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CHAPTER XIL. still has the diamonds—she hasa't | news of my departure “for the eve-

— 2
The Capture,

That night nothing happened—at
leagt to me; but somehow the periods
when npothing happened were more
alarming than when he was boldly at-
tacking. You may Imagine, If you can,
what | went through on Saturday! My
one diversion was to rehide the dia-
monds., This time—after I had taken
them out of the hyacinths and poked
a thimble among the stems—] sealed
them In an epvelope and thumb-tacked
it to the bottom of a sideboard drawer.

passed them on to some man. But
let that go. The next is too easy—
‘mother'—the owner, of course; ‘child’
—the precious things; ‘dolng well'—
got through the customs without be-
Ing separated. Plain as day—and
when you and Mrs. Delario stepped
out of the eable office your dear ‘mos-
so00' stepped In and read It."

“Poor little Claire!"

“Poor yourself!* snorted Billy.
“You don't need to waste any paln and
tears on that outfit., They're slick.
Well, let's to work—'mossoo’ Is down-

The drawers sledded In and out on run-
ners deep enough to allow the enve-
lope to pass. All day long [ kept think-
ing, “What will happen If monsleur
doesn’t take the bait?” It seems
strange to me now, but I pever once
nxked myself, “What will happen If he
does?”

The last half hour before Billy came
wns positively the longest in my life,
and when the bell did finally ring 1
wns shot through the heart and ready
1o dis,

I came to life lmmediately, whis-
pered through the door, *“Who's
there?' and heard, “Ann Preswlck"—
the password we'd agreed on,

“Then he hasn't killed you!" were
my first words.

“Who? Your ‘mossoo? No—1
killed him on the stairs last night—
or pretty near|"

I dido't see why Billy should bestow
the proprietorshlp on me—he wasn't
my “moss00,” as I reminded Billy while
he was pulling a palr of handeuffs out
of his overcoat pocket.

“A mere detall,” he returned. “He
will be your own In an hour.” He flung

off his coat, “Where do we hide these
toge 1"

“My wardrobe. , . But he won't
come,"”

“Oh, yes, he will—he told me so.”

I thought Billy was joking and made
no reply.

“Very Interesting man." mused Bllly.
“Not at all the sort of person you'd
expect to find In a dinmond rohbery.
Wonderful knowledge of European pol-
Itics——and Ameriean polities, too”

. “Bllly, what do you mean?" I de-
manded,

“Why, I took your ‘mossoo’ home
to his hotel last night—and—"

“You didn't!" 1 gasped.

“Of conrse I did! Why not? You
don't suppose I'd go off and leave him
here to murder you, do you?' Billy
was making the most out of his story,
I could see.

“But — how — dld — you — man-
nge—It* 1 was still gasping.

“T didn't, He did. He wasn't golng
to give himself away by golong up-
stalrs ; he sald he was going down, 8o
we went down together, and 1 ket |
talking to him. When we got to the
street we just kept on till I'd seen
him home. We were thick as thieves
by that time. I inviled him to see
Chinntown tonight and he accepted—"

“Billy! You never—"

“Yes, I did! And it's how 1 know
he's coming tonight—see? 1 went
round this morning In time for the
first mall,. He was walting for it |
Oh, he got the letter all right! And |
ns soon as he read it he came over
and told me he couldn’'t go to China-
town tonlght—he had diplomatie busl.
ness that might take him to Washing-
ton—which means here. See?"

“Billy, you're the cleverest thing 1
ever saw " [ erled with real admira-
tion.

“Thanks—coming from you I appre
clate that,” He sald it In an offhand
wny, but I could see he was feeling
very set up over himself. And I didn't
him, He added, "What the
‘mossoo’ was really after—why he
wouldn't let me go out In the dark
alone—wnas to know who I was calling
on, I told him it was the people In
the front flat and I couldn't get in. 1
told him It was thelr cousin from Bos-
ton I was ealling on and maybe they'd
gone to the theater. That led to our
talking about plays ; that led to an In-
spiration of genlus and I asked him if
hé'd seen Chinatown ; that led to my
invitation and—the rest you know.,"

“Bllly, you are poaitively the clever-
est man I know "

“IMdn't think I'd grow up like that,
did you? And that's not all. As for
the pretty daughter—your little Clalre
that you think so much of—don't faint
now—well, she's In it up to the neck
nnd over her ears. Bhe's his accom-
plice, all right., Here's her cable mes-
sage—" He drew out a bt of paper
on which he'd copled It and read:

hlame

“Born a girl. Mother and child do-
Ing well. CLAIRE."

