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HEN you put on this erushed egx-
plant diapiay you'll make Gladyw
there look like orphan Maggle

outl In the eold,” deciared Bisokie Daw
admiringly, as the plump hionds maodel
awished haushtily past bluseyed Viclet
Warden. ‘‘Girle, bring It back.™

Violet fushed prettlly st the [frank
compliment. then she glEgled; and Lhe
plump blonde model swanned back across
ihe floor of the pink and gray salon with
the cold blank expression of & perfect
Indy. Violet, admiring the imporiad lav-
ender ereation, suddenly slooped and
pleked up the hem eritically,

“Iy Jlooka as If It might have beon
worn,” she suggestod, and, al Lhat mo-
ment Monaleur PPerigord danced into ihe
room with his perpetual air of having al-
most remembered something urgent. Only
the briefest (lashing ®lance botween
Blackie and Violet, This was the man
whoni they had come to study.

“You didn't borrow this for the French
model's ball, did you, wister?’ Ingulred
Blackie loud.y.

“No, monslour,” replled the girl In »
vich East Side accent, and she cast one
corner of her eye on Momsieur Perigord,
whoe was hurrying toward them

Monulowr Perigord, a dark little man
with black freckles and & kinky beard,
was shotked 1o the very conter of hils
being. “'Impossiblal” he cried, both hands
aloft. '“The house of Mondesnx au: 1::1.
permit it! The costume i& new, It -
delicious!  With mademol-
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Warden of thelr K5,00,~
denth of their father.
Blackis Daw and his
J, Mutus Wallingfoid, had swora
10 seeute from the membera of the cligus,
fur the beautiful erphans, Four namées
were already crossed off that lst.

“Somebody'll catch you without your
lcense pumber, Andve.’ warned Blackie
diyly.,  “How about that Ulso splash,
Violet? Do you lke it two hundred and
seventy-five I’

“It's pestty,” heajtated Vielet.

“Hend I up” wrdersd Biackie lgbtly,
“.
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wirls

they stopped. stunned,
show window. Thare,
lady with a

panels, buttons and all, marked “§"

levendler walking sult with the famillar
pancis and buttons: $2W! They started
back, uplown o & hurry, and, as they

Wiltyahird atreet, saw a large,

86 & hikhin soe Hos. ™ for the hundred IM.:?! You l.nv;:‘t‘z
fisbby, colored womnan o with me rday," into the
oxyded whils woman pase each other | AW #ey'° horty, Tucker was the) © . C l"'“"i S T [SaTast Seareon
with glares of undylng haired, They pleture of abject humiliation orning T
boti worm cheap tafinta lavender walk.| ¥ there's anything [ can do for you | 70
g oomumos, with the sxclusive Mop- | ¥UPS, you just call en Shorty Tucker” “F'ie wad,” Blackle answered prompily,
seaus panels, and buttons! In a show | "'Sorry. mpart. bul we fon't want any and started to hand back the moncy,
wirdow on 1I6(h stresl was o lavender | Burgiaring done, de we. Jim™* “You know better than that” Walllng-
dress—sams panels and buttons! It was | “Not tonlght,” chuckled Wallingford. | ford weprovingly reminded him. “A
made of singham, and the price was J81 | "1Ua & crude, undignified method of ag- | humdred and fifty Is the Nmit in this
race . Daw and J. Hufus |gulring & profit on your energy, snd—" [ Dool. as I have often told you.
called at the Warden home | fuddenly the msmile left  Walliegford's | “Can't you let me go in for two hun-
Violst with & |lsce. 1e stopped and thought s moment, | dred ™' argued Blackis, T don't lke to
Fannle sym- | then his round, pink countensncs beumed | play for a pdker bet ke ihia™
winkles of | with joviality. "By George. we have a| “Then stay out" retorted Wallingtord.
job for Bhorty!” He walked over to the | “I offered to let you ln_on a fifty-thou-
pour beans | (atie, orened the drawer from which | sand-doliar pool
1 Violet. wa ' Hilaok's had extracted the looms money, |meet me at thise-thiry, so now you taks
fal; paste- | pawed around for a litle memorandum |the litte pools. Walt s minute” and
.n- " u A
s tol boolt, tore oul a leal and tossed It over | he consulied & ved memorandum bool

nnd

dry goods store,
ftront of the [my panta
a lovely wax ' trlumph he tossed down four jacks and
stooihod smile, was the a deuce.
enquisity lavender wieeinug eu i
in
n Hroadway shop, st nuon, they maw a
throng of stimosraphers admiring  the | jegirnining band,  calmly spread down
teatral dlpluy of & Lig show window; a irour aces and a nind spot.

ing. A long, lean hand reached into the
pateh of moonlight, and a finger Uokled
Wallingford's ear. A snort and the big
slooper turned aver Anocther tickle. A
gurgling grunt and a flop

Wallingford, slowly awakening, becaimeo
awarsa that pomeond was whispering In
his ear.

