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‘What makes you think so?7 at
length demanded Chloe.

‘I'm not giving y¢ any wild talk,
Chloe; I know he'd do it. I've seen
what he’s done to others more inno-
cent thun ye are, by a long sight.’

‘What has he done, Pintard? Tell
me all about it. Was it & woman
serupe?

*No; 'tweren’t a womaun scrape at
all. In that case he might have been
excused, fur when a feller's got a gal
and he can’t get rid of her, he'n either
gotL to run away or smash her.'

‘What waa it then? Come, fll up
your glass aguin and tell me”

‘Yer mighty liberal, Chloe. I'll fill
it up, but I 8in't goin® to tell ye till I
know how ye stand with him. There's
a good chance to get a whack at him
it ye wanter.'

*Well, Pintard, I don't love him as I
once did, to tell you the truth’'

‘Is he keepin® ye here?’

‘Yes; but he woulds’t if he diddn’t
have to.”

‘Ye've got suthin’ on him, hev ye?
Wal, 1 hope ye'll stick it to him tiil ye
bust him.

*Well, now that you know my senti-
ments what have you to say?

Fintard drained the contents of hias
gleas, replenished it, and commenced:
*Chloe, ye know Coulter’s got & pretty
goad job, don’t ye?

Chloe nodded assent.

‘And he makes lots of money gumb-
lin’ An’ speculatin’, don’t he?

‘I presume so,’ said Chloe, ‘he always
seems to have plenty about him; but
¥ou are not planning to rob him?

‘Noj; not exactly, though I'd just aa
soon put a jimmy under his winder aa
any one | know of. Hev ye any
means of findin® out what he's got?”

‘*You mean what he is worth?

‘Exactly, Mam'sell, that's what I
mean.'

*No; I can"t find out; he keeps every
thing to himself; he never tells me
anything.’

‘He’s pretty shrewd, but I think
we're & matech fur him. Now Chloe,
my scheme is just this. I know suth-
in on him that would serd him up fur
life, an’ I'll tell ye what it is, providin®
ye'll put him on the rack and go me
halves; what d'ye say to it?

Chloe sat in & musing way for some
minutes without venturing a reply.
She was considering the advisability
of having anything to do with such a
desperate character as she knew P'in-
tard to be; but still she was curicus
to find out what he knew against
Coulter Naturaflly enough, she
thought of the Mancel Tewkes affair,
but IYintard was as deeply concerned
m that as he. ‘I will wait a little
while,” she thought, ‘perhaps I can
get it out of him without making any
promises.”

Pintard had become 8o occupied
with his cup that he scarcely noticed
Chloe's silence. Drainiog it, and plac-
ing it before him on the table, he
Itaned back in hia chair, whereupon
Chloe, reaching over, seized the bottle,
exclaiming: *Why, Pintard, you are no
drinker; why don’t you fll it up? and
pouring the remainder into his glass
she pushed it toward him.

Iinturd was now becoming quite
mellow from the wine, and Chioe sur-
mised that one more glass would have
the «lesired effect.

Taking the glass in his hand P'in-
tard held it up, while the broad grin
which animaied his features, and the
plitter of his eyes, told of the happy
effect of his indulgence.

“Chloe, here’s to the new scheme”

*Well, yuu ought to have drunk to
that with the first and not have
waited till the last,’ said Chloe, aifect-
ing a jolly manner.

“Wal, darn it, that's what'a the matter
—but—wal, I hadn't got the thing
started yet; ye commenced on me so
quick, ye know’

*All right, Vintard, go ahead.’

‘it ain't ye goin' to drink with
me 7'

‘Yes, certainly,” and Chloe lifted the
ginss from which she had but slightly
purtaken, and held it up for Pintard
o onch. Ax the glasses jingled to-
gether, she burst forih into o erry
wlinn song, as follows:

tip your gl
rits to
e s

ail wed
s red;
wl Ife nnew,

In vvery Hpyr ng drop for youd.
Cume, drink und  drain,

Aml Nl ngakng;
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For wine iu a nolace to paln,

Tat vare go ot afd Joy come In;
A e for reveks e Tagring

With wine and song, and dance, astie,
Wh wyuld het be a reveiler?

