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Was not
Heved It was
the morning. It was
Underwood had never
The shooting had oc-
while the angry dispute
on or after the unknown
departed. The barrel of
er was still warm, showing
It could only have been dls-
tgid a few moments before. Sud-
den'y It flashed upon him that Under

wood might have commnitted sulcide.

Fut It was ucel-ss to stand there

. theorfzing. Somcthing must be done.
: He murt alari: the hotel people or
' ¢eall the rolice. Ha felt himself turn
£=4 ecold by turn as he realized
the s 'our preditament In which he
Mmselt was p'aced. If he aroused

X the holel peo~'s ey would find him
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- here wone with a dead man. Suspi-
- elon wovld at orce be directed at him,
. and 1t niedt b very dificult for him
: to ‘=1 ish hia innoecnce. Who would

belleve that te could have fa'lem
aslcer n a M4 while a man killed
Rl ««lf {1 the #ame room? It sounded
' preyes o oua. The wisest course for
Rir: 00ld be to get away before any-

‘ bodr crine.

made for the door. Just as he was
. about to lay hand on the handle there
) 4 was the click of a latechkey. Thus
berded off, and not knowing what to
do, he halted in painful suspense.
The door opened and a man entered.
' ' « He looked as surprised to see How-
ard as the Iatter was to see him. He

- was cleanshaven and neatly dressed, . was wirepulling for an inspectorship.

* They had caught the mon “with the

yet dld not look the gentieman. His
apnearance wae *ather that of a serv-
ant. All these details flasked before
. Howsrd's mind bofore he blurted out:
: “Who the ¢ vi' are you?"
? t The mar looked astonished st the
3 question and eyed his interlocutor
y tlosely, as If in douot as to his rdeati
. In & cockuey accent he said
loftily:
“I am Ferris, Mr. Underwood's man,
sir”  Suspiclously, he added: “Are
: " you a friend of Mr. Underwood's, sir?"

He might well ask the question, for
Howard's disheveled appearance and

was anything but reassuring. Taken
by surprise, Howard did not know
what to say, and like most people
" questioned at & disadvantage, he au-

@ swered foolishly:

“Matter? No. What makes you |

think anything is the matter?”
Brushing past the man, he added:
“It's late. I'm going.”

“Stop a minute!" ecried the man

~

« ®ervant. There was something in
‘s mauner that he did not like.
“M Quickiy Into the sitting room,

be called out: “Stop a minute!"” But
Howard did not stop. Terror gave
. blm wings and, without waiting for

'
3
-

| the elevator, he was already half way
. down the Orst stalrcase «~hen he
sheard shouts hehind Lim
S “Murder! jotep thief!  Stop that
’ml Stop fhat man’
S0 Theve was a rush of feet aud hum

Ol volces, which made Howard run
all the faster. He leaped down four
steps at & time in his anxiety to get
away. But It was no easy matter de-
scending so many fiights of stairs.
ook him several minutes to reach the
main floor.

By this time the whole hotel was
Aroused. Telephon: calls had quick-
ly warned the attendants, who had
promptly sent for the police. By the
time Howard rcached the main en-
trance he was inwercepted by a mob
00 numerous to resist,

Things certainly looked black for
Bim. As he sat, white and trembling,
under guard In a corner of the ¢n-
trance hall, waiting for the arrival of
the police, the valet breathlessly gave
the sensational particulars to the rap-
Mly growing crowd of curlous on-
lookers. He had taken Mis usual Sun-
day out and on returning home at
midnight, as was his custom., he had
let himself in with his latchkey, To
his astonishment he had found this
man, the prisouer, sbout to leave the
premises. His munner and remarks
were so pecyllar that they at once
aroused his sigpicion. He hurried into
the apartment and found his master
iying dead on the floor in a pool of
blood. In his hurry the assassin had
dropped his revolver, which was lying
near the corpse. As far as he could

&ie, noth'ng had been taken from the |

apartment Evidently the man was
disturbed at his work and, when sud-
denly surprised, had made the bluff
that ue was calling on Mr. Under-
wood. They had got the right man,
! certain. He was caught red-
Lane and in proof of what he said,
th 1t pointed to Howard's right
aleh was still covered with

“How terrible!” sxclaimed a woman

bystander, averting her face. “So
young, too!"”

“It's all a mistake, 1 toll you, It's
all & mistake,” eried Howard almost

panie-stricien,
Underwood's.”

“Nlice friend!"” sneered an onlooker.

“Tell that to the poljce.” laughed
another.

“Or to the marines!” eried a third

“It's the chair for his'n!" opined a
fourth.