“Jim! Bnore, you fool,- snore! Jim!
Bnore! Hush! Listen! Keap on snoring,
I tell you! Jim! Thero's a buriiar in the
Hbrary. Bnore! That'y right. Now llsten,”™
and Ulackie, ke & tall, loan, gaunt ghost
In his pyiamns, curefully detalled his In-
piruetions

Bhorly Tucker, working Industriousty
At the safe in the Hbraty, whicvled sud-
denly and pleked up nis gun, and, with an
unerring, Instinet tor the direction of
round, coversd the large gentleman who
had appeared In tae Hbrary door
“Holler and 1'1l bore you!'' hissed Shorty
Tucker, pointing hin revolver strulght Into
Wallingford's seared eye. “Hands up'™
“All right,” agreed Walllngford hastily,
and ptuek bHoth plump palme stralght up.
1 haven't & holler in me."™
“You |'etter not,” warned Fhorty, "“This
triggor—Huh 1"

That "hub” was jerked out of EHhorty
Tucker an o long, lean arm shot out from
behind and snatohed the gun from bis
rght hand, while another long, lean arn
wrapped itsolf in n vice-llke grasp around
Bhorty's thick neok.

J. Rufus flashed up the Ubrary lighis,
and grinnsd at tne spectacle of the thiek
burginr belng bent irresiutibly back into
a library chalr.

"Well,” husked the burglar aulkily, asti-
mating that his ehances of a fight were
worss thap useless, with his own revolver
in posscssion of the enemy, “"What are
you going to do about LT

"Turn you up,” veplied Wallingford.

“Lot's glve him an even break.'
Blackie's restless eyes had rested om a
deck of cards, mnd be picked them up
Lﬂ& & sudden whimsical idea. “Criminal,

" ¥ you one hand of freese-out to
noe v r you go on your useful way
or wear handcuffs,” and, sitting down
opposite Bhorty, he rapidly dealt five
carda aplece. ‘“'Get some highball lece,
J'm't‘

“All right.” Wallingford, sleep return-
|ing heavily to him, walked numbly out
into the dinlng room, and Blackie's
amiused eyos followed his stumbling
courss, In that instant, Bhorty Tucker,
his freedom at stake, took a furtive glance
at the top eard of the deck. His broad
fane brightened as he aaw the card, and
he hastily sawitched It Into his own hand,
dropping his discard into a tall ash jar.
YOards,”" sald Biackie oriskly, ploking
up the deck.

“Onet'

“You're too sopsarvative.” Riackle cast
& shrawd glance at hia opponent. "“Now,
mo, 'l take sl thia hand will stand;
and If 1 improve It, culprit, T'11 try to get
you @ coll on the sunny side,” and he
dealt hlmself two cards,

Thera was a moment of sllence, then
Shorly cleared hia throat,

“I'd ke 1o make & little side bet,'” heo
offered, and dug into his pocket. He
preduced 1845 centa

“Rales you BLIS" acceplted Blackls,
opening the drawer of the table and
throwing down a §0 bill, grinning as he
saw Bhorty's regretful eyes glued on that

drywer,
“I'm all in.' Shorty looked at his hand
sorrowfully. "That's & & gun” '
“Raise me the difference?’ and Blackie,

finger.
Blackis produced a stick pin, and the it
of burglar's tools went up  Blaekis
threw off his pajama Jacketl, and Shorty
itnn.a down hix coat and vest.

“Call you," he husked. 1 got to keap
Look at these!" and with

lLaughing glefully, he reached forward
W #oood I the asscrted atakes and hia
fredom, bui Blackle, holding. obt =

“All over, Jim,” he oalled nonchalantly,
|mn J, Rufusy caine Into the roeow with
|the bhawl of cracked Ico. “Call the po-

private papors™

Shorty. Tucker plokied up the plece of | ever.

paper and looked at i It contained the | “Oood d8y,” eaid Wailingford, taking
Bome sddress of Monsleur Perigord] | the mooey.