Come, drink and draln,

And 68U agaln:

Drink and be merry

Of the precious Muderia,

Fur wine 18 & solace to paln.

Pintard held the gluss motionless
ta his lips until Chloe bhud tinished,
then both quaifed together,

‘Chloe, L allers Jiked that song. I
used to hear you sing it at the Ma-
dame's. Them was jolly times, weren't
they—before the fire'

*Yes; snd Jack used 1o set up the
wine often for us then.

'‘But he had an object in Jdoin’ it
though. That fellur’s got & cunning
head. He don’t do anything without
a purpose, mind ye.

‘Why, what purpose could he have
had, other than to have a good time?

‘Oh, he wanted a little job done, ye
zee. It was a kinder nasty one and
he dido't want to do it hisself. He
made us think there was big money
in it, but we got nothin’ out of it.”

“Ihen you did it for him, did you?

Although Pintard’s mind did nat
now posseéss its normal perspicacity,
still he seemed to see that he had
made a mistake, and he attempted to
correct himself. *\Val, 1 mean—I[ was
goin’ to say—ye see — that Coulter
wanted us to do that job, but we
couldn't see any money in it

‘Ch, that's it,' said Chloe indifferent-
ly. ‘I didn't know but that was what
yuu were going to tell me in reference
to your scheme. .

‘No; it's suthin® else that happened
about the time I was jugged. Ye see,
Chioe, T told ye that Coulter "ud do
anything when he gets in a pinch.
Wal, ye see there was a fellar that
stood in his way, and'—

‘Yas it Mancel Tewkes?

‘Wo; it wasn’t him. but how did ye
know anything about Mancel Tewkes ¥

“Why, Pintard, don’'t you remember
that when they tried Edgcumb for
the murder of Mancel Tewkes, that
Coulter asked me to ecut off my hair
disguise mys=elf a8 a man, and go and
testify that I was somebody’s room-
mate."

“‘Yes; James Kye, that’s the fellar
I'm gettin’® at.”

‘Yes; James Kyve: that was hiz name.
I thought it was strange at the time
that Coulter had anything to do with
it, and that is why I asked just now
if it was Mancel Tewkes who stood
in his way.’

‘No, no; Mancel Tewkes was the
man we'—

Pintard stopped short again, seeing
that be wus near compromising bim-
self; and Chloe, to relieve him of his
embarrassment, feigned not to under
stand him, saying:‘Yes, yes; you mean
that Mancel Tewkes was the man
Fdgcumhbh killed. T understand you,
zo ahead. What about Kye? You
say he stood in Counlters way."

“Yes, Chloe, yer head's clearer'n
mine. Ye ain’t drunk =0 much wine,
ve know. Well, Kye stood in his way,
or he was afraid he might give. him
some trouble, so one night he "and
Vitellius drove to his room and took
him off.'

“You mean abducted him.*

*Yes, that's what they call it, 1
b'lieve. Thev chloroformed him;
then they brought him to “French
Anne’s,” an® put him in the tunnel
under the house. where they kept him
chainedd for a long time. When the
fire came Vitellius was awav. The
Madame wanted to get rid of Kye by
poison long before, but Coulter kept
her from it. Then when she had so
gowd a chanrce she left him to his fate,
an' the fire burned *im up.'

‘My God, did Juck Coulter do that?
That acvounts for the strange noises
T used to sometimes hear when I went
into the little room where you all
disuppeared ro swddenly one night
when the police raided the house

There was o look of horror in Chloe’s
face ns she spoke. The thought of
having lived so long in A house under-
neath which & hinman being wus im-
prisaned in a horrible dungeon - the
thaonght of the fire coming upon them,
aml their rushing away, leaving the
maa o =uch a fate—wns harrible to
her in the extreme. Tintand hag be-
[T too much confused by the wine
by this tiime 10 potice her ayritation,
amedl plieeing hix arms upon the talde
ilvoppesd his head fornward upan thean,
and in » moment wir fast asleep,

