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“Shopping By Mail”

[s A Pleasant Experience

attention by a woman
as you would give
most pleasant and

When your needs are given prompt
who can give them as careful attention
them yourself—‘shopping by mail” is a
advantageous way to shop.

Warm days may come and rains descend—days are sure
to come when you do not care to take a shopping trip. The
United States Mail is your connecting link with Baltimore's
Best Store and Harriet Knight, expert shopper.

We invite you to make use of our Personal Shopping Serv-
ice whenever you need anything. Write to Miss Harriet
Knight and tell her what your needs are. After one ex-
perience, you will be glad to trust her judgment and good

taste at all times.

45 DEPARTMENTS ARE HERE TO SERVE YOU!

HocuscHILD.KOHN & (o. '

Baltimore, Md.
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Luck and Lack |

Don’t trust to luck.Luck s uqmlstworthy.
Syst ic. scientific striving for any
goal is far more likely to bring you suc-
cess than any mere faith in your success.
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~ THE PEOPLES BANK

T.F. JOHNSON, Cashier.

in Everybag
Givea ou a fe rfi_l-izei' that

I3 SO pern cﬂy mixed that
_every rivulet running through
the drill has the same amount

of food for EVERYPLANT

SOMERS BLAKE
DENTON. MD.

- AGENT FOR .
.OBER

FERTILIZERS

Dr. Miles’ Nervine
Dr. Miles’ Heart Treatmen

Dr Miles’ Tonic
Dr. Miles’ Blood Purifier

Dr. Miles’ Anti-Pain Pills
Dr. Miles’ Laxative Tablets

Dr. Miles’ Tonic

| Now listen—all of you.

THE AMERICAN UNION, DENTON

Cdpyrighi by Geo

“Probably,” remarked Peter Dam
rall. “What's the program now?”

Hugh examined the bead on his
glass with a professional eye before
replying.

“Two things,” he murmured at
length, “fairly leap to the eye. The
first is to get Potts away to a place
of safety; the second is to get over
to Paris.”

“Well, let's get gay over the first,
as a kick-off,” said Jerningham, ris-
ing. “There's a car outside the door}
there |is Eng‘fund at our disposal’
We'll take him away; YyYou pad the
hoof to Victoria and catch the boat-
train.”

“Jt sounds too easy,” remarked
Hugh. “Have a look out of the win.
dow, Ted, and you'll see a man fright-
fully busy dofng nothing not far from
the door. You will also see a racing
car Just across the street. Put a wat
compress on your head, and connect

the two.”
A gloomy silence settled on the as-

sembly, to be broken by Jerry Sey-

mour suddenly waking up with 8
start.
“I've got tﬁ ‘stomach-ache,’” he an-
nounced proudly.
His listeners

moved.

“You shouldn’t eat so Tfast,” re-
marked Algy severely. “And you cer-
tainly oughtn't to drink that beer.”

To gvert the disaster he immedi-
ately consumed it himself, but Jerry
was too engrossed with his brain-
storm to notice.

“I've got the ‘stomach-ache,’” he re-
peated, “and she ought to be ready
by now. In fact I know she is. My
last crash wasn't a bad one. What
about it?”

“You mean . . .
staring at him,

4] .mean.,” answered Jerry, “that
I'll go off to the airdrome now, and
get her ready. Bring Potts along in
half an hour, and I'll take him to
the governor's place In Norfolk. Then
I'll take you ower to Paris.”

“Great !—simply great!” With a
report like a gun Hugh hit the speak-
er on the back, inadvertently knock-
ing him down. “Off you get, Jerry.
By the way, how many will she hold ?”’

“Two beside me"” spluttered the
proud proprietor of the Stomach-ache,.
“And I wish yom'd reserve your en-
dearments for people of your own
size, you great, fat, hulking mon-
strosity.”

He reached the door with a moment

gazed at him un-

T sald Hugh,

| to spare, and Hugh came back laugh-

ing.

“Verily—an upheaval In the grey
matter,” he cried, carefully refilling
his glass. “Now, boys, what about
Paris?”

“Is it necessary to go at all?” asked
Peter.

|  “It wouldn't have been if the Yank
had. been sane,”

answered Drum-
“As it is, I guess I've got to.
Ted—off you
go, and raise a complete waiter’s out-
fit, dicky and all. complete. Peter—
you come with me to the airdrome,
and afterward look up Mullings, at

mond.

| 18 Green street, Hoxton, and tell him

to get in touch with at least fifty
demobilized soldiers who are on for a
scrap. Algy—you hold the fort here,
and don’t get drunk on my ale. Peter
will join you, when hess finished with
Mullings, and he's not to get drunk,
either. Are vou all on?”

