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} CHAPTER L

Mrs. Annle Desterle padded uncom-
fortably up the front stalrs to the sec-
ond story front room, grumbling loud-
Iy at every step.

For Mrs. Desterls, who was nearly
firfty years old, and who for more than
half that time had supported herself
end her husband, Plerre, by keeping
a boarding houss, had recently begun
to grow more than partridge plump.
With the rapld obliteration of her
girlish outlines, which process might
have been checked had Mrs. Dosterle
been less a mistreas of cullnary Art
and still less fond of her own cook-
ing, had developed an increase in the
transportation problem around the
Desterle domlcile. In thess days, from
the basement kitohen to the third
story front was as appalling a climb
to Mrs. Desterle as the journey up
Washington monument had beesn when
she and Plerrs had taken thelr hon-
eymoon trip for sightseeing thirty
years ago.

“Dear me!" puffed Mra. Desterle at
the second floor landing, I belleve I'll
ask that woman to move when her
week's up. BShe never gets down to
breakfast and the two days she's been
here she's acted mighty queer. Don't
know why I'm so foollsh to toll all
the way up hers llke this, but I've
rung her bell twice and she don't an-
swer, though it's most noon. If Plerre
was ever around now. Lately he seems
to be of less use than ever. Btrangers
in the house always did make me feel

nervous. I'm most afmid to eclimb
eny further; seems Illke 1 sense
something wrong. And as long

as I've been keeping bLoarders never
before dld I let anyona come In that
1 dldn't know anything at all about.
But the poor little thing looked so
tired and pretty, and her blg bunch
of violets smelled so sweet; why, she
wan just llke a spirit coming out of
the rain. It was 8o late, too, and,
well, as I waa none too careful In
finding out who she was, but she's had
time enough to look around by now,
and T'll just tell Miss Cerisse Wayns,
as she calls herself, that she’ll Lave to
move to-morrow. This Is such a love-
1y spring day that looking for an-
other room may bring a llttle color
into her pale cheeks, No, I don't want
her around. Young Simpson was mak-
{ing eyes gt her last night, which l8 too
bad, for he's engaged to Miss Gentry.
And Ada Gentry's a nlce girl, She'll
be getting mad and leaving next, and
then he'll follow, and they're two of
my best boarders; been here now for
peven Christmases.”

Mrs. Desterle’'s sollloquy and her up-
" ward pllgrimage ended with the same
breath. At the end of the hall before
her the door to the third story front
parlor looked ominously funereal in Its
dull respectabllity of time-stained wal-
nut. Annle Desterle was born to emer-
gencles, and had been A malnstay and
& prop all of her life, but for the first
time within her memory her spirit fal-
tered,

#1Im,” she sniffed, as she approached
the door. "It does smell like clgnr-
ettes up here. Ada told me yesterday
morning she thought she smelled
smoke coming from  Miss Wayne's
room. Oh, Miss Wayne, Misa Wayne,
Miss Wayne!" called the landlady In
& successlon of crescendos.

No answer came, Bo the woman In
the hall knocked loudly on the door,
8llence still. 8he trled the door. It
was locked, though beneath the firm
grasp of this experlenced landlady,
coupled with a vigorous kick, the lock
gave way and the door swung open.

Mrs. Desterle's quick eyve gave one
glance around her, her jaw dropped

HE QUEST OF BETTY LANCEY Is a
remarkable serial.
able" scarcely describes the merits, the
Intensity of plot, and situatlons of this
strange and wierd but absolutely ene
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The plot of thls romance hinges on fervid human emo=
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and her eyes nearly catapulted out of
her head. Bhe stumbled Into the room
and over to the bed. She put out her
hand, startled, and lmpulsively felt
of the ooverlets and what lay upon
them. Her fingers had barely touched
the sheet when a nolese from the far-
ther corner made her turn. At sight of
what was there Mrs, Desterle tossed
her apron over her head, and scream-
Ing, ehrieking, howling, fan Into the
hall, tumbling down flight after flight
of stalrs, to fall in & helpless, frothing
heap at the foet of her husband, gasp-
Ing Incoherently:

“Upstalrs, upstairs;
God! My God!"