“But this ls—this Isa't—" I stam-
mered.

“Quite s0," agreed Billy. “It Is and
it lsn't! It is a code. It i=n't a plece
of Insanity. I've read it—or I think 1
have. Listen now: ‘Born'—the pre-
clous thing that was expected has
come to pass successfully ; that Is, ‘the
digmondr bave arrived safe and
sound.' "

He glanced at me tor approval and
then puckered up his bhrow while ad-
mitting, “This next—'a girl'—puzzles
me a bit, It's one of three things:
Just a Aler, to make It read; or a code

stalrs anxiously walting for you to go
out.”

“How do you know?"

“Shadowed him, My revolv-
ers all right? And the red pepper?’

“Yes—but I've been thinking about |
that pepper and how about ammonia
Instead 1"

“H'm-m,"” considered Billy,
the advantage?”

“It wears off quicker, and I think It's
prdbably sefer for us If he struggles

“What's

und we have to hold him down,”

“Guess It 1s,” Bllly agreed. “Got It [
rendy 7" |

I took him to the kitchen and showed
him half a glass of household ammonia
diluted with water and covered with a |
saucer. Then I hung his coat and hat l
in my wardrobe, After that he looked
at me and I looked at him—the fatal
moment had arrived,

“Well?" sald Bllly,
know he'd say “well.”

“Well? I repeated after him, try-
Ing to pretend to myself I didn't know
what he meant,

Billy glanced at the clock. “Your
‘mossoo’ s wondering why you don't
come. By the way—there wasn't a
soul in the lower hall when I sneaked
In—he’s sent his man off for fear you
won't leave.”

My knees were shaking under me, I
w4 gure Bllly knew it, but he affect-
ed not to notice. He took one of the
revolvers and Inserted a blank car-
tridge for the first shot, explaining
that we couldn’'t have an omelet with-
our breaking eggs. I was to Jump out
of my bedroom and fire this as soon
as monsleur reached the dinlng room.

“I calculate we'll have him now In
about fifteen minutes,” was Bllly's del-
lcate hint to me to go on with my part,
and with knees ready to close up un-
der me llke Jackkmlves I rang for
George.

I must say that George acquitted
himself very creditably—as a spy. In-
stend of his usual inquisitive “Goln’
to be out all the evening?' he put It
In this way: “If somebody calls when
shall I tell 'em you'll be home?"

“Tell them I won't be home—say I'm
ont for the evening,"” 1 returned
promptly ; and George's face wore the
satisflied expression of a well-earned
five-dollar bill,

By the timeé w2 reached the second
floor Bllly was ringing furiously from
the sixth—this was to get George out
of the way at once so I could slip up-
stairs—and when we reached the first
the luck that is said to favor natural-
ben idlots and such turned a trick

I seemed to

for me by fetching little Mrs, Thing-
down-etnirs s!ithering along the hall,

| propped him agninst the sideboard and

“Tell Them | Won't Be Home™

She darted past me Into the car, al-
most knocking me over In her desire
[0 keep George from opening the front
Jooar for me, and she made sure of
my defeat by uttering an acld, “Take
me up Immejetly.” For which rude
ness [ have ever blessed her! In ten
seconds I had gone along the hall to
the front door, retraced my steps,
and—thanks to her—was gliding up
the stalrs In her wake llke a ghost. In
less than two minutes from the time
the trampled me under her feet I was
safe in my own flat.

