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2 HID IN THE NETHER WORLD. 

To say that old Tennis Van Dyck, senior 
‘artner in the great banking house of Vin 

vke & Platner, was indignant when it was 
sovered that Sylvester Quarles, his con- 

tial clerk, was a defaulter to a very 

y amount through methods of falee 
‘keeping as simple as they were clever, 

1 not fittingly express his mental con- 
1. He was enraged by the audacity 
as he was humiliated by the duplicity 

ne man. All the hard, tenacious qual 
1 of his being, which his competitors in 
any an important transaction had learned 

know and dread as his direct Inherit 

nce from his Datch ancestry, were roused 

to fnllest action. To catch and punish the 

thief became an enthralling purpose in 

: comparison with which his financial inter- 

ests seemed as inane as the sports of his lar 

distant childhood. 
It was not the loss, Van Dyck & Platner 

could charge off, as they did, the defiit of 

several hundred thousand dollars and not 

ealize its absence in any business or 

arsonal way. But Teunis Van Dyck 
yurished strong convictions concerning a 

anker's duty in such a case, and bad often 

xpressed them, alas! to his favorite clerk. 
“The banker is the trustee of industry 

and thritt,” he was wont to say, ‘‘having a 

duty as sacred as that of the priesthood. 

Defalcation is an assassin’s blow at modern 

life—the commercial uopardonable ein. 

The very moment a banking house dis- 
covers that one of its assistants has been 
unfaithful, all the resources of the law 

should be concentrated on bringing the 

scoundrel to justice.” 

So the banker bad announced bis views 
many a time; and the very man who had 

concurred in them so intelligently wae 
even then stealing right and left, and now 

was missing, together with ha f a million. 
Hence, if ever a man bad incentive to 

superbuman ex: rtion, that man was Tennis 

Van Dyck. 
He lost no time in vain regrets, working 

even while he cursed. In a few strokes of 

his pen all the public and private agencies 

of detection were enlisted to the «fforts of 

their lives in apprehending Sylvester 

Quarles. The daily prees, too, proved a 

mighty coadjutor. Sylvester's picture was 

seen on a thousand sheets; dapper, well 

dressed, clean-shaven, with inevitable 

glasses shining reassuringly His record 

was revealed in the cold, remorseless light 

of publicity. Indeed, it might be said 

that his records were revealed, for so many 

evils were att:ibuted to him, such diseipa- 

tion and gambling, such double living and 

consorting with strange women, that it 

really was a wonder where he had found 

time for those m'sdirected efforts which 

were the cause of all this wrath and woe. 

One day, at the very height of this laud- 

sble excitement, a small, elight woman 

dressed in black and heavily veiled called 

on Judge Josiah Marcellus and was invit- 

ed at once into his private office. 

«What, Julie, my poor child,” cried 

the eminent lawyer, as bis visitor disclosed 

a white face, the whiter for dark, flashing 

eyes which gave it an expression of inten- 

‘sity ; “*believe that I commiserate with you 

from my heart. But there are alleviations 

you know. No one for one moment thinks 

that you were cognizant of your husband’s 

crime. You have [consolation in your 

friends and children and future reliet and 

protection in your father’s loving care.” 

(The police, ‘began Mrs. Q iarles. 

‘Yes, I know,’ interrupted the judge in 

his eager kindness, ‘they are displaying 

unusual efforts, but hope for the best, my 

dear. Sylvester had a three days start, 

which means nearly 8 000 miles in these 

days of limited expresses. I may tell you 

for your comfort, what I heard confiden- 

tially, that there is not a clue, a trace, to 

bis whereabouts. The authorities are 

completely balked.’ 

“That's it, that's it,” exclaimed the little 

woman in a white heat of impatience and 

indignation, ‘the police are weak and in- 

competent, they have not found him, and 

so I come to you, our old family Iriend, 

my father's trusted adviser, I come to you 

for help in catching him.’ 

‘What, your own husband, the father ol 

your children—’ 

‘What sort of husband, what sort of 

father? retorted Julie passionately. ‘Do 

you think I have no feelings, no shame! 

