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present in the Tenderloin Police Sta-
tion; but, although it was in the de-

tective’s power to prevent their im-
mediate arraignment in the Night

‘Court by a word to the precinct com-

mander, he could not long keep them
in cells. They were entitled to a
speedy examination before the magis-
trate, and he was certain that unless
their failure to report to the Swami
should alarm that gentleman sooner,
steps would be taken in the morning
*o have the prisoners produced in
court. They were sure to be arraign-
e2d in Jefferson Market at next day's
afternonn ession, if not earlier. Britz
felt that, once in their presence, the
Swami, though bé .:ight be separated

; from them by the lengil: of the rocm.

would find means to learn ad. they
knew, to the last microscopic detafl. .

He must find Miliicent that night.
That done, he had little doubt he
would be close to the Missioner jew-
els,’ and probably to the person who
had taken them from their snug har-
bor in Mrs. Missioner’s library
“I'll send for the copies, Burlen”
Britz said, as he slipped from the
stool and started -to the door, “but
don’t let the original leave your hands
until I call for it myself.”

The detective was so absorbed in
his thoughts as he walked down flight
after flight of the dark stairs that he
did not see a pair of eyes gleaming
from one of the lower halls. Those
eyes were as black as the darkness
that formed their background, and the
Headquarters man would have been
even more than ordinarily on the alert
if he had seen them glistening in the
remote recess. As the detective passed
on toward the street, the eyes ad-
vanced along the dusk of the hall, and
in the faint glow of a lowered gas-jet
at the foot of one of the higher flights
of stairs, there became visible behind
them a man who, in most respectd,
was a counterpart of the two Orientals |
at that moment detained in the West
Thirtieth Street Station. The owner
of the eyes, while Britz walked down-
stairs, as quickly and far more quietly
went up.

Britz turned his steps toward 300
Mulberry Street. Iln his own office,
after a glance into Manning’s room
that showed him it was empty, he call-
ed Dr. Fitch on the telephone and
made an appointment to meet him in
two hours in the bar of the Holland
House.

“It's one of the quietest places in
Manhattan,” said the detective, “and
I want to talk to you very privately.
They are not likely to know me
there.”

Britz pushed a button, and when a
Headquarters attendant appeared,
sent him for the Central Office man,
whom, next to himselt he trusted
most.

“Send down to Burlen’s place in an
hour and a half, Rawson,” said Britz
to the other detective. ‘“He’ll have a
hundred facsimiles of a letter signed
Millicent. Have as many men as pos-
sible get busy among the hotels.
want to trace the woman who wrote
that signature. They will have to look
through every register for a year past.
It’s got to be done thoroughly, and I
want it done quickly. Here, I'll give
you a list,” and he hastily scribbled
the names of a half-hundred hostelries
of a class such as he thought the fair
Millicent might patronize.

“What time will I see you?” asked
Rawson.

“If I'm’not back in three hours, I'll
call you up,” said the detective,

Then, having arrived at a pause in
the pursuit of the jewels, he hastened
to a Turkish bath, where, being a lit-
tle weary from much metropolitan
journeying and muscle-bound from loss
of sleep, he had himself baked, steam-
ed, chilled, kneaded, and pounded into
shape.

The great detective’'s indulgence in
that luxury all unknowingly gave to
the other side an advantage In the
race for the Missioner jewels that well
might prove fatal to his success. Long
before Britz reached the hot-air room
of the bath, the man with the glisten-
ing eyes who had passed him in the
hall of the tumble-down loft building
was at the door of Burlen’s workshop,
straining the angle of his vision to fol-
low the photo-engraver at work. Those
glittering eyes forcused their gaze
through the keyhole on a plecegyof pa-
per which Burlen had fastened with
thumbtacks to a board, and which, in
the glare ®f an arc lamp, confronted a
big camera with a powerful lens. Al-
though the eyes followed Burlen as
well as they could about the room,
their owner was not so much interest-
ed in the artisan’s activity as he was
in the small white sheet of paper on
which he could discern lines traced in
a woman's hand. Patiently waited the
owner of the eyes. He was of a race
that had cultivated patience through
the centuries. Soon or late, undoubt-
edly, the man inside would go from
the bench beside that great white
light to another part of the room. A
few yards would suffice for the man
with the eyes, and even while Britz
still was talking to Rawson in Police
Headquarters, Burlen briskly covered
thosé dozen or so feet to get a chem-
ical in the row of bottles in the rack
at the far end of the shop. The man
outside, crouching until he was little