Whether Billy and I had five min-
utes or Afty to walt now we @4 not
kiLow, but we took it for granted that
we should have the shortest possible

word with an agreed meaning; or It
mbhbﬂaﬂo—t&lh*ﬂj

time In which George could deliver the

ning” and monsieur could creep up-
stalrs, unseen by his all-seeing spy.
We therefore took our prearranged
places,

The flat was almost dark, One low
gas jJet lighted the <dining room and
showed the hyacinths on the table—
50 monsieur could see the moment he
entered the froot door; a low light in
the bathroom showed at a glance
through the half-open door that no-
body lurked within. The door to my
bedroom stood flat agalnst the wall;
the kitchen door nearly so, and behlnd
It Billy, jammed In between the refrig-
erator and the set tubs, was complete-
ly concealed unleas one entered the
room. A low light burned here, suf-
fictent to show the room's apparent
emptiness,. We calculated that mon-
slenr would make a dash for the fire
escape when I shot off the blank car-
tridge from my bedroom and Billy was
then to greet him with the ammonla,

In my own room 1 stood pressed
against the wall just Inside the door-
way. In my right hand was the re-
volver,

Neither Billy nor I uttered a sound,
The little metal clock echoed along the
hall, horribly loud. It chimed the half
after seven. I counted ticks—one min-
ute gone, 1 counted and thought of
hundreds of things I meant to do, or
had forgotten to do, all the while
counting mechanically. Three minutes
gone—four—five—

A key slipped qulckly, boldly, re-
gardless of the nolse it made—my
lock! No—it couldn't be! The lock
turned. A quick lllumination filled my
hall from the gas jet outside and was

gone almost before I had realized It
The door closed. My heart Jumped out |
and ran about the floor and tried to
hide under the bureau.

I remember thinking, “Suppose It |
doesn't come back but stays away?
Then poor Billy's done for—I can't
move a muscle without my heart!”
And all the time I was thinking these
{dlotic things, I heard the cautlous In-
domitable pad, pad, pad of whispered
footsteps. They paused at the bed-
room door for a glance within—noth-
ing there; paused at the bathroom
door—nothing In there; paused at the
kitchen door—nothing In there; then
made for tha table,

The light blazed up In the dining
rooem and my heart came back with a |
plop. Monsieur had turned up the light
In order to remove the diamonds and
leave me to discover It, as it might
chance—tomorrow or a week from to-
morrow,

With the light, all my fear left sud-
denly. 1 popped out of the bedroom—
saw monsieur with the hyacinths In
his hand—fired the blank cartridge
and yelled, “Hands up!” and stood fac-
ing him and between him and the door
with a smoking revolver in my hand.

He sald, “Mon Dlen!"—took In the
situation—and bolted for the fire cs-l
cape—got a smashing blow from the |
kitchen door as Blilly jumped from be-
hind it and then half a glass of am-
monin in the face. Two seconds Intvri
we three were g writhing strangling
heap on the floor.

The next thing I remember, I was
sitting on monsieur amidships and
Billy was spapping a handeuff. I
gasped and rolled off on the floor;
picked myself up from the Inelegunt
position by way of my hands and
knees, got a wet towel and sopped
monsieur's face as fast as [ could—
though why I performed this humane
act so quickly, 1 can't say; and as soon
as he stopped strangling—for a lot of
the ammonia had gone into his mouth
and very little in his eyes—Bllly and I
dragged him to the dining room,

opened a window,

I belleve that none of the three of
us uttered a word during the entire
performance—RBilly says he can't re-
member any ; but one of the strangest
things was that the firlog of the re-
volver elleited no investigation from
the populous house. All this might
have happened in the center of Lara-
mie plains In a snowstorm the day after
the tall roundup for the amount of no-
tice man or beast took of it.

It was a faultle=s achlevement.

And now we had monsieur—we had
eaptured him, as Billy sald we should,
all by our little own selves. He and I
silently regarded the crumply creature
sitting agalnsat thé sidehoard and then
for the first (lme the idea came (nto
our heads, “"And now that we've got
him, what are we golng to do with
him?™

I looked at Billy and he looked at
me. We asked each other the question
with our eyes. As for monsieur, his
fears had swallowed up his chagrin at
the Indignities heaped wupon him.
Strange as It may seem, he was the
firat of the three that found his voice.

“Zere has been a great mistake,” he
began, to which Billy retorted:

“It looks that way."”