Doherty, the block polleeman, who
did extra watch duty on the Desterle
premises for the dally luncheon that
came from Annle's kitchen, had that
instant arrived for his diurnal nibbla,
At slght of the calm Mra. Dasterle
thus prostrated, Doherty made for the
telaphone,

“"'Tls a riot call I should be sendin’
In with Annle knocked out ke this®
mused Doherty. *For 'tls never she
loses her heand.”

But he simply called the doctor and
helped the little Frenchman carry his
stricken wife to her bedroom.

Annle Deaterle lay still till they
reached the second floor. At the land-
Ing she commenced her writhing
agalin,

“Upstairs, upstairs!” her blood-pur-
pled lips commanded, and she vainly
tried to motlon towards the third story
front.

“I'd better be seein' what's wrong in
the top of the house,” suggested
Daoherty, as they lay Annle on the bed.
*Who could be up there now?"

The policeman stepped blithely past
Miss Gentry's room, with but a casual
glance Into its domestle depths,
stralght to the wide opened portal of
the third story front and across the
threshold.

The perfume of the room was the
first greeting. An odd penetrating odor
that savored of things forgot, and
things undone, a fragrance balonging
to the mystlc places of shadows, and
not to one of the clean, well-soaped,
and better dusted apartments of An-
nle Desterle’s boarding house. On the
cheap oak table that had been drawn
close to the bed was a great bowl of
dying violets. By tha flowers still burn-
'ed & drop light and beslde this an
opened fallen book as If the occupant
had balted sleep with story. A gold
clgarette case half emptled was under
the table, and the stubs of the re-
:mtnder of Its contents sprinkled the
oor,

On the bed, clad In & soft gown, lay
& young and beautiful woman, Her
Ilps were ooftly parted, the dark lashes
touched the curve of her cheek so
gently that in spite of her pallor Do~
herty, who had looked on the dead
many times In his fifteen years of po-
lice duty, pinched the thin white arm
again and again and patiently held a
mirror to the cold white lips before he
could belleve that It was the girl's body
only, and not her body and soul that
were outstretched before him, and that
she was quite dead.

He looked around the room and saw
no empty vinls, nor boxes, nor even a
tattling white paper that might have
held those sllence-bringing powders
women sulcldes affeot.

On the bureau was a Juggle of wom-
an's clutter—hairpins, a half dozen
long jeweled hatplns, and one thick
gold bracelet set with a very large
ruby., The combs and the brushes
were elaborate specimens of the gold-
smith's eraft, and from an overturned
and broken bottle of fraglle glass,

at once! My

beavy scent was slowly trickiing.
Rouge, «o0ld cream, and savory riee
powders were jumbled In sore disorder
with the collars and cleaned and solled
handkerchiefa. BEven a silk nloeklns.‘
small of foot and delleately green of
tint, had found a resting place upon |
the neat linen cover of the buresw
The woman's clothing, all of the rich- |
eat mnke, was tossed carelessly on |
blg chalr, A large travellng case ofl
green morocco leather, the same soft,
dull shade as the gown and long
had first come to the house, was the
only luggage in the room. It bore a
sliver monogram, "C. W." and was
empty save for soft lingerie and two
letters addressed In & masculine hand-
writing on heavy white paper and post-
marked New York. The superseription
on euch was the same,
Miss Cerlase Wayne,

Clo Doubleday Franz & Co., Banlkers,

San Franclaco, Californin

Doherty, thrusting hia fingers with-
In the first envelops, was withdrawing
its enclosure when & Jibbering over
his shoulder turned him faint and siek.

The policeman swerved his head.
And there, grinning Into his face, with
{ta hot breath smiting his cheek, Pat-
rick Doherty saw the most hideous
apparition mortal men might conjure
out of the depths of delirlum, a most
fearful and terrible object.