higher than an upreared cobra of his
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inative ‘land, slipped through the door-
ay, crawled across the intervening
Fpace between the threshold and the
famera, whisked the Millicent note
from:the board, and as silently made
his escape before Burlen had replaced
the cork in the bottle. By the time
Detective-Lieutenant Britz was en-.
veloped in the fog of the steam room,
that little noté was in the possession
of ‘the Swami and Prince Kananda,
andl those worthies were studying it
30 8wiftly and so profitably that ere
Blﬂ;l took his cold plunge, the sage
the Maharajah’s son made a
Swﬂter. deeper dive toward the heart
cf the Missioner mystery. It was ae
a yresult of what they learned from
Milllcont:s missive that the Swami
the Prince went separately to the
lroom of Doris Missioner's most
fashionable friend. It was also in
consequence of the information glean-
ed from those petulant feminine lines
that the Swami found Mrs. Missioner’s
society so interesting, and that the
Prince, before and after that tete-a
tete, experiencéd keen curiosity con
cerning "the doings, characteristics,
and state of mind of Curtis Griswold.
The third result of Millicent’s little
letter and the Easterners’ joint visit
to the Fifth Avenue ballroom, was
their dash in separate cabs to a bach-
elor apartment in a side street just
oft Central Park, where, shortly after

their several arrivals, they were in
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Was a Counterpart of

close consultation for an hour or more
with Ali, the supposedly devoted re-
tainer of the rich Mrs. Missioner.

For the second note to Curtis Gris-
wold that fell into the hands of the
Hindoos—the one Printe Kananda in-
tercepted at the door of the Fifth Ave-
nue mansion in which the great ball
was held—was written on a letterhead
that revealed -to Nandy and the
Swami an address they very much de-
sired to know, Had that address found
Lits way to Detective-Lieutenant Britz
as soon, it would have saved him
much delay, and would have spared a
large part of the city's detective force
the necessity of a laborious search
through Manhattan’s hotel registers.

Burlen was one of the most aston-
ished young men in lower Manhattan
when, turning from his row of bottles,
he found the note entrusted to him by
Britz had vanished. At first he as-
sumed he had fastemed it carelessly
and that it had fallen to the floor. A
quick hunt showed him he was wrang.
He extended his search to every part
of the room, and it- was not until he
had disturbed the dust of ages that
he realized the scrap of paper actually
was gone. His sensations following
that realization werg not of the pleas-
antest. Britz was one of his best cus-
tomers, and he knew from the detec-
tive's earnestness the note was of ex-
ceptional importance. It solaced him
only in part to find on taking the plafe
from the camera and putting it
through a developing process that the
lens had done its work more faithfully
than he. He held in his hand a perfect
duplicate of the letter. That would
not satisfy Britz, of course, but it was
better than it would have been if the
note had disappeared before,the photo-
graphing was complete. Burlen hast-
ened to subject the little plate of cop-
per to the acid bath, and as t®¢é minute
points of the halftone came ocut with
gratifying distinctness, the ysung man
rejoiced that he at least was able to
produce the facsimiles the leadquar-
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ters man had ordercd. Remorse
spurred him so effectively that all the
hundred impressions were ready when
Rawson . sent for.them. Half an hour
afterward, as many.detectives were
comparing the halftone prints with
the signatures of all the Millicents in
the registers of New York's more
tashionable hotels.

Britz, as fit as a fiddle after his par-
boiling, walked briskly o the marble
lobby of the Holland House arnd join-
ed Fitch in the bar. That hotel is not
patronized by the Bright Light eat,
one reason being that it sturdily re-
pels all attémpts at such patronage.
Half a dozen men of vi.doubted fash-
ion were in the cafe when Britz and
Fitch draped themselves over.one end
of the bar, and began =)sorbing long,
cold drinks-4n punctuation of their im-
terested talk.

“We're getting warm, as the young-
sters say,” sald Britz, and he told
him of all that had huppened since
their last meeting. “Your young lady

-won’t have to stay in the Tombs much

longer, I'm thinking, unless we have
a stroke of bad luck. I'm puzzled on
one point, however, and that's what I
wanted to see you about. What do
you know about Bruxton Sands?”

/I know he’s all right,” Fitch re-

fed. “One of the best ever.”

“Known him long?”

“Several years. I was fortunate in
the case of a brother of his, and that

the Two Orien tals. *

made me pretty solid with the whole
family. Bruxton has dore ‘me several
good turns.”