Menaleur Pertgord was deeply regrotful | Monsieur Perigord looked after htm tn
that  the © meauriful . M Warden's | stunned + “Impoasiblal® - be
Bvamder creation had baes =0 e tnvested & hindred and
oopled It I leoaups s | Nifty dollars for you yesterday, and to-
s Mriving--sa attrastivel™ ha somvely | dey b glves You bmck & thousand

THE OMAHA

J. Rufus Wallingford
- Blackie Daw

Violet
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Hlagkie, ""What do you think of that for
pure gall, Jim™*
Jim Wallingford's big shouldsrs heaved,
"It sounds like the explanation for a
Black eye,” he chuckied.
Monslour Pericord was no longer
polite, hie ®as no longer grieved, he was
no longer indignant; he was outraged!
“I am Insulted!” he charged, siapping
himself on the bresst and' storping to
cougl. “You insult mlso the house of
Mondeaux! 1 shall be kind! I shall ax-
plain!  Medemplsslle has worn the frock
for five weoks, Do you not seh? There
has been plenty of tima for your clever
Ameriean manufacturers, Very well!”
Hiackio and J. Rufus loocked at each
other and chuokled: '
“Jim, heo's & corking good
mented Blaskly admiringly

Monsieur Perigard was no longer able
to control himaelf, "It I8 too much!™ he
ahrieked. -

“Ob, hush, Andre” asdvised Biackile,
kindly. “I've nosed apound and found
two firme who get thelr dedlgne through
you; and, beaides, Miss Warden never
flashed this dress untll yesterday, Give
me the money before I get rough.”

The change in Monsjeur Perigord was
slow, but It was complete. His rage
melted Inte amillng susvity in a beauti-
fully graded transition of aboul one min-
ute. “Monsieur, I shall pay back the
monsy for the frock lUke an honorable
gentleman'” he offered.

Wallingford, watehing him with heavy-
Hdded eyes, smiled, “In this & regular
Mondeaux trick?' he asked.

“Mon Dieu, no!" laughed Perigord. “But
the hotuse of Mondeaux s in Paris, and 1
am here.”

"And tossing the bunk both ways™
added Blackie; “inte your firm and your
customers in bne and the same gentle
operation: and working other grafts be-
siden. And without investmisat.”

“One becomen clever In  America”
boasted Perigord, with a self-satinfled
amile. I have lsarned the little trick to
make monoy. Now 1 learn the littla trick
to invest with rapldness. With tifty-four
thousand dollars to start—volia!"
“Fifty-four theusand!” then responded
Blavkile, glancing at J. Rufus.
Wallingford, at the window, suddenly
whedled and came back looking at his
waleh. “I'm afrald'l can't walt uatil you
soltie with Mr, Perigord,"” he stated.
“What's your hurry, Jim!' protested
Mackie. it won't take long now, When
people pass money they part”

“I have kept my eye on a certaln rapid
investment,” sald Wallingford, impres-
svely, “T'll ses you tomorrow At Lhe
office and asttle with you for the next
pool. Dy the way, here’'s your Ihnnundi
dollars.”

“Oh, give it to a newsboy,” laughed
Blackie, with a ponchalant wave of the
hand.

“1 don't care what you do with it re-
monded Wallingford, gravely, producing |
& big red pocketbook. “My business I ta
pay you this thousand dollars in return

liar,"” ocom-

“Ves, confound him,” grombled Blackie,
“He's sord at me and won't ket me In
on hin blg pame Y .

wmall ™ H

whisperingly confided.
our most olever

onoe, and you falled to ! Walllugford himaelf had carefully dusted

Biackie calmly spread down four aces and & nine spot.

ment, looking gredily at the money in average of $30 to $300 a day out of your

Blackis’'s bhand. “Do  you eall this | Investment, haven't you?"