Ten minutes later he “was at the
wheel of his car with Darrell and the
millionaire behind. But Hugh seemed
in no great hurry <o start. A whim-
sical smile was on his face, as out
of the corner of his eve he watched

| the man who had been busy doing
' nothing feverishly trying to crank his
| car, which, after the manner of the

brutes, had scized that moment to jib.
Stil smiling, Hugh got out and

|wnlked up to the perspiring driver.

“A warm
“Don't hurry;

he murmured,
wait for you.”

dﬂy:i
we'll

I'l‘hpn. while the man, utterly taken

aback, stared at him speechlessly, he
strolled back to his own car.
“Hugh—you're mad, quite mad”
caid Feter resignedly, as with a splut-
tering roar the other car started, but
Hugh still smiled. On the way to
the airdrome he stopped twice after a
block in the traflic to make quite sure
that the pursuer should have no
chance of losing him, and, by the time

| they were clegr of the traffic and spin-

ning toward their destination, the gen-
tleman in the car behind fully agreed
with Darrell.

At first he had expegpted some trick,
being a person of tortuous brain; but
as time went on, and nothing unex-
pected happened, he became assured.
His orders were to follow the mil-
lHlonaire, and inform headquarters
where he was taken to. "And assured-
ly at the moment it seemed easy mon-
ey. Then, gquite suddenly, the hum-
ming stopped and he frowned. The
car in front had swung off the road,
and turned through the entrance of a
small airdrome. What the devil was
he to do now? Most assuredly he
could not pursue an airplane on a mo-
tor—even a rgpcer. Blindly, without
thinking, he did the first thing that
came into his head. He left his car
standing where it was, and followed
the others into the airdrome on foot.
Perhaps he could find out something
from one of the mechanics; someone
might be able to tell him where the
plane was going.

There she was with the car beside

—_—
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her. and already the millionaire was
being strapped into his seat. Drum-
mond was talking to the pllot, and
the sleuth, full of eagerness, accosted
a passing mechanic. '

“Can you tell me where that alr-
plane Is going to?" he asked ingrati-
atingly.

It was perhaps unfortunate that the
said mechanic had just had a large
spanner dropped on his toe, and his
answer was not helpful. It was an
education In one way, and at any oth-
er time the pursuer would have treat-
ed it with the respect it deserved.
But, as it was, it was unfortunate
that Peter Darrell should have chosen
that moment to look round. And all
he saw was the mechanic talking ear-
nestly to the sleuth. . . . Where-
upon he talked earnestly to Drum-
mond, . . .

In thinking It over after, that un-
happy sleuth whose job had seemed so
easy, found it difficult to say exactly
what happened. All of a sudden he
found himself surrounded by people—
all very affable and most conversa-
tional. It took him quite five minutes
to get hack to his car, and by that
time the plane was a speck In® the
west. Drummond was standing by
the gates when he got there, with a
look of profound surprise on his face.

“One 1 have seen often,” remarked
the soldier: “two sometimes; three
rarely ;. four never. Fancy four punc-
tures—all at the same time! Dear,
dear! 1 positively insist on giving
you a UfL"

He felt himself irresistibly propelled
toward Drummond’'s car, with only
time for a fleeting glimpse at his own
four flat tires, and almost before he
realized it they were away.  And it
was then that the man he had thought
mad laughed gently.

“Is it all right, Peter?” Hugh asked.
“All safe,” came a voice from be-
hind. -

“Then dot him one!” ;

The sleuth had a fleeting vision of
stars of all colors which danced be-
fore his eyes, coupled with a stun-
ing blow on the back of the head.
Vaguely he realized the car was pull-
ing up—then blackness.

FOUR.

“My dear fellow, I told you we'd
get here somehow.” Hugh Drummond
stretched his legs luxuriously. “The
fact that it was necessary to crash
your blinking bus in a stray field in
order to avoid their footling pass-
port regulations is absolutely imma-
terial. The only damage is-a dent in
Ted’s dicky, but all the best waiters
have that. They smear it with soup
to show thelr energy. . . . My God!
Here's another of them.”