“You think that square lopk of his
is not a front, then?” inquired the de-
tective.

“No,” said the doctor, who talked
more at his ease with the detective
than he would have dreamed of doing
with any of his fashionable patients
“He's ‘the goods.'”

“Well,” rejoined the sleuth, “I'm
glad to hear you say so. I don't mind
telling you he made me a little sus-
piclous this evening. I must say that
for an honest man his a{titude was &
little queer.”

“In what way?”

“Well,” said Britz, “he wouldn’t let
me see a bit of paper that might have
helped me a whole lot in thls matter;
and just for a moment 1 began to won-
der whether he was as cager to haye
the Missioner mystery solved as he
pretended to be.”

“There’s no pretense about Rruxton
Sands,” said Fitch very positively.
“He does want this thing straightened
out, and he wouldn’t do “anything in
any way, if he could help it, to hinder
you.”

Britz then told the physician more
fully how stubborn Sands had been
in regard to the note thie millionaire
himself had taken from one of the
Hindoo burglars.

“I'll admit it seemed strange,” sald
Fitch. “But if you go on the assump-
tion there is anything wrong behind
it, you'll lose your point. Sands is as
square as they make ’en.”

“You don’t think, then,” asked the
detective, “it is possiblo his infatua-
tion for Mrs. Mission:r would lead
him to do nnythlng to qmeer his riv-
als?”

“Most auuredly not,” replied Fitch
“In the first place, he is not infatys
ed. Bruxton Sands is genuing
love with Doris Missioner,
the kind of man who kng
of woman he wants.
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Let Boys Hitch
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their happy voices were as music to
his soul.

Then he drove on, looking back to
see that all was going well. He re
membered he was a boy once, and
how much delight there was in hitch-
ing on and being pulled. At timea
he would laugh outright. He forgot

making others happy. And be thought
of his own boy back at homw, how he
would enjoy being with tlwse boys,
and he wished he was.

And so he rode on, smiling and look-
ing back, and occasionally Witting the
horses to make the sleds jerk, and
hear the boys Bhout theéir happiest,
when they held on the tigbter or
dropped off in.the snow snd raced
again to get a tighter grip. There is

the $72 he had in his pocket, the pso-
ceeds of two swine that he had hauled
in. His heart was on bigger things—

a scene that beats a bangnet or an
inauguration out of all reckcning, and

who is one of the p
kind.—Ohio State Jou
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place he wouldn’t dream .of dolng any-
thing underhand, even if he saw that
the.other fellow was undoubtedly win-
ning out, He always plays the;game.”

“Well, maybe he «does,”said itz;

“but, from what I've observed in my

journey through life, this love game
is one that is played - without any
rules. I've known men who would take
a miliion if it were handed to them on

a mix-up with the Grand Jury to cut

out a fellow who was after the same
L -

“You tal'k ag if your experience in |

the heart line were all second-hand,”
sald Fitch, smiling.

“Never been in love in my life and
never expect to be,” gaid Brits. “But
I have eyes in my head and ears be-
hind them. I also know what women
car do to a man’s common sense-even
when they don’t know they're doing
it.  The, lady who getg the loot isn’t
always a party to the crime.” A

“Well,” responded- Fitch, “I won’t
undertake to pit my experience
against yours;’ but there’s nothing of
that sort in this case. Sands loves
Mrs. Missioner about as much as &
man can. He was fond of her before her
marriage, and most of us thought he’d
win her then. I don’'t know why he
didn’t, but I do know that from the
day he learned of her husband’s
death, he had been twice as attentive

'to her as before, and even in the days

when she was the star bud of Auntie
Paran’s beauty show, his fondness for
her was pretty noticeable. I remem-
ber particularly one Patriarchs’ Ball
when he grabbed every dance on her
card .and got her to sit out most of
them.”

“But he knows Griswold is trying
to win her, too,” said Britz, “and if he
has gny reason to think the other fel-
low has a good chance he might be
tempted to put him down and out,
even jf he had to go to such lengths
as taking the Missioner diamonds, and
then throwing suspicion on Gris-
wold?”’ ’

Britz raised his glass and drank
slowly, meditatively, until the ice
chilled his nose. Then he sat the
tumbler firmly down on the bar, faced
Fitch, and eg.ld with an air of finality:

“}f that's the case, Griswold’s the
‘He may have had assistance
from Blodgett, but I doubt it, He’s
too foxy to trust his neck to a serv-
ant. As for Ali, I thought he might
have turned the trick, but he didn’t,
because if he had, he and all the rest
of that Calcutta bunch would be well
on their way toward their heathen
temples by this time. There is now
only Mr. Curtis Griswold to consider.”