Nelther gorilla, nor aps, nor man,
nor demon, was this thing. It was all
four, with the repulsion of tha snake
Tall, gross and halry, it palt the exact
russot shade of the curling halr that
velled the dead woman on tho bed, its
oyes, black In the cornea, and white
in the pupll and iris, with half hands,
and feat half hoofs, the skull of an
aps, the lear of a Adrunken man, It
grinnad and smirked at Doherty.

Dolierty pullod his nistal  Ha aimed
at the thing. Then he shut his eyes
and staggered to the hall, blind with
the flash and crazed with fright At
the door he looked back. The Thing,
grinning even behind the vell of
smoke, was standing motionleas where
Doherty had been and beslde It were
the two lettera addressed to Miss
Cerlsse Wayne., The report of the
platol had called Plerre Desterla from
his wife's slde,

“Patresck, Patresck” he
*'m coming.
1% 0

Plerre was mounting the top stalr
when Doherty leaned over the banis-
ters and pushed him back.

“Not hersa,”™ gasped the polleeman.
“Send to the station. Tell them qulck
—the dog-catcher—a riot call—hurry
—hurry!”

The Frenchman saw the Irishman's
rosy face now white as chalk and his
sunken eoyea, The Thing within
Cerlsse Wayne's room began jibbering
again. The polleeman threw the
frightenad Desterle down stalrs and
walted In awful fear till help should
come.

cried.
It is Plerre. What Is

CHAPTER IL

As the Fiftleth street polles station
was only & block from the Desterlels
the squad drawn out by Plerre's hys-
terieal summons had IMttle time and
less opportunity . for speculation as
they traversed this distance. The taclt
sentiment prevalllng was that either
Desterle was drunk or that Doherty
was “aprung & bit In the head”

“What's the matter, Pat?" asked
Monahan, grabbing the palsied Doher-
ey by the shoulder, while a dozen more
officers plled Into the lttle hall and
overflowed iInto the front room.

“Riot call for a sulcide!” sneered
Finn, who had always hated Doherty,
and who, the first to cross the thresh-
old had been the Arst among them to
discover the body. *Bay, but she's a
looker, anyhow, and—— What's that?
What's that? shrieked Finn.

The Thing, which had been cowering
behind & chair, had arlsen and stepped
out before the pollcemen, Doherty's
fright was floelng, so he led the squad,
and they advanced. The duel between
the one and the dozén now began.
They eclubbed at It, they shot at It
they gramped at {t, but blows, shots,
and clutches all missed fire and effeot.
Strive as they would It eluded them.
They herded It Into thelr midst and
round and round the room the strange
struggle went on, The table was
overturned and the bowl of violets
struck against the shade of the falling
drop light with an eerle crash, Sud-
denly the pursued turned pursuer,
Plunging stralght for Doherty It
wound its halry arms around his neck
and dug Its long claws through the
apnd:!ns of his coat shoulder Into his

esh,

Monnhan pulled a blunket from thé
bed, Finnerty a sheet. They tled the
sheet round the long hind legs of the
Thing, they threw the blanket over Its
head, and they held it firmly there, till
In the fright and fight to free itself the
monster loosened Its grip on the faint-
Ing Doherty,

The sgquad of ofMcers, exhausted In
body and staggering In mind, could
roll no more coverings over the
scratehink, writhing shape battling to
rid Itself of the swathings that ren-
dered It helpless. The odds were that
this horrible carleature of man and
ape would overpower them.

"If only Finley wlill send the dog-
catcher,” groaned Monahan, “then we'd
have some place to put the benst."

The end man of them all went out
of the room and dragged the prim
1ittle mattress off Miss Gentry's bed.
Just as he came up to the confused
heap In the centor of the death eham-
ber, the Thing with the surge of a
Lursting dam, rose up and sonttered
its captors llke straws. Doherty, re-
vived now, but mad with paln, shot
out his great ox-arm and hit the mon-
ster squarely between the eyes. Reel-
ing, swaylng, stunned for the time, it
fell over on the bed directly noross the
frall white dead.

(To be continued.)