A Frenchman was advancing to-
ward them down the stately vestibule
of the Ritz waving protesting hands.
He addressed himself in a voluble
crescendo to Drummeond, who rose and
bowed deeply. His knowledge of
French was microscopic, but such tri-
fles were made to be overcome.

The Frenchman produced a note-
book. “Votre nom, M'sieur, s'il véus
plait?”

“Undoubtedly, mon
marked Hugh vaguely.
ons dans—"

“He wants your name, old dear,”
murmured Jerry weakly.

“Oh, does he?" . Hugh beamed on
the gendarme. “You priceless little
bird! My name is Captain Hugh
Drummond.”

And as he spoke, a man sitting close
by, who had been an amused onlooker
of the whole scene, stiffened suddenly
in his chair and stared hard at Hugh.
It was only for a second, and then
he was once more merely the politely
interested spectator. But Hugh had
seen that guick look, though he gave
no sign: and when at last the French-
man departed, apparently satisfled, he
leaned over and spoke to Jerry.

“See that man with the suit of
hand-me-downs and the cigar?" he re-
marked. “He's in the game; I'm just
wondering on which side.”

He was not left long ln._doubt. for
barely had the swing doors closed
behind the gendarme, when the man
in question rose and came over to
him.

“Excuse me, sir,” he sald, in a pro-
nounced nasal twang, “but I heard
you say Yyou were Captain Hugh
Drummond. I guess you're one of
the men I've come across the water
to see. My card.”

Hugh glanced at the pasteboard lan-
guidly.

“Mr. Jerome K. Green,” he mur
mured. “What a jolly sort of name.”

“See here, Captain” went on the
other, suddenly displaying a badge
hidden under his coat. “That’ll put
you wise. That badge is the badge of
the police force of the United States
of America: and that same force is
humming some at the moment.” He
sat down beside Hugh, and bent for-
ward confidentially. “There's a prom-
inent citizen of New York city been
mislaid, Captain; and, from informa-
tion we've got, we reckon you know
quite a lot about his whereabouts.
What about Hiram C. Potts?”

“What, indeed?’ remarked Hugh.
“Sounds like a riddle, don’t 1t?”

“You've heard of him, Captain?”

“Few people have not.”

“Yes—but you've met him recently,”
sald the detective, leaning forward.
“You know where he is, and”"—he
tapped Hugh on the knee impresasively
—*1 want him. I want to take him

— - -

IRWIN

Colonel,” re-
“Nous crash-
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back In cottonwool to his wife and
daughters., That's why I'm over on
this side, Captain, just for that one
purpose.”

“There seem to me to bhe a con-

siderable number of people wander-
ing around who share your ovinion

i —

«Me Must Be a Popuiar Sort of Cove.”

about Mr. Potts,” drawled Hugh. “He
must be a popular sort of cove.”
“popular ain't the word for it, Cap-
tain,” said the other. *“Have you
got him now?”’
“In a matter of speaking, yes,” an-

swered Hugh, beckoning to a passing
waiter. “Three Martinis.”

“Where is he?” snapped the detective
eagerly.

Hugh laughed.

“Being wrapped up In cotton<vool
by somebody else’s wife and daugh-
ters. You were a little too quick, Mr.
Green: you may be all you say—on
the other hand, you may not. And
these days I trust no one.”

The American nodded his head im
approval.

“Quite right,” he remarked. “My
motto—and yet I'm going to trust you.
Weeks ago we heard things on the
other side, through certain channels,
as to a show which was on the rails
overe here.” :

Hugh nodded.

““Then Hiram Potts got mixed up
in it: exactly how, we weren't wise
to. But it was enough to bring me
over here. Two days ago I got this
cable” He produced a bundle of
papers, and handed one to Drum-
mond. “It's in cipher, as you sSeeé;
I've put the translation underneath.”

Hugh took the cablegram and
glanced at it. It was short and to
the point:

“Captain Hugh Drummond, of Half
Moon street, London, Is your man.”

He glanced up at the American, whe
drained his cocktail with the air of &
man who is satisfled with life.

“Captain Hugh Drummond of Half
Moon street, London, is my man,” he
chuckled. “Well, Captaln, what about
it now? WIill you tell me why you've
come to Paris? I guess it's something
to do with the business I'm on.” .

