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> of the table talk fell
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“ bhis guest was less than
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Copyngut by Charies Scribnes

hours longer, thanks to your hospital-
ity. For that length of time 1 pre-
sume I shall coutlaug to» conform to
what we have been taupht to belleve
{8 the {mmutable order of things.
After that—"

He paused, and Balnbridge put the
question. “Well, after that; what
then?”

“Then, if the chance to earn is still
denied me, and [ am pufeclently hun-
gry, 1 shall stretch forth my hand and
take what | need.”

Bainbridge fished in his pocket and
took out a ten-dollar banknote. “Do
that first,” he sald, offering Griswold
the money.

The proletary smiled and shook his
head.

The fruit steamer Adelantado, out-
ward bound, was shuddering to the
first slow revolutions of her propeller
when DBalnbridge turned the key In
the door of the stuffy little stalerooml
to which he bad been directed, and
went on deck.

“Why, hello, Brofin! How are you,
old man? Where the diekens did you
drop from?”

It was the inevitable stocamer Aac
quaintance who is always atl hand O
prove the trite narrowness of (he

Pecullar

“You Couldn't Meep Your
Views Muxyled.”

world. and Nainbridge kicked a chair
iato comradely place for him

irofin, heavy browed and clean
shaven save for a thick mustache that |

hld the ‘.fd- bitted mﬂ‘-lh. 'I'Piﬂlff"d i.“r‘hi-l tn m ."h you
the chalr o sult himsell and sal down. |

in appeararce he was A croes bhetween
a steamboat captain on a vacation and
an upriver plantation oversess recov.
ering from his annual pleasare trip
to the eity. Hut his reply to Haln
bridee's guery proved that be was nel
ther
| dida’t drop; | walked. More Lhan
that, | kept step with you all the way
trom Chaudiere's to tha leves. You'd
he dead easy game for an amateur.’
“You'll get yoursell dislikad, the
first thing you know,” sald Balnbridee,
lsughing. “Can’t you aver forgst that
you are in the man hanting businesa?
Where are you headed for, PBroffin®
The man who might have passed for
a steamboat eaptain or a plantation
and waa nefther, chackled

ATarfasar,
dryly

‘You don't expect ma to give it AWAY '
to you, and yon A newspaper mAR, do |
you?® Hnt | will—avelng you cant get
it om the wirea. I'm going down (O
GQuatemala after Mortaen. ~

“The (rescent bank defaunliter? By
Jove! you've found him at last, have
you?

Tha detactive nodded
two years, off and on, trying fo lncate |
Mortsen: and now that I've found him, |
ha = whera he can't be pxtradited i
ANl the same, I'll bet you five to ona
he goea back with me in the next |
what” i:

been |
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CHAPTER 1.
The Right of Might
Two daya after the supper at Chan-
dlera's the unimpetnous routine of tha
business quarter of New Orieans was
radely disturbed by the prhock of A

gennuine memsation. !
To shatter at a single blow the most

veperable of the routine precedents.

the semeatiénal thing choke for ita col- |
Bdiag point with ordefly system one !

—_

of the oldest and most conservative |
of the éity’s banks—the Bayoum State |
Seenrity. At tem o'clock, following '
the precise habit of hailf a lifetime,
M¢. Andrew Galbraith, president of |
the Bayou BSiate entered his private

toom In the resar of the main banking |

half-past the hWour the presi-

At
- M;_l_unh read hia cor

/. PAig a mar oo

'1t. well and good;

|l a handful of echarity silver,;

esses were all serlous, and whose
hobby was method, Mr. Galbraith had
established a custom of giving himsaelf
a quiet half-hour of Inviolable seclu-
sion in which to read and consider
his mall. During this sacred interval
the stenographer, standing guard in
the outer office, had instructions w0
deny his chief to callers of any and
every degree. Wherefore, when, at
20 minutes to 11, the door of the pri-
vate office opened to admit a stranger,
the president was justly annoyed.

“Well, sir; what now?" he demand-
ed. lmpatiently, taking the Intruder’s
measure in a swift glance shot from
beneath his bushy white eyebrows.

The unannounced visitor was &
young man of rather preposseseing ap-
pearance, a trifle tall for his breadth
of shoulder, falr, with blue eyes and a
curling, reddish beard and mustache,
the former trimmed to a peolnt. SO
much the president was able to note
in the appralsive glance—and to re
member afterward,

The caller inade no reply to the curt
questijon, He had turned aund was
closlng the doar. There was a quiet
insistence in the act that was like the
flick of a whip to Mr. Galbraith’s Irri-
tation.

