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SYNOPSIS,

“Mad" Dan Maltiand
Now York bachelir club,

+ on reachinege hia

metl nn atirec-
tive: young woman nt the door, Jonitor
O'Hegan nasured him no one had been
WILHin that day. Dan discovered m woms
Bn'S finger peints In dust on il ilende,
Mong with n letior from  his attarney

CHAPTER |.—Continusd.
Further and closer fnspection
velopod
bugn only rocently made.

howr—unleas Maltlzand wore

de- |
the fact that the imprint had
\\“h}'u the
indead

mad or dreaming-—a woman had stomd

by. that desk and résted a Hand. paim
not yet had the dust

down. upon it;

had time to settle and blur the gharp

outlines. »

Maltland shook his head with he

wlilderment, thinking of the gray girl
But no.

what
while?

had he there worth a

Beyend & few articles

Ure flat.. His papera?

pateh box containing some

ually for Pannerman’s
nothing negotiable,
burglar’s while.

hands;

It was a flat-topred desk, of mahoe:
als of drawers, all
Maitland determined this Iat-|
ter fact by trying 1o open them with-
his key-ring solved
But the draw-

nathing had

any, with two pedest
locknrd

out & key; Milineg
the diMeulty in a jify
erg seemed uandisturbed:

been either handled., or removed, or
displaced, so far as he eould rlr-:_vr-:
mine. And azain he waeead his head

from slde to

tion. '
*This is beyond you, Dan, my Tm}'."!
And: “But I've got to know what it |
menns."
In the hall O'Hacan was shufMing!
fmpatience. Pondering deeply, .\mlt-|

Jand relocked the desk and got upon
his feet. A small bowl of beaten brass,
receiver,

which he used as an ash
stood r2ady to his hand; he tock it up,
carefully blew [t clean of dust, and
Inverted it over the print of the hand.

On top of the bowl he placed a
welghty afterthought in the shape of
< book.

“O'Hagan!”

*Whaitin®, sor.”

“Come hither, O'Hagan. You see

"ghal desk?”

“Yissor."

“Are you sure?”

“Ah, faith—"

“l want you not to touch it, O'Ha
gan. Under peaalty of my extreme dis-
pleasure, don't lay a finger on It till 1

glve you permission. Don't dare to
dust it. Do you understand?”
*Yisgsor. Very good, Mr. Maitland."

CHAPTER Il
Post-Prandial,

Pannerman pushed back his chalir a
few Inches, shifting position the better
to benefit of a faint air
in through the open windoWw. Mait
land, twisting the sticky stem of a
lHqueur glass between thumb and fore
fnger, eat in patient waiting for tha
dawyer to speaic.

But Bannerman was in no hurry;
Tl mood was rather one contempla-
tive and genlal. He was a round and
cheruble little man, with the faece of
a gulleless child, the acumen of a suc
cessful counsel for sonlless corpora-
tlons (that Is 1o say, of a high order),
no partieular sense of humor, and a
great appreciation of good eating.
And Maitlapd was famous in his day
a8 one thopoughly conversant with the
art of ordering p dinner,

That which they had just discuseed
had been uncominon in all respects;
Maitland's scheme of courses and his
specification as to details had roused

the admiration of the Primordial's chef

and put him on his mettle. He had

outdone himself in
justice to Mr. Maitland's genfus; and
the Primordial in lts deadly conserva-

tism remalns to this day one of the
very few places in New York where
good, sound cooking 13 to be had by

the Initiate,
Therefore Banperman thoughtfully
sucked at his ciger and thought

fondly of a salad that had been to
ordinary snlads as hls B80-horse-power
electric  buekboard.
While Maftland, with all time at his
purchase, Idly fleked the ash from his
cigarette and followed his attorney's
meditative gaze out through the win-

<ar was to ao

dow.

Becausa of the heat

ohstruct the view,

ing to

made lvid green by arc lights.

benches wera crowded,

feel
glittering walls of glass and stone;

and thence came the polgownt xrﬁn;l
mble of surface cars crawlin
ol unvarylng

wpon thelr weary and

rounds,

he
And agaln Maltland thought of t

City, and of Destiny, and of the gray
girl the silhouette of whose hand wan

He rejected his half-formed
expianation—the obvious one, Besides,
thief's
of
“virtue and bigotry” and his pictures,
there was nothing valuable in the en-
But he had
nothing; a handful of letters, cheque
book, a pass hook, a Japanned tin dls.
business
memoranda and papers destined event-
but
nothing worth a