For a few moments Hugh did not
reply, and the American seemed In
no hurry for an answer. Some early
arrivals for dinner sauntered through
the lounge and Drummond watched
them idly as they passed. The Ameri-
can detective certainly seemed all
rightt but. . . . Casually, his
glance rested on a man sitting just
opposite, reading the paper. He took
in the short, dark beard—the immacu-
late, though slightly foreign evening
clothes: evidently a wealthy French-
man giving a dinner party in the res-
taurant by the way the head waliter
was hovering around. And then sud-
denly his eyes narrowed, and he sat
motionless.

“Are you interested in the psycholo-
gy of gambling, Mr. Green 7" he re-
marked, turning to the somewhat
astonished American.

cannot control their eyes or their

mouth if the stakes are big; others

cannot control their hands.. ¥For "in-

stance, the gentleman opposite. Does
anything strike you particularly with

regard to him?”
The detective glanced across the

lounge.

“He seems to like hitting his knee
with hig left hand,” he sald, after
a short inspection. -

JPrecisely.” murmured Hugh. “That
is why 1 came to Paris.”

CHAPTER IX.

In Which He Has 3 Near Shave,
ONE.

“Captain, you have mwe guessing.”
The American bit the epd off another

cigar, and leaned back in his chair. |

“You say that swell Frenehman with
the waiters hovering abeut like flcas
round a dog's tail is the reason you
came to Paris. Is he kind of friend-
ly with Hiram C. Potts?”

Drummeond laughed.
“The first time I met Mr. Potts,”

he remarked, “that swell Frenchman
was just preparing to put & thumb-
screw on his second thumb.”

The detective looked up

in the evening,’ answered Prummond
quietly. *“It was then that I removed
your millionaire pal.”

The other lit his cigar deliberately.

“Say, Captain,” he murmured, “you
ain’t pulllng my leg by any chance,
are you?’

“] am neot,” sald Drummond short-
ly. “I was told, beftre I met him,
that the gentleman over there was
one of the boys. . . . He Is, most
distinctly. In fact, though up to date
such matters have not been much In
my line, I should put him down as &
sort of super-criminal. I wonder what

name he is passing under herel”

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2929 scm3544-0243.jpd
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“Some people

The American ceased pulling at his
cigar.

“Do they vary?”

“In England he is clean-shaven, pos-
sesses a daughter, and answers to
Carl Peterson. As he is at present I
should never have known him, but for
that little trick of his.”

“Possesses a daughter!” For the
first time the detective displayed
traces of excitemeant. “Holy Sinoke!
it can’t be him!” o

“Who?' demanded Drummond.

But the other did not answer. Out
of the corner of his eye he was watch-
ing three men who had just joined
the subject of their talk, and on his
face was a dawning amazement. He
waited till the whole party had gone
into the restaurant, then, throwing
aside his caution, he turned excitedly
on Drummond.

“Are yvou certain,” he cried, “that
that's the man who has been monkey-
ing with Potts?”

“Absolutely,” sald Hugh. *“He rec-
ognized me; whether he thinks I rec-
ognized him or not, [ don’t know.”

“Then what,” remarked the de-
tective, “is he doing here dining with
Hocking, our cotton trust man; with
Steinemann, the German coal man;
and with that other guy whose face
is famillar, but whose name I can't
place? Two of ’em at any rate, Cap-
tain, have got more millions than
we're ever likely to have thousands.”

Hugh stared at the American.

“Last night,” {e sgid slowly, “he
was foregatherin2

the most atrocious ragged-trousered
revolutionaries it's ever been my luck
to min up against”

“We're in it, Captain, right in the
middle of 1t,” cried the detective, slap-
ping his leg. “T'll eat my hat if that
Frenchman isn't Franklyn—or Lib-
stein—or Baron Darott—or any other
of the blamed names he ealls himsel
He's a genius; he's the goods. Geel
he whistled gently under his breath.
“If we could only lay him by the
heels.”

For a while he stared in front of
him, lost in his dream of pleasant
anticipation ; then, with a short laugh,
he pulled himself together.

“Quite a few people have thought
the same, Captain,” he remarked,
“and there he is—still drinking high-
balls.

“You say he was with a crowd of
revolutionaries last night. What do
you mean exactly?”
“Bolshevists, Anarchists, members

the Do-no-work-and-have-all-the-
money brigade,” answered Hugh.
“But excuse me a moment. Waiter.”

A man who had been hovering
round came up promptly.