“If you have buslnesa with me,
you'll have to excuse me for a [ew
minutes,” he protested, still more lm-
patiently. “Ie good enough to lake
seat In the anteroom until |1 ring’
MacFarland should have told you."

The young man drew up a chalr and
sat down, lgnoring the request as it
he had falled to hear it. Ordinarily
Mr. Andrew Galbraith’'s temper was
equable enough; the age-cooled tem-
per of & methodical gentleman whoae
long upper lip was In Itsell an adver-
tlsement of self-control. Dut such a
deliberate Infraction of his rules
coupled with the stony impudence of
the visitor, made him spring up Ao
grily to ring for the watchman,

The Intruder was too quick for him,
When his hand sought the bell push
he found himeelf looking Into the
muzzle of & revolver, and so was fain
to fall back into his chalr, gasplag

“Abhh-h!" he stammered, And when
the words could be managed: “Bo
that's It, In It?T—you're a robber!”

“No.” sald tha Invader of the presl
dontial privacy calmly, speaking for
tha fArst time since hia Incoming. ~I|
am not a robber, save Ila your own
very limited definition of the word |
am merely a poor man, Mr. CGal
hralth--one of (he uncounted thoo
aands —and | want money. If you eall
for help, | shall shoot you. It Ia
merely & question of money, and If
you are amenable to reason—~

“iIt I'm-—-but I'm not amenable o
your reasona!”™ blustered
dept., recovering a little from the fArst

ahock of terrified astoundment. "I re
fuse to lstén to them. 11l not have
Go awap'!”

The young man's amile showed his
teeth, but It alsa proved that he waas
not wholly dewnid of the sense of
hamor

“Keep your temper, Mr. Galbralth.™
ha advised coofly. "The moment |
mine. and | say yom shall liaten Aret
and obey afterward. Otherwise you

die Which la it ta be? Choose
gnickly—time la precious”
The president ylelded the frst|

point, that of the receplive ear, but |
gridgingly and as ome under striet

compnlalon.
"Well, well, then; out with It
have yom to say lor yourself?”
“Thin
the existing order of things i am
poor, and | stand for my necessily,

What

which ts higher than any man-made

law or custom. Youm have maore money

than vom can possibly u=e in any le
gitimate personal channels; [ have
not the price of Lthe next meal, already
twenty-four hours overduoe. | came
here this morning with my life in my

hand to invita you to share with me |
a portion of that which iz yours chiefly |

by the right of possession. [If you do
if not, there will
be a new president of the Rayoun State
Gecurity. Do | make mywell suficient.
Iy explicit?™

Andrew Oalbraith glanced furtively
at the paper weight clock on his desk

| it waa nearly eleven, and MacFariand
:. wonld surely come in on the stroke
' of the

hoar. It he eofld only fend
off the ecatastrophe for A few minutes,
antil help should come. He gearched
in his pockets and drew forth a hand
fal of enina

The invader of privacies glanced at
the clock in his turn and shook his
head.

“You are merely trying to g2in time,
and you know it, Mr. Galbraith, My

atake in this game is muth more than
and |

| don't do you the infustice to believe

that vou hold your lifa so cheapiy;

| you who have so much money and,

at best, an few yeara to live.”

The president pat the little heap
of coins on the desk, but he did not
abandon the straggle for delay

“What's your pries, then?” he de-
manded, as one who may possibly
eomsider a compromise,

“One hundred thousand dollars—in

RICE
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“Aut man! ye're clean daft! Do ye

think 1 have—"

In the midast of his vehement pro
tests the stranger eBprang out of his
chalr, stepped back a pace and ralsed
his weapon.

“Mr. Galbraith, you' are jugeling
with your life! Write a check while
there Is yet time!"”

The hammer of the leveled pistol
elicked. Andrew Galbraith shut his
eyea and made a blind grasp for pen
and checkbook. His hapds were shak-
fng as with a palsy, but the fear of
death steadled them suddenly when he
came to write.

“Indoree It!” was the next com-
mand. The volces had ceased beyond
the partition, and the dead silence was
relleved only by the labored strokes
of the president's pen and the tap-tap
of the typewriter in the adjacent
anteroom.

The check was written and Indorsed.
and under the menace of the revolver
Andrew Galbraith was trying to glve
it to the robber. But the robber would
not take it.