gide In salemn stupefac-

that fanned |

hig efforts to do

the curtains

were looped back, and there was noth-
Madison
square lay just over the sill, a dark
wilderness of foliage here and tlu;x;e
]

with bumanity, Its

o e Dimly - from
its heart came the cool plashing of the
fountain, in lulls that fell unaccpunt-
ably in the roaring rustle of restioss
Over scross, Broadway ralsed
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“The Loss of a Cocl
You, Would

fmprigoned beneath the brass bowl on
his study desk. For by now he was
quite satisfied that she and none other
kad trespassed upon the privaey of his
rooms, obtaining access to them in his
ahsence by means a8 unguessable as
her motive. Momentarily he consid-
ered taking Bannerman into his con-
filence; but he questioned the ad-
visabllity of this, Bannerman was so
severely practleal In his outlook upon
lite, while this adventure had been
so madly whimsleal, so engagingly
impossible. Bannerman would be sure
to sugeest a call at the precinct police
station. If she had made way
with anything, it wonld be different;
but go far as Maltland had been able
to determine, she had abstracted noth-
ing, disturbed nothing beyond a few
square Inches of dust, . , .
Unwillingly Bannerman put the
salad out of mind and turned to the
business whose Immediate moment
had brought them together. He
hummed softly, ealling his ¢lient to at-
tentlon. Maltland came out of his
reverie, vaguely smiling,
“I'm walting, old man.
“The Graeme business. Hls lawyers
heve been after me again. I even had
a call from the old man himself."”
“Yes? The Graeme business?"”
Maltland's expression was blank for a
moment; then comprehension informed
his eyes, "“Oh, yes; in connection with
the Dougherty Investment swindle.”

What's up?

“That's it. Graeme's pleading for
merey.”

Maltland lifted his shoulders slg-
nifieantly. “That was to be expected,

wasn't 7 What did you tell him?™

“That 1'd see you."

“Did you hold out to h!m any hopes
that 1'd be easy on the gang?"

“] told him that I doubted If you
could be induced to let up.”

“Then why—1"

“Why, because Graeme himself ig as
Innooent of wrong doing and wrong in-
tent as you are."”

“You belleve that?"

“1 do,” aMrmed Bannerman. His
fat pink flngers drummed uneaslly on
the cloth for a few moments. “There
isp't any question that the Dougherly
people induced you ta sink your money
{n thelr enterprise with Intent to de-
fravd you"

“I ghould think not,” Maltland Inter-
jected, amused.

“But old man Graeme was honest,
in inteéntion at least. He meant no
harm: and in proof of that he offers
to shoulder your logs himself, If by so
doing he can induce you to drop furth-
er proceedings. Thbat proves he's In
earnest, Dan, for although Greame Is
comforiably well to do, IU's & known
fact that the loss of & cool half mlilion,
while it's a drop fn the bucket to you,
would eripple him."

“rhen why doesn't he stand to his
associates, and make them each pay
back their fair share of the loot?
That'd bring his labllity down to
about Afty thousand,”

“Recnuse they won't give up without
a contest In the courts, They deny
your proofs—you have those papers,
hsven't you?"

“gafe, under lock and key,"” nsasrtad

Half-Million,

While It's a Drop in the Bucket to
Crippla Him.”

Maitland, s=ententiously. “When the
time comes I'll produce them.”

“And they Incriminate Graeme?"

“They make It look as black for him
as for the others. Do you honestly he-
lieve him {nnocent, Bannerman ™

“I do, implicitly, The dread of ex-
posure, the fear of notoriety when the
case comes up In court, has aged the
mean ten years. He begged me with
tears In his eyes to induce you to drop
it ond accept his offer of restitution.
Don’t you think you could do It, Dan?"

“No, 1 don't.”” Maltland shook his
head with deecislon. “If I let up, the
scoundrels get off scot free. I have
pnothing against Graeme; I am willing
to make it as light 28 I can for him:
but this business has got to be alred
in the courts; the gullty will have to
suffer. It will be a lesson to the pub-
lle, a lesson to the scamps, and a les
gon to Graeme—not to lend higs name
too freely to questionable enterprises."”

“And that's your final word, Is 1t?"

“Final, Bannerman. . . You go
ahead; prepare vour ease and take it
to court. When the time comes, as |
aay, I'll produce these papers. | can't
g0 on this way, letting people that I'm
an easy mark just because I was un-
fortunate enough to inherlt more
money than 8 good for my whole-
some."

Maltland twisted his eyebrows In dep-
recition of Bannerman's atiitude;
glgnified the frrevocability of his de
clsian by bringing his fist down upon
the table—but not heavily enough to
disturb the other diners; and, laugh-
ing, changed the subject.