“Yeu, #ir,” admitted Mr. Pollet. “The
lowest you ever mads me out of my %
Blackle, was $100. But I want to go on your
“But how doss he make ILT* [larger llst. Nearly all your customers
“Wallingford won't teil” Bladkie hatf |27® sllowed to invest from §I00 to $250 «
"I 35" oiie of day, and they make from four to msix
Amrlc-}m Nobody tlrr‘ml-‘;’.l an mu‘ih I; Il. do. :tt:ll'l‘: tlTllr;'r A

: “That settles it!"” roare vallingford,

knows how much money be Is worth. |, o Wit of his patience. “You get
Nobody knowa how much I am worth. | .41 Your place on the list is vacant!"
I don't know mywelf.” The door opened suddenly, and out shot
“And 4id Mr. Walllogford make ¥you |y chunky young man who wore thick
all your money?™' spoctacies. Monsleur Perigord noted that
"Every' last milllon dollars,’” asseried | he had monoy In both hands. He turned
Blackts. . {in the middie of the anteroom,
“Ah!" breathed Monsleur Perigord tn| “Go on out, you!" ordered the spider-
worship. 1, also, would become rich—  legged boy, as J. Rufus Wallingford him-
quick! Bo rich that I also could say of solf alammed the door of the prh-u
o thousand dollars, ‘Ofve the tin harn to |Offloe. |
the newaboy.” Monslour Daw, would you | Mr. Poliet walked wslowly out.of the
truly give that much money to a newshoy | room.  The walting finvestors looked
or was it what you clever Americans TErVous and apprehansive., A little bell
call & joke?* | rang sharply. The lﬁd.ff‘l!md bay
Hlackie's eyen widenad In astonishment '::rte:;d into “:;:““1:“"!: :nom‘ He
that much & question should bs nsiked. | POURCed out ag % PR

“T'a give It 1o anybody,” he stated, with '1':’ O. .I’:; w::‘::dl:!lunm. P bled
& flash of inspiration. *“*Would you lke i SOty

In, oasting a jealous look at Monsleur

“It's a tin-horn proposition,” scorned

to have 17"
% " Perigord,
Nine hundred  dollara! sRaped | yrallo, Onfon Jones,” grested Walling-
Monaleur Perigord in terror, ford, auavely. “1 have 51100 for you.
“la It nine hundred? Why, =0 1t " [qpet leaves you 31000 clear profit. Pretty
couinted Blackle neglimently.  “Here. | 1009, eh?”
Perigord, take it and buy wyourself a| perigord’s eyea glistened,

dinner,"” and, thrusting the bills Into the
handas of the dumbfounded Perigord he
stalked out of the place.

“I forgot to get Miss Warden's cheok, ™
explained Blackie the next day, walking
into Monsleur Perigord's with a saxa-| *“Any chance of my getling a share In
phons case in his hand. e

"It s ready, monsieur,"” cordially nnlrd} “I think not. Jonea” advised Walling-
the Importier. greesting Blackie with the | ford. “I won't eplit that pool
enthuslasm of an old friend. He clasped ghgren [ plan to take (n Just one big
his hands and howed profoundly, He de- jnvestor ™

livered. the check with a flourtah. "It} <A}l pight,” agreed Jonea. 'T'm tickled
glves me great pleasure to make myself | with anything you do. How wmuch can
egnin honorable with mademalselle." 1 get in for tomorrow T

“She'll appreciate It grinned Hlackis. | “One hundred,” stated Walllngford.
"Thanks, Perigord, Good duy,” and heé | “Just glve me that hundred-dollar LIL™
started for the door, “There you are,” returned Mr. Jones
"“Pardon, monsleur, one littls moment,” | contentedly, “‘Good day, Mr. Walling-
began Perigord. ford,”

Blackie, expecting that call, turned with | The bell rang. The spider-legged boy
slow reluctance. He looked at his watch, |darted In. Mr. Jones shambled out, with
"Tour friend, Monsteur Wallingford,” | his hang full of money.

Insinuated Perigord. “I am consumed| Andre Perigord's breath cama quickly.
with cuploaity to know how much he gave| "W, W, Williame,' sang the boy.

you for your hundred dollars of yester-| Tha full-bearded man went In.

“Not the best day we've had, but I'm
satiafled,” laughed Jonea. "'l hear you're
kolng to start a new pool, Mr. Walling-
ford.”

“Next week," returned J. Rufua.

day." “Good afterncon, Chinehilla.” halled
“Oh." returned Blackie, with a bored | Wallingford cheerily., “You got in for a
expresalon. "1 don't know yet. As a bundred and rifty dida't you?' 'Well,

here's sixteen hundred and fifty dollars
I'll bave to, cut you down to a hundred
today.™

“Sorry sir,”" sald Willlams, "By the
way Is Poliet dropped from the pool™*

“Yea," snapped Wallingford

“1I'd llke to take up his share.”

