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CHAPTER Xil—Continued.
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“Why," he spluttered after a mo
ment, “a lot of these people’s names
are absolutely housewold words in the
comntry, They may ba swine—they
Pl'*b]" Aare Thank God |
rarely met any; but Lhey aln't eriml
Bals”

“Ne more ls Peterson,® grinned the
American; "at least not on that book
Bee here, Captaln, It's pretty clear
what's happening, In any country to
day you've gut all sorts and conditions
of people with more wind than braln
They just can't stop talking, and as yet
it's mot & criminal offense. Bome of
*am belleve whiat they say, Hke Spin
dle-abanks upstalrs; some of "em don't,
And M they don't, It makes ‘em worse ;
they start writing as well. You've got
clever men—Intellectual mon—Ilook at
some of those guys In the first-cluss
general  lecturers—and  they're the
worst of the lot. Then you've got an-
other class—the men with the bustness
bratn, who think they're getting the
sticky end of it, and use the talkers
1o pull the chestnuts out of the fire for
there. And the chestnuts, who are the
poor blamed decent workingmen, are
promptly dropped In the ashpit to keep
*em gulot. They all want something for
nothing, and 1 guess it can't be done.
They all think they're fooling one an-
other, and what's really golng at the
moment I8 that Peterson 18 fooling the
whole bunch, He wants nll the strings
in his hands, and It looks to me as if
he'd got "em there, He's got the money
—and we know where he got it from;
he's got the organization—all either
redhot revolutionarles, or Intellectual
windstorms, or ocalenlating knaves,
He's amalgamnted 'em, Captaln; and
the whole bhlamed lot, whatever they

I've very

may think, are renlly working for
him™

Drammeond thoughtfully it & clg-
arette,

"Working toward a revolution
this country,” he remarked quietly.
“Bure thing,” answered the Amerl-
can. “And when he brings it off, 1
guess you won't cateh Peterson for
dust. He'll pocket the boodle, and the
boobs will stew In thelr own julce. 1
guessed it In Paris; that book makes
it & eertainty. But It ain't criminal,
In a eourt of law he could swenr It was
an erganization for selling bird-seed,"”
For a while Drummond smoked In
sflemce, while the two sleepers shifted
uneasily i their chalrs. It all seemed
80 simple In spite of the Immeénsity of
the seheme. Like most normal English-
jmen, politics and labor disputes had
Jeft him cold In the past; but no one
whe ever glunced at a newspaper
could be ignorent of the voleano that
had bsen simmering Just beneath the
‘surface for years past,
“Neot one 1o & hundred'—the Amerl-
can’s volce broke Into his train of
thowght—"0of the so-called revolution-
ary leaders In this country are disin-
Captaln. They're oat for
Number Oue, and when they've talked
into bloody murder, and your
soclal systeém Is down-and-out,
‘be the leaders In the new one.
what they're playlng for—
3 and when they've got It, God
belp the men who gave it to ‘em."”
| Drummoend nodded, and lit another
cigarette. Odq things be had read re-
curred to bim: trade unlons refusing
to allow dacharged wsoldlers to Jjoln
them ; the relterated threats of direct
actien. And to what end?

A passmge in a part of the ledger evi.
denily devoted to extracts from the
spaeches of the first-class genernl lec-
turers caught his eye:

“Te me, the big fact of modern life s
the war between classes, | . , People
declare that the method of direct ac
tlon Inaide & ecountry will produce a
revolution. T agree . ., . It favolves
the ereation of an army. . . ."

! And beside the cutting was a note
by Peterson in red Ink:

“An excellent man!