The police, indeed ; if they are not hood- 

winked, they are dishonest ; for they never 

tell how bad a good man really is until it 

is too late!’ 
‘Perhaps he has made away with him- 

self,’ suggested the judge feebly. 
‘Nonsense! He wasn't suddenly tempt- 

od; be didn't impulsively yield; be did 

oAbe. Cronkite’s Search for an Absconping Confidential Clerk— 

Reasoning That Led Him in Another Direction, = 

none of those momentary acts which bring 

on remorse! Haven't you read the papers? 
This was a deep-laid plot of his to dis- 
honor the wite of his bosom by flacing with 

that woman, that unknown woman, of 
whom so much is now said. Thsy are 

away, in safety, in luxury, togethar, while 
I am left to beat the ignominy alone!’ 

‘Since he is so unworthy, you should 

put him out of your mind,” advised the 

judge. 

‘Can I put the years of love anal devo 
tion out of my mind? Can I put the child: 
ren, the fatherless children, out of my 

mind? No, no. no! | can nevar rast cone 

tent until they're found, unmasked, strip 

ped of their plunder, punished! And so, 
as | say, I come to you.’ 

‘Bat you surely don't think that [ — — 
Oh, no,’ answered Jilie, ‘I kaow that 

you are not a police runner: that your 
cases, to bs respectable, must deal with 

millions ; but I have often heard my father 
speak of your man. Abe Cronkite, and 

the sensible way he has ot getting at the 
truth. Now, I want you, my dear Judge, 

to put me in touch with him,s0 that he may 
take up the search and carry it through for 
me.’ 

At first the Judge remonstrated, urging 

such feelings of revenge were unworthy, 

but the very contrast of her bright. happy 

face, as he formerly knew it, with her tense, 
livid energy now deprived him of his da. 

termination ; so stipulating that he should 
be free from further responsibility or kaow- 

ledge, be called Abe Cronkite into the 
room. 

What the formar detective thought of 
the assignment did not appear from word 
or look : the fact that the Judge wished it 

was sufficient te bring bis trained powers 
into full play. Quickly exhausting the in- 
formation that Mrs. Quarles could give— 

that her hushard had gone to work one 
day and bad not returned that he had taken 
none of his clothing with him and that she 

had no means of knowing how well sup. 
plied with money he was—hs then called 
on Tennis Van Dyck, and without telling 
who had employed him, said thit he too 
was seeking the Cefaulter. 

The old financier gladly farnishei so 
ekilful a detective as Cronkite with a de- 

scription of the steps already taken to ap- 
prehend the thief. They were indeed 
comprehensive. For the past six weeks 
the legal machinery of two continents had 

been dragging a net for Sylves'er Quarles. 
The various means of transportation lead- 

ing out of the city, with their connections, 

had been scrutiniz:d and searched. Where 
ever the telegraph wires reached there had 
gone off :rs of lavish reward, and descrip- 

tions faultless in minute particulars. The 
whole world had been papered so that the 

reading eye, wherever it might be, could 
recogniz 3 the fugitive, and yet the result 

of his expenditure, actual and conditional 
equalling in amount at least one-halt of 
the loss was purely negativa. If Qaiarles 
had been suddenly swallowed up by the 
earth, less could not be known of him. 

Abe Cronkite sought his room and re- 
tired into consultation with himself. He 
had derived one conclusion from his con- 

versation with the banker, and that was 
that, wherever (Quarles was, he was alone. 

The detail of a feminine companion was 
picturesque, nay, almost indispensable to 
popular satisfaction, but too improbable 

for serious consideration. Geometrical 
proportion could not fairly represent the 
way the risks of a min so handicapped 
would multiply, and every succeeding day 

of immunity from discovery gave the lie 
the clearer to such a theory. 

