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CHAPTER VL
THE MYSTERY OF THE EMPORIUM,

OUNG Mr, Carson, detalned at
the Slattery Institute to bal-
ance the books on account of
the evanishment of Mr, Wy-

lie, thought often of Shayne's charm-
fng niece, but, maniike, gave scarcely
4 thought of the sltuation on board
the Roe as she bore northward in the
night sky after dropping him as a
bawk might let fall a too belligerent
wensel,

The warfare nnd Insurrection which
he left Lehind would bave Interested
him had be known., Mr. Silberberg.
bLuort in amour propre as well as pro-
boscis, was deeply disturbed In bis sul-
tanie regard for Virginla, He was too
angry to follow her to the deck as she
swept out of the cablin to take leave of
ber bandit of the dunes, For some
minutes the girl lay, half fainting,
wholly terrified, by the rall, where she
had fallen as Theodore dropped over
the side Into the cloud and the night.

“Where Is Virginia?" querled Aunt
Marie at last. “Has she eloped with
that creature? Look for her! Bhe's
my nlece, after all!"

Mr, Shayne called Mrs. Shayne's
maid and gave orders that Virginla be
sought on deck. The mald looked
about hastily and, falllng to observe
the little heap In which Virginia sat
tiuddled up by the rall, ran in agitat-
edly and sald that Miss Suarez was
not on deck *In the least."

“1 told you!" gasped Mrs., Shayne.
“She's thrown herself away!"

Siiberberg walked glumly in from
the cabin,

“This assassin,” sald he, "must be
aft with the crew, There's only one
place where Miss Suarez can be"

Shayne ran aft and astonished the
crew by bursting into thelr midst and
staring wildly about, as if dementad.

“What Is It. sir?" Willett asked
ealmly,

“Where Is Miss Suarez?" panted Mr
Shayne.

“1 don't know, sir."

“Where's that fellow we pleked up?"

“1 don't know.” responded Willett,

“I'hey're gone!” Shayue exclaimed.
rushing into the eabin. “Max, they've
gone over the side!"

“That parachute,” sald Max, “counld
not save two from death, even If they
made a good drop. And o this dark-
ness’ —

Virginia, having recovered bher sell
possession and the control of her
knees, rose and, entering her cabin,
threw herself oo her bed. She felt a
horror of Silberberg, a sense of disgust
with the Shaynes, To think that they
could so Insult thls young man who
had saved ber life and treated her so
benutifully, no matter what he was—
to offer him money, to send him aft
like a servant! No wonder he had
struck Silberberg’s odlous nose. Later
she rose, preened llke a bird before the
mirror and sat down to think. The
volces of her uncle and aunt and Mr.
Silberberg came to her ears from the
main salon. Opening her window for
alr, she noted that the roar of the wina
from the earth bad ceased and knew
that they bad reached the calm area,
of which Willett had spoken, in the
middle of the “low.' They would
probably bave an easy landing In Chl
cago. And then?

One thing was certaln—she would
not live longer with the Shaynes. They
were too sordld, too hard, too cruel
And she would—not—stay—with—them
~any longer!

Oh, If she only had just one relative
in the world save Aunt Mariel

Stay! The thought struck ber of her
mother's father's people, somewhere o
the south. Her mother had been dls
owned by ber family for a perversely
contracted warriage, but they were
southerners, and they would not we¢
an orphan girl of thelr kin go howme
less. She would leave Aunt Marie a
note of thanks for all her many kind
pesses, take her really, truly own be
longings and Ay south. 8o there!

So regolving, she became quite calm
and walked lnto the maln salon in a
very matter of fact way. Aunt Marle
gave a shrill seream und falnted  Sil
berberg sald that be would be-—tor
mented. Mr. Shayne stared blankly.

“Well," suid Virgipia, “do you think
I am a ghost?"

“Oh, child.,” gasped Aunt Marle
“where have you been with him?”