il

Send for pro-

tracted tour.”
The pote of exclamation sppealed to
Hugh; he could see the writer's

tongue In his chieek as he put It in,
*It lmvolves the creation of an army
.+ 2 The words of the Intimidated
yabbit came bnck to his mind. “The
man of stupendous organizing power, |
whe has bhrought together and welded
Inte oue the hundreds of socletles slm- |
flar W mine, who before this hive
each, on thelr own, beon fechly strug
gling toward the light. Now we are
comblned, and our strengih 18 due to
him ™
In other words, the nrony wos on the
to completion, an army where
F’ per cent of the Hghters—duped
the remalning ten—would struggle
blladly towards a dln, hslf-understood
goal, enly to find out too late that the
whip of Bolomon had becn exchanged
for the scorplon of hls soqn, .
“Why can't they be made to under
stand, Mr. Green?' he cried bitterly
“rae working muan—the decent fol

children,
the wenk, the indigent and the ignorant

faults of women, servants,
nre the faults of husbands, fthers,
masters, the strong, the rich, o « the
learmed,! Wall 1" he leaned back in his
chalr, “there you ase. Thelr proper
lepders have sure falled them, so
they're running after that bunch of
repgmeved skaters. And sitting here,
watchiog 'em run, and laughing fit to
nent the band, !s your pal Peterson!"

It was at that moment that the tele-
plionae hell rang, and after a slight hes-
ltatign Hugh pleked up the receiver.

“Very well,” he grunted, after listen-
ing for a while, “T will tell him.”

fie replaced the recelver and turned
to the Amerlenn,

“Mr. Ditehling will be here for the

meeting at two, and Peterson will be
Inte” he announced slowly.
“What's Ditehling when he's at

home?" asked the other,

“One of the so-called leaders,” an
swered Hugh briefly, turning over the
pages of the ledger. ‘Here's hly dos-
sler, according to Peterson. ‘Ditchling,
Charles. Good speaker; clever; un-
scrupulous, Requires blg money ; worth
It. Drinks'"

For a while they stared at the brief
summary, and then the American burst
Into n guffaw of Iaughter.

“The mistake you've made, Captaln,
in thls ebuntry, 18 not glving Peterson
a seat In your eabinet, Hae'd have the
whole caboose eating out of his hand;
and If yon pald him a few hundred
thousand a yvear, he might run stralght
nnd grow pigs as a hobby, .. ."”

TWO.

It was a couple of hours later that
Hugh rang up his rooms In Half Moon
street. From Algy, who spoke to him,
he gathered that Phyllls and her fa-
ther were quite safe. He also found
out another thing—that Ted Jerning-
ham had just arrived with the hapless
Potts In tow, who was apparently suf-
ficlently recovered to talk sense, He
was weak still and dazed, but no long-
er Imbecile,

“T'¢ll Ted to bring him down to The
Flms at once,” ordered Hugh, "“There's
a compatriot of his here, walting to
welcome him with open arms."

“Potts |s coming, Mr, Green,” he
sald, putting down the recelver, “Our
Hiram O, And he's talking sense, It
seems to me that we may get a little
light thrown on the activities of Mr.
Hocking and Herr Stelpemann, and
the other bloke,"

The American nodded slowly.

“Yon Gratz," he sald. "I remember
lilsa name now. Steel man. Maybe
you're right, Captaln, and that he
knows something; anyway, I guess

Hiram C. Potts and I stick cleser than
brothers till 1 restore him te the bosom
of his family."

But Mr, Potts, when he did arrive,
exhibited no great Inclination to stick
close to the detective; In fact, he
showed the greatest reluctance to en-

The Millionaire Stared In Silence at
the Detective.

ter the house at all. As Algy had
snld, he was still wenk and dazed, and
the sight of the place where he had
suffered so much produced such an ef
fect on him that for a while Hugh
feared he was golng to have a relapse,
At length, however, he seemed to get
back hls confidence, and was persund-
@ to come Into the ceuntral room.
“It's all rigat, Mr. Potts,"” Drummond
assured him over and over again.
“Thelr gang 1a dispersed, and Lakiug-
ton Is dead. We're all friends here
now, You're quite safe. This Is Mr,

low—" |

“Has anyone tried to make “emn un-
doerstand, Captaln? 1 guess I'in no in-
tellectual guy, but there was n French
writer fellow—Vietor Hugo—who
wrote soething that sure bit the nall
®a he head, 1 copled It out, for it

Green, who has come over from New
York especially to find yon and take
you back to your family."

