o t c h e d stick, 8'4 
Inches long, with a 
pivot at the end, on 
jVhich a metal arm 
revolves. Your friend 

aorapea the notch c• with a toothpick, but he 
cannot_ malte the metal arm sptn un less he 
understands tlJe secret. You can s crape the 
atfck tn a certain way, and the m P- ta:J whirls 
to the right. Scrape the same way. and at 
the wocd of command yon ean make it re
·v31ve In the opposite direction. A myst!f:~lng 
.novelty which will puzzle and amuse every ... 
body. Price, ICc., postpaid. 
__ M. O'NEIJ,J,, 425 W. GOth St., N. Y. __ 

TUE SURPIUSE Fot;;oon·.-us PE!i 

·eblfiM}~ gr~_ t e~~\·el~~~rt~f t~i 
loiJks just !lit e a gen-

M&ii41f4t4KIJ ~~in1~ 1~.~~nt~!~f.=~-h~~! 
the j ok e comes in: It 

r:~a~a~epp~~rs~he T~~~{r,y0~1 ~ic\~~ ~~!~e. !;~1~~ 
you Jend it to the merry "ha·ha ." You 
.might call it an e\·e rlasttng j ok r.- beca.~se y ou 
ea.n use U over· and over again. P riee, by 
·mail, postpc.id , lOl~ . 

WOLFF NOVET..TY CO., · 29 W. 2~th Rt., N. Y 
'iliE'iolll-TOM DR(m. 

Hold the drum In one hand 
1nd with the thumb cf t ne other 
resting against the side of the 
drum manlpulatn the dl'umstick 
wJth the fin g..:'! I".S of the same 
hand (aR Indicated in the cut). 
With practice It · is possible to 

atto.in as great skill as with a r enl drum. Tha 
IDOva.ble soundin G" board can be adjusted for 
either heavy or light playing. •rhey are used 
eztenstvely in schoCis t"or marehlllg. 

Price, lOc. each, de!i\'e red free. 
J. KENN.Eil\', ~03 W<••t 127th SL, N. Y. 

THE I,ITTLE GE!II TELEPHOYE. 
The transmitter In 

this telephone Is 
made !rom the best 
imported parchment: 
with ordinary u•e 
will last a long time; 
can be made in any 
length · bY adding 
cord; the only real 
telephone f'br tho 

money; each one put up in a neat box: tully 
Jlustrated , With full directions , hOW to UH 
them. Price, 12c., postpaid. 
WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 29 W. 28th St., N. Y. 

THE BOO·BOO CARD 

H 
Here Is Q'l Innocent, and 

very laughable practJcal 
joke. lt con•!sts of a curd. 
postal fllze, blackened ov one 
P-lci~, except. a whiLe circle! n 
tbe center. On the c.tber 
h o.n tnterestlog sentence, 

a.rlntcdln Spiral form, so that one has to keep turn
Ing the oa.rd around. a11d around tn orde:- to read it. 
Tbe turotng or the card causes t.be dark otae to 
blaclcen the reader 's th.~gcrs. 

Price 10 ceuto each by moll, p.,.tin•ld. 
J. KENXEDY, 303 West 127th St .. N. Y. - -c . .ir{ii--;iHitouo-H: ·i·:Hii:- iiA.r -irucK --