No." snapped Walllngford.

Just as you say.,” hastily responded

mattor af fact, I hadn't thought of In-!
quiring about it. ¥e probably haa only '
alx or elght hundred dollars for me. I'll}
Just let It go.*

Al monsteur!™ protested Pﬂrltnrd.l
“Even if it s only a Uttle money likae|
that, to yott who are 8o rich It should ba
taken. Perhaps monsieur would like to

give it to some 1
Ve e e | Ohinehilla Willliams. *““Lord, T don't want
ry well” agreed Bilackie. yawning. | you to get mors at me, too.”

“Whailingford's office hours dre from ¥ 1o, guess 1 am u little grouchy,” con-
4 Would you like to go over with me?™ |feased Wallingford: *but every time 1
“I shall be trmnsported!” exclaimed |gurn around somebody wants to hand me
Monsleur Perigord, in & flutter of de-!money. I'm Ured of 1L
Haht, this being the boon for which he| *I kpow.” admitted Willlams. “You
had been eager to sak. |h.n too muoh capital mow. 1 guess if
He ran. He bhrought his silk hat, He | you dropped about half of us the rest of
brought Lis gray gloves. Ie brought his | us couly make more monsy.”
ltile care. He brushed his kinky besard. | *If I dropped you all, I could make the
He tripped down the stairs two steps |entire profit for myself,” Walingford re-
ahead of Hiackio Daw! Only when thoy‘mindrd him. *"That's what I'm going to
meached the office did he hang back tim- | do on this next pool—take just one live
iy, | partner with & hundred thousand dollars
That was a brand new office, - | and spilt the profis”™
new akyscraper, m.:n the MT::ml "1l $lg you up & hundred thousand dol-
lagend: “J. Rufus Wallingford, Inuut-“"‘ iIn & minute” quickly offered Will-
mente " Monsieur Perigord 454 not no- |
tice that the paint was still fresh, for| ‘Nothing dolug, Chinchilla,™ Bluntly re-
fused Wallingford *“1 bave to have a
partner 1 ke He must be generous,
trustful, and agreeable, and you woa't do
Jood day, Willlams
“Oood day. air,™

and otherwise aged 1. He had spent the
morning on the job,
Inside was & small antercom, in which returmed Wiltiams

reng a8 he cmmne out with

TIOMM. man with the chewsd

Bevend the glass partition could husky words, Waliingford did not talk at
mmwu‘mmudm&mmmmu.mm
ponriess tnvester, J, Rufus Wadlingford. - |of money.

VBigl” repested Perigord in astonish-

into !

Presented

a8

\_/

-

the frown. Hia astounded eyea were
glued on the novel decorntions of Walllng-
ford's deak. These decorations conaisted
entirely of money; stacks of five-doliar
bills, of tens, twonties, fifties, hundreds,
five hundreds and thousands! There were
packages of money still unopened, and
| from a slightly projecting drawer peeped
other money.

“Anybody else out there, Jesse Jamost'
yelled Wallingford,

“No, #ir,” replied the boy.

“Then lock the door.,” ordered Walling-
ford, “"Mr, Daw, here's your eloeven hun-
dred dollars,” and he nonchalantly se-
lected the money from the assortment on
the desk. “"You may gel in for a hundred
tomorrow."

“All right,"” assented Blackle, careleasly,
and held the money loosely In his hand,
Passing Walllngford a hundred, he stuffed
the rest in his vest pocket with his
thumb. “Your tomorrow’s pool all made
up, Mr. Wallingford*

“All but a twenty-five-dollar share,
answored the claver fmvestor, "I was go-
Ing to let old man Dokes bave that, but
he didn’t show up, Moreover, I'm afraid
Dokes can't keep his mouth shut. Mon-
sieur Perigord had been trying to speak,
but he had been too excited.

“If it will be sany favor to monsieur
I will take It,” he offered. ‘'Me, Andre
Perigord.”

“1 don’t like to let atrangers in," hesl-
tated Wallingford, with a frown, “but 1
think I shall let Mr. Perigord in on this

pool, Mr. Daw,; that s, until it closes
next week,"
“I am all gratitude!™ fervently ex-

his pocketbook and planking down his
twenty-five dollars In a hurry, lest Wall-
Ineford should change his mind.