CHHAPFTER XX
THE INTKE OF AWRCANIM.
Karly In the spring of 1873 the
Bianrd of Tride aned i il eireles

yvrterions flivid whao
bad recently arrived il plunged jnto

speculations of uncommon magnitude
in grain, He had presented 1
drafts upon different banks, which
had been duly honoured. It being
inferred from this that he was & man
of vast wealth and resonrees, his move-
ments were wateched with unugual in.
terext. No one, however, avemed to
know who he was or whepee he came.
Hia meneral appearunce and the fae-
hion of his garments were decidedly
Enpglish. There were some who de-
clared that he was an Eoglish noble-
man, sojourning incognito for a short
time; while others, whe had passed a
few words with him, asserted that
the voice, langunge and manners of
the ptranger were those of an Ameri-
can. His manner was =g .
and his bearing so dignified, that none
felt that he enuld be approached upon
terms of sufficient intimacy o enable
one to learn anything in regard to his
history or antecedents. His magmifi-
cent. equipage, drawn by a pair of
cream-coloured horses — creatures of
remarkable limb and beauty-was the
marvel of all as they dashed through
the streets,” and their origin was as
mysterious as their owner.

At a regular hour every morning

the carriage drew np before the en-
trance to the Chamber of Commerce;
the stranger alightad and walked up
the stairs ioto the exchange !
where he was seen to watch the eonrse
of the marketa for a few moments,
etidy the columns of siatisfice which
were posted on the bulletin boards,
open cable dispatches which were
usually awaiting him, talk confidenti-
ally but briefly with his brokers, and
then retire from the chamber as quiet-
Iy as he had entered.

The stranger waa known to be in
telegraphic correspondence with the
Marguis of Follansbee, of London,
and, as the Marquis was renowned for
his speculative ventures, it was surmis-
ed that there was an understanding be-
tween them to operate in the grain
market upon & large scale. He sec
at once, without any effort. to uncon-
sciouzly obtain great prestige, while
his mame and intentions inspired the
keenest. interest and occasioned the
liveliest gossip upon the flocr of the
exchange, .

Jasper Morten had, In due course
of time, obtained his letters-patent,
maale the necessary assignment fo
the Marywuis of Follansbee, received
the hundred thonsand pounds, and,
with bills of exchange on New York,
sailed from Liverpoo! for Ameriea.
He bhad determined to pgo on to Chi-
eago and enter that ecity with a bold-
ness which would disarm snspicion.
His sojourn of a year and = half
abrord had wrought a wonderful
change in him. Tt would, indeed, have
been a diflienlt matter to have recog-
nised] in Jasper Morton, when he Te.
turned to the earlier scemes of his
career. the Stanley Edgeumb who had
escaped the clutehes of the law in
such a mirtculows way, The smooth
face: of other days was now covered
with a thick growth of beard, while
the upper portion was covered with
scars, which evidenced the ravages ol
small-pox. His manner had under-
pone a great change also. The weight
of troubles which had oppressed him
=0 long and the reticence which he
fonnd it necessary to maintain had
sobered his character, so that the
amiable, light-hearted dizposition of
former days had given place to iey
resermve amdl unapproachahle hanteur
and dignity. His travel abrond and
his associations with neople of eultnre
and refinement. had given him s polish
and elegnee of manners, w
aflnence  temded to give him s
rance, thus rendering impnossible a
recogrition of his former self in the
man of ‘73,

Morton fully appreciated the dun-
per in returning to his old haunta,
Lait there was a combination of
cumstinees which he felt would carry
ki safely throwgh, Chicago was too
ily occeupied with her rejuvencs.
to remmciinr the poor tele-
grapher who haidl been convicted of
murder, even if she did not think
him dead. The fire also had wrougrht

ity  changes. New  fures  had
appeared, amnd old ones  disappeared.
Ol Chicagre wns nio more; sl Morion
thouprht vhat amidst the busy scenes
uof the pew city, in hid metamorphosis
from o thremibare prisoner to n man
uof opilence, that none would attempt
to hrnee o resemblnnee between them,
il that he would be pltogrether free
foonm  guspivione. The very  boklpess
if the net amd v display of wealth
in a juilicfous mwner, topether with
o reserve and dignity which wowld

repel the inquisitive, he felt assured
wouhll atford him ample opportunities
1o carry out his plave. He feared but
one -man—Jarmyn. He knew the
cruft and cunning of the detective, but
still hoped to also mislead him.