Vieginla stood stlll, ber eyes abluze,
her cheeks burning. The Hoe was
coming Into the Chicage garage on
the roof of the Aerostatic Power bulld
jng in & most beautiful lnoding, but
none of the purty knew it.  Sliberberg
was gnzing nt the enrnged Virginia in
unbounded admiration. Her splendid
anger bhad won him back. Shayne
gpoke In foollsh agrecment with his
wife, half belleving for the moment
that there was something questionable
in Virginia's absence

“WILth 0 beggar!” sald he

“A bandit,” sald Aunt Marie, “an
nssansin!’
“A  beggar!™ repeated Virginia In

lofty scorn “Why, even If he were
one, In eug= nnd a hovel, he'd be worth

N munon age you! An assassin, a
bandit! And, If he s, what are you?
You rob by syudicate. assassionte by
geners] managers and superintendents
apid make beggurs by votes of shares!
1 loathe you, and | 1= 1 admire him
as much as | loathe you, As between
bandits like you and bandits lke him
give me the brave man rather than
the coward!"

Willett Interrmpted the scene by an
pouncing thelr successful landing
They passed constrainedly into the
tower and went down to the street and
to 8hayne's Chicago hotel in &8 motor
car, all In silence.

In the morning a letrer was taken
to the Shayne apartments. It was a
short, tear stained missive of gratl
tude, ponitence and farewell from Vir
glole to ber uunt. It ran:

You have been as Kind to me as any
womon can he to a person alin cannot

love. You have mever loved me, Aunt
Maris, and you will never seé me again.
1 blush 1o be obliged by your unjust sus-
plelons to say one thing more. I am not
golng to any ong  You have misjudged
me terribly. 1 dun't even know where he
o, 1 shall never know!
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Cralghead and Curson walked through
a stately peristyle to a low building
called the laboratory, but termed by
the patients the “shot tower." Theo-
dore was nstonished at the throng as-
sembled for the “shot" treatment, of
which be had as yet no conception—
men of all sorts anxlously watching
the clock like schoolboys fearful of
belng tardy. They formed In two col-
umns, resting on two alsles, across the
further ends of which stood two desks
exactly nlike, All slung their coats
over their right arms, disclosing slits
in their shirts at the left shoulder.

Cralghend, with Carson following.
gent back ripples of disorder along the
line by offering bets as to whether
Carson was himself or Wylie. Two
young men easlly classified ns new
hatched physiclans stationed them-
selves like sentinels at the desks. The

“t ADMIEE HIM /8 MUCH AS I LOATHE
you."

clock struck. There was a jostling at
the rear cuused by late comers, at
which the serious young doctors
frowned flercely. The lines moved for-
ward, and the men as they passed the
physiclans seemed to undergo sowe
sort of operation performed by means
of glittering Instruments, of which
Theodore caught glimpses like lght-
nlug playlug about those slitted shirt
sleaves,

Theodore found himself in the bu-
wan current and drifted with it. On
closer view he saw that the doctors
pricked tne patients with little glltter-
Ing weapons, but he reasoned that It
could be nothing very severe,

Cralghead passed on, and Carson
took his place. The doctor looked
searchingly in his face, seemed puz-
gled and reached to another reglon of
the tray for a syringe,

“You should have rolled wp your
sleeve or cut it,” sald he sternly. “Roll
It up.”

Theodore rolled up his sleeve, where-
upon with an expertness quite star-
tling the man of medicine pinched up
i bit of the brown flesh, shoved In the
peedle, pressed down the plston, and
Theodore was “shot.” With a stinging
in his arm and wondering as to the
why of it all, though he knew by this
time that he had dropped out of the
nlght sky Into full membership In a
drink cure establishmeat, he passed on.

Dr. Witherspoon met each patlent
with a stundardized smile, clasped
ench band with o grip of absolute uni-
formity und =ald, “Good morning. Mr.
Bascom.” or whatever the name might

be. “And how (s the appetite this
morning? And the toungue. please
Puise regulor, 1 observe  [uve you

had your constitutioual this worning?

Improving nieely, Mr  Huscom. Good
morning ™
They returned to Theodore's room.

Mr, Evans
f uboutr Carson's

Soon entered Mr (Vaieady
and a slender person

slze, who at once begun the coursing
of Imaginary game ou the wall paper,
slupping his thigh apd loughlng at

every fallure

“This,” sald Mr, O'Grady, Introduce
ing the Indour huntsman, “ls Mr, Wy-
e, Mr, Carson.”