“Ah—<c'est vous!” breathed mon-
sleur, suddenly recognizing By,

“Of eovrse. Who did you talnk it
was? returned Billy with a tang of
pertness, for which he might on that
occasion be forgiven.

Monsteur repald it by ignoring him
and addressing himself to me.

*“If madame will permit me a chalr

| self. After that I sald:

and allow me to explalon—J*

We couldn’'t wery well refuse hum
that—particularly as we didn't know
what to do with him anyway—so we
helped him to a chalr and when we'd
set him In it, I took my twm to re-
mark severely: “There's not much te
explain, You were caught In the act
of breaking and entering my flat—you
may make your explanations to the po-
lice, We'll have them here in five
minutes.” That was a fine shot on my
part, 1 felt,

Monsieur's face proved it. “Ma-
dame " he eried. “Ze police—no! For
your own sake—for ze avoldance of ze
seandal., Madame, you totally misun-
derstand ze so strange situation—"

“It certainly is,” commented Billy.

—*“ln which I am place. But I can
explaln  all—everysiog—why I am
here, I have ze absolute proof sat
madame has ze—ze jJewels of my
daughter—which do not belong to ma-
dame—in her apartment.”

Eilly and T couldn't help smiling at
this and monsieur seemed astonished.
1 sneered, “Indeed?” in the way that
always set him on edge.

“Oul—yes—madame. I have ze
proof In your own words."

I gave him another “Indeed?” in the
same tone. This was the moment I had
heen walting for. I slipped a paper
out from under a plle on the table—
the carbon copy of the decoy letter.

“Is that 1t?" 1 sweetly asked, show
ing It to him. “Yes—I thought so.
. « » And 1s this it, too?" I handed
him the copy of the decoy letter sup-
posed to be from Mrs. Delario to him.

u

“Madame, You Are a Brave Woman."

“Really, mon-
sleur,” In an amused tone, and Billy
waved his hand toward the typewriter
and Informed him blandly, “Home-
made cake, Written here last evening
Just before I had the pleasure of mak-
ing your acquaintance on the stairs.
Maliled by me after I =aw you to your
hotel,”

The poor man looked from one to
the other of us—and actually I did feel
sorry for him! He stammered: *I
cannot understand—I recognize ze
writing of Madame Delario—" He

| moments Doyle returned.

PICKWICK'S
PAPER

By HELEN A. HOLDEN

(Copyright.)

It was a busy time of the day. The
trowd, hurrying to and fro, was too
Intent on minding Its own affairs to
bother about the erratic behavior of
any particular Individual.

Carlotta 8mith was one of the throng
surging past the Stanwix bullding,
When she came opposite the wide-open
door she hesitated, walked toward the
entrance, but again turned and passed
on down the street.

Coming back, she paused once more,
then hurried on.

The third time there was no hesita-
tlon. With grim determination she
approached the entrance and walked
boldly In.

There were three or four men who
left the elevator at the thirteenth floor
with Miss Smith. She envied them
their knowledge of where they wanted
to go.

Opening off the hall, there were no
less than five doors, each with the
name of “Bolton Company” in gold
letters,

“My mother told me to
one,” counted Carlotta.

Inside, Carlotte found a ghrl sented
behind a desk. She Invited Carlotta
to wait while she went In search of
Mr, Thomas Doyle.

“This isn't so bad,” mused Carlotta,
“T'm beginning to think I'll Hke It."

“Mr. Doyle? she Inquired, as =
young man appenred with her eard In
his hand. *“I am Miss Carlotta Smith.™

“Glad to meet yon, Miss Smith™
Her tones had convineed him that there
was much behind the name.

“I beg pardon, Mr. Doyle,” interrupt-
ed the girl from behind the desk. *“I
forgot to dellver a message this morn-
Ing. Mr. Bolton wished you to eall him
up.”

“Did he say when?" asked Doyle,

“No,” the girl admitted reluctantly.

“Then he can walt,” which was hard-
ly respectful to the president of the
company. “Please be seated, Miss
Smith.”

“I came to see you—" began Carlot-
ta.