Fitch looked at him with a psr-
plexed air.

“What causes you to suspect him‘.?"(
he asked.

“I've had my eyes on that young
man for some time,” Britz sald-
“There were two or three things con-
nected with the arrest of Miss Hol-
comb that didn’t please me a little bit.
I didn’t like the satisfaction he show:
ed when suspicion was directed to-

'ward her.”

“Did he seem pleased?” inquired

Fitch.

“More than pleased—he seemed re-
lieved,” answered “the detective.
“Maybe Donnelly and Carson did
some real work, after all, without
knowing it. If they hadm’t arrested
Miss Holcomb, Griswold mlzhtn't have
shown his hand so easily.”

“Have you any other eyidence?”
asked the doctor.. He appeared to be
gratified® by the tremnd of the detect-
ive’'s thoughts.

“Several things,” said Britz. “One
of oyr Wall Street men tells me half
a dozen inquiries about Griswold have
been sent to the financial agencies
lately. I had that end worked up, and
I found out Griswold had been bump-
ed by a bear raid.”

“Hurt much?”

“Pretty badly. He tried hard to
sell a block of suburban real estate
soon after that.”

“These things are only straws, how-
ever,” said the doctor. “Of course,
we'll have to have much more sub-
stantial evidence before we can do
anything.”

“Well, for yone thing returned
Britz, “I expect to know in a few
hours just where the diamonds are.
At any rate, how they were taken out
of the city, if they are not in New
York. I've got a hundred men work-
ing the hotels to find out, and if you'll
come down to Headquarters with
in a little while you can see the re-
sult.”

The detective stopped short in Ml
words as Curils Griswold entered
bar. The clubman went to the g
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‘ quick strides to the subway, where he

1tives to their

Then he called for an “‘envelope, hnd
when the messenger came, he handed

ft'to ' him with a bank note, with a few"

'words spoken’ in. a -low tone.

exeitement -and;- still without seeing

'the -doctor or tho detective. hurried
] out of the barroom.
a platter, yet who'd go pretty clese to |

Britz gripped the doctor’s arm.
“Go after that Doy!” he said. “Find

‘'out where he is going, and join me at

Headquarters. Make it quick, doc!”
Fitch hastened in pursult of tiss
Britz walked with

boarded a local for Bleeker street.
The physician’s pursuit of the dis-

trict messenger ‘who had carried the

note from Griswold ended at the

- Thirty-third Street station of the Sixth

avenue elevated railway. All Fitch
wanted to know was the destination
of the note. Fitch, though an ama-
teur, had acquired so much skill from
agsociation with the famous Head-
quarters man in efforts to free his
sweetheart - that it- required no
prompting to look over the boyss
shoulder, as he stopped. to hbuy a
ticket. While fishing in' his pocket
for a grubby nickel, the messcnger

momentarily held the envelope in such
a position that Fitch was able to read
bolh name and uddress. The doctor

hastily jotted both on the margin of-|

8 newspaper, and then he crossed to
the downtown station, and in 20 ‘min-
utes knocked at the door of the de-
tective’s room in Police Headquarters.
- “This must the , woman,” he
heard Britz say to Rawson, as he en-
tered after a sharp “Come in!”

“Helio, doc!” said Britz. “I guess
we’ve found her., These are the full
names of all the Millicents registered
in New York hotels, and my man' re-
ports this -signature is exactly like
the name attached to the note [ found
in the Indian’s clothes.”

. “What’s the name?” asked Fitch.

“Millicent Delaroche,” answered the
detective.

“That’s the lady,” answered the
physician. “The same name is on that
envelope Griswold gave the messen-
ger.  She lives in the—"

“Hotel Renaissance,” said Britz de-
cisively. ‘Doctor, I tell you we’re get-
ting warm. ' As the kids say, ‘We're
burning up!’”