“My worst fears contirmed!” hissed
Cralghead. “The one man 1 ever loved
turns out to be—ob, ye gods, both a
feller of truth and a vietlm of regular
habits! The last straw and no julept”

Carson looked at Wylle, aweiting
Mr. O'Grady's development of his
cane,

“We are, of cawse,” sald O'Grady,
“gsorry to have Interfored with your
plans, 3. Carson, but"—
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Mr. O'Grady’s grave discourse, in
which Carson could feel himself belng
placed Irrevocubly o the wrong, was
Interrupted by Mr., Wylle's making a
swoop upon an bpaginary animal on
Mr. O'Cirndy's nose,

“1 most catught him"” he erlsd, “A
bumblebee! A bumblebes!  Sunday,
gonats: mosguitoes, Monday: Tuesday,
flles: bees, Wilnesday: hornets yester-
day and nmblebess today. Blg game
soon! Ha, ha, ha, bha! Whoop!™

“Long lost bhrotheér eévidently," re-
marked Cralghead *1 note the Cralg-
head strawberry mark, Well, when he
etz to elephants 1 may cinim relation:
ship™

“Of enwse” went on Mr. O'Grady.
paying no attention to the Wylie incl-
dent except to use und examine for
blood stalns a neatly folded handkers
chlef, *your belng found v the green-
house has been partially explained, alr,
and we are not disposed to make you
trouble, In faect, with our customary
Hberality we shall leave to you both
that and your board and lodgings since
you so strangely came luto our—into
our midst.”

“Henr, hear!” ejnculnted Cralghead.
“Hooroar for the emporium!”

“And If you will kindiy sign these
mutual recelpts [n full for all ¢lalws
on both sides we will glve Mr., Wylle
his reoom, and-—here’s the pen, Mr
Carson, sir”

Theodore had already made the first
ptroke of the 1" when Cralghead
rushed upon hlm lke a whirlwind,
snatched the pen, burled It Into the
door like a Javelln, where It stood
quivering, and loterposed  between
Carson and O'Grady.

“Caltiff, avaunt!" he roared. Wikt
deprive the widows and orphans this
youth may accumulate of thelr cause
of actlon against this dope shotten
emporilum? Back, slave! You reach
bim only over my dead body! Recelpts
in full? Not on your life—to coln an
expression. You have shot his patrl-
clan blood full of dishwater and bug
julce; You have flied his Innocent and
unworldly stomach with dope. You
have amputated his appetite for light
wines and may as well pass him the
darker drink first a8 last. He has suf-
fered nnd must ever suffer most exeru-
clating paln and agony and both men-
tal and physical anguish, He's a gone
gosling! And 1, the greatest personal
Injury speclalist In the legal world, as
his attorney demand ten—thousand—
plunks as damages, falling the receipt
of which, well and truly to be pald In
lawful money of the realm, we'll take
the emporium In executlon and make
Witherspoon n stable boy, with you as
asslstant swipe, both of you to sleep
with Tige! We don't sign nothin',

gee?”
I gulf duncs, complete the Aying
meliive and brisg it to the
notice of the world 1o splie of the en
mity of Mpr. Shayne, vpon which he
now confldently counted. He wmust—

“1 know.” broke o Mr. Crajghend.
gazing at the ceillng through wreaths
of smoke, “the yearnluigs of your sub-
troplesl Alabamian systein. But be
practical. You come to this emporinm,
of which, alus, nelther of us s fated
to be an alumnus, and you find mwe in
fine fettle save that 1 am unrelnted to
the world. I atn an Antaeus, with no
immediate prospects of getting my
tootsles to mother earth; a storage bat-
tery as big as Plke's peak, but Insu-
lated from the mass of demaguetized
bumanlty; a great force for n number
of things, with no way of proving It
What do youn do? You make a profes-
slon for me. | was naught, not to men-
tion naugbty., What am I now? A
great persopal Injury lawyer, devel.
oping Into a prosperous ambulance
chaser. I was out of touch with the
world of finance. 1 have now lald the
foundation for the organization of the
great Carson-Craighead Aeronef cor-
poration!"

“What do you mean?"
Carson.

“What I say! What I say! Through
a long, colonnaded, peristyled vista of
marble and onyx I can see nalled to
the back feoce the hide of Mr. Finley
Shayne.

“But 1 have no clothes”
urged.

“Clothes!" scornfully repeated Cralg.
head. “What are they? Merely woven
fabrica to All bags to secure credit
withal at hotels. And you need no
credit, for this room 18 mine for the
whole term of the treatments pald for
by some one Into whose company 1
dropped or rose during my last shore
leave from the good ship Lithla, but
by whom 1 have no ldea. Clothes, In-
deed! Seat!”

