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TCJB'GE STOOPEDcmWHEN
i HE biggest ,- thin in By Edison! ! SRelian ' '

,;j

Illustrated bp Ben Cohen.
Pleesantfleld vu the
new ; First National
Bank Building:.

. - The most active was
Tudj Smith' store;

; and, by general opin-
ion, the ' moat Im

stopped me. What In blazes are you star-
ing at 7" j

' Crewe's
:

taut nerves thrummed! In Irri-

tation.
'"J

But Weeks wasn't killed; that Is. no

witches, bogyman and . the supernatural.
- There waa a deep-seat- ed misery in bis
face.. Oblique lines Jthat started from the
quivering- - nostrils drew the corners of bis
mouth down In a perpetual scowl of pain.

i Complete satisfaction now '" was ex--
pressed In the countenance of Emmet-Crew- e.

The limp mouth went upward In ,

a happy ' smirk. ; and the narrow' .eyes
widened a 'bit.- - V

He folded fat hands across his stomach
and straightened up comfortably in- - nls

: ' r" ''chair. i;' " v." There was silence for a minute or two.
It waa evident that he was going to say-nothin-

g

further In explanation. -

Judge Thatcher, who was pacing tha
office in the solemn, contemplative man-- "
ner he used when deep In thought, sud-

denly turned on him.
"It appears to me, Crewe, thet you,

ain't . playing fair. Ton come here tor- -

body killed him but himself." retorted
the Judge, starting from his chair, but

till retaining a grip on the handles.

pregnable tb reputation of JudgePbineaa
Thatcher, ' - -

The law business of the town was nn-xiua- lly

divided. - . -- '
A man with an honest grievance

The Jieshless cheeks drooped, flop-

ping. In: tiny -- bags, and the akin
sagged from his eyes. -

.He "was harried and troubled,

and Mi glance, when not Intro--
"He! was found Christmas night,m 1

and the next we knew you were gone.
But it was suicide, all right, for; he wasyiBW wuitux uim Buurv rajn, vuu
still holdin' the gun In his hand, and
on the floor beside'' him was !e long.

NX

tured by guUt, and X

set about and take a
A earner of the paper stole over the heat, remained - Ij

to svoid the low en-

trance, and was In
the judge's office

If his Intentions
wava Attirwltt. he

lot of worriment' oft' your
there a seeona, cariea apwara, ana men oarsi into name. conscience. Now --'you've got to :

scrawled-ou- t note sayln goodiby to his tell me all the story, from first to last.
imM-tlTrf-T oulet. had the nervous suspi

; "In the first place, why did you try to
kill him what was thereason??i '

The Judge, as an afterthought, led the
way Into a smaller room which he used as

ord n trlendclon xf a caged animaL J --
to

At last It rested on the neutral point of It was a&enooine document, for there
isn't soul could imitate his writln'."tho Judge's brace of squat inkwells, and a

v w- .- ,iv " i ! The flaccid countenance of Crewe grew

Tea, I thought I would stay abroad,; vivid in astonishment, and, he sank into a a consulting office and dosed the door.

he returned in a voice which was weak chair. ; His eyes were closed. His visitor flopped sullenly into a chair.,
"There's nothing much to tell," be be---.t i,nrinr tboueh it had never been When he opened them their dullness

walked furtively Into the quarters of Ed
Bloat across the street, who was a lawyer
of another kind.

The Judge had stormed his way right-

eously through, thirty years of practice.

It is a tribute to the commercial Integrity

of Pleasantneld that he got most .of its
legal business.

He was of the Puritanical, sternly.up-rlg- bt

type, with the compound attributes

of Abe Uncoln and, Daniel .Webster;

though resemblance, to Lincoln was
chiefly ' physical;" and, he was. perhaps,

homelier. His face intuitively suggested

hands that were big and calloused and
muscular, and feet that were large and
bunioned. ' . ,

A bad both. Also his legal abil- -

used;' 4but that aa two years ago. I atm-- j iwas goie and they shone with feverish gan complalnlngly. "I simply poured a
ply could not do It. " - : " - J Ibrilliancy. " His lips muttered Ibacherent few; drops of hydrocyanic Into his coffee

i "Not that I was In hldin, he flared; words, and he started, up, bu slumped at luncheon and then beat it. .1 slipped
.wmiMi MitttarMS,' almost h'othl 'back again in an exhaustion oit!rellef. the botti holding the rest of the stuff