A conference followed, in the course
of which Britz, Fitch and Rawson
elaborated a plan to ascertain whether
the jewels Millicent Delaroche men-
tioned in her note to Griswold were
the original Missioner diamonds, or
merely gems the clubman had bought
for her. To learn that fact was not
80 easy as it sounded. With weeks
at his command, . Britz could have
gained the KFhowledge in a roundabout
way, but he had no such time. There
were not éven days to spare; there
were not even hours to waste. Britz
knew as well as if he saw it in black
and white that the Orientals, both of
high and low caste, were centering all
their subtlety, skill and ingenuity
upon the possession of Mrs. Mission-
er's jewels—anyway, the Maharanee
diamond—and he sensed the impor-
tance of anticipating them before the
night was over. That realization was
based on the assumption that the
contents of the Millicent note as yet
‘were unknown to the more important
of the Hindoos. Britz knew the men
he had caught in Bruxton Sands’ room
could not get word to the Swami nor
to Prince Kananda before the morn-
ing. He had takem care to prevent
that by rushing a note to the captain
of the Tenderloin precinct, requesting
that the prisoners, instead of being
taken to the night ceurt, should be
held at least for the morning session
in Jefferson Market. His gzeal led him
to los? no time in heading off the Ori-
entals, even with the burglars bottled
up for twelye hours or so. Had he

‘| guessed he himself had helped to con-

vey the letter from the Hindoo cap-
Brahmin master, he
would have been twice
though it is doubtful he could have
worked more rapidly than he did
his talk with Fitch and Raw
the seclusion of his own offic
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The.|,
' messenger gone, Griswold called for a |
: brandy-and-soda, gulped it down in a
i way that showed his state of nervous
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Duquoin; second vloo—pulldm Dr. T,
‘8. Cleland; 'Swanwick; - third- 'vice-
-president, "Dr.: J.. W.. ‘Smith, . Chtler; "
fourth vicespresident, Dr. T. A. a»uv—
man, . Rice; secretary-treasurer, Dg, :
Frank F. Glllll Duquoim . 5 ;

Granite City. *—Whﬂe u'y!ns to .how
he had lost the forefinger of 'bis :
right. hand, Francis  Lotosky, em- '
ploye in a Granite City foundry, put
the forefinger of his left hand on &'

| 'whirting saw and it was eut off.  His

right' hand stjll was bandaged uﬂ .
he was taiking to an agent of an accl
dent ‘insurance company in which ho
was carrying a policy when the sec-
ond accident happened. mautieannhh
s&me thing occurred as’in the first
instance.
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Springfield. —Finger-print  evidenie:
in murder trials was Bdltalmd
by the" Illinois superfor court
the case of the- People: va.;'rhom
Jennings, convicted of murderitg
Clarence' B. Hiller in Chicago, ﬂep-
tember 19, 1910, largely through * g
troduction as evidence of a ‘bloody '
finger print. After reviewing the' evi-
dence the judgment of the lower coprt

is afirmed. Jennings musissuffer the .

death penalty on February 16 next.

o

Springfield.—By the deciston of
the United States Supreme - court
sustaining the Illinois riot act
of 1887, Springfield may loge over
$100,000, as suits aggregating dux_
that amount are pending as the'out-
growth of the race riot here in Oec- .
tober, 1908, when several: m
were lynched and much property de- |-
stroyed. One hundred suits against
the city for recovery of dtmxu
be pushed.

e

Elgin—Frank Brkich .‘and - Joe '
Postovic, who have been employed
at Dekalb, were formally ~¢harged
by a coroner’s jury with the mus
der of George Chapalionis, . a
Lithuanian, also of Dekalb, who dled
at the Elgin State hospital. : chanﬁ'
onis died of eshaustive insanity, res
sultant' from injurles received when
attacked by Brkich and Postovic: h ¥
Dekalb on November.25. - -V

Peoria.—Following an ~operatlon
for the removal of her® 4
Elizabeth Starr Robison;.
eighteen, the only dau&ter ot
Charles W. Robison, died at the Proe-
tor hospital on the operating tahle.f«
The operation was so slight and the
vitality of the patient. so perfeat. M
no apprehension was felt.

Anna.—That southern . Illinois ean
contitue to claim ‘the  banner
for fruit culture 'was -demonstrated
at the state horticultural reeting,
whlcb has closed at Chauipaign, :
where O. H. and -Lynn Casper: of this
city entered forty-two exhibits of ap-
ples and captured thirty prizes. -
Springfleld. — Publlc schools' of
this city may have a course of
instruction by medns of moving plos. g
tures. A proposition to teach pupils
in certain of the grammar and high;
schools through the aid of the m
has been made the board of.
tion. It is the .
cates of the:
pictures that
classes study
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