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SYNOPSIS.

' H o w a rd  J e ffr ie s , b a n k e r 's  so n , u n d e r  
the e v il  In fluence  o f R o b e r t  U n d e rw o o d , 
•  fa l lo w -s tu d e n t a t  Y ale, le a d s  ;t lif•* o f  
dU asipation , m a r r ie s  th e  d a u g h te r  o f a  
g a m b le r  w h o  d ied  In p riso n , a n d  is  d is 
o w n e d  b y  h is  f a th e r .  H e  t r i e s  to  g e t w o rk  
a n d  fa ils . A fo rm e r  c o lle g e  c h u m  m a k e s  
a  b u s in e s s  p ro p o s itio n  to  H dW ard  w h ich  
re q u ir e s  |2,000 c a s h , a n d  H o w a rd  Is b ro k e . 
H o b e r t  U n d e rw o o d , w h o  h a s  b een  r e 
p u ls e d  by  H o w a rd ’s w ife . A nnie , In id s  
c o lle g e  d a y s , a n d  h a d  on* e b een  e n g a g e d  
t o  A lic ia . H o w a r d 's  s te p m o th e r .  h a s  
a p a r tm e n ts  a t  tlie  A s t ru r ia .  H o w a rd  d e 
c id e s  to  a s k  U n d e rw o o d  fo r  th e  $2,000 he 
n e ed s . U n d e rw o o d , t a k in g  a d v a n ta g e  o f 
kl*i in t im a c y  w ith  M rs. J e f f r ie s , S r., b e 
co m e«  a  s o r t  o f  so c ia l h ig h w a y m a n . D is 
c o v e r in g  h is  t ru e  c h a r a c t e r  sin* d e n ie s  
h im  th e  h o u se . A lic ia  re c e iv e s  a  n o te  fro m  
U n d e rw o o d , th r e a te n in g  su ie id e . A rt 
(S ealers  fo r  w h o m  lie h a s  b e en  a c t in g  a s  
c o m m is s io n e r ,  d e m a n d  a n  a c c o u n tin g . H e  

* c a n n o t  m a k e  good. H o w a rd  J e f f r ie s  
c a l ls  In a n  in to x ic a te d  co n d itio n . H e  a s k s  
U n d e rw o o d  fo r  $2,000 a n d  Is to ld  by  th e
^ I t e r  t h a t  he  is in d e b t  u p  to  id s  eyes .

o w a rd  d r in k s  h im s e lf  in to  a  m a u d lin  
c o n d itio n , a n d  goes to  s le e p  on  a  d iv a n . 
A  c a l le r  is  a n n o u n c e d  a n d  U n d e rw o o d  
d r a w s  a  s c re e n  a ro u n d  th e  d ru n k e n  
S le e p e r  A licia e n te rs .  S h e  d em a n d *  a  
p ro m is e  f ro m  h im  t h a t  lie  w ill n o t  ta k e  
h i*  life , p o in tin g  to  th e  d is g ra c e  t h a t  
w o u ld  a t t a c h  to  h e rs e lf .  U n d e rw o o d  r e 
f u s e s  to  p ro m ise  u n le ss  s h e  w ill re n e w  
h e r  p a tro n a g e .  T ills  s h e  re fu s e s  to  do. 
U n d e rw o o d  k ills  h im s e lf . T h e  re p o r t  o f 
t h e  p is to l a w a k e n s  H o w a rd , li«* « tu m b le s  
o v e r  th e  d e a d  body  o f U n d e rw o o d . R e a l i 
s in g  h is  p re d ic a m e n t h e  a t t e m p ts  to  flee 
a n d  is  m e t  by  U n d e rw o o d ’s  v a le t.

CHAPTER VIII.—Continued.

H ow ard w as a t  no tim e an a th le te , 
And now, con trasted  w ith the burly 
policem an, a colossus In streng th , he 
seem ed like a puny boy. His cringing, 
frigh tened  a ttitude , as he looked up in 
the cap ta in 's  bulldog face, was pathet 
tc . T he crowd of bystanders could hard 
ly  contain  th e ir eagerness to take  In 
•very deta il of the dram atic  situation  
T he  prisoner was sober by th is time, 
and thoroughly  alarm ed.