With th is trick you bar-

~~~Y a s~~~·e a:d c:idpa~~ 
through the crown, 
without Injuring the 
card or hat. The oper
ation can be reversed, 
the performer seemingly 
pushing th~ card down 
through the c rown Into 
the hat ngaln. It IR s. 

E~sy DIIo:n..ey 
A CIGAR THAT LOGKS ll~t THE REAL THING 

NO TOBACCO . ~ But It Smokes 
NO FIRE 5 s But It Smokes 
NO MATCHES V? ~ \ But _It Smokes 

AV\VAT8 READ"Y. 

AGENTS WANTED-Send 12 cents In stamps for sample . 
I. ®. M. NOVELTY WORKS, 
'138-740 Madison St., Chica~o. ·Jil. 

-------------------------- -------1 "fNYISIBLE INK" The myst~r!ous, wonderful 

I wav of wntmg. lOc. a bOt· 
tie fin coin). 1\lYSTER\' SHOP,14 Liberty St. 

; Dept. F ., Cmn., 0 . · 

I EVERY BOY HIS OWN TOY MAKER 
Th\1 book :;-l\"('8 plain ht!<lt'U c lkn~ for makhr~: "t.:-a m e111dneM' 

whr ll nr\l111 1 wet bt~.th•r·y , fu y tc:!rplum~, magk la11t··r11 ~ h<l; •t~ of 
t'\"eJ"y k\lld, kitt.-1 1 billJ•JVIl ll~ rlltUi k !i , Wl\1(01l1'1 tuy llllU,.~·r:t, t.rn WII tt!ld 
nrn.tWfl1 li"!rlug tncklc , · JlOP .IC UIUI , HihiJ{s, lli:iltl', l•l rd tnrct r·a.lrhil 
t rllp ~ , nuo! r\ OZI:'U!l ..-.r \.ltlu:l"ll. :! IJ O illu!llru.Uoll.•. l' rh:~ 10 -.: • : ut~ . nlg 

1uy \'&lu.loi(Ut: ll'ee. 

AClU: NIH' I!:Ill'l co .. I0<9T Slntpsou st .. \ow York 

and Interest thA closes~r!~~e;~~~~n.f 1~~t~~ft~1~ 
Is almost Impossible, It Is so simple that a I · 
rluld can learn how to perform it in a few 
mmutes. 

.Price 10 cent• each, by mall, ~H¥1t·pa1d oaTd• to.cta,.-
U. O'NEILL, 425 W. 56th Stu N. Y, ....,,,.u ... ---''c;:c.---. i.ii:8'"'iili;-G:C4~:,1D~;i::&'oa;i:~ii(J~oo 

as accurate •nd reliable 
¥ the world-renowned 

J?ftmlngton,-l/t1E 
big game rifle that the 
famous hunters use~ 

The No. 6 single shot has 
tapered barrel, l'ase-hardened 
frame, genuine walnut stock and 
fore-end. rifle butt plate, t!!ar and 
tang peep sight. 

Shoots .1!2 short, -~ long and 
.!?2 long rifle cartridges. Also 
mncle to shoot .S:il short rim-fire 
co rtridgcs. 

You'll actually. be surprised at 
its moderate price. Ask your 
dealer. 

FREE-Set of tarJet~. Write to-t/1111 

~.I!JD;I/A& 
-,the perfect shootin~ combinatio• 
REMINGTON ARMS-UNION 
METALLIC CARTRIDGE CO. 

29Q BROADWAY 
New York CitJ' 

-----------------------
~~ ~~~~~~v!n" e!~:or. 
held by the rfngertlp:s. 
You offet· It to your 
friend, and "'hen he at-

~ tempts t6 t::ke It, the 
p119nny suddenly van• 
ishf".J without anJ" . tra<le 

1nd !!I fmmerliately repr·)dtl f' ed from some 
j1• 1 +':' 1> !""' '· · · ~., ,. ,... }"> .. ;.,"'. 11 

J. KENNEDY, 303 West 1271h St .. N _, Y, 

VANISHING PACK OJ' 
CARDS.-You exhibit a 
neat black card cue, . you 
request from the .,udl• 
ence a ring. a watc;h, 
bracelet, or other jewelrJ' 
articles. You propoH to 
fill the oase with a .pack 
or cards. After dol11r 10, 
the pack oi cards dlaa)l• 
pear !rom the ·case, aQ.4 
the ,iewelry noveltlea ap
pear InstE-ad. 
Price by mall, poiitpa14. 

3Gc. 

J. KENNEDY, 
SQi ll'1111t 121tla St;, N. ,~. 



'VANISHING AND RE-~ THE .ml'rn>ING BEAN. 
APPEARING EGG.-Very & The runniest thing 

· fln,e, easy to perform and le .., out! You place them 

. . 

- . , . .. . . 1t produces a marvelous ! ~ in a plate, and they 
fsnd m~~~tffr~nga~g;;;· ~~l ' ~- . ~ . ~~~d~r,~y wrr~p t;;~ n;~~~ 
vanish right before the astonishing a g 1 II t y. 
eyes. Beautifully made. These queer little fol-

Pric&, . 25c. lows are guaranteed to mystify the smartest 
,. ..,M. O'NEIL~,. professor by their my!lterious actions. Nobody 

'"IS "· 60th St., 4'0, Y. can account for their funny movements. More 

l!'OUR WEEKS (A LOlJD BOOK). 
Has the absolute and exact 

ahape of a book In cloth. Up· 
on the opening of the book, 
after havln&' It set up accord· 

:tun than a circus! Get a few and watch their 
atrange jumps. Price, .lie. each, or 6 tor 26c. 
by mall. 

liL O'NEILL, 42:> W. 66th St., -N. Y. 

CAVHOO OK SNEEZING POWDER. 
The greatest fun-maker of 

chem all. A small amount 
of this powder, when blown 
in a room. will cause 
£:veryone to sneeze without 
anyone knowing where it 

comes !rom. It Is very light, will float In th<> 
air ·for some time, and penetrate every nook 
and corner of a room. It Is perfecttly harm
less. Cachoo fs put up tn bottles. an{l one 
bottle contains enough to be used from 10 to 
16 times. Price, by mall, lOe. each; 3 ' for 25c. 
WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 29 W. 2Gth St .. N. Y. 

GOOD LUCK BANKS. 
lng to directions furnished, a D 
loud report similar to that or • 

~u~~·t~~-·~~! ·:~~ze~en~6';.';,~ I ON! 
surprise or the victim. Caps ' 
not mailable; can be bought 

at any toy store. Price, 61ic, by mall, postpaid. ' 
H. :a,•. LANG, 2115. Walworth St., B'klyn, N. Y. . ' 

Ornamental .as well as useful. 
Made of highly nickeled braso. 
It he>lda just One Dollar. When 
filled it opens itself. Remains 
locked until refilled. Can be used 
as a. watchcharm. Money refund
ed If not satistled. Price, tOe. 
by mall. 

L. SENARENS. 
l141J Winthrop St., Brookl.JD, N. Y. 

0 
The beat yet! Rlsht 

0 !rom the mint! We · (t . .aell tor lOc., postpaid, a 
real mysterious trick 
that can be done with-

out practice. The outftt consists of 2 metal 
rings, a cover on which to do the trick, and 

~';.'lr.!'li\r,re c~f~.rdj~~~';,~a~':.e~~~&"l,?;n~oe~v~tr a;~: 
eay "Gof.• and It goes without touching lt; 
eay . "Come!, and it comes back. Really 
clevt!r, and your money back It you want it. 
Send for wholesale price. 
WOLFF NOVELTY CO., 28 W. %6th St., N. Y, 

SURPRISE PERFUliiE 
BOTTLE. 

Thoae hi the joke may freely 
omell the perfume In the bottle, 