For some moments he gossiped
cheerfully of his new power boat,
Hannerman attending to the Inconse-
quent detalls with an o'r of abstrac-
tilon. Once or twilce ho appeared
ahiout to interrupt, but changed his
mind; bunt begause hls [catures were
g0 wholly infantile and open and can-
did, the time came when Maltland
could no longer ignore his evident
pérturbation,

“Now what's the trouble?’ he de-
manded with a trace of asperity.
“Can't you forget that Graeme busl
ness and—"'

"Oh, It's not that.,” BHannerman dis-
missed the troubles of Mr. Grueme
with an alry wave of a pudgy hand.
“That's not my funeral, nor yours.

. . Only I've been worried, of late,
by your utterly careless habitsg™

Maitiand looked hia consternation.
“In heaven's name, what npow?' And
grinned as he joined hands before him
in simulated petition. “Please don't
read me a lecture just now, dear boy
It you've got something dreadful on
your chest walt till anothgr day, when
I'm more In the bumor to be found
fault with.”

“No lecture.,” DBannerman laughed
nervously. “I've mereély been wonder
ing what you have done with the Malit
land heirlooms."

“What? Oh, thoga things? They're
safe enough—in the safe ovut at’ Green-
flelds."

“To be sure! Quite so!" pgreed the
lawyer, with ironie heartinoss. "Oh,
quite.,” And proceeded to take all
Madison sguare into his confidence,
addressing It from the window, "Here's

i
|

a young mpn, sole proprietor of &
priceless  collection of family  helrs
looms-—diamonds, rubles, sapphires gh.
and he thinks they're safe
onough in a safe at his country roesl
dence, 50 miles from anvwhera! What
trustful sounl it Ist”

lore;

n simple

“Why should [ bother? argued
Maitland, sulkily. “It's a good, strong
ginfe, and—and thore are plenty of
sorvants nround,” ha concludad,
Iareely.

“Preelgely, Likewlse plenty of bur
glars. Yon don't suppose n determined
criminal Hke Anisty, for Instance
would bother himself about a handful
of thick-headed servants, do you?™

“Anlaty ?"—with a rising inflection
of inquiry.

Bannerman aquared himself to face
his host, elbowa on table. “You don't
mean to say you've not heard of Anle.
ty, the great Anisty 7 he demnanded.

“I dare say | have,” Maltland econ:
ceded, unperturbed. “Name rings Ia-
milar, somehow.”

“Anisty"—dellberately—"18 sald to
be the greatest jewe]l thief the world
has ever known. He has the pollce of

America and Europe by the ears to
cateh him. They have been hot on his
tradl for the past three yvears, and

would have nabbed him-a dozen times
If only he'd had the grace to stay In
one place long enongh, The man who
made off with the Bracegirdle dia
monds, smashing 4 borglae-proof yault
into serap fron to get ‘em—don’t vou
remember?”

“Ye-os; | seem to recnll the affalr,
now that you mention It Maitland ad-
mitted, hored, "“Well, and what of Mr.
Anliaty 7

“Only what | have told vou, taken
in connection with the ciroumstance
that he I8 known to be In New York,
and that the Maltlund heirlooms are
tolernbly famous—as much 80 g8 your
carcless hnbits, Dan, Now, a safle de-
postt vt

“Usmeamn,”  considered Maltland
“You really belleve that Mr. Anisty
has his bold burglarious eye on my

property ?**

“It"s a hig enouxh
him,"” argued the lawyer, earnestly;
“Anisty always alms high.

Now, will you do what [ have beap
begging you to do for the pust eight
yeurs?

“Seven," corrected Maltland, punctil.
fously. “It's just seven years since [
entered into mine Inheritance and you
became my counselor.”

“Well, seven, then. But will
put those jewels in safe depos|t?

“Oh, I suppose so0.”

“But when?"

“Would it sult you if I ran out to
night?" Maltland demanded so abrupt-
ly that Bannerman was disconcerted,

“l—oér—ask nothing Iucll{fr."'

“I'l bring them In town to-morrow. |
Yon arrénge about the vault and ad-|
vise me, will you, like a good fellow "

“Bless my soul! [ never dreamed
that you would be so—so—"

“Amenable to discipline?” Maitland
grinned, boy.llke, and, leaning back,
appreclated Dannerman’s startled ex.
pression with keen enjoyment, “Well,
consider that for once you've scared
me. I'm off—just time to cateh the
10:20 for Greenflelds. Walter!"” 'I

haul to attract

You

The short eonts so popular this season
are very becoming to slender figures,

The deep brawded bands vsed as trim-
ming tend (o emphasize the shortness
it atil tarrowness of skirts,

Our model also shows the new broad
shawl collur

ol oo

LARGELY MATTER OF FAITH

Proof of Authenticity of Rellcs, Re
liglous or Historleal, In Moat
Canes Impossible.