“W hat do you want me fo r?” he 
• cried. "I haven’t done anything The 

Bian's dead, but I d idn 't kill him .” 
“S hut your m ou th !” growled the 

captain
D ragging Howard a fte r him, he 

made his way to the elevator. T hrow 
ing  his prisoner Into the cage, he 
to rn ed  to  give orders to his subord
inate .

“ Moloney, you come w ith me and 
bring Officer Delaney." A ddressing the 
ether men. he said: "You o ther fellers 
look a fte r  things down here. Don't 
let any of these people come upsta irs .” 
T hen, tu rn ing  to the e leva tor boy, he 
gave the com m and: “Up w ith her." 
t T he elevator, with Its passengers. 
Mhot upw ard, stopped w ith a Jerk a t 
th e  fourteen th  floor, and the cap ta in , 

-«nre m ore laying a bru tal hand on 
Howard, pushed him out Into the cor
ridor
|  U  it could he said of Capt. Clinton 
th a t  be had any syatem  a t all. It was 
«to be as b ru ta l as possible with every
body unlucky enough to fall Into his 
ttwinds. Instend of regard ing  his prls 
oners as Innocent until found guilty, 
as they are  Justly en titled  to be re
garded under the law, he took the dl 
rec tly  opposite stand. He considered 
all his prisoners as guilty as hell until 
they had succeeded In proving them  
selves Innocent. Even then  he had 
hta doubts. W hen a Jury brought In 
a  verdict of acquittal, he shook his 
head and growled. He had the g re a t
est contem pt for a Jury that would ac
qu it and the w arm est regard  for a Jury 
which convicted. He bullied and m al
treated his prisoners because he firm
ly  believed In underm ining the ir m or
al and physical res istance. W hen by 
depriving them  of sleep and food, by 
choking them , clubbing them  and 
frigh ten ing  them he had reduced 
them to  a sta te  of nervous te rro r, to 
the border of physical collapse, he 
knew by experience th a t they would 
no longer be In condition to w ithstand 
h is m erciless cross exam inations. I)e 
m oralized, unstrung, they would b lurt 
out the tru th  and so convict them- 
aelves The end* of Justice would thus 
be served.
i Capt Clinton prided him self on the 
thorough m anner In which he conduct
ed  these exam inations of persons un 
dor a rrest. It was a laborious ordeal, 
bu t alw ays succesful. He owed his 
p resen t position on the force to  the 
•k ilt w ith which he brow beat his prls 
oners Into "confessions" W ith hi* 
“ th ird  degree" seances he arrived at 
resu lts  b e tte r  and m ore quickly than 
In any o th er way. All hi* conviction* 
hmd been »reined by them. The press 
•ltd  meddling busyhodlo* called his 
system  barbarous, a revival of the old 
tim e to r tu re  cham ber. W hat did he 
c s re  w hat the people said as long as 
h e  convicted his m an ’ W asn 't that 
w hat he w as paid for? He was th e re  
to  find th e  m urderer, and he was go
ing to do It.
t H e pushed his way Into the apart- 

nt. followed closely by Maloney and 
other policemen, who dragged 

the unhappy Howard. The dead 
atlll lay w here he had fallen. 

C apt. Clinton stooped down, but made 
no attempt to touch the corpse, mere
ly  satisfying him self th a t Vnderwood 
w as d«*ad Then, a fte r  a casual survey 
m t the room, he said to hla sergeant: 

“W e won't touch a thing. Maloney, 
til! the coroner nriire«. He'll be here 

minute, and he'll give the order

The Persistence of His S tare  Made Howard Squirm.

for the undertaker. You can call up 1 
headquarters so the new spaper boys . 
get the story .”

W hile the sergean t w ent to the te le 
phone to carry  out these orders, Capt. 
Clinton turned  to look a t H oward, who 
had collapsed, w hite and trem bling, in
to a chair.

“W hat do you want w ith m e?" cried 
Howard appealingly. “ I assu re  you I 
had nothing to  do with th is. My w ife’s 
expecting me home. C an 't I go?”