What then remained ? The identifica~ 
tion bi'l, which had one Sylvester (Quarles 

under the miscroscope of the world. Abe 
Cronkite read over the description again 

and egain, and ia the end he had an accur- 
ate mental picture of the defaulter as ke 

appeared in the bank, on the streets and at 
his home—slight, dspper medinm height, 
smooth-shaven, eyeglasses habitual, good 
bearing and careful dress, lisp and drawl 

of speech, fond of high living, billards and 
horses. Yes, there was the man as he was, 
# photograph less than a month old, so 
definite, so exact, as to limit the seekers 

not only to a personal preconception, but 
also to a circumscribed territory. The 
steamships, tho parlor cars, the hotels had 
been searched, and well searched, there 

was no doubt of it; bnt nothing had come 

of it, as something must have come had 
Sylvester Quarles remained the same as he 

had seen. 
Was such an assumption, so universally 

adopted through faith in the poster, ten 
able? What then, were the facts and cir-. 

cu nstances of the case oeyond dispute. 

First and foremost, (Qiarl es in his steal 
ing and in bis flight had acted deliberately. 
No sudden temptation had overcome him; 
co suspicion had burried him. Tbrough- 
out the transaction there hz! been intelii- 
gent design. 

In the nex’ place, the man bad been 

warped in advance of the difficulties and 
and dangers he must withstand. Mr. Van 

Dyck had made it plain that no expense 

would be spared in his detection; that no 

item of personal knowledge that could be 
used against him would be lacking. Such 

were the conditions which would bave 
to be considered betore defalcation could 

seem a practicable risk; and yet, since he 
had persisted in his purpose and had not 
been apprehenled, hy must have seen his 
way clearly to subvert them. 

Then there was the poster, a warning to 

all mn to look out tor such a person as 

Sylvester Q 1arl's had been; but wae it 
not especially a warning to Sylvester to 
gutrd against his natural appearance and 
tastes P—H1d not the authoritise furnished 

the fugitive with & chart of th: ways that 

must be svoided ? [t would seem so, since 

into nune of these ways hid he steered his 
dubious fortunes. What, then, hid be ab- 

stained trom doing and being under the 
guidance of such conditions anil «ff rte? 

Why, he must hava kept trom ordinary 

modes of travel and his accustomed man- 
nec of living, shunning ths steamsbips, the 

parlor cars, the hotels, and becoming 

rough and dirty in drees, dishevell:d in 
sppearince and uncouth in bearing aud 

speech. Common prudence would warn 
him in passing through ths enemy’s coun: 
try to disguise himself and keep close to 

the border. Bu' what was the enemy's 

country to him? Why, the reputable 
walks of life, ot course ; ves, and its border 

must be the nether world. S) Abe Cron 
kite consid:red, so he deduc’ed and when 

h: had at length reached a logical conclus- 

ion, he exclaim?d: 

‘I believe the man took to the road and 
became a tramp.’ 

Here, however, an alternative presented 
itself. Had the defaulter flad at all? {Was 

he not, on the contrary, concealed some- 

where with'n the great city? Faithful to 

his system of ¢ximination and elimination, 

the detective went over this new proposi- 
tion carefully, but fiially to discard it. 

Such procedure could accomplish nothing 
except delsy, at some time or other, unless 
he hoped tor composition or contemplated 

surrender, the conditions and efforts would 

have to be faced and circumvented. But 

no offsr of compromise bad been made to 

the bank, and () 1arles well knew from Mr. 

Vin Dyck’s own lips that it must fall, if 
made, besides one who deliberately steals 
plans some other ending to his adventure 
than surrender. 

* What, then, may have been the defauit- 

ter's reasons for disappearing? The theory 

of tha police and the public was that, hav- 

ing lined his pockets, he had fl:d to parts 
unknown with a woman with whom ke was 

infatuated. The feminine detail Cro kite 
bad already rejected as part of the stock 
setting for the same reason he questioned 
the reten:ion of very much of the plunder. 
It was alluring to the imaginafion, the 

wealthy fugitive plunging inte wild extrva. 

gance in some corner of the world, bur it 
belled his experience, Defaulters, as he 

had known them, had become such either 
through stress of circumstances or habits 

which consumed what they stole or in the 
hope of securing a fortune through specu- 
Istion. In the light ot all he had heard of 

Quarles’s life, seemingly discreet, at all 

events, it appeared to Cronkite that this 
latter case was the more probable. It was 

likely, then, that he had lost until he had 
feared to risk more likely, then, that some 
chunce event had shown him the certainty 
that his methods would be found out. 
Therefore he had disappeared through fear 

and the fearful fl2e! Again Abe Cronkite 
repeated his corclusion. 