“¥ou're on.” sald Wallingford, tossing
the money curelessly onto the desk with
the other greenbacks.

Monsfeur Perigord smiled and smiled.
“"How much ahall 1 receive for my twen-
ty-five dollars?"' he wanted to know.

"I guarantee nothing,” returned Wal-
{ Hngford, casting on him & ecold look. “1
may not make you over §100. I may even
Inls.o your money.''

th Blackle and Monsieur Per]
laughed at that absurd supposition, A

Again Monseur Perigord ventured =
Question. “If 1 may intruds upon mon-
sleur's courteay, how does he make such
enormous profits?

“I never tell,” declared Wallingford.

“"Volla!™ acoepted Perigord. “"Monaleur
Walllngford, I thank you. Monaleur Daw,
1 thank you aleo. Bhall I come over to-
';rnorruw to got my money ™’
| "Ne, don't bother mis. I'll drop In and
(hand It to you," stated Wallingford care-
lessly. Good day, gentlemen.”

They filed out of the effice, and Wal-
illn.fnﬂl called Blackie back, and Mon-
wleur Perigord, listoning Intently, heard
Walllnglord say:

“Your friend Perigord Is Very agreeable,
| He Is goneroua. He looks trusting.*

Andre Perigord’'s heart was glad. What
he did not hear Wallingford say was
' this: .

“"Double right back, Blackle, ‘und help
me take care of this real coln. We'll
leave the phony stuff here, but I'm nerv-
Gus since | had Onlon Jones and Chin
{ €hllla Willtams and big Tim Measen In
| this room.
| At last Andre Perigord was a happy
imu:' He was profiting by American
 Cleverness, and he had the most clever
man In America ss his Investing agent
| On the first day Walllngford handed him
§00 for his §5. On the second day Wal-
, ingford handed him 399 for his $%%. On
the third day "WWallingford handed him
{7, but on the fourth WSo!
| Andre Perigord amileg. He was becom-
| lng clever. He knew now whare Walling-
| ford made thess enormous profits; on the

Bourse; the Stock exchange! That was

whore these clever Americans made thelr

Quick fortunes! It wos the only place!
| But Andre Porigord was wise! He sald
imlhlu! He held his peace and took the
money,

It was a shame that the amount wan,
After all, 30 small! It was & tn horn!
If he could only Invest in the larger busk
ness which Wallingford was about to
latneh, then he might be & milllooaire
quickly, and go back to Puria, and do
|bothing, and be & gentleman, and wear
B different dress shirt every evening! He
must be more sgresadle to Mr, Walllng-
ford; more genervis; more trustful.

“Well, Andre,"” sald Wallingford, on the

By This
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fifth day, “the littis pool |a ended. Here ‘
is your Inst rakeoff—§2%."

“Hut there will be another pool!™ pro-
tested Andre. “Cannot monsieur make
me a place in that, ever no little a place;
only $& or 0, or POOT

“No,” refused Wallingford, kindly, but
firmly. “I've cut out the small ahares!
I've dropped about half my Investdrs.
I've carried lots of them along because
they were with me In the start, when 1

had enoukh. [ don't llke to monkey with
po many people. The smallest shares In
this new pool are 550, and it's fllled up.*”

Apdre cleared hisn throat. “Buat there
was a larger pool,” he suggested. “Just
Monaleur Walllngford and ohe agresable
| partner.” ,

“"Yen, that's my special pel.,"” agresd
Wallingford. "l need & man with §100,000
for that.”

“Monatetir; look!" begmed Andre. I
bave $A2540, upon which 1 have lald my
hands In the glever Amerlcan fashion,

Now, Monsieur Wallingford, could not

claimed Monaleur Porigord, whipping nut'

this amount be made Lo doT"’
| Wallingford frowned. *u ke you, but
It would not be fair,"” he objectad. *'I do
all the wirk and have all the respons
piiity, If you were to put up lass than
$10,00, T would be compelled either to
take In another amall partner or put up
some of my own money. Ne, I must
have ¥100,000,"

“Then I am In despair!” worried Andre,

“1 cannot borrow 2%, even in the
name of Mondeaur.”
“1 nee,” mused Wallingford., “Whaell, 11's

too bad, Andre, becauss you're a very
agreenble gentleman, and exactly the
kind of partner I would like to have,

However, If you can't raine the money [
shall accept some of my other applicas
tlona.™

“One moment,” plendod Andre, “Ho
much money would this grand pool make
me?"