The millionalre stared In sllence at
the detective, who rolled his cigar
ronnd In his mouth,

“T'hat's Mght, Mr, Polts. There's the
Hitle old sign” He threw back his

good 10 me” From his pocket-
mmi slip of paper. “*The

cont, showing the pelice badge, and
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the milllonadav nodded, "I guess you've
lind thisgs humming on the other side,
and If it hadn't been for the Captain
here and his friends, they'd be hum-
ming stiilL"

“T'm obllged to you, sir,” sald the
Amerlean, speaking for the first time
to Hugh. The words were slow and
hesitating, as If he was not quite sure
of hilg volee, “I seem to remember
your face,” he continued, “as part of
the awful nightmare I've suffered the
last few dnys—or Is It weeks? 1 seem
to remember having seen you, and yon
were always kind”

“That's all over now, Mr. Potts," sald
Hugh gently. “You got Into the
clutches of the most Infernal gang of
swine, and we've been trylng to get
you out sgain” He looked at him
quletly, "Do you think you can re-
member enough to tell us what hap-
pened at _lheegoglgning? Take your
{ime,” he urged. “There's no hurry.”

The millHonalre passed his hand daz-
edly over his forehead,

“l was stopping at the Carlton,” he
began, “with Granger, my secretary.
I sent him over to Belfast on a ship-
ping deal and—" He paused and
looked round the group. “Where Is
Granger?’ he asked,

“Mr. Granger was murdered In Bel-
fast, Mr. Potts,” sald Drummond qulet-
ly, “by a member of the gang that
kldnaped you.”

“Murdered! Jimmy Granger mux-
dered I He almost cried In his weak-
ness,  “What did the swine want to
murder him for?"”

“Because they wanted you alone,”
explaingéd Hugh., “Private secroetaries
nsk awkward questions,”

After a while the miilionaire recov-
ered hls composure, and with many
breaks and pauses the slow, disjointed
story continued:

“Lakington! That was the name of
the man I met at the Carlton. And
then there was another . ! Peter
: Peterson. That's {t. We all
dined together, I remember, and it
wns after dinneny In my private sitting
room, the' Peterson put up his propo-
sitlon to me. . ., It was a sugges-
tlon that he thought would anppeal to
me a8 a4 business man. He sald—what
was It?—that he conld produce a gl-
gantic syndlcalist strike in England—
revolution, in fact; and that as one of
the blggest shipowners—the biggest,
in fact—outside this country, I should
be able to capture a lot of the British
carrylng trade., He wanted two hun-
dred and fifty thousand pounds to do
It, pald one month after the result was
obtalned. , , . Sald there were others
i it .. "

“On that valuation,” Interrupted the
detectlve, thoughtfully, “It makes one
million pounds sterling,” and Drom-
mond nodded. *“Yes, Mr. Potts; and
then?”

“I told him,"” said the milllonnire,
“that he was an Infernal scoundrei,
and that I'd have nothing whatever to
do with such a villalnous scheme, And
then—almost the last thing I can re-
member—I saw Peterson look at Lak-
lngton. Then they both sprang on me,
and I felt something prick my arm.
And after that I can't remember any-
thing clearly. Your face, sir"—he
tumed to Drommond—*comes to me
out of n kind of dream ; and yours, too,”
he added to Darrell. "“But it was like
a8 long, dreadful nightmare, In which
vigue things, over which I had no
pewer, kept happening, until I woke up
last night im this gentleman's house"”
He bowed te Ted Jerningham, who
grinned cheerfully.

“And mighty glad 1 was to hear yon
talking sense again, sir,” he remarked.
“Do youn mean to 8ay you have no rec-
ollection of how you got there?”

“None, sir; none,"” answered the mil-
lionalve. *It was Just part of the
dream.”

“It shows the strength of the drug
those swine nsed on you," sald Drum-
mond grimly. “You went there in an
alrplnne, Mr. Potis,"

“An alrplane!™ cried the other in
amuozement, “1 don't remember |t
I've got no recollection of It whatever,
There's only one other thing that 1 can
lay hold of, and that's all dim and
muzzy. . . . Pearls, . . . A great rope
of pearls. . . . 1 wus to slgn a paper:
amd I wonldn't, . . . I dld onee, und
then there was a shot and the lighi
went out, and the puper disappesred,

“It's nt my bank at thig momwent, Mrn,
Potts," sald Hugh; “I took that paper,
or part of I, that night."