“No, | don't want your paper; come
with me to your paylog teller and get
me the money. Make what explaba-
tion you sce fit; but remenmiber—Iif he
hesitates, you die.”

They leflt the private office together,
the younger man a short half-step in
the rear, with his pistol-bearing hand
thrust vader his coat. The president
did not despalr, In the public lobby
there would be eyes to see, and per-
haps some that would understand. Mr.
Galbraith took a firmer hold upon his
self-possession and trusted that some
happy chapce might yet Intervene Lo
save him,

But chanee did not Intervene. There
was a goodly number of customers In
the publie space, but nol one of the
half-dozen or more who podded to the
presldent or passed the time of day
with him saw the eyeappeal which
wns (he only one he dared to make.
On the short walk around (o the pay-
Ing tellers window, the robber kept
even step with his vietim, and (ry as
he would, Andrew Galbraith could not
summon (he courage o forget the
plstol mazzle menacing him in |ts
coat-covered ambush,

At tha paying wicket
only ome customer, Instead of

thera WwWas
the

| group the president had hoped to find;

a awoel-faced young woman in & mod-
est travellng bat and s gray coal. Ehe
was getting a draft cashed, and when
she saw them she would bave atood
aside. It was the robber who antici
pated her Intention and forbade It
wilh a courteous gesture; whareat ahe
turned agaln to the window lo con-
clude her amall transaction wilh the

the prest | 1oller

The few moments which followed
wore terribly trylng oneq for the gray-

'Ihlil"ﬂ'l president of the Hayou Hiate

You are rich; yom represent

Security Nons tha lesa, his brain
was busy with the chaneeful poss)
bilities. Falling all elee, he was deter
mined to give the teller a warning
algnal., come what might It waep A
daty owed to society no lesa than to
the bank and to himeelf. But on the

Leveled Pistol

The Hammer of the
Clicked.

pinnacle of resolution, at the instant
when, with tke robber at hia elbow,
he stepped to the window and pre-
sented the check, Andrew Galbraith
falt the gentle pressure of the pistol
muzzle agalnst hi=z slde; nay, more—
he fanclied he could feel the enld chill
at the metal satrike through and
throaugh him.

80 it came about that the fine reso
lation had quite evaporated when he
sald. with what eomposure there was
in him: "You'll please give me cur-
rency for that, Johason.”

The teller glanced at the check and
then at hia superior; not too inquisi-
tively, since it was not his business
to question the president’s com-

manda,

equals 11 and 2 plus ® equals 11, and
ths result ta November 11.

until 1814, then peace will be signed
on Apefl 1L

C
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and 1t was the stranger at Mr. Gal

The teller counted out the oné thou-
sand In small notes quickly; but he

had to leave the cage and go to the
This

citement.

“It is your time to pray, Mr. Gal-
braith,’” sald the spoller in low tones.
“It you have gliven your man the sig-
“ll—"""

But the signal had not been given.
The teller was re-entering the cage
with a bulky packet of money paper.

“You needn't open it,” sald the
young man at the president’s elbow.
“The bank's count is good enough for
me.” And when the window wicket
had been unlatched and the money
passed out, he stuffed the loose billa
carelessly into his pocket, put the
package containing the ninety-nine
thousand dollars under his arm, nod-
ded to the president, backed swiftly
to the street door and vanished.

Then it was that Mr. Andrew Gal-
braith suddenly found speech, opening
his thin lps and pouring forth a tor-
rent of Incoherence which presently
got {tself translated into a vengeful
hue and ery; and New Orl@ans the un-
impetuous had Its sensation ready-

made,

CHAPTER Il
la Triumphel

Once safely In the street, Kenneth
Griswold, with a thousand dollars In
his pocket and the packet of bank-
notes under his arm, was selzed by an
impulse to do some axtravagant thing
to celebrate his success. It had proved
to be such a simple matter, after all—
one bold stroke: a tussle, happlly
bloodless, with the plutocratic dragon
whose hold upon his treasure was so
eaglly broken: and presto! the hungry
proletary had become himself a power
In the world, strong to do good or
avil, as the gods might direct.