“I believe the man took to the road and 
became a tramp.” 

This much granted, what, then,followed? 
Why, that Sylvester (Qaarles, ragged, un- 
washed, uukempt, walking instead of rid- 

ing, subsisting on odds and ends instead 
of dining, dozing uneasily in hedges in 
stead of sleeping peacefully in bed—a 

citiz m, in fact, of that nether world of dis- 
tress and degrada‘ion where mis ortune is 
a protection and the selfishness of respect- 
ability a warrant of isolation—must inevi- 

tably escape observation except from th: se 
with whom he bad chosen to cast his i.t. 
Among the tramps he must be sought; ir 

Cronkite well knew that there are no « r. 
mils in that community any more t.:n 

among vermin ever clustering closer and 
closer together. 

A hopeless task, one would say, consid- 

ering the endless roads, the boundless 
distances, but to Oronkite’s vi-w the king- 
dom was circumscribed. Tramps have 
their routes and resting places, their 

natural habitats, as thorougaly understood 
as the territory of a Scottish clan, Tramps 

like other mbernating animals, have their 
winter quarters, to which they return with 
true homing instinct. It was now late in 
the f«1, and in his mind's eye Cronkite 
could see congregating in the state, from 
south and wast, via bumpers and ties and 
turnpikes, ths countless hordes to whom 
its pensl institutions were a refuge from 
cold and etorm. With some such party 
Qaarles must have fallen in; and with 

sowe ruck party he must remain, finding 
safety in scqmescence and freedom from 
ipquiry in regularity of conduct. 
Over to the Park went Cronkite, fairly 

aseured that there he would come across 
some of the hobo leaders bidding a linger- 
ing farewell to urban sights and sounds for 
the next three months. Nor was he dis- 

appointed ; for on a sightly bench, with 
hobneils sirctched out and jumpers closely 
buttoned end bande deeply pocketed, were 
old Mackey and Sailor Ben and Pickles 

the Bum, three of the inveterates, known 

and welcomed in every jail in the State as 
handy end trusty ballmen, with eyes to the 
front but cenvereiog obliquely. 
They greeted the former detective cord- 

ially yet expectantly, hiks travellers in the 
dezert aw.iting news of an oasis. He in- 
dicated with hie thumb—the second tongue 
of all rescaldom-—a neighboring hostelry, 
and thither proceeded, the others silently 
tollowiog in natural file. After fitting lib 
ations had been poured out and down and 
in Cronkite described the object of his 
ques’, budding up the stranger tramp, even 
at a naturalist may construct an antedilu- 
vian bird, from knowledge rather than 

from intormation. Toe three men looked 
at one another uneasily and shifted in their 
cbairs Finally old Mackey spoke by vir— 
(ue of senio- ity. 

“It is straight goods, Abe?” the old 
cadger asked anxiously; ‘‘we’re on to your 
graft, you know, and though you've come 
down gocd with the lush, and are a safe 
mark for some kippies, it's not us, so it 
isn’t, that will intarm. If, so be, it’s unly 

curiosity, or prebaps a tortun’ inwolved, 
why, thin, there might be somethin’ to be 
told, «nd agin, there mightn’t.” 

“I think I can safely promise you that 
no harm will come to him through me,” 
replied Abe Cronkite, once more having 
re ourse to his knowledge rather than his 
information. 

“Give it to 'im, Mack,” advised Sailor 
Ben. 

**(x'wan,” concurred Pickles the Bum, 

with a glance at the empty glasses. 