“But It's cold here” persisted Car
son, feeling helpless In the tolls of this
serpentine logle. “I'm not prepared for
this climnte."”

“Look abroad!” ecommanded Cralg
hend, with a gesture toward the win-
dow. “The sun beats down upon the
last remnants of the snow, and the lt-
tle brooks give the glad bha-ha to the
river and send down the sllky billet
doux of the catkin to remind him that
they've busted loose and are hurling
themselves luto his arms, Why, darn
you, It's spring! And you can stay
right here—satenm heat, bath, hot and
cold water, padded cell In conneetion—
oh, falr youth, I love thee¢! Let me
finish bunkolng Mr, O'Grady and start
the Aeronef company. Don't be a
clam!”

“NYou know how I feel abont those
damages, but if 1 could get the eapltal
for the acronef"—

“Why, you don't doubt my practical
genfus, do you,” querled Cralghead In
gstonlshment—"In other people's af-
falrs, | mean, of course? Why. sir, if
In view of my fallure with my own 1
can‘'t haondle other people's business
then what becowes of my abillty? |1

tell ron, hnuchity southron, I'm rood
e e i s gt e ey

CHAPTER VIL
A TALE WITH MR WADDY.
HEODORE resolved that he
must hie to the shed in the

ejaculated

Carson

for something! 1 have found a billion-
pire, and you shall meet him.”

All that day Carson watched Cralg:
bond. From a trunk ecoverad with the
labels of forelgs truvel Cralghead took
a aheot of cardboard and palnted upon
it an elaborate slgn which bore the
legend, “Craighead. Attorney and Coun-
selor a1t Law ™ This he fastened out-
side the door. chuekling from time to
time as the passersby paused as If to
read 1. After awhile he added to it
“Personal Injury Cases a Specialty.”

CralZhes 2 wels quk late and brousht
back several legal looking books, which
he mnged upon the dresser lo dusty
formidability—an old set of Illinois
statutes and a tateered Broom's “Le
gal Maxims.” from which he read
unctuounsiy such Latin aphorisms as
“De minlmis non curat lex,” “Falsus
In uno, faisns« in omnibus,” and the like,
and lectured upon them very informa.
uvely. The remalnder of the library
consisted of a ten years' file of Mar-
tindale's Legal Directory, contalving
nothing wmore authoritative than lists
of the world's lawyers,

“Where did you get them?" asked
Theodore,

“Secondband man,” replied Cralg-
head, “un approval. We must Keep up
appearances even If we have to buy
‘em.”

They went out for a walk to give
0'Grudy o chance, ns Craighead ex-
pressed i, to see what he was up
agalnst, a statement that mystified
Theodore greatly,

On thelr return Mr, O'Grady seemed
to have been wrought upon by what
be wns “up agalnst,” for he asked Mr.
Oralghead If he would be so good as to
glve him a few minutes. Mr, Oralg-
bead looked at his watch, pleaded lack
of time and asked Theodore If thelr
business could walt. When Carson ad-
mitted that it could O'Grady sald
*Thank you, sir,” In the tone of a por-
ter accepting a tip.

What under heaven had suddenly
ralsed the expelled Craighead from e
desplsod position In the lnstitute to &
thing to luspire terror und panie Theo.
dore could not Imagine nor guess the
reason for Cralghend’s sardonle langh-
ter a8 be sat o their room drawing in-
dictments aguinst O'Grady and With-
erspoon. He saw, however, that these
weore awesome documents, which set
forth o a lnrge, round hand that these
gentlemen had been gullty of obtain-
Ing money under false pretenses, false
fwprisonment, mallelous assault and
the like, all done “feloniously, of mal-
lce prepense and aforethought, not
having the fear of God before thelr
eyes, but Instlgated thercunto by the
devil” and “against the peace and dig-
nity of the state of Ilinols and con-
trary to the statutes In such cases
made and provided.™

“Theodore, when we return” sald
Cralghend, “this room will be full of
corpses  knocked stiff by these lin-
peachments of O'Grady and Wither-
spoon. Take the spoor of the billllon:
aire. IHike—oh, hike—with me!" They
rrogsed a dim feld, followedl a furm
road and cnme boek Into the villnge
from the oppusite side.  Cralghend
hurried Carson to a broad poreh vuder
tell elms and maples koobby with
swelllng buds, He pushed a botton,
and they waited,

At slow steps In the hall Craighead
siqueezed Carson's arm spasmodically,
The door opened, and a low figure
stood before them o which Theodors
noted something famillar, and a volce
not altogether strange, he thought, in-
vited them Into the “other room.”