“I say, Tom, I've been hunting every-
where for you." Like a hurricane a
young man burst In with this announce-
ment. *I beg pardon. 1 didn't know
you were busy, but yon forgot to tell
me where that guaranty would most
likely to be found.”

Explanations were brief, for In a few

take this

" “I won't take you to my room, for
I've been moved upstalrs, A number
of us have been changed about lately.
We can go Into Miss Glyn's room,
There is noe one there, so 1 trust we
can continue uninterrupted.”

“Did you say ‘Miss’ Glyn?" inquired
Carlotta.

Doyle's glance followed Carlotta's to
the hat-rack, on which hung a man's

to something else, anything—ahe was
only a plain, ordinary agent.

“I hoped you would be able to help
me,” continued Carlotta. “1 so much
want to make a success of it. You
don't know what It means to me"

“Tve a sick husband and fAve chil-
dren to support,’ * quoted Doyle absent-
mindedly.

“It's not as bad as that,” replied Car
lotta. “But If T could make my poor
mother comfortable—"

“I'll do whas I can for youn," broke
In Doyle hastily. “Mr. Cruikshank Is
the man you ought to see’”

“But I don't want to see him.,” sald
Carlotta, “He is sure to be cross. hveg
his name sounds so."

“1 don't know about that,
even know the man. [ mean,
head of that department.”

“I shouldn't ke to see him.,"” Carlot-
ta spoke decidedly. *“1 thought you
could help me. 1 forgot to tell you
that Mr. Smith gave me your name—
Mr. Morton Smith. He Is a distant rel-
ative, and is interested In helping me.®

“You are related to Morton Smith?™
To himself Doyle added: “How In
thunder does he let you do a thing llke
this?"

“Yes=; he Is most anxious to see me
succeed,” replled Carlotia.

“I'' do what 1 can”™

Doyle felt like a eriminnl, To ald
and abet a girl of Miss Smith's stamp
muke of herself a successful agent of
Pickwick's Superior Paper, wius unpar
Yet, considering the poor old

1 don't
he's

donable,
mother, he must do what he ‘could,

“I'll see the cranky Crulkshank, a%
you call him. If I can't urge him, I'll
beat him Into your paper.
In one w ny or another, you see, I am
gure to sueceed.”

“When sha!l 1 call again?’ inquired
Carlotta,

“What part of the city do you c¢an-

accepting

nskedl Dovle.

vass tomorrow ™

“Around I think."
Carlotta spoke with some hesitation.

“T get my luncheon near there” sald
Daoyle. *1 eould meet you at Lincoln
park, and It would save your coming
‘way up here”

“Very well,” sald Carlotta. “You
see, I've never been an agent before, so
I hardly know what ls customary.”

As Doyle bade Carlotta good-by, he
felt a deep thrill of sympathy.

State and Pearl,

“Ten minutes Inte,” was Mr. Doyle's
greeting when he met Miss Smith the
next day. “l hope that menns you have
had a successful morning.”

Carlotta slowly shook her head.

“I'm so sorry.” There wns a worid
of sympathy In Doyle's volce. “And I
have bad news, too."

How he hated to make Carlotin look
less happy than she did when she came
to meet him across the park!

“Did Mr. Cruiksliank llve up to the
reputation of his name?"’ Carlotta
gmiled bravely as she asked the ques-
tion,

“Taking time by the forelock,” an-
swered Doyle, “I Inquired for Crulke
shank as soon a8 you left yvesterday, I
was directed to the room that used to
be Miss Glyn's. There, sitting at his
own desk, and with his feet on his own
footstool, was Hon. James Gordon
Crulkshank !™

“Oh!" gasped Carlotta. “He was the
man who came In while we were talk-

derby.

“Oh, that might mean the general
mixed-up state we're in Just now. Pos-
sibly a caller for Miss Glyn. That's
probably it.” Doyle spoke confidently. |
“She has Just taken him somewhere to |

was sllent a moment and then light
seemed suddenly to break on him and |
he launched an ultimatum of accusa
tion at me: *“If madame did not have
ze stones—Iif she has not seen ze |
stones—how could she refer to zem? |
How could she have composed zls—to
deceive me?" He nodded in a way that
sald: “Now answer that—Iif you can.” |

I had expected some such question
and I was ready. “That's too simple,”
I assured him. *“You remember you |
accused me of stealing jewels from
your daughter; therefore I knew what
you were after.” |

“But zis word ‘gum-drops'—It refers
most evidently to unset jewels—"

“Oh, I put that in" Billy Inter- f
rupted, "It doesn’'t mean anything but
what you make It mean. See? He |
spoke In & tone that sald: “You're giv- |
ing yourself away.”