Ic FEES # NewYork
. LAWYERS
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Samuel
received a fee of
block of stock valued at
of & milllon dollars

HE slze of legal fees I growing to keep pace with the magni-
tude ol financial transactinns,

Recently it pecame Kuown that

Untermayer, the New York corperation lawyer, had
176,000, all cash, with the exception of a

$65,000, This is abuve (hreequarters

When the news became noised abroad
there was a degree of consternation among cllents and eiti-
Zens who contemplated a legal fiver;

some lawyers turned green, some

Judges began to figure on a polite form of resignation from the btench and

some police court attorneys ralsed thelr rate

and disorderiies.”

250 for defending “drunks

If William Nelson Cromwell would reveal the fee that he got for en-
gineering the snle of ¢ Panama Canal by the French nwners to the United

Btates government il n

zat Le found that he Is entitled to the laurels of

the highest legul compensation. At the time of the sale of the $40,000,000
property it was reported in Washington that his fes was upward of §1,000,-
000, Of course, mere rumor cannot be credited ln an offlolal champlonship
contest. On another case Mr. Cromwell is sald to have admitted that he

made $400,000 in sixty days, which is a very falr achlevement,

It was hils

fee for adjusting the affairs of Dacker, Howell & Co, New York bankers,
who falled for $17,000,000. There is little doubt that Mr. Cromwell realized
slx figure fees for his work In organizing the United Stales Stesl Corpora
tion, the Amerlcan Cotton Ol Company and the National Tube Company.
Senator Ellhu Root's fee for acting as counsel for Jamea Hazen Hyde
during the Equitable Life Assurance Soclety disturbance was at the rate

of $3.00 & minute, or $1,000 a day.

One evidence of the alze of Mr, Root's

fees is his long retirement from active practice, which is conceded to be

a costly luxury.
they couldn't afford It

Many statesmen have retired from publle life because

In contrast with these large compensations, Governor Hughes of Now
York State, obtained only $25,000 for his long, arduous and highly skilled
labor as attorney in the Insurance Investigation, which, however, made him

a national fgure. In criminal eases,

Delphin M, Delmas, the gilded orator

of the Pacific Slope, prohably made a record with his $50,000 fee for help

Ing to dafend Harry K. Thaw,

Ex-Governor Frank 8. Black of New York
State Is reputed to have obtalned some large rewacds [ur logal work.

Tnmna

M. Beck, formerly Asslstant Attorney Ceneral of the United States, has
gathered a few sizable plums in the corporation orchard,
Recelverships are generally profitable to the lawyers who act as re-

ceivers and counsel.

Fees In slx fgures are not uncommon, and It I8 rare

that a court sets aslde the amount agreed upon among the attorneys, &8

happened in the receivership of the

a judge held that a charge of more than $500,000 was excessive,
cently a sensation wnas created by a Brooklyn

Knickerbocker Trust Company, when
More re-

lawyer, who voluntarily

turned back hia share of a receivership fee on the ground that it was too

much,

It Is sald there was o movement to disbar this lawyer for unpro-

fessional conduct and violation of legal ethies tending to lower the stand-

ard of lUving among practitioners,

However, the fear that other attorneys

might follow in his footsteps was not realized,

PRESIDENT'S LONELY LIFE.

Platn Common Molks Have a Better
Time than the Natlon's Chief,

After all, maybe It isn’t so much fun
to be the President of the Unitad
States. Perhaps there is more quiet,
soclable satisfaction in being a non-
commissioned officer In the great army
of just common folks. There is almost
of necessity a condition suggeative of
loneliness attaching to every eminent,
exclusive or unusual position in life.
Whatever in the nature of wall or
fence or gocial or official barrier serves
to shut the crowd out, tends to shut
the i{ndividunl In. One cannot enjoy
the honor and distinetion of occupying
a position above the level of the mul-
titude and at the same time feel that
sense of Intimate sociability that comes
of touching elbows with one's fellow
beings. The normal, ordinary mortal
does not particularly enjoy belng too
much in the presence of his superlors,
especlally if he is expected to make
the attempt of presuming to meet them
on the level,