“Did voun?' The milllonalre looked
gt him vaguely. *1 was to promise
them a milllon dollars when they hud
done what they sald. . . . I remembor
thut. And the pearl necklace,

, the duchess of . . "' He paused
and shook his hend wearily.

“The duchess of Lampsbhire's?”
prompted Hugh,

“*That's It.," sald the other, *“The
duchess of Lampshire's. It was sav.
ing that I wanted her pearls, | think,
and would ask no guestions as Lo how
they were got."

The dotective grunted,

“Wnannted to incriminate you proper-
Iy, did they? Though It seems to e
that 1t was a blamed risky gnie.
There should have heen enough muney
from the other three to ran the show

without worrylng you, when they
1 found yon weren't for It.”

The Adventures of a
Demobilized Officer
Who Found Peace Dull

By CYRIL McNEILE

“SAPPER"

Copyright by Geo. H, Doran Co.

“Wait,” sald the milllonaire, *“that
reminds me. Before they assaulted me
nt the Cariton they told me the others
wouldn't come In unlesg I did.”

For a while there was
broken at length by Hugh.

“Well, Mr, Potts, you've had a moldy
time, and I'm very glad it's over. But
the person you've got to thank for
putting us fellows on your track is a
girl. It It hadn't been for her I'm
afrald you'd still be having night-
mares.”

“T wonld Ilke to gee her and thank
her," said the millionaire quickly.

“You shall.,” grinped Hugh, “Come
to the wedding; It will be In a fort-
night or thereabouts"

“Wedding!" Mr. 'otts looked a lit-
tle vague.

“Yes! Mine and
proposition, isn't it?"

“The last straw,” remarked Ted Jer-
ningham, "A more impossible man as
i bridegroom would be hurd to think
of. But In the meantime I pinched
half a dozen of the old man's Perrier
Jouet 1911 and put 'em In the car.
What say you?"

“Say¥' snorted Hugh. “Idiot boy!
Does one speak on such occasions?”

And It was so. . . .

THREE,

silence,

hers., Ghastly

“What's troubling me,"” remarked
itugh later, “is what to do with Carl
and that sweet girl Irma."

The hour for the meeting was draw-
ing near, and though no one had any
iden ns to what sort of n meeting it
wHE going to be, It was obvious that
PPeterson would be one of the happy
throng.

“T should say the police might now
ba allowed a look in," murmured Dar-
rell mildly. *You ecan't have the man
lying about the place after you're mar-
rled.”

“I suppose not,” answered Drum-
mond, regretfully. “And yet it's a
dreadful thing to finish a little show
llke this with the pollee—If you'll for-
glve my saying so, Mr, Green.”

“Sure thing," drawled the American.
“But we have our uses, Captain, and
I'm Inclined to agree with your friend’s
suggestion. Hand him over along with
hig book, and they'll sweep up the
mm."

“It would be an outrage to let the
scoundrel go,” said the milllonalre
flereely. “The man Lakington yom say
is dead; there’s enough evidence to
haog this brute as well. What about
my secretary in Belfast?”

But Drummond sheok his head.

“I have my doubts, Mr, Potts, if
you'd be able to bring that home to
him. Still, I can quite understand your
feeling rattled with the bird” He
rose and stretched himself; then lie
glaneed at his watch, “it's dme you
all retired, boys; the party ought to he
starting soon. Drift In again with the
lads, the Instant [ ring the hell.”

Left mlone Hugh made certaln once
again thot he knew the right cembina-
tion of studs on the wall to open the
big deor which concealed the stolen
storé of treasure—and other things as
well; then, lighting a cigarette, he sat
down and walted.

The end eof the chase was In sight,
and he had determined It should be a
fitting end, worthy of the chase ftself-—
theatrieal, perhaps, but at the same
time Impressive, Something for the
Ditehlings of the party to ponder on in
the silent watches of the night. . .
Then the poliee—Iit would have to be
the poliee, he admitted sorrowfully—
and after that, FPhyllls,

And he was just on the point of ring-
ing up his fiat to tell her that he loved
her, when the door opened and a man
came In. Huagh recognized him at once
ag Vallanee Nestor, an anthor of great
brillianee—Iin his own eyes—who had
lately devoted himself to the advanece-
went of revolutionary labor,

“Good afterooon,” murmured Dreum-
mond, affablv. “Mr. Peterson will be a
Httle Inte. T am his private secretary,”

The other nodded und sat down lan-
guldly

“What did you think of my last lttle
effort im the Midlands?' he asked,
druwing off his gloves.