Monsieur ignored him and looked at |
me as If expecting me to continue my
explanation, |

“The hyacinths,” I went on—they
lay, a draggled bunch on the flcor, |
“you overlooked them In your search— |
It was the one thing you did not open I
that bunch, so I knew you'd remember |
it when I called your attention to It. |
You see, monsieur,” I added, “I knew |
you would remember the onme thing |
you'd overlooked”—he bowed and n‘
faint smile flitted across his face at
the compliment 1 was paying his In-
telligence—"and come back to Investi.
gate—if you had the chance. I gave
you the chance, that was all.”

“B#t how do you know zat I ean
come back so easily as zat?" he asked,
partly puszled and partly to draw me
out.

“You had a pass-key to the flat—yon
opened the door with it the other night
and I stood behind it while you were
working at the chaln-bolt. 1 saw your
hand—"

“And you sald nossing—you do not
scream when you see a man try to get .
Into your apartment in ge middle of ge |
night 7™ he Interrupted, his tone a mix-
ture of meredulity and—I hope I'll be
forgiven the apparent concelt—ad.
miration for my bravery.

“Why should I say anything—or |
scream? I knew you couldn't get In, |
so what was there to be scared over? [

He smiled then for the first time and |
sald: “Madame, you are a brave |
woman."

(TO BE _ONTINTED.) l

| anything else,
| others In ordinary nse are legion. [ic

meet some one, Take this chair, )

Smith; you'll find it more comforta- |
ble” |
“But,” protested Carlotta, “1 know |

|

from the way It looks—"

“You mean the way It's worn,” sug
gested Doyle,

“Anyway," continued Carlotta, “it's
Miss Glyn's pet, particular chair. It
would never do to have her find me us
ing it."

“Fven her shoes are
looking,” he told himself.
if 1 have heard her name before, U'n.
douhtedly, a soclety girl; It probably |
figures daily in the papers.”

“1 think,” saild Carlotta, “that what
people say about odious agents and the |
way they are treated ls all nonsense.”

“Have you had the good fortune to
meet any un-odious ones?™  inguired
Doyxle lightly,

“l mean the way you have treated
me,” went on Carlotta,

*“1 don't quite follow.” Doyle sat |
down suddenly. In case he had under
stood, he would need support.

“From what I've heard, 1 alwnys
thought agents had doors slammed in
their faces, and were sometimes—of
conrse, In extreme cases—thrown
downstairs,” continued Miss Smith
“Now, I consider I've been treated roy-
nlly."™

Coarlotta waved majestionlly towaed
the footstool,

While she was speaking a man had
quietly entered the room. As Doyle's
attention was not agaln claimed, Car
lotta did oot mind

Doyle was so stunned at what he had
Just heard that he forgot completely
his previous threats of
against the next intruder,

“T am an agent,” continued Carlottn
“for Plekwick's Superior Typewriting |
Paper.”

*“1 never would have guessed It." The
Irony In Tom Doyle’'s volee was jost
on Carlotta. who continued volubly - |

“Yon probably nse TT_\“:']'I&_ don't
you, Mr. Doyle? Really, a very Inferl. |
or grade. 1If you would once try Plek.
wick's, 1 am sure you wonuld never pee
lis advantages

distingnished

“It seems= as

vengennce

over

you use Tryon's or Black's Mr. Doyle?
“1 don't know™ I
Doyle feit as if he had been knocked
down, and now was heing walked on.
This girl did not want him to lead the
rerman at the coming charity ball—

| night,”

| was quite—otherwise,

lng. He must have heard me say he
was a crank, and you said you would
heat him. Is there anything left of
yvou, Mr. Doyle?"