but the uninitiated, on removing 
the cork will receive the contents 
In his hando. This Ia a simple 
ll.lld clever jake. 

Price, toe. each by mall, pout• 
paid; 3 tor 25c. 

H. F. LANG, 
•u; Walworth st .. eet, 

D .. ookl:yn, N. y, 

DING·A·LING. 
A new and Interesting game. 

It consists or a 9'>fl Inch wooden 
racquet, with a cup near the end, 
to which a bell lo fastened by a 
H-Inch string. The object Is to 
toss the bell and see how o:ten It 
can be brOUjrht back Into the cup. 

Price, 12c. each, postpaid. 
111. O'NEILL, 

'25 W. 66th St., N. Y. 

T H 'E SPOTTER, 
OR THE EDUCAT
ED DIE.-'l'he per
former exhibits a 
die. The Ace of 
Spades and five cards 
are now taken from 
a pack. 'l'he Ace ot 
Spades Is thoroughly 
shuffled w i t ll t h e 

" other cards, w h ieh 
ure then placed face 
down in a row on 

the table. The die is now thrown, and as 1! 
embodied with superhuman Intelligence. the 
exact position of the Ace is lndicateG.. With
out . touching the die, the perfm~me1· picks up 
the cards, gives thent a complP: t e ·shuffle and 
again spreads them out. Th e die is ro!Jed as 
before bY any person, and is seen to come to 
n. stop with the locating number uppern!OXt. 
The card le turned over and found to. corn~~ 
f:nond in posit!nn . P ri ce, lF.c. 
H. F. LANO, 2tu Wahvortb St., D'ldyn, N. Y. 

THE OBEDIENT 
BALI,.-An old re
liable, espe~ial. ly 
adapted to beg·ln
ners, as It ts es.sy 
to perform and the 

effect is Quite perplexing. This Is an especi
ally nice made piece of apparatus. Regardless 
of its age it . is little known to pcrs onJ:; not 
connected with magic. Price,· 15c. 
B. F. LANG, 21;; Walworth St., B'klyn, N. Y. 

l'riAGIC CARD BOX.-A very cleverly made 
box of exchanging or vani311ing enrds. In fac t. 
any nutnber of tricl{S of this character can be' 
performed by it. A very necessary magkal 
accessory. Price, IUc. 

l'rl. O'NEIJ.L, 42u \V, iiGt!; St., N. Y. 

~ THE PRI:-1-
\;'.\}"..:,;/ CESS OJ;' YO-

. . ! ·'~~ G I C A R D 
~-~ '.r R I C li. . -

Four "at· d s 
are held in 

fhe. form. of a fan and a 
spectator is re~uested t o 
me11tall y S•::o icct on e or the 
four. T l>~ <.:<J.nl s al"e · nnw 
shufTh·d nnd c:n f! is openly 
tal: e n t~. wa,.~-' ~tn (l placed in 

hts pock~t. The perfo_rm e r re n~a rl:s t~~ ~ t h~ 
has tf;.l{en the card m .omt::t.l ly sel ected lty th e 
spect ~1 t or. 'J'J1e thrP .:>: C'':l r<: ~l nrc now dis;)l<1)'e cl 
and th e :Jelect~d c ard 1s found l o Le m!ssing-. 
ReaciJin ~~ in his j,)()CJ\et lhf: perfonner re m w:es 
an.d c~~:hfblts the ch08cn c ;;~ :~d . P;·iee, t .:c. 

J. KEN:NEJJ\'J 30a \<\'est l2':"th St., N. X. 

J U U I' J: N G C.<\RD."-A 
pretty little trlclt, easy to 
perform. Effr>ct : A select
en card l·etur·ned to the 
deck jumps hig-h into the 
ai r at the perform er's com
mand. Pack is h e ld in one 
hand. 1-'riee (J[ nppa.ratus, 
wlth P-nough cards to per
form the trick, 10<'. 

M. 0':'\"EIJ.L, 
4~5 W. 56th St., N. Y. 

'l'IU; DEVIL'8 CARD TRJCK.-From three 
cards held In the hand anyone is askeU to 
mentally select one. All three cards al'e 
placed in a hat and the perfonner reinoves 
first the hvo that the n:.1dlence d id not select 
and passing th' hat to thern their card has 
mysteriously vanished. A great cllmax; 
highly recommend ed. PrJce, IOc. 
II. F . I,ANG, 215 Walwortb St .. D'klya., N. Y. 

APPEARING BILLIARD BAI.L.-A oolid 
billlard ball, heautifully 1nado, ean be made 
to appe:ar 1n the bare hands with the sleeves 
rolled back to elbows. \ ' ery fine and easy 
to do. Price, 35c. 

M. O'NEILL, 425 W. 66th St., N. Y. 

IUSJNG PENCIL. 
- - The performer ~:x
hlbttR an ordinary 
pencil and shows it 
top and bottom. Th• 
penctl Is iald on the 
palm, the performE"r 
ca lling attention to 
his hypnotic powe~ 
over innate objects. 
The pencil is s0en 
slowly to rise, fol
lowing the move
ments of the other 

hand. The witnesses are asked to pass their 
hand around it . to assure themselves no 
thread or hair is used. Price, 25e. 

J. KEN.NF.DY, :{03 West 127th St., N. Y. 

"KNOVK-OUT'' VARD TRICK.-Flve c~.rd• 
are shown, front and back, and there fll't>: no 
two cards alike. You place some of them in 
a handkerchief and asl' any person to hold. 
them by the corners iri full vieW of the audi~ 
ence. You now take the remaining cards and 
req uest anyone to name any card shown. This 
done, you r epeat the name of the card ~tnd 
state 'that you will cause It toi invisibly }Qave 
your hand and pass into the handkerchi <? :'. 
where it will be found among the other card~. 
At the word "Go!" you show that the chosen 
card has vanished, leaving absolutely only 
two cards. rrhe handkerchief Is unfolded hv 
any person, and In It is found the Identical 
card. Price, tOe. 

l'ti. O'NEJI.J,, 425 W. 56th St., N. Y. 

ro;~-~E bo~ni~/;r!1~~~~~~'oG bee~~~~· ;At o~~~;~_ 
the spec LHon3 is ::'.llowe d to p!.·I.~";e three corks ' 
in It. Th~C~ CO\' E> r h; put on untl ti''.e box h!. . 
handed t o one o f tlw ~: rH:'r.'tat u rs, whc, up on 
r e moving the c_cvt•r, .f1nd s :; ix e o r k s i:a the !.>ox~ 
Three oi tlH~ C'Oi'l-·-; are n o w 1nad~ t o Yf.ndsh fi.;J 
nt_•.• s teriOtlf-ly aH 1 h·,~Y cr~! ::H.~ . Ve ~·y d e c r.: ptiVt". 

U. F. LAXG, 21~ W.Uwortb St., B'klyn, N.Y.· 



PLUCK AND LUCK. 81' 

PLUCK AND LUCI< It has been recently estimated that for each minute of 
time the civilized nations of the .world strike 3,000,000 

==========- matches. This is said to be the average for every minute 
NEW YORK, FEBHUAHY 21, 1912. 

TERMS TO SUBSCRIBERS 

Single CoriM.. .............. . .. .. . .. . .. .. ............ .. . . .. . .os Cents 