This was the prompting to exulta
tion as It might have been set In
words: but In Griswold’s thought it
was but a swift suggestion, followed
Instantly by apother which was much
more to the lmmedlate purpose. He
was hungry: there was a restaurant
next door to the bank. Without think-
ing overmuch of the risk he ran, and
perhaps not at all of the audaclous
subtlety of such an expedient at such
a critleal moment., he went In, nat
down at ome of the small marble

topped tables, and calmly ordered
breakfasl.
Since hunger Is a lasty apecial

pleader, making Iitself heard above
any pulpit drum of the higher facul
tlesn, It Ia guite probable (hat Gris
wold dwelt jesa upon what bhe had
done than wpon what he waa about to
eal, until the bue and cry In the
street reminded him that the chase
was begun., ut at this, not to Appear
suapiciously Incurious, he put on the
mansk of indifferent Interest and aaked
the walter concerning the uproar.

The serving man did not know what
had happened, but ha would go and
fAnd out If M'slen’ 8o deslred. “M'slen’”
sald breakfast Arst, by all means, and
intormation aflerward. Doth came in
due season, And Lhe hungry one ale
while he listened

Transmuted into the broken English
of the Gascon serving man, the story
of the rohbery lost nothing In s sen-
sallonal {eatures

It was very evident tmat the plute
eralle dragon did not Intend (o accepl
dafeal without a struggle, and Gris
wold set his =its at work upon the
| problem of escape.

“jt's a lttle queer that [ hadn’t
| thought of that part of it before.” he
mused, sipping his coffes as one who
i need not hastem mntil the race Is acte-
| ally begun. “1 sappose the other fel-
| taw. the real robber, would bhave fig-

| | ured himsell safely out of it—or would

have thought he had—before he made

the hreak. Binece | did not, ['ve got to

do It now, and there fsn't much {ime
| 1o throw away. Let me gee—" he shut
| his eyea and went into the Inventive
| tranee of the iterary craftaman—"the
| keynote must be originality; I must
| 4o that which the other fellow would
| never think of doing.”

. On the strength of that decision he
ventared to order a third emp of cof-
tes. and before it had cooled he had
outlined a plan. basing it vpon a cTnas-
questioning of (he Gascon walter
There had been but one man con
cerned In the robbery, and the nide-
walk gossip was beginning to describe
him with discomforting accuracy.

Gelswold pald his score and went
out boldiy and with studied noncha-
lance. He reasomed that, notwith-
standing the growing accuracy of the
atreet report, he waa still ia no imme-
dlate danzer so long as he remalned
in such close proximity to the bank.
{t was safe to astume that this was
oma of the things the professiondl
~strong-arm man” would not do. Put
it was nlmo evident that he must
apeedily lose hia identity if he hoped
to cecape: and thke lost identity must
leave r cluwe toudtself.

Griswold smiled when he remem-
wered how, in fietion of the felon-catch-
; ing sort, and In real life, for that mat-
| ter. the law-breaker alwaya did leave
la elue for the pursueras. Thereupon
' arose a determination to demonstrate
practically that it was quite as pos-
sible ta create an Imerrant fagitive as
to conceive an ([nfallible detective
Joining the passers-by om the aide
walk, he made his way leigurely to
Canal street, and theénce diagonally

named Harry Blitz, and he lived in
Parsions thirty vears ago. He was
identified by wmeveral old acquaint-
ances Th Parsons. "The nerves ia my

e t do my

kS

.l

ing, and he was alone.

“Yes, sah: shave, boss?’ as
negro, bowing and scraping a foot
when Griswold entered. ,

“No: a halr cut.” The customer
produced a silver half-dollar. “Go
somewhere and get me a clgar to
smoke while you are doing it Get a
good one, if you have to go to Canal
street,” he added, climbing Into the
rickety chair.

The fat negro shuffled out, scenting
tips. The moment he was out of
sight Grisweld took up the scissors
and began te hack awkwardly at his
beard and mustache; awawardly, but

swiftly and witn well-considered pur-
pose. The resuit was a fairly com-
plete metamorphosis easily wrought. '
In place of the trim beard and curling
mustache there was a rough stubble,
stiff and uneven, like that on the face
of 2 man who had neglected to shave

for a week or two.

“There, | think that will answer,”
he told himself, standing back before |

the cracked looking-glass to get the
general effect. “And it is decently

original. The professional cracksman

would - probably have shaved, wheru-i
upon the first amateur detective he

Griswold Went Out Bmiling Between
His Teeth.

met would reconsiruct the beard om
tho sunburned lines, Now for a pawe
broker: and the more avariclous he

happens (o be, the beiter he will serve

the purpose.”

Heo went Lo the door sad looked wp
and down the alley. The negruv was
pot yot In slght, and Qrirwold walked
rapldly away In the direstion opposite
to that taken by the obligiag barber.