"S hu t up!" thundered the captain.
H is arm s folded, his eyes stern ly  

fixed upon him, Capt. Clinton stood 
confronting the un fo rtunate  youth, 
s ta rin g  a t him w ithout saying a word. 
The persistence  of his s ta re  m ade 
Howard squirm . It was decidedly un
pleasant. He did not mind the de ten 
tion so much as th is m an's overbear
ing, bullying m anner. He knew he was 
innocent, therefo re  he had nothing to 
fear. But why was th is police capta in  
sta ring  a t hint so? W hichever way 
he Bat, w hichever way his eyes turned, 
he saw th is bulldog-faced policem an 
staring  gllently at him. Unkuown to 
hlin, Capt. Clinton had already  begun 
the dreaded police ordeal known as 
the "th ird  degree."

CHAPTER IX.

Fifteen  m inutes passed w ithout a 
word being spoken. T here  w as deep 
silence In th e  room. It w as so quiet 
th a t once could have heard  a pin drop. 
Had a d is in terested  sp ec ta to r been 
th e re  to w itness It, he would have 
been a t once Im pressed by the d ra 
m atic tab leau  p resen ted—th e  dead 
m an on the floor, his w hite sh ir t fron t 
spattered  w ith blood, th e  cringing, 
frightened boy crouching In the chair, 
the  tow ering figure of the  police cap
tain  sitting  stern ly  eyeing h is hap less 
prisoner, and a t  the fa r end of the 
room  D etective Sergean t Maloney 
busy sending hurried  m essages 
through the telephone.

“W hat did you do It fo r?" thundered  
the captain suddenly.

Howard'» tongue clove to  h is palate. 
He could scarcely  articu la te . He was 
Innocent, of course, bu t th e re  w as 
som ething In th is m an's m anner which 
made him fear th a t he m ight, a fte r  all, 
have had som ething to do w ith the 
tragedy. Yet he was positive th a t he 
w as asleep on the bed all the tim e 
T he question Is, would anybody believe 
him ? He shook his head pathetically .

"I d idn 't do It. Keally, I d idn’t."
"S hu t your m outh! Y ou're lying, 

and you know you're lying. W alt till 
the coroner comes. W e'll fix you."

Again th ere  was silence, and now be
gan a long, tedious wait, both men re
ta in ing  the sam e positions, the cap
tain  w atching his prisoner as a cat 

I w atches a mouse.
H ow ard 's m ental anguish w as a l

m ost unendurable. He thought of hts 
poor wife who m ust be w aiting up for 
him  all th is  tim e, w ondering w hat had 
become of him . She would Im agine 
the w orst, and there  w as no telling  
w hat she m ight do. If only he could 
get word to  her. Perhaps she would 
be able to  explain things. Then he 
thought of h is fa ther. They had quar
reled, It was- true, but a f te r  all It was 
his own flesh and Mood. A t such a 
critical situation  as th is, one forgets. 
Hls fa ther could hardly  refuse  to come 
to hls assistance. He m ust get a  
lawyer, too, to  protect h ls In terests. 
T his police captain had no righ t to  de
ta in  him like this. He m ust g* t word

to Annie w ithout delay. Sum m oning 
up a ll his courage, he said boldly: 

"You a re  deta in ing  me here  w ithout 
w arran t in law. I know my rights. I 
am the son of one of the m ost In
fluential men In th e  city .”

“W hat's your nam e?” grow led the 
captain.

“Howard Jeffries.”
“Son of H ow ard Jeffries, th e  bank

e r? ”
H oward nodded.
“Yes.”
T he capta in  turned  to hts sergeant. 
"M aloney, th is fe ller says he’s the 

son of H oward Jeffries, th e  banker.” 
Maloney leaned over and w hispered 

som ething In the cap ta in 's  ear. The 
captain sm iled grimly.

"So you 're a bad charac te r, eh? F a
th e r  tu rned  you out of doors, eh? 
W here 's th a t girl you ran aw ay w ith?" 
Sharply he added: "You see I know 
your record .”

“I’ye done nothing I'm asham ed of," 
replied H ow ard calmly. "I m arried 
the girl. She's w atting my re tu rn  now. 
W on’t you p lease let me send her a 
m essage ?"

T he cap ta in  eyed Howard sus
piciously for a mom ent, then  he turned 
to hts se rgean t:

“Maloney, telephone th is m an’s wife. 
W hat's the num ber?”

“Eighty-six M orningslde.”
Maloney again  got busy w ith the 

telephone and the w earying w ait be
gan once more. The clock soon struck  
two. F or a  whole hour he had been 
subjected  to  th is g ruelling  process, 
and still the  lynx-eyed cap ta in  sa t 
th e re  w atching h ls quarry.