One Copy Three Manthe................................... .63 Cents 
One Copy Six Months., ..................... . .............. . $1.:05 
One Copy One Ycot. ........ .......... .. ..... .• ............ $;,.so 

Postago Fre@. 
HOW TO SEND .J'r\ONBY-Atourriakaend P.O. Money Order,Cbeck, 

or lte·giat.e•·eu Letter: remittances io a.ny other way v.ro at your risk. 
We accept Postage Stampa the same n~ cash. \Vheu sending ~ilver 
wmp the Coin io •~ aepa1·ate pi~ee ot pa.uer to avoid cuttmg the en vel· 
ope. }Vrite your name and ad~rcss pla·inlv. Address lette1·s to 

N, HAITI !'~~•, Tre&llllrer 
B••cL .. a 1·ouan. ~mM••• t Frank Tousey, Publisher 
ea ... z. Nn .. ou,s.crot•1'7 168 \Vest 23d St., N.Y. 

BRIEF, BUT POINTED. 
Davic.l }fcKay, who recently took np hi s residence at 

North Adams. )fa:ss., has until a short time ago followed 
the occupation of c-oal miner. :Mr. }1<:1\:ay is- fifty-sewn 
.years old, and daim8 the distinction uf never having done 

· a day's work ahoregrouncl. 

A long-suffering wife .in )1arkle\ ille, Ind., has a hus
band . who ~pend:; most nf his t i mr. in the three lic1uor 
saloons of lbe lom1. 'l'hc other day ~he armed herself 
with a picee of board. and ' 'ollar<'d her Iesti,·c lord in the 
haek room o[ one of the ~al<}uns, among his gay eom
panions. She threw l1im aero's her knee and Yigorously 
spanked him with the IJonnl, to the great glee of his com
rades. Then, clntehiug him by the car, she led the 
treUlbling toper home. 

'fhe only paper in ::\Iinncsota printed and edited by In
dians, the Pipestone P eace Pi pc, has just made its a p
pearance and will be iswed lwncefort.h bi-monthly. It 
will be dcroted to news o[ lh(' ( lorcrnment Indian school 
here and to general items of interest to Indians. Its ti tlc 
seems :,;ingularly appropriate anll itti aim shall be crer to 
disseminate the eeeds of peace and progress and to assist 
in hurrying on the happy tlay when, if the Manitou should 
again descend and stand 11pon the retl crags of the quarry 
,}.Ie should finll his dJilllrrn l'<'ll uru1 white alike working to
gether in harmony and ~harin:; t''lually the harvc:ots he has 
~reparcd for them. 

Ty Cnhb recently said: "Good habits arc essential in 
baseball. T am not going to dwell upon the moral aspect 
of good hal,ib, l.mt g0od habit.,; lead to a deady nenc and 
l- good eye, without which no one can ·become a great hall 
,p]arer. ;\II gn':at ball pla\Ti"s are those who play .witl! their 
braim, and, having that rery w:cful commodity, po~>es~ 
also the knowledge of \rh;;t good health means an tl arc 
careful to conserve it. "\II han: different rule~ as to how 
to hcp in the best of physical condition, but in the long 
run thev all mean about the same thing. · If a bov 1 inef' 
8 ·Sane iife, conforming only to the reasonable rules. which 
. make for health, it foll ows that he will go into the game 
physically fit. Wh2t other rules he follom:; are merely a 
matter of sentiment. 

of the twenty-four hours of the day. Fifteen hundred 
Lillion is the number for the entire year, and those per
sons who live under the American flag are charged with 
consumption of one-half of this amount. The importance 
of the industry which turns out the little splinters of 
wood tiwed wifh sulphur or some other material ignited 
by friction is only recognized when the average smoker 
tries to contemplate his predicament if he had to go back 
to the time when he had to coax a spark from a tinder box. 
Small and insignificant as it is, the match demands as 
much attention in the choice of wood involved in its man
ufacture as any other forest product. Only the choicest 
portions of the best trees arc suitable. Sapwood, lmotty or 
cross-grained timber will not do. Instead of being a by
product, the little match is turned out at hundreds of mills 
over the c01mtry, where the by-products are bulky objects, 
like doors, sash, shingle~, sidings, posts and cordwood. 'fhe 
pine~, linden, aspen, white cedar, poplar, birch and willow 
an: the most suitable match timbers. 

OUR COMIC COLUMN. 
==========-=- ----------·-----
At the Sca, ide.-Sal-Sav ~i. what's them ropes for? 

Si--1 reckon to keep the oce·~;1 tide in. 

:'IIurUw--1 llH~anL to 1 0111r to ~er Yon 11 iJ ,Jt, \ ou "ere 
~ick. l\Jary. Mary-\\'dl , I V'1 nldn't :t;,y ~ ick ali summei 
lo oblige you. 

LiWe Millie-Grandad , what tuakes a man alway~ give 
a woman a Lliamond cngngcment ring? . Gr:mclfatber.:..:... 
The woman. 

"'J'lw old man doesn't speak an)' foreign Lwguage, t1oes 
he?'' '' ~ o. He's just a plain, downright, honest, ll()

styk, hHrd-\rorkin', woncy-mnkin', fam ily-supportin' 
Amcriean." 

Teacber-\\'hich is grannnati t:a lly r·orrcct: "The \\'agee 
of sin are death,'' or "The wage~ of sin i.;; death ?"-}(i~s 
Prim-Don't you think, teacher, that: " ~a lary" i:; n nwre 
elegant term? 

"Look at: that pnJfed- np thing coming this way! '' .~aid 
the llrst tack, as the pneumatic tire approached. "Ir it 
make~ any attempt to run OH'r nw,'' ~aid the sccom1 tnck, 
"I'll take the \':ind out of it." 

~he waH only a snb~titute tea<,!:cr, ~till shr ~hn11lfl have 
knO\nl better. " Suppose," said ~he in the mcnb1l arith
metic le<ison-" Suppo~e :JJ ary has fire onmgc•;' anJ Gladys 
gave her eleren more. Then, if: ilfary gave Winifred six, 
how many would she have left ?" There was a long pause . 
''WAll?~' she p:-ompted, . impatiently, "it's easy enough." 
"Pleas;e, teacher," spoke up the sm!!llest girl, "we always 
do our sums in a.p£les." 



IIF Latest Issues -w 
"WILD WEST WEEK!. Y'' 