A pawnbroker's shop of the kfnd re-

quired was not far to seck in that lo-
cality, and wher It Was fouvnd, Gris
wold drove & hard bargailn with be
Portuguerse Jew behind the cwunter.
The pledge he offered was the sait he
was wearing, and the bargaining son-
cluded 1o an exchange of the still pere-
lceable businesa suit for a pair of but
ternut trousers, a second-hand coat toa
ahort In the aleeves, a fmc=al ahirt, &
cap, and a red handkerchief; thess
and & sum of ready money. the amall
ness of which he deplored pitecusly
before he would consentl to accept It

Tha eflect of the haggling was &%
actly what Griawold had prefigured
Tha Portugnese, most suspiclows of
his tribe. suapecting everything bul
the truth, flatly accused his customey
of harving stolen tha pledge And
when (iriswold departed w'thout deny-
ing the charge, suspicion béesme con-
viotion. and the pledged clothing,
which might otherwise have given the
police the needed clue, wWas carefully
hidden away against a tima when the
Jew's apprehenstons should be quieted.

liaving thus disgnised himsell, Gris

wold made the transformation artistl |

cally eompieta by walking a few
aquares In Lhe dust of a ioaded entton
flnat on the levee, Then he made &

tramp'a bundle of the manuscript ol |

tha moribund book, the pistol
the money in the red handkerchief;
and having sorveyed himself with
some sallafaction

pulsa to test his disgunlse by going
back to tha restaurant where he had
broakfasted seized and bore him up
fown.

and |

in the bar mirror |
of a riverzide pot-house, a daring im- cOTh per acre

The experiment was an unqualified |

guccess. The proprietor of the banke
neichboring cafe not only failed to ree-
ognize him; he was driven forth with
revilinga in idiomatie French and brok-
en English.

“RHote!
yvou belong to go.
cafe for zhentlemen!

I'1l been kipping dis
Scelerat!

Co back on da levee w'ere |

Gal™ |

Griswold went out, amiling betweefl

hia teeth.
“That settles the question of idem-

tifieation and present safety,” he as |

gured himself exultantly. Them: Il
helleve | could walk Into the Bayou
State Security and not be recognized.”

Aa before, the daring Impulse was

e

irresiatibla, and he gave place to 'llp;
on the spur of the moment. Fouling |

a five-dollar bill in the mud of the gut.
ter, ha went boldly into the bank and
asked the paying teller to give him
ellver for it. The teller aniffed at the

|

money, scowled at the man, and turned |
back to his cash book withont a word. |

CGriawold’'s amile grew (o an _Innrd
langh when he reached the streei
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

enjoy a eoid glass or two on a hot
night after doing your stunts.” Haba
Haba i fAftyfour years old. He's
pald $50 a wedk for hia work.—Kan
sas City Star.

[

any
better take it a little longer
it for three months and

strong.”’

BAKER, 9 Tecumseh
Not Well Enough to Work.
In these words is hidden the

Do its Duty

Nine times in ten when the liver
right the stomach and bowels are right.

gently but firmly

pel a lazy liver to

do ita duty.
Con-

WAS “TOO POOR TO BE HURT”

i ——

Injured Btrest Sweeper Fatally Hurt
Struggles to Return to Mis Werk,
But Death Claims Mim,

PFrederick Dirkmer, a streel aweeper
of New Rochelle, N. Y, "too poor i&
be laid up by an accident,” he enld,
was knocked unconscions when struck
in the back in the Pelham road by &
motoreycle ridden by Prank Purdy of
Port Chester. Rirkmer, still sncow-
scious was being lifMed into an ambe-
lance, when he remained his seases,
strugeled to his feet and staggered
toward hls broom.

“Can't afford to be hurt,”™ he mut

tered
Purdy and a hospital surgeon toroed

| him Into an ambulance At the hoe-
| pital his skull was found fractured. He
F waa prepared for the operaling tabla.

|

A moment later he sprang from bed,
tore off the bandages and strugeling
with an interne, strove to reach &

| doOrwAY

“1 must gn back.” he faltered.
Then he fell unconscious and died.

An Insuficlent Bupply.

“1 want to bay A cow, Bilas”
“Well. Hi, I've’s got one as is A
ereature  Bhe's got ome piat—"
“Thet ain’t enough. [ need at

a quart, Silas.™

Minnesota averages 15 hashela

Men Out
To Wi

ppreciate  that
Eervumd muncle:::
to
rie t uEving p::d '
selection of food.
Thousands of such

Grape-Nuts
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