“I don't know,” replied Wallingford,
"1 guarantes nothing. It might maks us
5,000000. It might make us $1.000. I
might loss the money.”

“That is droll,” laughed Andre. ‘“Mon<
sleur Wallingford, I am desparate to bes
come your partner. Look! Could you
not yourself loan me the money, and
take baek the $M750 out of the firat
day's profits ™ '

The big pink face of Wallingford
brightened Immediately, and his broad
thoulders heaved. "By George, you're &
geniys, Andre!” he chuckled. "“That was
& happy idea. T'll take your money.”

“Volla!" cried Andre, ““The bank will
closs too soon thil afternoon, my friend
Wallingford, but tomerrow morning 1
shall lay the amount in your hands."

“All right,"” agreed Wallingford. ' sring
it over to the office—in cash, please."

One day passed; two days passed; thres
days passed, and Whallingford did not
bring any milllona! ¥e did not, In fact
bring any money at all. Indeed, he did
not come at all.

Andre Perigord brushed his kinky beard,
He put on his allk hat. He donned his
gray glovesa. He took up his little cans,
and he trotted over to the office of J,
Hufus Wallingford, Investments,

Bome vague, cold presentiment possessed
him as he enterad the anterocom. There
ware no walting investors, There was no
spider-legged boy. The door of the pri.
vate office was open and he entered.
There was no money on the desk. It m:"/
As bare as varnish could make {t. Thefa
Was no money peeping from the half-open
|drawer. Monsleur Perigord's heart wag
Einking fast.

In the blg swivel-chalr sat J. Rufus
Wallingford, with his gk hat on and a
huge diamond glowing in hils eravat. He
was contentedly smoking a big black
clgar. Opposite him, with his long legs
sprawled under the desk, and his silk
hat miraculously polsed on the back of
his hoead, sat the grinning Blackie Daw,
contentedly puffing a clgarette. They had
sat thus every day from three to four,
since Andre had joined the grand pool
They could afford to loaf. The restitution
fund of the Warden girla was richer by
forty thousand dollars; ahd there wasd
over fifteen thousand dollars ndded teo

the expenss fund, ~
“Ah!" exclalmed Andre. "You are here,
af least. I have not meen you at the

Maison Mondeaux!"

“No use to come, Andre™
Wallingford. “You're broke."

Andre Perigord dropped Into a chalm
“Broke!™ he gasped. “You 4ld not lose
my money!”

“You 4id."" advised Walllngford; “every
cont, Besides that, -you owe me fortye
thres thousand seven hundred and  fifty
dollars. 1 thought T wouldn't bother you
for that just pow."

“Mon dleu!” groansd Andre.” “Why
Monsleur, you have lost me not only W
my mohey, bHut some of the money ol
the houvse of Mondoaux!™

“"Tough,” commented Walllngford, *)
suppose you'll now have to juggle witk
|your books, and rent the Mondeaud
creations to the designars untll you cas
teplace thelr money in the bank. Have
& clgar.”

Andre  turned to the grinning face of
Higeckis. *“It s a graft!” e suddenly des
clded, and jumped to his feol., I go w4
thé police!™

“And bhave me pinohed, and get all ow
inamen in the pape®. and let the housy
| of Mondeaux find It out,” ruggested Wal

explained

ingford. "“Whatever happens Andre,
can see you In the penltentiary, with
short halr and no neckte, learning te

paste paper noles on water-proof shoes
Look here, Andre; here are the proof)
that you have cheated the houss o
Mondeaux. Bhall they have them?™

The face of the luckloss Investor was §
study!

“It I8 true™ Andre admitted. 1 ad
what you call, up sgainet It." A shorl
silence und then the ever optimistic Ande
brightensd., “But | have learned anothe)
American trick. Also, 1 am still cleven
and 1 shall yet bw rich. | yhall not go U
the penitentiary if they do not hear tha
I have lost a0 muech money, CGentlemen
applaud me. 1 have already juggled the
books. Vella!™ and, highly pleased vﬂ
himaelf he strode isuntily out

Blackie and Wallingford looked at eaci
other dumbly. Blsckie slevated his hands
in the Perigord fashion.

Vealla!™ he paid.

(To Be Contimued.)
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