The essential emollient to logquacity hav. 
ing been supplied, old Mackey proceeded 
as follows: 

‘It were t'ree or perhaps foor week ago, 
and we was trampin’ t'roo the inter’or, 
wukkin’ our way easy like to the city, tak- 
in’ the bumpers now and then for the 
exercise, but mostly follerin’ the towpat’ 
be day and coppin’ the haymows be night. 
Occasunally, whin the wedder was saft and 
fine, wit’ a baz: in the air, and the stars a 
skbinin’ t'roo, like kind and sympathetic 
eyes behind tears, we'd gather broken 
pieces from Sot’ the farmhouses and the 
woods, and camp out, a-munchjn’ our 
grub by the fireside. It was wan sech 
night, and the ham bone was a-succulatin’ 
and the faghots a-crackin,” whin from the 
hidge beyent there kem a groan. 

* ‘Sperruts,’ says Picklas, gittin’ puckery 
about the mout.’ 

‘ ‘Not on your life,” says Sailor Ben, 
who been in furren parts and orter know. 
‘Sperrutes kin walk n’iseless and pint witk 
fingers a full yard long, but havin’ no breat,’ 
they na‘erally ain’t got no vices.’ 
*And the long and short of it was that 

we braced up and dragged out of the mire, 
that halt kivered him, a cove as like to the 
wan you speak of as wan tin is to anudder. 
He was a touge cove to look at and a 
strange cove to talk, so he were, half starv 
ed and half perished, and makin’ all sorts 
of bad breaks in his ineffectooal efforts 
arter the patter. We sized him te onct as 
wan in hidin,’ a swell thief, perhaps, or a 

actor thet had scoffed his missis. But 
thet was all right, too, and the fate of 
many a wuss man; he trusted hisself in 
our hands, and we wudnt have throwed 
him down for twict what he didn’t git 
awey with. For it was apperient befur’ 
long that whativer 1t was thet he did he 
hed somehow or nudder slipped up on the 
swag. What he had in his clothes he 
turned out and diwided honorable; but it 
was our private conwictun thet he had 
allus been a ltttle ahead of his dragoff, 
blowin’ the swag into speculatun or some 
udder bottomless hols. 

“Well, he jined heart and hand, as the 
sayin’ is. Niver did I see wan pass so 
quick from the made-up stage to the 
genooine conditun of bein’cto the manners 
born. He out-hocoed us hoboes, he did, 

in two week, readin’ the marks and t’rowin’ 
the bluffs and jawin’ the patter ekel to our 
bist representatives ; and for wukkin’ bang- 
up band-me-outs he didn’t hev’ his sooper- 
or on the road, blow me, if he did. 
“But it's the constitutin that counts, and 

you can't git the casht-iron wan necessary 

unless you growed up to it. His innards 
wint agin bim, and what with cold and 
rheumatiz and fever, he had no more 
witality than a ecare-crow. Thin it was 
thet Pickles here, who was sorter yearnin’ 
for a tin-day spill wit’ some of the ould 
byes up at the jnt, where you did time 
yourself, Abe, and no denyin’ of it, per- 
posed thet our frind should take a ninety- 
days bit ard git ginerally repaired t'roo 
the winter. And to make a long story 
short, there he is how, happy as a clam, 
carryin’ bolts and doin’ chores, a-rivilin' in 
the bate and growin’ fat on diluted bootleg 
and the sicond bilin’ of the soup. And 
whin he comes out his eddicatun will be so 
t’orough and his initiatun into the {irater- 
nity so complete thet his own mother 
cudn’t pick him out from the smallest gang 
goin’. A lucky fiad and a lucky trans- 
migratun it was for him. Abe, for most 
men don’t known whin they're well off, but 
he dooes!" 
Abe Cronkite, again promising the three 

men that their confidence should not harm 
their new associate, hastened to report his 
tidings to Mrs QQ iarles, Evidently in this 

assurance he estimated her nature with ac- 
curacy, for she at once discharge any in- 
tention of jurnishing the information to the 
authorities. 