“Four of 'em, Ted,” said Hugh In
a rapid undertone. “¥Frenchman with

of
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“Righto, Old Bean!” Returned the .. ~ .}, ough the skylight

with a crowd of

!

in- a funny mood.
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the detective.

“Ted Jernmngham—son of Sir Pat-
rick Jerniugham_ Bart., and Lady Jern-
ingham, of Jerningham hall, Rutland,
England,” answered Hugh, still grin-
ning. “We may be crude in our

| methods, Mr. Green, but you must ad-

mit we do our best. Incidentally, if
you want to know, your friend Mr.
Potts is at present tucked between
the sheets at that very house. He
went there by airplane this morning.”
He waved a hand toward Jerry. “He
was the pilot.” .

The American was shaking his hea
a little dazedly. “We've got to get
busy on what your friend Peterson’s
little worry is; we've then got to stop
it— some old how. Now, does noth-
ing sort of strike you?”
keenly at the soldler. ‘“Revolution-
aries, Bolshevists, paid agitators last
night: insernational financlers this
evening. Why, the broad outline of
the plan is as plain as the nose on
your face; and it's just the sort of
game that man would love. . . .”
The detective stared thoughtfully at
the end of his cigar, and a look of
comprehension began to dawn on
Hugh's face.

“Great Scott! Mr. Green,” he saild,
“I'm beginning to get you. What was
defeating me was, why two men like
Peterson and Lakington should be
mixed up with last night's crowd.”

“Lakington! Who's Lakington?”
asked the other quickly.

“Number Two in the combine,” said
Hugh, “and a nasty man.”

“Well, we'll leave him out for the
moment,” said the American. “Doesn’t
it strike you that there are quite a
number of people in this world who
would benefit if England became &
sort of second Russia? That Such a

| thing would be worth money—big

money? That such a thing would be
worth paying through the nose for?
It would have to be done properly;
your small strike here, and your small
strike there, ain’t no manner of use.
One gigantic syndicalist strike all over
your country—that’s what Peterson’s
playing for, I'll stake my bottom dol-
lar. How he's doing it is another mat-
ter. But he's in with the big finan-
clers: and he’s using the tub-thunip-
ing Bolshies as tools. Gad! It's a
big scheme”— he puffed twice at his
cigar—“a durned big scheme. Your
little old country, eaptain, is, saving
one, the finest on God’s éarth ; but she's
She's sick, like
most of us are: maybe she's a little
bit sicker than a good many people
think. But I reckon Peterson’s cure
won’t do any manner of good, exéept-
ing to himself and those blamed cap-
italists who are putting up the dol-
lars.” :

“Then where the devil does Potts
coime in,” said Hugh, who had lis-

tened Intently, to every word the Am-
erican had said. “And the duchess of
Lampshire’s pearls?’

“Pearls!” began the American, when
the restaurant door opened suddenly
and Ted Jerningham emerged. He
seemedtobeinahurry.andgnﬂ
half rose in his chair. Then he sat
back again, as with miraculous rapid-
ity a crowd of infuriated head waiters
and other great ones appeared from
nowhere and surrounded Jerningham.

Undoubtedly this was not the Way

if he had just been discovered as an
impostor and sacked on the spot. And
undoubtedly if he had been a waiter,
this large body of scandalized beings

would have removed him expeditiously

through some secret buttery-hatch,
and dropped him on the pavement out
of a back entrance. J

Just opposite Hugh he halted, and
in a clear voice addressed no one in
particular:

“You're spotted. Look cut.
at Godalming.”

Then, engulfed once more in the
crowd, he continued his majestic pro-
gress, and finally disappeared a little
abruptly from view.

“Cryptic,” murmured the American,
“put some lad. Gee! He had that
bunch guessing.” o

“The ledger ‘at Godalming,” said
Hugh thoughtfully. *“I watched Pete
last nigh

_'; C

Waiter, “but Don’t Hope for Too getting gay with that ledger. I'm thin'
| ing we'll have to look inside it, X

Much.”

a beard. a Yank, and two Boches.
your best.”
“Right-o, old bean!” returned the
waiter, “but don’t hope for too much.”
He disappeared unobtrusively into

the restaurant, and Hugh turned with
a laugh te the American, who was

staring at him in amazement.

i

L]

Green. What about a little dinner :
Maxim's? I'm thinking we've fowr
out all we're likely to find, until v
can get to that ledger. And thank
to your knowing those birds, -
Green, our trip to Paris has been
considerable value.”

(To Be Continued.)
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