“Mr, Carson.” sald Mr. Craighead,
“does not recognize In onr hokt the
erstwhile gulde of my wandering and
wiabbly feet. Mr. Carson, in your new
and fully established capacity as a re-
spectable eitizen let me present you to
Mr. Waddy, to whose counael, precept
and example while acting as my at-
tendant 1 feel myself Indebted for my
complete restoration to Philistinehood.
Mr. Carson, Mr. Waddy!"

Mr, Waddy, Ignoriug this reintroduc-
tion, led them silently down the hall,
past a door, which gave forth scuffiing
sounds, female volces and the peeplng
of young chlckens, and took them Into
a snug den, the shelves of which were
covered with books—tall, lmposing,
learned looking tomes In time dark-
ened bindings—where they sat down In
leather covered chalrs gray with dust.

“80 you did reely drop Into the gar-
den?” thelr host finally asked.

“Yes," answered Carson, “1 think It
was foollsh to take the risk, but I did.”

“Why 7" querled Waddy, and Carson
explalned.

“Boy foollshness,” sald Mr. Waddy,
and sllence fell agaln, broken at last
by Theodore's Inquiry as to whether
Mr. Waddy was active In elghit banks
and if he did not find his duties Irk-
fome.

“No," replled Waddy., “The things
growed up on me, 1 never wanted to
be a banker, but my rents kep' loadin’
me up with deposits, un’ 1 sort of got
one bank after another—darn ltl—coun-
try binks—the boys run ‘em. 1 came
here to have a qulet time ln my owa
way, an' see how I make out. They
wanted me to put on style. They reck-
oned I was golng to when | bought
this place. 1 could slick up an' go to
stockholders’ meetin's, an' the boys
never knowed. An' jest as I got things
right Carollne’s man dles, an’ here she
comes to ‘tnke care' of me! I shun't be
allowed to earn a cent by workin' for
Witherspoon, an® {t brought me Into
guch society, Them Jngs s mighty nlce
fellers, some of ‘em.”

“1 thank you," suld Craighead, with
an excess of manner, “And as for your
belng eondemned by fawlly pride to
gterlle uselessness, 1t 18 truly a shame,
But I8 Caroline a relative?”

“Unly daughter.” answered Mr, Wad-
dy, "Come to live with me. Settin’
things to righrs

“Mr, Waddy.” snld Cralghead, “bear
up under this. It may be for the best.
And let us toke up Mr, Carson's great

project for ||;n|m'[m]iy,'.‘||.' aviation, 1
have long belleved that some one
“would turn ap with the machine to

——

|
subordinate all others, Dut sloce the
time of Santos-Dumont, Farman and
the Wrights aerial navigation has
mude ne resl progress. Mr. Carson is
the genjus. We offer you the unlque
chanee to be with us comaster of the |
world, Mr. Carson will be glad to ﬂ:-'
piunin his aeronef.”
“1I wun't put a cent In It sald Mr.
Waddy.

Carson’s heart sank, .
“Certalnly not,” replled Craighead,
as If Mr. Waddy's refusal were the |
most natural thing n the world, “until |
you have clphered the thing down to
brass nalls, And then— But tell Mr.
Waddy about it, Mr. Carson. You need
not enter into the offers of milllons we
have had and spurned. Just describe

the machine™
Carson switched on the lights, and
they gathered abont the table.

CHAPTER VIIL
| MIL WADDY INVESTS.
HE young man talked slowly,
Ooce lu awhile Me. Waddy in-
terjected a  question which
evinced intelllgent comprehen-
sloy of the heart of Carson's explana-
tlon, Carson explalned that bis aero-
nef differed from all others In haviug
wings like a bird's, which did not flap,
like those of the absurd orthopters and
Yyet used balf thelr surface in beating
the alr with a stealght thrust lke that
of an oar In water,

“Don't yeb use screws? asked Wad-
dy.