‘I thought he was living in luxury with 
that woman,” she explained, ‘and so of 
course; I wanted them punished. But 
now, poor /ellow, let bim go; I still bave 
paps aud the children, as that good, kind 
Ju:ge said I’ 
And ro Tennis Van Dyck was left to 

continus his search, which daily becoms 
more and more hopeless, without the 
trained assistance of Abe Cronkite. 

Every Oue 

Should remember that by the loss of health, 
enjoyment and happiness are also lost tor- 
ever. Check the :lichtest cough or cold 
by using Adamson’s B)tanic Cough Bal. 
sam, according to directions printed upon 
the label of the bottle 252. all druggists. 

Visitor— AL! What a picture of innoc- 
ence that child is! 
Mother—Dear me! I badn’t noticed! Gar- 

trude, what have you been domg? 

Rheumatic Joints. —\rs. George 
Smith, 62 Charron street, Point St, Charles, 
Que., says: ‘‘Rheumatism in my joints 
caused me sufferings that words cannot 
describe how terrible. I took four bottles 
of South American Rheumatic Cure and am 
a well womas. I have recommended it to 
others with as good results. Think the 
treatment nothing short of a wonder,"”"—10 

‘To make money requires genius, said 
the magnate to a Chicago literary friend. 

‘It does.’ 
‘I have made many millions. There 

fore I must be as great a genius as Shake- 
epe-re.’ 

‘Perhaps you belittle yourself. It has 
been hinted tbat Shakespeare did not act- 
ually write all his plays.’ 

‘Oh that merely heightens the similiarity 
it has been hinted that I did not earn all 
my money. 

Dr.Agnew’s Cure forthe Heart 
acts directly and quickly, stimulates the 
heart's action, stops most acute pain, dispels 
all ‘signs of weakhess, fluttering, sinking, 
smothering, or palpitation. This wonderful 
cure is the sturdy ship which carries the 
heart-sick patient into the haven of radiant 
and perfect health. Gives relief in most acute 
forms of heart disease in 30 minutes,—11 

Parson Johnson—Trust yo’! Why you 
course, low down, light fingered, chicken 
thief, I wouldnt trust yo, wit an old cat 
I wanted to get rid of. 

Nervousness, Dyspepsia, Indi- 
gestion, and kindred ailments, take wings 
before the healing qualities of South American 
Nervine, Thomas Hoskins, of Durham, Ont., 

took his preacher's advice, followed directions, 
and was cured permanently of the worst form of 
Nervous Prostration and Dyspepsia. He has 
recommended it to others with gratifying results, 
It's a great nerve builder,—12 

Mr. Meddergrass—Well, them New 
York folks has certainly gone the limit 
now. 
Mr. Crosslots— What they doin’? 
Mr. Meddergrass—Goin’ to have a 

horseless horse show. 

Take One of Dr. Agnew's Liver Pills 
after dinner, It will promote digestion and 
overcome any evil effects of too hearty 
eating. Safe, prompt, active, painless and 
pleasant. This effective little pill is sup- 
planting all the old school nauseous purga- 
tives. 40 doses, 10 cents.—13 

Editor—I'm very sorry that the house is 
so nearly empty, 
Candidate— What's the cause ? 

. Editor—The opposition got up a lynch. 
Ing party just out of pure spite. 

That Cutting Acid that arises from 
the stomach and almost strangles, is caused 
by fermentation of the food in the stomach. 
It is a foretaste of indigestion and dyspep- 
sia. Take one of Dr. Von Stan's Pineapple 
Tablets immediately after eating, and it 
will prevent this distress and aid digestion. 
6o in a box, 35 cents,.—16 

‘The greatest teat I ever saw was in 
Chicago,” began the athletic person. 

‘You mean they were in Chicago.’ inter- 
rupted the intensely grammaticl person. 

Kidney Duty.—It is the particular 
function of the kidneys to filter cut poisons 
which through them into the blood. 
When the kidneys are diseased they cannot 
do their whole duty, and should have the 
help and strength that South American 
Kidney Cure will afford in any and 
forms of 
hours.—14 

all 
kidney disqpder. It relievegin & 