•12 You.ng Wild West and '"Tricky Tony;" 
or. The. Roughest Greaser In Arizona. •'l'a Young W(lll West Escaping n Cross 'Fire; 
01•, Arletta and t-he Flag of Truce. 

"'" 'tou.ng Wild West Saving the :\Jail Coach; 
01', 'fbe Bo~s of the Moutl~aln. 

f75 Young Wild West's Gallop for Gold: or, 
Arletta unl'l the Mine 0\\·ncr. 

•T.6 You.ng Wild West "llusti11g" the B.uckers; 
or, The Cowlwy \1'ho ··Touched 
Le&:tbe1·. 

4'1'1 Young Wlfil West lleseulng His Sweet
heart: 01·•· The llest Sbot or All. 

478 Young Wild West Foiling the Raiders; 
or. Taking a Long Chance. 

479 YC)ung Wild West Corrallng the Creelllll; 
or, Arletta and the l(edsltlns Round 
Up. 

480 Young Wild . West's W1unlug; or, The 
Sec1·et Band of the Gulch. 

481 Young Wild \\'est After Blg Game; or, 
Arietta and tl)e Hunters' Trap. 

482 Young Wild WPst's Clean Sweep: or, 
The Reformation of Reckless Camp. 

-!83 Young Wild \Vest and the Hoodoo Cla1m; 
or Adetta and tbe l(eg of !Suggets. 

484 Young Wild }Yest and "Cinnamon 
Hank;" or, 'I he -. Grudge of the Gila 
Giant. 

485 

486 

Young Wild West's Scrimmage With 
Sioux ; or Arietta ~tad the Renegade. 

Young Wild West Racing the Cowboys; 
or, Saving a Doomed Ranch. 

487 Young Wild West's Biggest Panout: or, 
Arletta and the Lost Prospectors. 

488 Young Wild \Vest Saving a 1-Jii,Efi t·ed 
Thousand; or, 'l'.l:le Shot That :;ropped 
the Train. 

=====· ===·c:.c··~ : ........ ··--:-=--=--------···-~-~--'='========= =========================== 
"E'AM& & FORTUNE WEEKLY" 

817 1'be Stolen Chart: or, The Treasure of I 
the Catarad. 

818 A Game Young Speeul~tor; or. Taking a 
Ghant·e ou the ~larket. (A \\all 
Su'eet 8tory. 1 

1119 Charlie Crawford's Claim; ot·, I"I'Om 
High S~hool to .11inwg Camp. 

820 An Uttice Hoy's Lne~ ; or, 'l'be- Lad Who 
Got the . 'l'tps. 1 A Story of Wall 
Street.) 

821 Out· tor ·His Rights; or, Startlni a Busi
ness ·on His Nerve. 

"SECRET SERVICE" 
666 Till Bl'adys IJnder Sealed Orders ; or, A 

Secret l:!ervlce Case !rom l'ana ma. 
667 The Bradys and the ··co"" Man; or, A 

Clever Crook from Chicago. 
668 The Bradys' Trl.ple Trail ; o1·, Tracked 

Througll 'l'hree Cities. 
669 The Bradys and Captain Carter; or, The 

Clew thal came by Wirele.ss. 
670 'l'be Bradys in "Little Africa;" or, 'l'eu 

Hulns u! Deadly Peril. 
&il The 1:1-radys' Three Ball Clue; or, Helti 

Jn tbe · House of Mystery. 

&73 

674 

&79 

670 

an 
6i8 

"WORK AND WIN" 
Fred . I•'earnot and "SpeCial Jack;" or, 

vut with a Boy !!>ngweer. 
l1'1;ed F~anwt·s alouutalll Mine; or, l<"lnd

lng Uold Aoove the Clouds. 
I>'red b'earuot on the l!'lve-ya•·d Line ; or, 

A Hard Battle to Win. 
b'red ~lfearnot aud tlle Boy Drummer; or, 

Lively 'l'm1es on tile !toad. , 
t'1·ed ltearuot s Field Uay; ur, The Great 

Athletic 31eet. 
Fred ~·earnol ~ Lor;1g Kick ; or, The Goal 

•.nut \\'on tlle Uawe. 

322 

323 

32;:; 

326 

327 

828 

After the Last Dollar; or, The Wall 
Street Boy \\'ho Saved HiiJ Boss. 

I•'resb · from . the West: or1 'l'he Lad Who 
Made uood. 1u New You. 

Boss of Wall St1·eet: or, Taking Chances 
on the Curb. 

Dick the Runaway; or, The ·Treasure of 
the Isle of Fogs. 

In the Oame to Win ; or, Beating the 
Wall Street "Bulls." 

A Born Salesman ; or, A Young Money· 
make1· on the Hoad. 

Dick Dalton; Young Banker ;kor, Corner· 
ing the Wall Street "Shar a." 

672 'l'he Brady& and "Kid. Kennedy;" or, Hot 
Work In Battle Row. 

673 The Bradys and the '!olldnlght SpeCial ; 
or, After the Post Olll.ce Thieves. 

674 The Bradys and the Five Gold Bullets; 
or, The Boldest Plot tor Years. 

675 The Bradys After the Missing Aviator; 
or, Chaslnc a Curious Clew. 

676 _The Bradys and the Bflnd Boy; or, Solv
ing au East Side Mystery. 

677 The Bradys and Captain Candlestick ; or, 
Showing lJp a Slick Swindler. 

679 

680 

681 

682 

683 

684 

Fred Fearnot and "Husky Jim;" or, The 
Strongest Boy in Town. 

~·red feilrnot and the Gypsy Boy ; or, 
Unde1· a Strange Spell. 

~·red J<earnot aud the l:loys ot White 
Lake ; or, G1·eat Sport on the lee. 

Fred l!'earnot's Lucky Leap ; or, Finding 
a h' ortune by Chance. 

Fred l!'earnot·s l>rn·e for a Goal; or, 
Playing Hockey to Wtn. 

Fred l!'earnot and the Town Toper ; or, 
Saving a Boy h·om Ruin. 

329 

330 

331 

332 

333 

384 

A Poor Boy's Luck; or, 'l'he Ulse of a 
Young Bullder. 

A $50,000 Deal ; or, Hal flat•dy, the Wall 
Street Wizard. 

Blllly, the Blacksmith; or, F1·om Auvil 
to Fortune. 

Sharp and Smart, the Young Brok~rs. 
and How '!'bey Made a Mtlllon. \.-1. 
Wall Street Story.) 

Driven from School; or, The PirRte's 
Buried Gold. 

A Bright Boy Brok~r: or, Shearing tile 
Wall Street , "Lambs.'' 

678 The Bradys and the Chinese Queen : or, 
'.t:he Case that Puzzled Pcll Street. 

679 The Bradys' Bag of Gold ; or, R.oundlng 
Up the l\ilnlng Sharks. 

680 

681 

682 

683 

68a 

686 

687 

688 

689 

690 

The Bradys and tile River Hats; or, Out 
On a Revenue Case. 

The Bradys lu Death Swamp; or, Down-
Ing a Desperate Band. ·· 

The Bradys and the llundle Boy ; or 
The l'ate or Eddie · )lurou. ' 

The Bradys' ~Iysterious Clew; or, 'l'he 
Secret of the Seven :>eYeus. 

Fred Fearnot Lost in the Snow ; or, A!t<>r 
Big uame In tile North. 

Fred Fearnot's Jtetul'll to the Stage.; or, 
!'laying His Best Part. 

Fred Feat·.not and "Sk>!ting Sam;" 'Or, 
'!'1·immwg the 'l'op l'\utl'hers. 

~'red l• earuot s Hutigh ltlUe; or, U~er 
the ltocktcs on liorHeback. 

Fred Fearnot and "Suow ~boe Sam·" or 
!•'our l.Jays Ill a Blizzard. ' ' 

Fred I•'earnut's Boy Enemy; or, Sho1•;lng 
lltm Hight 1-'1·ow Wrung. 

"THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '76" 571 The Liberty Boys in the l•'rozen Lands: a77 'l'he Liberty BQys' Uirl Friend; or, Uo-
56:. 'l'b" J.ibei:ty Co~·s l'utlet.l. or, iletrayed or. Watching tbe Country·s l!'oes. lug Oou<l Wurk . 

uy 11 Spy. a72 The Liberty- Boys 'l'r,icktng the Red- 578 'fbe Liberty Boys l>espernte Fight; ur, 
566 '!'he L1beuy Boys .\louotaln Battle; or, coats; or, 'l'be Guusmitu ot Valley 'l'he Hctreat t•·rom- ·11acueJ..sack. 

t•'Jifhtlng the Hedsktus. !forge. 579 '!'be !,!bert)" Boys a!ld tile Witch ot 
li6i The ,.,beny uoys \• ar t 1ag; or, Stand- 573 The Liberty Boys in Distress; or, . Harlem; or, Ucatit.~,; tile ueo~.anM. 

l:Ug u,y LllU Loiurs. Hemmed 1n_ by JJangers. 580 Tbe Liberty iWj'.t:) OL.i t .. ul.J..e .uountain: or, 
568 Tbt '[.,,,,. ty iluy~ Takiil;~ a l!are; or, 574 The Liberty Boys and the Idiot Spy; or, sunuuLucd uy tue JJt'tt;sh . 

Lud.ug toe buemy s Ululf. Uuootng l>owu the Skinners. ;)81 The L.lJcerty Boy$ HUG . "(iol'lleShoe 
66U Tb~ L .lbd lj-' Luy:.:. , ... L!a\ A ~wawp; or. 575 The Libel"LY l:Soys' Fire ftait; Of, Scorch- JOUC:-IS ; .. 01', The \\'ork or a ihll.:~\\'(JOQII 

1· '!ft·illh.Jt; lluHJ Lor i' teu.JoUL ing tbe ttedcosts. . ~py. 
~70 The t.•ll"' cy ouy6 unu ,_uqwral Casey; ::i76 The Liberty Boys· Cunning Trap; or, ;;s2 The i.ibHty BoyB' lri•b ltifleman ~ or A 

ur, 11 Pra~b 11-g lDt: t-.eL~oauc~. ·The Traitor's 8ecret. lleaasuuc Agaa1st tUC' J!rn:,slJ. ' 

Fol' sale by all newsd< alt!r;;, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents · per copy, in iuoney or postage ~;tamps, by 

FRAk~K TOUb.t-. t, t-uo~isher, 168 West 23d $t., 1"ew ¥orr<. 

Il:" XUU WANr.r ANY BACK NUMBERS 
of ()ur WE!eldies anti can t:ol lJl'V<.;Ure them from newsdealers, tiley cnn IJe obtuiHed rruiL Ill I:< vlm:e tllrect. Cut out and tlU 
in the following Oraer litauJ; <Hltl send it to us with the price of tne weeklies you want anq we will send them to you by 
retu~:n lliail. l'U::i'l'AG ..... .::. •·•·'-"- ·::; l'Ai\.bN '.U:i.i!,; ::!A.>H.o A::! MONEY • . . ... . . . . .. . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . 
:FRAKK TOU~EY, . l'uulislwr, l(jS West 23d St., New York. • ...........•........... 19 

lJL1 J( c-u:-- i~Hdu~eu liuJ ...... cents for which please send me: 
••.. copte~ ol \1 VHl\. A.\ u IV IN, ~os ....•..•..............•........................••................•• 

.. LUJi~ .\.\lJ FOHTUSE WEEKLY, Nos ................................................. . . . 

" "\\ JLD \\·E;::;T \VEEKLY, 1\os ............ ············-···············.······················ 
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•••LATEST ISSUES--- 705 Captain Thunder; or, The Treasure Hunters of Robber's Reef. 

6 S8 Th L S 
Capt. Thos. H. Wilson. 

e ost choolshlp; or, •.rwenty Boys Afloat. By Capt. Thos. 706 Across the Continent In a Wagon. A Tale of Adventure. Gen'l 
H. Wilson. Jas. A. Gordon. 

689 Wall Street Will; or, Winning a Fortune In a Week. By a 707 Sixteen Years In Siberia; or, 2,000 Miles In Search of a Nam._ 
Retired Banker. By Allan Arnold. 

690 10,000 Miles from Home; or, The Boy Ivory Hunters of the 708 The Slave King; or, Fighting the Despoiler of the Ocean. By 
Congo. By Richard R. Montgomery. Capt. Tbos. H. Wilson. 

191 Toney'- the Boy Clown; or, Across the Continent with a Circus. 709 1-'he Man In the Iron Cage; or, Which Was the Boy? By Berton 
By tserton Bertrew. Bertrew. 

892 ThHo!;:;Je A~~~T~. or, The Race for the Oakville Pennant. By 710 W~~s. S~~'llV.rft~. His Last Trip ; or, Emln Pasha's Rescue. By 

693 The Red Caps : or, The Flreboys of Boylston. By Ex· Fire Chief 711 Appointed to West Point; or, Fighting His Own Way. By Gen'l 
Warden. Jas. A. Gordon. 

694 The Star Athletic Club; or, The Champions of the Rival Schools. 712 The Black Magician, and His Invisible Pupil. By Richard It. 
By Richard R. Montgomery. Montgomery. 

=~~ ~bTl Dls'i,ard~ Son h or, The Curse of Drink. By Jno. R. Dowd. 713 In the Phantom City; or, The Adventures of Dick Daunt. By 

. Atfant lrnold~nllg ter; or, Out on the Hills of Ireland. By 714 Th!il'~dDMafre;on; or, The Boy c,staways of the Malay Island. 
197 A Young Monte Cristo; or, Back to the World for Vengeance. By Howard Austin. 

By Jas. C. Merritt. . 715 Little Red Cloud, the Boy Indian Chief. By An Old Scout. 
898 Wrecked In an Unknown Sea; or, Cast on a Mysterious Island. 716 Nobody's Son; or, The Strange Fortunes of a Smart Boy. By 

By Capt. Thos. H. Wilson. Berton Bertrew. 
e99 Hal Hart '>f Harvard; or, Cattle Life at Cambridge. By Howard 717 Shore Line Sam, the Young Southern Engineer; or, Railroadin& 

Austin. In War Times. By Jas. C. Merritt. 
700 Dauntless Young Douglas; or, The Prisoner of the Isle. By Allan 718 The Gold Queen ; or, Two Yankee Boys In .•ever Never Land. By 

Arnold. Howard Austin. 
701 His Own Master; or, In Business for Himself. By Allan Draper. 719 A Poor Irish Boy; or, Fighting His Own Waf. By Allan Arnold 
702 The Lost Expedition: or. The City of Skulls. By Berton Bertrew. 720 Big Bone Island; or, Lost In the Wilds o Siberia. By Capt. 
70'3 Holding His Own; or, The Brave l~lght of Bob Carter. Jas. c. Thos. H . Wilson. 

Merritt. 721 Rolly Rock; or, Chasing the Mountain Bandits. By Rit"bard R. 
704 The Young Mounted Policeman. A Story of New York City Rich Montgomery. 

ard R. Montgomery. · · 722 His Last Chance; or, Uncle Dick's Fortune. By Allyn Draper. 

For sale by all newsdealers, or wlll be sent to any address on receipt of price, 6 cents per copy, In money or postage stamps, by 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 168 West 23d St., New York. 