If Capt. C linton had begun to  have 
any doubts when H oward told him 
who h is fa th e r was, M aloney's Infor
m ation im m ediately pu t him  a t  his 
ease. I t w as all clear to  him  now. 
T he youth had never been any good. 
H ls own fa th e r had kicked him out. 
He w as In despera te  financial stra its . 
He had come to this m an 's room s to 
m ake a dem and for money. U nder
wood had refused  and th ere  was a 
quarrel, and he sho t him . T here was 
probably a d ispu te  over the woman. 
Ah, yes, he rem em bered now. This 
g irl he m arried  was form erly a sw eet
h e a rt of U nderwood's. Jealousy was 
behind It as well. Besides, w asn 't he 
caught red handed, w ith blood on hls 
hands, try ing  to escape from  the 
apa rtm en t?  Oh. they had him dead 
to  righ ts, all right. Any m ag istra te  
would hold him on such evidence.

"It's  the Tom bs for him , all right, 
all right," m uttered  the capta in  to 
him self; "and maybe prom otion for 
me."

Suddenly th ere  was a commotion 
a t  the door. The coroner entered, 
followed by the undertaker. The two 
m en advanced quickly in to  the room, 
and took a  look a t the  body. A fter 
m aking a hasty  exam ination , the cor
oner turned  to  Capt. Clinton.

"W ell, cap ta in , I guess he 's dead, 
all r i g h t”

"Yes. and w e 're  got ou r man, too." 
The coroner tu rned  to  look a t  the 

prisoner.
"C aught him  red handed, eh? W ho

is he?"
Howard w as about to  b lu rt out a re

ply, when th e  cap ta in  thundered : 
"S ilence!”
To the coroner, the cap ta in  ex

plained :
“ He's th e  scapegrace to n  of How

ard  Jeffries, th e  banker. No good— 
bad egg. Hla fa th er tu rned  him out

of doors. T here Is no question about 
his guilt. Look a t his hands. We 
caught him  try ing  to get aw ay.”

The coroner rose. He believed in 
doing things prom ptly.

"I congratu late  you. captain. Quick 
work like th is ought to do your repu
tation  good. T he com m unity owes a 
debt to the officers of the law If they 
succeed in apprehending crim inals 
quickly. You’ve been getting  some 
p re tty  hard knocks lately, but I guess 
you know your business."

The captain grinned broadly.
"I guess I do. Don’t we, M aloney?” 
"Yes, cap.,” said Maloney, quietly. 
The coroner turned  to go.
“Well, th ere 's  nothing m ore for mo 

to do here. The man is dead. Let 
ju stice  take its  course.” A ddressing 
the undertaker, he said:

"You can rem ove the body.”
The men se t about the w ork im

m ediately. C arrying the corpse into 
the inner room, they commenced the 
w ork of laying it out.

"I suppose,” said  th e  coroner, " th a t 
you’ll take your p risoner im m ediately 
to the station  house, and before the 
m ag istra te  to-morrow m orning?”

"N ot ju s t yet,” grinned the captain. 
"I w ant to put a few questions to him 
first.”

The coroner smiled.
"You’re  going to  pu t him  through 

the ‘th ird  degree,' eh? E very one's 
heard of your star-cham ber ordeals. 
Are they really  so dreadful?"

"N onsense!” laughed the captain. 
“We w ouldn't harm  a baby, would we, 
M aloney?"

The se rgean t quickly indorsed hi» 
chief’s opinion.

“No, cap.”
T urning to go, the coroner said: 
“Well, goodn igh t, cap ta in .” 
"G oodnight, Mr. C oroner.”
Howard listened to all th is  like one 

transfixed. They seem ed to  be ta lk 
ing about him. They w ere discussing 
some frightful o rdeal of which he was 
to be a victim . W hat was th is 'th ird  
degree ' they w ere ta lk ing  about?  Now 
he rem em bered. He had heard of In
nocent men being bullied, m altreated , 
deprived of food and sleep for days, 
In o rder to  force them  to tell w hat 
the police w ere anxious to  find out. 
He had heard of secre t assau lts , of 
m idnight clubbings, of prisoners being 
choked and bru tally  kicked by a gang 
of ruffianly policemen, In order to 
force them  Into some dam aging ad
mission. A chill ran down his spine 
as he realized his u tte r  helplessness. 
If he could only get word to a lawyer. 
Ju s t as the coroner was disappearing 
through the door, he darted  forw ard 
and laid a hand on hls arm.