“Not at all,” apswered Carson. "The
screw can never be effective, because
it strikes with a slant. It will do In
water, but alr requires & more effec-
tive thrust. When your propeller
blade moves at a hundred mlles no
hour, say, you have a lift of thirty
pounds to the square foot of surface
with the direct stroke, But the surface
of the screw"—

“Now, how d'ye figger that?"

Carson repented Inborlously,

“Why," sald Carson, "I cnn 1ft
welghts that none of the other alrships
can stir and fiy off like an eagle with a
fish!"

The farmer-banker and the Inventor
were so absorbed that they scarcely
noticed the entrance of a messenger
from the (nstitute with a message
from Mr, 0'Grady asking 1f Mr. Cralg
head would step outslde for 4 moment
nor Cralghend’s withdrawnl and re-
turn,

“The direction of the blow of the
propeller,” sald Carson, “ls under per-
fect control. A bLird's wing lsn't. This
Is & better wing than an eaglo's,”

“Kin you ralse right stralght up”
asked Waddy, “without running along
like a buzeard ¥

“1 gure ¢an,” replled Carson, falling
into dialect. *No bird ean do that—no
big bird. It's o better, stronger fller
than any bll. The best any other ma-
ehine ¢can do is to support four pounds
to the square foot of surface. With
my new motors | ean fly off with five
times that, aud Uve got four times
thelr bearing surface. 1 can carry
mnll and express at a profit or passen-
gers that can afford it 1 can hover
over a ship with good heavy torpedoes
and sink hor and overtake any vesscl
that floats, 1 cun"'~

“What kind of motors you got? ln-
terrupted Waddy,

Carson went Into detalls. The old
man looked through his eyebrows,
whiskers and mustaches at Carson and
the drawlngs,

“What If your engines stop” he
asked, “when you're n mile high and
over water mebbe?"

“l ean soar,” answered Carson. "1
can make headwany and galn helght
with no power {f there's a wind, and
1 can stay up for hours with the pro-
pellers set for meropianes. But the
best thing 1 haven't mentloned—the
gyroscople balancing deyice."

“What's that?” asked Mr. Waddy.

“Why, It's the successful application
of the gyroscope to nviation.”

“They used to talk about that” ob-
served Mr. Waddy, "long ago—the
Brennan single rall roads, I thought
it turned out that the gyroscopes was
too heavy £'r alr work.”

“They are too heavy," crled Theo-
dore, “if you use them to do the bal-
ancing. That's sure, And so we have
had to balance by feeling, just as we
do a bleycle. Thought lsn't quick
enough, so you have to rely on feellng,
as & bird does, But I use lttle gyro-
scopes not to control by thelr welght
and streas, but to distribute power to
the wings and rudders—positive, auto-
matle distribution of power. Why, if
the engineer of wy machine should
fall dead It would fiy on just as he set
it untll the fuel was exhausted. It
feels and thinks.”

They did not notice the opening of
the door nor see the woman who en-
tered.

“Papa," shoe sald,

Mr. Wanddy rose hastlly and faced
her, Bhe looked ke Mr. Waddy, but
was undenlably pretty. He was blocky
and short: she, round and plump, with
gmall hands and feot. The turned up
plig nose of Mr, Waddy was modified to
a delightful little retrousse effect in her,

“Papn,” sald she, “this Is bardly a
place in which to entertaln these gen-
tlemen. We have cleared out the east
parior.”

“Oh, yes!" nssented Mr, Waddy, with
foverish haste, “To Lo sure, Caroline!
Take 'em in, won't you? I've got to
gee the hired man, My daughter, Mrs,
Grayblll, Mr. Cralghead; Carollne, a—
a friend of mioe, Mr. Carson of Ala
boma, Excuse mwe for a minute, gentle
men."

“Supper,”" sald sheo, smiling, “will be
gorved very soon,”

The long dining room was gloomy
with decayed gentliity—binck beams,
dnrk walnseoting and a brond plate
rnll bhearing clevises, oll
ennd nnd baskets of eggs labeled as to
breeds and dates, Durlng the meal

wrenches,

Cralghead come ot Itllilll'.'.hll.:')' in his
ancounters  with  Mres, Grayblll, to
whaom, na It seemed to Theodors, ha
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was making violent love, Mr, Waddy
sit burfed In thought, save when he
questioned Carson concerning the nero-
nef,

“There's no cluch In It" said Mr
Waddy, “uo mopopoly, an' as soon as
it's publie everybody'll bulld ‘em. I
do husiness ou clnches”

“Oh, but the patents, Mr. Waddy!™
eried Cralghead, “You forget the pat-
ents”

“They expire In a few years,” sald
Mr. Waddy, “san’ then where are yeh?
Lund, now-—that 1 made my money
In—land's an eternal clnch.”