“1 am old Crulkshank’'s firm frirnd
for lfe” replied Doyle. “You bet I
didn’t think it was funny, but he

seemed to get a lot of enjoyment out
He wasg such a brick In
ooking the names we called him. We

ly parted friends though
fused to tuke the Plekwick paper.

what vwea

overs

act
he r
i he |

wousing."”

aeven

< ns nothing agalnst

ngents, 1
mur-

“What trinls there are for
am glad I am not a real
mured Carlotta.

one,”

“Was that agent busainess a joke?™
lemnnded Doyle wrathfully,
replied Carlotta, *1

(

“Far from "

| was never more serious In my life. Teo

hegin at the beginning—two nights ago,
ut dinner, my father cnlled me names.
e said T was simply a butterfly—
without more gerious thoughts of the
future than what frock | should wenr
to the next assembly.

“I replied that It was all the fault
That 1
earn my own living, If It were neces-

of clrenmstances, could even

sary. Of course, my father hooted at
that. To make a long story short, it
epded In a wager. | was to prove to
him that 1 ecounld be self-supporting.
He bet 1T couldn™t,

“I decided that becoming an agent
wounld be quicker than anyting else
From my unsuspecting cousin 1 got the
name of Bolton eompany, as employ-
Ing large numbers of typewriters. Yon

| can guess how glad T was when he
casunlly mentioned you ns a  eclass
mate, Then | went to a store and

| agked the name of the least used type-

writing paper—"

“The least used? broke in Daoyle,

‘Of course,” seld Carlotta, “if 1
had taken the most popnlar, the
chiances were that you would already
be stocked up with 1It.”

“That Is one way of dolng business,™
commented Doyle,

“When 1 reported my success last
continued Curlotta, “my father
was not at all pleased. In fact., he
I was so dis-
appointed. for | was really very proud
of mysel{.”

“Then all that about your poor old

mather was—" began Doyle,

“Purely fAetlon.” replied Carlotta.
“What must you think of me, Mr.
Doyle ™

“l don't want you to cut my ae

quaintance by telling me 1t I=s too sud-

| den,” sald Tom; "but I will giadly

ted you as soon as you give me per

« did not even waut a subscription ' mission.”
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(BY OUR REGULAR CO

A pie social was givi
A. at the ach ol hou
raise funds for the li
phan, Pierra Bardin, w
is supporting. Owing t
fear of the “'flu’’ the
light, but those who d
nobly to the oceasion,
amount taken in  Carl
Fern Clark served as
did so well their servie
in demand on future ©
the sale of the pies an
time with games and
joyed.

Mr. and Mrs, Ben Sn
have "ecently moved ¢

to the John Reece rai
Smit* has rented and
year,

D. P. Pullen and ct
Nyssa Saurtday

Mrs. W. B. Napte
Owyhee school, announ
campaign is soon to be
the school and that & p
given in the near futur

George Smith is on t
week but, so far, has
decide whether it's
grippe’’ he is exj ying

FOR SALE—-VIOLI
EXAMINE SAME AT
ACY —HSRE IS A CH
A GOOD AMERICA
STRUMENT.

PROFESSI

PHYSICIANS and

J. J. SAR/
Physiddan and

Office hours 2 to 5 a1

WILLIAM J. WEE
EDGAR 8§ FORTN

Physicians and

Offices Over First N

ONTARIO,

DON S. NUM

PHYSICIAN & S/

Phone 40

C“IROPRA(
V 1 ENCE .
Chiropraet

Uraduate of Palme

Chiroprac!
Office hours 9:00 a. m

NYS-A, ORE

DENTIS'

DR. T. 0. HUMI

DENTISY

Phone 48 F
DR. A.R RO!
DeNTIS

Between Depot and
ONTARIO, OREGON,

DR. W. G F
DENTIS'

Wilson Bail

A
. »
Phones: Office 117

ONTARIO

- ATTORNE

C. M. CRAN
ATTORNEY A
VALE

W. H. Brooke - P.
ATTORNEYS-A

Wilson Blde

p R. W. SWAGLEL

ATTORNEY-A

Rooms 12, 1
Wilson Bl

ONTARIO .