The authentleity of relles, religlous
or histprical, must In many cases be
largely a matter of falth; proof s
often lacking, often Indeed Impossible
to procure. The number of couches
notable from the fact “that they have
been slept In by good Queen Hess'
shown in manor houses {8 legion and
the same may ba snld of many other
historfenl beirlooms the real history
of which ! lost In the mists of an-
tiguity muny palrs of gloves
were given by King Charles | as keep-
s kes the day of his execution?
There are qulie a pumber of clalmants
for the honor. One palr hus recently
heen the cause of a law sult, and It
was sald In the course of the trial
that they were glven by the king Lo
Bilshop Juxon on the scaffold. There
18 yet another palr which has had a
far stranger history than most Stuart
relles, which have indeed litle his-
tory, but a qulet passing from genora-
tion to generation In English country
houses. They were sent by King
Charles on the day of executlon by a
trusty hand to Bpeaker Lenthall “for
amity's snke.” Only one of the pair
now survives, the other was burned
in a bush fire In Australia, The
preclous gloves had gone there when
the Lenthalls awhile ago left thelr
homes and thelr lands and had, with
Charles I1's pardon of Lenthall, been
cherished In many wanderings In Au-
stralla. The surviving glove and the
pardon are now back In England, be
cause hupplly the Lenthalla are back.
It 18 quite llkely that King Charles
gave awny several pairs of gloves, for
gloves then were coutly things—clties
gEuve them (o visiting wsoverelgns
where now addresses or gold boxes
are glven, But In the days of the
Stuarts gloves were costly enough at
any rate to carry s sentiment, even a

king's senllment.

How

on

OLD AGE IS INEXORABLE

He scrawled his Initlals at the bot. | Ve Find It Out When They Attempt

tomm of the hill presented him, and |
rose. "“Sorry, Banoerman” he sald,
chuckling, *to cut short a plessant
evening. Hut you shouldn't sturtle we
80, you know. Pardon me {f [ run: |
might miss that traln.”

“But there was something elge—="

“It can walt.”

“Take a later traln, then,”

“What! With this grave peril hang
Ing over me? Impossible! "Night.”

Bannerman, discomfited, saw Maft.
lund’s shoulders digappear through the
dining room doorway, moeditated pur
gult, thought better of it, and reseated
himeelf, frownlug.

“Mad Maitland, indeed!” he com-
mented,
As for the gentleman so charac

terlzed, he emerged, &8 moment later,

fromn the porials of the club, st
chuclkling mildly to himself as he
struggled Into a llght evening over
coat. His temper, having run the

gamut of boredom, Interest, perturbu-
tion, mystification, and plailn amuss.
ment, was now altogether Inconss-
quentinl—a dangerous mood for Malt.
land Standing on the corner of
Twenty-glxth street he thought 1t aver,
tapping the sidewalk gently with his
cane, Bhould he or should he not oar-

to Frisk About In Boy
Fashion.

If you ever doubt that you're grow-
Ing old and sedate, you fathers, just
take the kids out into the wooda and
ape the difference between yourself
of today and yesterday.

You see them plunging about with
whoops of Joy, and generally lving
gladly

And you—well, when you try to ait
down your knees creak, and the
leaven beneath you don't seem as
they onee did.

The golden sunshine filters through
the trees; the rustle of small lving
things resounds through the woods;
the perfume of rich ripening things
fionta to you, and within you some-
thing Is struggling to break loose.

You don't know just what it 18, but
It hurts. You are too old now to run
and whoop and carry on like those
kida. It would be beneath your dlg-
olity, but something within you seems
calllng to you, and your old body can't
respond.

You want to yell and run—that is.
you belleve you do, but it's no use.

| Something 1s holding you back,

Bo there you sit and wateh the

ry out his lutention as declared 1o CV!dren playing, and thelr happiness
Pannermun, und go to Greenflelds thyt | '® A8 ONCe yours was.

same nlght? Or should he keep his be- |

And it makes the heart ache to

luted engagement with Cressy's pa ,-1' think of it--some day they will be

(TO, BE CONTINUED.)

Arabs Outlive Eskimo.