IF YOU WANT ANY 'BACK NUM'BERS 
of onr weeklies and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this omce direct. Write out an~ 
fill in your Order and send it to us with the price of the weeklies you want and we will send them to you by return mall. 
POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 168 West 23d St., New York. 

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A 1\IAGICIAN. TERN.-Conta!n!ng a deocrlption o! the Jan-
- Co nt a ini ng the grandest a ssortme nt o f m a g- t e rn. toge the r with its hi s tory and inv ention. 
t ea l il lus ions eve r placed b efor e the public. Also full dire ctio ns for its use and for painting 
~\l eo trl cl\ s with ca rds. incanta t1ons. e t c. sli des. H a n d s om e ly ill u stra t ed . 

Join. 4o. TIIJ<J BOYS OF NE\\' 'tORK 1\fJN- No. 60. HOW TO BECOJIIE A PHOTOGRA-
STitlcJ. GUIDE AND JOIUJ BOOK.-Some- PHER.-Conta!n!ng useful In formation regard-
thin g- n ew and ve r y Instru ctive. E very boy ing th e Cam e ra and h ow t o work It; also how 
all m 1 1d ob tain th is book. a s it contains full to make Photog raphic Magic L a ntern Slides 
h 1st roct lons for org anizing an amateur mtn- and other Transparencies. Handsomely lllua· 
•tre l troupe. trat ed . 

Joio. 48. HOW TO BUII.B AND SAIL No. 62. IIOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT 
CANOJ<;S.- A handy book for boys, containing 1\III.ITARY CADET.-Expla lno how to gain 
full directions for constructing canoes and the admittance, course of Study, Examinations, 
most p opular manner ot satJJng them. Fully Duties, Stat! of officers, Post Guard, Pollee 
Illustrated. Regu lat1on6, Fire Department, and all a boy 

No. 40. HOW TO DEBATE.-Giv!ng rules should know to be a cadet. By Lu Senarens. 
for conducting debates, outlines for debates, No. 63. HOW TO BECOJIIE A NAVAL 
questions for discussion, and the best sources CADET.-Complete Instructions of how to &'aln 
for procuring information ·on the questions admission to the Annapolis Naval Academy. 
ctven. Also containing the course ot instruction, de· 

No. ~0. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANI- scription of grounds and ~u!ld!ngs, h!otor!cal 
J[A 1.8.-A valuable book, giving Instructions sketch. and everything a boy should know to 
In coll ecting, preparing, mounting and pre- become an officer in the United States Navy. 
aervln g b irds, antma1s and Insects. By Lu Senarens. 

No. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS. No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAl, MA· 
-Con.talnln g explanations of the general pr!n- CHINES.-Conta!n!ng full directions !e>r mak
c!pl es of sl<llght-of-hand applicable to card lng electrical machines, Induction collo, dyna-
trt cks; or card trJeks with ordinary cards, and mos, and many novel toys to be worked by 
not requiring sleight-of-hand ; of trick• !nvolv- electricity. By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully 1llu•-
lng sl elg ht-of-h&nd, or the use of specially trated. 
prepared cards. Illustrated. No. 811. MULDOON'S JOKl!lS.-The most 

No. 112. HOW TO PLAY CARBS.-Giv!ng the original joke book ever published, and It I• 
rules and full directions for playing Euchre, brimful of wit and humor. It contains a large 
Cribbage, casino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro collection of songs, jokes, conundrum•, etc .• or 
sancho, Dr aw Poker, Auction Pitch, A11 Fours, Terrence Muldoon. the great wit, humorist, and 
and m a ny oth er p opular ga mes or cards. practical .1oker of the clay. 

No. 113. HOW TO WRITE l .ETTERS.-A' No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZJ,E8.-contalnlng 
wonde rful little book, telling you how to write over three hundred Interesting puzzles and 
to your sweetheart, your father, mother, sister, conundrums, wfth key to same. A complete 
brother, employer ; and. fn fact, everybody a!ld book. Fully illustrated. 
anybody you wish to write to. No. 67. HOW TO DO EI.ECTRJCAT. TRICKS. 

No. II~. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE -f'ont a lnlnl!' a larl!'e coll ectlnn of Instructive 
PETS.-Giv!ng complete Informa tion as to the and hi l!'hly amusing electri cal tri cks, to-
manner and method of raising, k eeping, tam- gethPr with ill ustrations. B v A. Anil Prson . 
lng, breeding, and managing all kind s of pets; No. 61!. HOW TO DO CHEMICAl. TRICKS. 
also gi v ing tull instructions fo r m a king cages, -Containing over one hundred highly amus-
etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight lllus- !ng and Instructive tri cks with cheml calo. By 
tratlons. A. Anderson. Hand somely illustrated . 

No, 55, HOW TO COLLECT 8TAJIIPS AND No. 69. HOW TO DO SJ.F.IGHT-OF-HAND. 
COINS.-Contalnlng valu&ble Information re- -Containing over fifty of the latest and best 
gardlng the collecting and arranging ot stamp• tricks uoed by ma"!clans. Also containing the 
anrt co ins. Handsomely Illustrated. secret of second "'"ht. Fully Illustrated. 

No. 56. HOW TO BECOJIIE AX EXGINEER. No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS.-
-Contalntng full instructions how to become a Contafnfng full di r ections for maktng Magic 
locomotive engineer; also directions for build- Toys and devices of many kinds. Fully lllus-

lre~c~!p'U~~elo~0~~~~\';t:{g t~'i,et~~~~~~trh s'to~~~ tr~~~· 71. HOW TO DO MECH.LNICAJ, 
know. TRICKS.-Cnntalnlng complete !nstruc·;lons for 

No. 58, HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.-By performing over sixty Mechanical Trlcko. Fully 