And so it is that for every-day peo-
ple to meet and enjoy the soclety of
the highest executive officer of the
United States of America requires
more tact and less self-consclousness
than those who have never tried it
would be llkely to imagine, the Chris-
tian Sclence Monlitor says. Perhaps
the feeling that is apt to possess one
making such an attempt might be
compared In a measure to the sensn-
tion one would experience In going for
a stroll with a friend who was mount-
ed on stilts, As a matter of fact. the
President wounld, no doubt, gladly get
down from his official stilts If it were
possible for him to do so; but, try as
he will, he {8 powerless in the malter.
He may seek to make those about him
believe that he {s no taller than they
are, but it counts little what ha may
say or do; they will persist In looking
up to him. Perhaps there his never
been an occupant of the White House
who hag come nearer to meeting the
people on a common level than does
Presldent Taft. But those with whom
he meets cannot forget that he Is the
first citizen of the great republic.

The President of the natlon, who-
ever he may be, needs and deserves all
the honest and disinterested friendli-
ness that individuals and the public
can glve him.

VALUE OF FARM PRODUCTS,

Census Burenu’s Statement Concern-
Ing Method of Ascerianining It
Inquiries have been made of the
Census Bureau whether farm products
ghould be valued by farmers, In reply-
ing to census enumerators, at the gen-
eral wholesale prices or at the actual
prices obtalned by the producer, It
was polnted out by the inquirera that
many farmers sell a proportion of
their eggs for breeding, at much high-
er than the regular price. Othérs sell
part or all of thelr milk, butter, and
cream, at retall. Quite a number sell
pure-bred llve stock of various kinds
at more or less fancy prices. The
bureau's correspondents are of the
ooinion that Lf sales are quoted In this

way in the census reports, the results
might be somewhat uncertain ns a ba-
sls for the average market prices,

Responding to these Inquiries, Cen«
sus Director Durand states that in
forming its loquiries and Instructions
with reference to the value of domes.
tic animals and fowls, the Census Bu-
reau must necessarily follow the lines
lald down In the law governing its ac-
tion. That law requires the bureau
to ascertain the number and value of
anlmals and fowls. The value sought
Is not the value of some particular
class of animals or fowls, but of all
animals and fowls. It Is the amount
at which the animals and fowls can ba
sold, Good pureblooded animals will
sell for more, and thus have a greater
value than the poor animals. Where
there are many pure-blooded, the aver-
age will be higher than where the op-
posite condition of affairs prevalls,
but, as a matter of fact, the pure
blooded animals are so thoroughly dls-
tributed that they left no appreciable
influence upon the average published
by the twelfth census, except In the
case of the young colts of the Btate
of New Jersey.

No appreciable Influence on the aver-
nge price or value of egms, milk or
butter Is observed In consequence of
the practice mentioned by the Inquir.
ers, The high-priced eggs. milk, but-
ter, ete,, are found about as much in

one part of the country as In another. .

The average which the census will
publish Is not that of a particular class
of eggs, but of all eggs produced. 1t 1s
the same for all animals, fowls and
animal products, The relative num-
ber and value of the anlmals and prod-
nets to which speclfic attentlon has
bheen called does not exert, for the
country as a whole or for many of the
States, an influence suficlent to make
the average published by the census
materially different from the average
market prices,

Not the Sealskin.

Bimeon Ford, apropos of wifely sym-
pathy, and at a recent dinner In New
York:

“How hard it I8 when the wife I8
unsympathetic! Poor Jones trudged
home through zero weather the other
night, and, blowing on hls frozen
hands, sald solemnly:

" 'Well, I've got the sack.'

*'Oh, you dear!'" his wife
‘The sealskin, or the other one?’

*“'The other one,’ sald Jones, laugh
ing bitterly."

eried,

What Might Have Been,

“It 1s sald that Napoleon contem-
plated coming to America after Water-
loo, Seems a pity that he could not
perfect his plans.

“It does 0. What a hit he wonld
have made In vaudeville!"—Washing
ton Herald,

The steamer duck of South America
loses its power of flight as it matures,
The reason {8 that its wings do not
grow as the rest of its body devel
ops.

When a youth begins to sow wild
oats It ls time for father to start the

thrashing machine.
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