While It may be true that the white
man lowes In Intellectual and bodily
power iu the troples, Dr, Lulgl Sambog
malntains, as & result of recent re.
searches, that the average Arab lives
26 years longer than the avérage Es
Klmo; thst the cosst peopls of Soyth
Amerlea sare longer llved than the
mountiin peopls; that old age 18 much
comimmoener in the southorn countries of
Eurcpe than io the northern countries,
and thalt Bpalp (with a population
smaller by 8,000,000) has 40! cente
snrians o England's 146,

even a8 you—longing to break, loose
into joy born of the sutumn, but held
back. Held back by something .uat
we call old age.

Brood Mares.

Brood mares should, of course, he
well sheltered both in summer and
winter, but not to the exclusion of
plenty of sunlight, fresh alr gnd exer
clse, Handle them carefully and feed
Intelligently, Give the mare & mind
mum of corn and a maximum of pro-
teln-bearing feed, such na oats, bran
and alfalfa. When she s not working,
let her have the run of a pasture or
iot, with san open shed to protect her
frow heat or sudden storms,

 Muyor |y
The mayor of “n
Iand, 18 not on)y 1n by
dreaser, but |y tlgg
:’h. tarritorials, | ul
rigude, Viewpremig e
club, a Olnuslai.luu . the tog

sloger, Amateny getgy -m"“'- R

LITH
‘I ot |

Color g ¥

"@.
g

Nt shoas ey
1

otnd, ingrowly
n
1lsty nlﬂt. :' 1‘:!:.

n‘L

Hhere e,
Muman :
Pt wag Lietng lh;wwj I

BY 016 of his friendy whe
whn

ly removed to the Illtlu.:':l ".
Breat Interest in all the .‘"
e.:amlm‘d “verything ‘m.m'
I'hen, an he looked m nbout 9
Joung chickens thyy ling v
natehed, with ap nwed g e )
nld: "Tuman nature [y el
far all; F“\-‘f'r_\’hndy'..mw‘ ]
11 Your tyer el il
ur Cyes B Bl
ot 8 'box of ]-‘PI']']‘lT'm |
id, relinble, most "uctonsfyl i
iy muce,  AJl druggists :
“roa., Buffalo, N, Y. ol :
; e —
eroic Trest 1
Little Marjoria, qo_.q.::; W
her head on « key iy ey

u A
She went in the houss .::Mt
cold croam on rag and m -

to the dodr and tled 1he .::
tully, As she was leaving sy,

“I will eall to the mor " 2
you are'” m.* ;

|

Your drm L will refund

MENT fulls to eisre \
Hleeding or I‘rﬂmdiblnypgl”hiiu
—__'ﬂ—-—h .

Literary Bug Chases Cusd

A Kansas City (Knn,) ‘:
glven a divares recently gy
wife Is 5o busy writing lows g
for the magarines that he had b
pare his own meals and do mos s el
housework, Whaen the ;
ontera the parior Cupld i
the kitchen door and ellmbe orel
fonce, |
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PILES CURED I 6 T "WJ

and regulated if youwil
only begin your meals wi
a dose of Hostetter’s S
mach Bitters. Lossof Ap
petite is a sure sign ¢
some disturbance of
stomach and bowels,

the Bitters will qn'nH‘
rect. Therefore, try

very day.

| good, too. Insist onh
Hostetter’s.

Good Things Are Etemil |

Bring your children up to IS
Don’t let them be ahy more
tious than you can help, Dl RS
rate, avold one bhorrible,
lef that good things can’t I
good things are the !
things of the world E

—-—-—#
TO CURE A COLD IN

ONE DAY
Take LAXATIVE BROMO Quishe S8
Dirugarints refund money if 18 1“l‘!t

GROVES signature i on ench
plsasassdtdabionitome oo

Which Sneils Success

Btudy the world and I ¥
Your strength lles In .
with them. Study men;
counints In knowing ho¥ toTi
them. Publie upinion I8 ll”ll
liner; you cannot baek it 1o &
you cannot gulde It when It ll "
glow, and 1t can only be COREEEY
one who i= " 1!
Dr. Pierce's Ploasant Pollets e
and invigorate stomach, Fiver s 8
ols, Sugar-conted, uny gran
to take as candy.

peserved It ‘-
A friend of mine had & “ A
and wanted to ralse ulll'.
but his bens wouldn't ult ou 198
80 one night be went ol
grabbed one of them and et
nent and held it there all ;
the morning, when the g
the -place, he found N
grabbed up the rooator by MR
was arrested by the M'“
ties for illegal use of the

as littia attentios ¥

ments a8 possible. . “
s steamer does, rough or o
or shine. To carry ‘ '
make your port is the ¥
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Bmart—Soothes Eye quk
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