~~~~~~';, ~~~~yd~~':, ";;~~:"_?.:J~agf:e~!l~~· t~~ 111N"~,"WdiiOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH 
beginners, and also relates some adventure• ot CARDS.-Embracfng an of the latest and most 
we11-known dfltecttvea. de<'epttve card trtrks. wfth tllnstrattone. 

No. GD, BOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LAN• No. 7S. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUM· 
For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 10 ots. per copy, or 

FRANK TOVSE't, lublisher, 

BERS.-Show!ng many curious tri cks w!tb 
tlgureo and the ma.l!'lc of numbe rs. Bv A . 
Anderson. Full y Illustrated. 

No. 74. HOW TO WRI'l'E LETTERS COR. 
BECTI.Y.-Contaln!ng full Instru ctions for 
writing lette rs on almost any sub .f e et ; a1ao 
rules for punctuation and composition. with 
spe~lmen le tters. 

No. 75. HOW TO BEC(')ME A CONJURER. 
-containing tricks with Dominoes, Dice, Cupe 
and Balls. Hats, et c. Embracing thlrty · slx 
ll1ustratlons. Blr A . Anderson, 

No. 76. HOW TO TEI.L FORTUNES BY 
THE HAND.-Conta!n!ng rules for t e lling 
fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand. or 
the secret of palmistry. A1so the sec ret or 
telling future events by aid of moles, marks. 
scars, etc. lllustrated. 

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICQ 
WITH CARDS.- Conta!n!ng deceptive Card 
Trleks as performed by leading conjurers ancl 
magicians. Arranged tor home amuaetnent. 
Fully Illustrated . 

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.
ContatnJng· a complete desc ription of the nlys
ter!es of Magic and Sleight-of-Hand, together
with many wonderful experiments. By A .. 
Anderson. lllustrated. 

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR.
Contatntng comple te ln!ttructlons how to make· 
up for various characters on the stage; to ... 
gether with the d\Jtles of the Stage Manager, 
Prompter, Sceni c Ar tist and Property Man. 

No. 80. GUS l'VII.I.IAMS' JOKE BOOK.
Contalntng the latest jokes, an ecdotes and 
funny stories of this world-renowned German 
comedian. Sixty- four pages; handsome col-. 
ored cove r containing a half-tone photo or 
the author. 

No. 81. HOW TO 1\IESIIIERIZE.-Contalnlng 
the most approved methods of mesmerism~ 
animal magne tism, or, magneti c healing. By 
Prof. L eo Hu g-o K och, A.C.S. , author ot _,How 
to Hypnotize." et c. 

No. 82. IIOW TO DO PALIIIJSTRY.-~on
tatning the m ost approved methods of read
Ing the lines on the hand, together with a full 
explanation of their meaning. Also e xplain
Ing phrenology, a nd the key for tellinA" char
acter hy the bumps on the head. By r.eo 
Hugo Koch , A. C.S. Fully Illustrated. 

No, 8S. HOW TO HYPNOTJZE.-Contalnln~ 
valuable and Instructive fnformntlon regard
ing the science of hypnotism. Also eJr pla.tn
tng the most approved methods which are 
employed by the leading hypnotists o! the 
world. By Leo Hugo Koch . A.C.S. 

No. 8.J. HOW TO BECOME AN AUTHOB. 
-Containing Information regarding cho!ee of 
subjects, the use of words and the manner ot 
containing valuable Information u to the 
preparing and submitting manuscript. Al•llll 
Matness. legibility and Keneral compo•ltlon ot 
manu•cript. 

3 !or 25 cts., In money or postage 1tampe, b7 

168 West 23d St., New York. 
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