First in his thoughts were [mogen
and the chikiren; and foremost aumong
the objecta which prompted his re-
turn was the discovery of their where-
abouis and the purpose to make themn
comfortnble. He longed to see them
and tell them of his success. Life
without them, even with wealth at
his commamd, was deprived of ita
greatest blessing: and life without
the knowletlge of their wherenbuonts,
whether living or dead, was simply
unbearable. He had returned to learn
nll at whatever cost or sacrifice to
himself,

1t will be remembered at the tiiwe
of hie escape Edgcumb had charged
himself with the performance of a
double mission—the completion of his
invention and the conviction of Coul-
ter. When he had taken wpon him-
self this mission, he was a refugee,
biding in out-of-the-way places, hun-
gry and penniless, save the few doliars
whirh were given him by the kimnd-
hearted brewer. Then it seemed an
insuperable task, and nothing counld
have leoked more dismal than the
future. But a series of circumstances
had since ennbled him to sccomplish
one. patt of his mission, and it was to
perform the other that he found to be
an equally strong indurement to rTe-
turn. He could not rest in disgrace.
The world might never know thit he
was Stanley Edgcumb. He might per-
haps live oot the full measure of his
days under ihe deception; but stil)
there was the consciousness of decep-
tion and a sting 1o his pride ot being
deprived of that which was rightfully .
hir—a fair name. No; he was deter-
mined to make every effort and to use
every means to restore honour io his
furpily and himself by delivering the
true murderer into the bands of jus-
tice, He well understood the advan-
tages which a posilion of respect in
the community would afforrd in the
work 10 which he had consecrated
himself. Hampered by suspicion he
coilil accomplish nothing,and he fully
tealised that only by a bold stroke
could he place himself above its level
where success would attend his
efforts.

Morton tould have chosen no befter
field for his operations than the spec-
ulative, which Chicago offered at this
time, for it was upon the eve of de-
velopment into one of the greatest
speculative centree in the world. He
shrewdly discerned the opportunities
and probabilities, the envirenments
and developments which were ‘slowly
but surely working in that direction.
There was need of a powerful and
daring hand to shape the plastie and
venturesome apirit of the West—a
epirtt. which the war had largely en-
gendered; and he felt that he was the
wan for the emergency. Actuated by
these views, he entered into a geries
of operations in the market, which re-
sulted so gwceessfully that he became
at once the lion of the hour, and was
followed with the keenest interest
wherever he went.

The speculntion as to who the mys-
tertous stranger really was, which had
been rife since his first appesrunce,
soon hecame greatly intensitied, The
Inuen was 80 exclusive in his manner,
so noble in his bearing, so secret in
Lie methods, and so mysterious in all,
that he was dubbed with the sobri-
quet of the ‘Duke of Arcanum,” and by
this title was invarinbly known there-
after.

Morton seemed to have a prodilec-
tion for his cecupation, for he con-
ductedd his deals so skilfully and ‘se-
cretly that he baffled the wisest hends
in iheir efforts to forecast his inten-
ttons. There waug o train of followery
ever v the gui vive to gain some in-
formation of lis transactions in order
fo turn it to th own accounnt; Lot
he wus ap fertile in devices for con-
fusing them that be manapnad to keep
them in g vomstant state of dubitadion
as to his real intentions.  Kverything
about the man and his methods had
an nir of mystery so deep
futhomable that his pereon e
westod with o sort of romantic interest
aml eharm.

In the cotrse of six months Morton
hurl aiklen) a miillion more te hix for-
tune.  Abont 1his time he pirchased
o magmificent mansion on one of the
Bouth Siule nvenuer and fornished it
luxurieusly.  Inuncdiately there wna
u flutter in iety, whose ilevelees

LS
nnmn—m-:l. that they were aboot to ob-
tuin a glimpse of the inner life of this