. . . a ' a. r the' Judge's word hadFor him ben. Into hU tn&ke it seem aln that they would xetcn me, vu vay j

never did. It was too much, tnougn. i itne xrumpea 01 inwB. t
kept seein things long, awful nights of under the tyranny of a gnawing con-thlnk- ln'

and wonderin and - dreamin science for two years, and tlicin to And

about it. 'Then it was up again the" next fears and tenw-auakln- gs groundless, Is
morning, and chasln' away to somewhere i to'open Elysium. .

"
-

.A
J" ,.' J ;

else to try ' and forget; but ' the 'damned j Compared with this, the ordinary trou-thi- ng

never left me. CJod, it was' awful bles-- f mankind are as the infinitesimal
mustard seed. fif - . . , y4.' jl ,1! " But there.mlght be some mistake.'; His

"Now I've - come back to give myself t , i, , .. !. .

though he had taken it on a sudden im-

pulse. ,
r- -

; - :
"But. jwhyr reiterated the Judge.

"Why .were you flxin'.to kill him V
"-."-

made a will-- ; .", r . rv - ' - -

Crewe paused, and his eyes widened as,
he stared at the entirely conventional pat-
tern "of the Judge's wall " paper --with an
unseeln' eve. .t i Si- - '- . ii. --i Jt . - i -

Up. 1 COO WW ywt wt UH icuu, uiu Did you say It was a g be held to Upon, his mind came the breaking lightJudge, too, and I come right here. - Those
his hand Judge? - Was It a gun? VWhere of a new-discove- ry 'which 'the lightningtwo years have been a llvin' torture.'
was ha when they found him? shift of circumstances had not permittedJudge Thatcher, resting one booted leg!.

him to notice before. He saw It nowr and
it was a Veritable golden aura. ,

on an opened desk drawer and still bold-- 1 r"Ba--W found In the north room by
inv his handkerchief, suspended, dropped! Sam .Weeks. Utile ; boy," .the ; Judge ' re--

ity kept hlmrthe Judgeship at the county

seat and Increased his clientele."

Into the musty office "one day walked a
distantly familiar --i .figure that w

Thatcher, --who- had been blowing his
red handker-

chief,
atose with an efflorescent

suddenly stopped and stared at his
'visitor. "V -

. "Hello, Crewel" he said, with the dry
inflection of --one not intensely pleased.

"Whafare you doing here T & I thought
you ;had nade up your mind to stay to

: -
-- "Xforeign parts."'. -- -

v , Crewe looked' about thlm .with a. gaxa

ihat rested on' everything and noted noth-

ing. His eyes bore that look of tatensrre
brooding that has such".a Hrely"

tlon for street urchins and, connects ithe
Juvenile mind ;wUn fhe , thought - of

both suddenly and sat up in bis chair,- - j t ' . " mm mr . wwiUTIIWJb vu AUW V mu, .iA6UCI wou V.

the only one of em that old Gideon would from tiia 'seat--. "Did they find it the the"Great . Jehoshaphatl" he . exclaimed.
Manwhat are. yon , talking aboutT Do abide to his later days. And when Bam wilir r-' - - ; -

you hold rourself responsible in any wayf sent his son up toward diisk oJ3hristina ? ijTWhat wilir h askedNjtupidly. "'
for the death of f3ideoa Weeks t .Is that with .a Uttle' basket o puddhV and a pie, Crewe InMnedlately' shoWed every evl-wh- ai

you're drlvm atrf and, som turkey and atclw the kid came denee of happy lunacyv and dumped up
:

--"gurel X kill him. and didn't I back scresimm. murder'. Tott was having and" down the Toom-t- o' a -- crescendo of
get-awa-

y, with tttTrei been chasto dinner with the Beaaleys at the tlma, I heavy footfalls that made the office shake,

around erer smce. l and, nobody , ever belseve." r x t X V- - . He puffed outrageously, an Cote his

r - ". - - -