“Quite wonderful,” sald Hugh,
mnrvelons help to the great cause.”

Yullance Nestor yvawned slightly and
his eyes, only to open them
agiin as Hugh turned the pages of the
ledger on the table.

“What's that?' he demanded.

“This Is the book,"” replied Drum-
mend earelessly, “where Mr, Peterson
records his oplnlong of the lmmense
value of all his fellow-werkers, Most
Interesting reading.

“Amlin 1?7 Vaullunee Nestor aroge
with alacrity.

“Why, of course,” snswered Drom-
mond, “Are vou not one of the lend-
ers? lHere you are, He poluted with
his tnger, and then drew back In dis-
may. “Deunr, dear! There must be
some mistake.

But Vallance Nestor, with a frozen
and glassy eyve, was staring fasclnated
at the following cholce description of
himself ;

“Nestor, Vallance, Author—so-called,
Hot-air factory, but useful up to

“A

closed

point, Inordinately conceited and a
monumental ass. Not fit to be trusted
far."”

ihe meaning of this abominable In
sult?
But Hugh, his shounlders shaking
slightly, was welecoming the next am
rival—a rugged, beetle-browed mae,
whose face seemed vaguely familiar,
but whose name he was qnable to
place, :
“Crofter,” shouted the Infuriated au-
thor, “look at this as a description of
|

tae [

And Thugh watched the man, whom |
he now knew to be one of the extrems-
Ist members of parllament, walk over
and glance at the book, He saw him
conceal a smile, and then Valance Nes-
tor earried the good work on. |
“We'll see what he says about you—
Impertinent blackguard.”

Hugh glanced over Crofter's shoui-
der at the dossler.

He just had time to read: “Crofter,

John. A  consummate blackguard,
Playing entirely for his own band,
Needs careful watching,” when the

subject of the remarks, his face con«
vulsed with fury, spun round and faced
him,

“Who wrote that?' he snarled.
“Must have been Mr. Peterson,” ans
swered Hugh placidly. “A wonderful
judge of charnctor, too,” he murmured,
turning away Mr. Ditehling,
who arrived somewhat opportunely, In
company with a thin, pale man—Ilittia
more than a youth identity
completely defeated Druommond,

to greet

whose

“My God!” Crofter was lvid with
roge, “Me and Peterson wlll have
words this afternoon. Look at thls,

— 1

—

Tnen, Lighting a Cigarette, He Saf
Down and Waited.

Ditehling”™ On second thoughts he
turned over some pages, “We'll seq
what this insolent devll has to say
about yon."

“Drinks!” Ditchling thumped the
table with a heavy fist, “What the h--
does he mean? Say, you, Mr. Secre-
tary—swhat's the meaning of this?"

“They represent Mr. Peterson's com-
sidered opinlons of you all,” said Hugh
genially, *“Perhaps .this other gentle-
man . . " |

He turned to the pale youth, whu|
stepped forward with a surprised look. |
He seemed to be not quite clear what [
had upset the others, but already Nes- ‘
tor had turned up his name, |

“Terrance, Victor. A wonderful |
speaker. Appears really to belleve |
that what he says will benefit the
wotkingman. Consequently very vale |
able; but indubitably mad."