“Mr. Waddy.” sald Cralghead, “this
mattor of securing excluslve control of

the alr Is a part of our plans. It Is
one of my specialties.”
Cnrson was amazed. Mr, Waddy

grunted as If Hghtly impressed, as no
doubt he was,

“How long will It take you,” sald
he, “to kind of draw out your plan
for clinchin’ the control of the alr le-
gally 1

“Ob, a very brief time" sald Craig-
head. *1 have Installed a fine law li-
brary In my apartmments so the consul-
tation of authorities will be ensy, but"—

“Well,” fnterrupted Mr. Waddy, “if
you cun have that done by the time
Mr, Carson enn go where his machine
l«, put it in shape an' fly back It'll do,
When he lghts In the front yard an'
you bring me a good law proof monop-
oly I'll go In with you, but he's got
to fetch a letter from Mobile within
twenty-four hours o' the time It's
stamped there, I'm from Mlissouri!
What say?"

“Done!" erled Cralghend,

Theodore was trembling,

“RBefore wo call It a bargaln,” sald
Theodore, “I should llke a word with
Mr, Craighead if you will excuse me.”

“Qertalnly,” sald Mrs. Grayblll

Cralghend faced Carson inquiringly
as they found themselves alone in the
hall

“I wish to explaln,” sald Theodore.
“that 1-I can't pay the charges on tha
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‘“I'VHl BETTLED THE CASRE OF OANSON VER-
SUS THE SLATTERY INSTITUTR.'

motors; I can't got them down to the
beach. Bo how can we accept Mr
Waddy's offer?"

“Gad, cunnel,” exclalmed Craighead,
“I'm glad you told me Iu private in-
stend of disclosing our lmpecunlous-
ness to his Waddiness, But have ne
fenr, You carry Cacsar and his fortunes.
1 have the fund for the motors.”

Cralghead drew from his pocket &
roll of bills, the outer one of rathes
startling magnitude.

“Feen,” sald Cralghend — “damages,
sctual and exemplary. T've séttled Te
case of Carson versus the Blattery In-
stitute, Fair sir, we have a swolles
fortune.”

“What do you mean?" asked Carson.

“1 mean,” sald Craighend, “that this
roll of tainted money is our loot of the
emporfum. Wit well that I sonked ‘em
plenty."”

“But T can't allow this!" cried The
odore.

“It's  already allowed." answered
Cralghead, with an alr of perfect Inne-
cence. “Come, callow slr, we can't be-
gin now the rulnous policy of scrutd-
nizing the sources of our supplies. We
can endow a college later, und that—
What you dolng?"

Carson was eramming the bills inte
his pocket.

“GGolng back to Mr. Waddy" mald
he. “Come on."

“Aye, aye, sir," sald Cralghend, bis
hand to his foreloclk. “But | wams
you. eapting, that there's brenkers dead
dhend und on both bows and that
Craighend's the only pllot as knows
these waters,  But here's with you,
If 1It's to Davy Jones!"

“Mr. Waddy.” sald Theodors, walk-
Ing up to him and looking him in the
face, “before nccepting your offer 1
must make sare thut 1 ean fulfill my
part of 1t. 1 must install the motors In
the seronef. There are some finan
areangements to be made, It may be
some wepks''—

“I'l lot you have what monay you
need,” sadd Mre. Waddy, “I know how
it gen'ly 18 with these here genjuses.”

Theodore gragped the old man's
hands, his face flushed with joy.

T aceept your ndvances with pleas-
ure,” sald he, “and within sixty days
I ghall be here with the neronef.”

“As certain,” sald Craighead, "as the
world turns over sixty times on fts
shafting. Got your order, Mr. Wad-
dy!"

They took thelr departure,

After rotiving they lny awnke, ex-
changing remarks and suggeations
agross the dnrk room,

(Continued to Page §8).
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