"Mr. Coroner, won’t  you listen  to 
m e?" he exclaimed.

The coroner sta rtled , drew back.
“I cannot in terfe re ," he said coldly. 
“Mr. Underwood was a friend of 

m ine,” explained Howard. “I cam e 
here  to  borrow money. 1 fell asleep 
on th a t sofa. W hen I woke up Jie 
was dead. 1 was frightened. I tried  
to  get away. T h a t's  the tru th , so 
help me G od!”

The coroner looked at him  stern ly  
and made no reply. No one could 
ever reproach him w ith sym pathizing 
w ith crim inals. W aving his hand at 
Capt. Clinton, he said :

"Good night, capta in ."
"Good night, Mr. Coroner."
The door slam m ed and Capt. Clin

ton. w ith a tw is t of his powerful arm , 
yanked hls p risoner back into hls 
seat. Howard protested.

"You've got no righ t to  tr e a t  me 
like this. You exceed >*our powers. 
I dem and to be taken  before a magis
tra te  a t once.”

The captain grinned, and pointed to 
th e  clock. «

“ Say, young feller, see w hat tim e it 
is? Tw o-thirty a. m. Our good m ag
is tra te s  are  all comfy In th e ir v irtu 
ous beds. W e'll have to  w ait till 
m orning.”

(T O  B K  C O N T IN U E D .)

When in Need of Groceries
W hen in need of GROCERIES don t  fo rg e t 

th a t we carry  a full line of both S taple and 
Fancy.

THE RIGHT PRICE AND QUALITY

H. T. GILTNER
Phone 701 Maln S tre e t

C. W. MERTZ J. C. LATTA

MERTZ & LATTA

Forest Grove Steam Laundry
Ice, Cold Storage, Wood and Coal

Both Phones Corner Fifth Avenue and Second Street

Central Livery Barns
Me Namer & Wirtz, Proprietors

General Livery
and Tillamook Stage Line3.

CLYDE’S BICYCLE SHOP
(Bellinger’s Old Stand)

BICYCLES, NEW AND SECOND HAND. REPAIRING OF ALL KINDS 
SAW FILING Local Agent gor Oregonian SIGN PAINTING

First Avenue West of Main Street. Phone 624

Ed Williams J . W. Buckley

WILLIAMS & BUCKLEY
M anufacturers and D ealers in Rough and Dressed

LUMBER
We are able to supply everyth in»  necessary fo r th S  

complete construction of house, bam  or shed.

Price« and  Estim ate« Furnished

Phone Gales 453, Gales Creek, Oregon

Profitable Glass Eye.
“Nobody Is going to poke out a gooa 

eye Just for th e  sake of getting  a 
glass eye," said the city salesm an, 
"but I know a m an who makes money 
on hls glass eye. He goes to  Europe 
th ree  tim es a year on business. While 
th ere  he does a little  trad ing  In Jew
els as a side line. It is on the home
ward tr ip  th a t he tu rn s his glass eye 
to good account. In the cavity back 
of it he carries  tw o or th ree sm all but 
valuable diam onds. Half the duty 
saved Is hls com m ission on these 
stones alone. T he custom s inspectors 
have never got on to  him. N aturally 
they can’t  go around jabbing their 
fingers Into people's eyes."—New York 
Sun.

A Chance In Any Case.
Muriel (le tting  him down easy )—1 

should advise you not to take  It to 
h e a r t  I m ight prove a  most undesir
able wife. M arriage la a lottery, oti 
know.

Malcolm (b itte rly )—It strikes me aa 
m ore like a raffle. One man gets the 
prise  and the o thers get the shake.-— 
Sm art Se

Commercial

Printing
E are in a better position than ever to 

do all kinds of Fine Commercial Print
ing on short notice, having just recently 
installed new machinery and a com
plete line of the latest styles of type faces

BILL HEADS, LETTER HEADS, STATEMENTS, 
LEGAL BLANKS, POSTERS, BRIEFS, ENVEL
OPES, CALLING CARDS, ETC. Up-to-date work 

on short notice.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED

Press Job Rooms
THE QUALITY SHOP