“Does he menn to Insult us delibers |
ately?” demanded Crofter, his volce |
still shaking with passion, |

“But I don't understand,"” sald Vietor |
Terrnnee, dazediy. “Does Mr. Peters |
son not belleve In our teachings, too?"
He tarned slowly and looked at Hugh, |
whe shrugged his ghoulders, |

“He should be here at any moment," |
he snswered, and as he spoke the door |
opencd and Carl Peterson came in, |

“tiood afteruoon, gentlemen,”" he be-
gan, and then he saw Hugh, With a
look of speechless amazement he
stared at the soldier, and for the first
time since Hugh %ad known him his |
face blanched. Then his eves fell on
the open ledger, and with a dreadful
curse he sprang forward, A glance at
the faces of the men who stood wateh-
ing him told him whar he wanted to
know, snd with another oath his hand
went to his pocket

“Take your hand out, Carl Peter-
son.” Druommond’s soice rang through
the room, and the acch-criminal, look-
ing sullenly up, found himself staring
into the muzzle of a revolver. “Now,
sit down at the table=—all of you. The
weeting s about to comnence.”

“Look here," blustered Crofrer, "Il
have the law on you. . . ."

“Br all manner of means, Mr, John
Crofter, consummate bisckguard,” an-
swered Hugh, calmly. “But thut comes
afterward, Just now—sit down."

“I'm d=—d if I will,"” reared the oih-
er, springlng at the soldier. Aud Peter-
son,, sitting sullenly at the table try-
ing to readjust his thoughts to the
sudden blinding certainty that through
some extrnordipary  accident every-

a half=stunned wember of pariiament
ergdhed to tha floor beside him,

“Sit down, 1 said,” remarked Drum-
mondd, affably.
e down, IU's all the same o e, Are
there any more to come, Peterson?”

“Ne (d—n youw, et it over ™

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Some men find it easler to acquire

“What,” he spluttered at leugth. “iy

a repulation than (0 earn s lving,

[ word.”

| F@top

thing had miscarried, never stirred as |

“But If you prefer to |
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New Cause for Lightning.

An old negro preacher in a southern
rural distriet accounted for the light-
ning In this way:

“Ever' time Satan
gees de Lawd's work gwine on, fire
flashes f‘um his eyes. Dat's de
LUghtnln’. An', w'en he falls rer hit a
church wid It he lays back an hollers.
Dat's de thunder.”

“But, parson,” sald an old deacon,
“whar 8 Satan In de winfer time? We
don’t have no lightnin’ den”

The preacher studied a minute and
then said: "Well, hit may be, Brier
Willlams, dat hell's froze over den!”
—Atlanta Constitution,

looks down an’

il
A Cousinly Manner,
“Have you any talented people
among your Sutnmer boarders?”
“One,” sald Mr. Cobbled,
“What's his speclalty?”
“Standin' off his board bill, He

hasn't paid us a nlckel since he's been
here, but his manners are so free aa’

| ensy I sometimes wonder if he ain't a

distant relation.,”—Birmingham

Herald.

Ager

That Hung Well.
Cholly—"He hung upon her every
Gussie—"*0h, 1 she kept
him In suspense ™
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A good blull is often wore effective
than a bad aer,

That Backache!

Those nizing twinges, that dull,
throbbing kache, may be warnin
of serious kidney weakneas—serious
neglected, for it might easily lead to
fnw:l, dropsy or fatal Bright's disease.
f you are suffering with a bad back
look for other proof of kidney trouble,
f there are dizzy spells, headaches,
tired feeling and disordered kidney
action, get after the cause. Use Doan's
Kidney Pills, the remedy that has
helped thousands. Sat users rec-
ommend Dogn's. Ask your neighbor!

A South Dakota Case

C J. B. Stark, farme
er, R. F. D, No. 4,
iSalem, 8. D., says:
“] wns in bad con-
ditton with my
back and other kid-
ney trouble. My
back ached con-
stantly and after I
FEhad been gitting
03 2 L)
cou up.
i ——— When I bent over I
1 had sharp catches
2 of pain in my back.
%9 My kldneys didn't

‘act right. T usad
several boxes of Doan’'s Kidney Ptlls
and was cured."

e
FOSTER-MILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N. Y.
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GENUINE

- BuLLDURHAM
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VICTIMS
RESCUED

Kidney, liver, bladder and uric acid
troubles are most dangerous be-
cause of their insidious attacks,
Heed the first warning they give
that they need attention by taking

1
%

The world's standard remedy for these
disorders will often ward off these dis-
| eases and strengthen the body against
1 farther attacks. Three sizes, all drugyista
| the Gold Medal every bax
! bl b accept no l-iud: .

|
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