By this time the main entrance hall
was crowded with people, tenants
and passersby attracted by the un-
wonted commotion. A seandal in high
Hfe is always caviare to the sensa-
tion seeker. Everybody excitedly In-
quircd of his nelghbor:

“What Is t? What's the matter™

Presently the rattle of wheels was
heard and a heavy vehicle driven furl
oualy, drew up at the sldewalk with
8 jJerk. It was police  patrol
wagon, and in It were the eaptain of
the precincet and a half dozen police
men and  detectjives The crowd
pushed forward to get a better view

“I'm a friend of Mr.

the
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clock, and was :ncirr way unceremorously through
yet mid- | the throng. Pointing to the leader, a
at least ; big man iIn plain clothes, with a |

|

- Howard, he added:

. rleh man's murder, the

~umns of stuff every day, together with

|
|
i
|

of the burly representatives of the | ing to do it
Inw ae fall of antharity thov athowod |

& blg apartment hotel, right in the
Qu'ek'y be picked up his hat and |

! watch every exit from the hotel,
ghastly face, still distorted by terror,

square, determined jaw and a bullidog |
face, they whispered one to another: |

“That's Capt. Clinton, chief of the
precinct. He's a terror. It'll go hard
with any prisoner he gets In his '
clutchea!™

Fo'lowed by his uniformed myr- |
midons, the police official pushed his
way to the corner where sa: Howard,
dazed and trembling, and still guard-
ed hy the valet and elevator boys.

“What's the matter here?” demand-
ed the captain grufy, and looking
from Ferris to the white-faced How-
ard. The valet eagerly told his story:

“l came home at midnight, sir, and
found my master, Mr. Robert Under-
wood, lying dead In the apartment,
shot through the head.” Pointing to
“This man was
In the apartment trying to get away.
You see his hand is still covered with
b!wd'l'

Capt. Clinton chuckled, and expand-
ing his mighty chest to its fullest,
licked his chops with satisfaction.
This was the opportunity he had been
looking for—a sensational murder in

very heart of his precinet!
could be more to his liking.

Nothing
It was a
best kina
to attract attention to himself. The
sensational newspapers would be full
of the case. They would print col-

his portrait. That was just the kind
of prblicity he needed now that he

good3"—that wss vo'y clear. He
rromiscd himeself to ati*nd to {he
tut.  Conviction wias what he was
tfter. He'd see tha! na tichy lawyer
got the bsst of hin nling a#

well as he could, his satisfaction, he
drew bimself up and, with blustering
show of authority, fmmediatily toou
command of the siltuation. Turning
to a police gergeant at his side, Le
sald:

“Maloney, this fellow may have had
an accompiice. Take four ofilcers and
Ar-
rest anybody attempting to leave the

bullding. Put two officers to watch
the fire escapes. Send one man on
the roof. Go!"

“Yes, sir,” replied the sergeant, as
he turned away to execute the order.

Capt. Clinton gave two strides for-
ward, and catching Howard by the col-
lar, jerked him tn his feet.

“Now, young feller, you come with
me! We'll go upstairs and have a
look at the dead wan.”

Howard was at no time an athlete,
and now, contrasted with the burly
policeman, a colossus in strength, he
seemed like a puny boy. His cringing,
frightened attitude, as he looked up in
the captain’s bulldog face, was pathet-
1. The crowd of bystanders could hard
ly contain their cagerness to take in
every detall of the dramatic situation.
The prizoner was sober by this time,
and thoroughly alarmed.

“What do you want me for?" he
cried. “I haven't done anything. The
man's dead, but I didn't kill him.”

“Shut your mouth!" growled the
captain,

Dragging Howard after him, he
made his way to the elevator. Throw-
ing his prisoner into the cage, he
twrned to give orders to his subord-
Inate,

“Maloney, you come with me and
bring OfMcer Delaney.” Addressing the
other men, he said: “You other fellers
look after things down here. Don't
let any of these people come upstairs.”
Then, turning to the elevator boy, he
gave the command: “Up with her.”

The elevator, with its passengers,
shot upward. stopped with a jerk at
«he fourteenih foor, and the captain,
cnee more laving a brutal hand on
Howard, pushed him out into the cor-
ridor.

If It could be sald of Capt. Clinton
that he had any system at all, it was
to be as brutal as possible with every.
Yody unlucky enough to fall into his
hands. Instead of regarding his pris.
oners as innocent until found euilty,
a8 they are justly entitled to be re-
garded under the law, he took the di-
rectly opposite stand. He considered
all his prisoners as gnllty as hell until
they had succeeded in proving them-
gelves Innocent, Even then he had
his doubts. Whoen a jury brought in
a verdict of acquittal, he shool: his
head and growled. He had the great
est contempt for a jury that would ae-
quit and the warmest regard for a jury
which convicted. He bullied and mal-
treated his prisoners because he firm-
Iy belleved in undermining their mor-
al and physical reslstance. When by
depriving them of sleep and food, by
choking them, clubbing them and
frightening them he had reduced
them to a state of nervous terror, to
the Lorder of physical collapse, he
knew by experfence that thev would
no longer be In condition to withstand
his merclless eross examinations. De.
moralized, unstrung, they would blurt
out the truth and so conviet them-
selves. The ends of justice woul® thes
be served,

Capt. Clinton prided himself on the
thorough manner in which he conduct-
¢d these examinations of persons un-
der arrest. It was a laborfous ordeal,
but always succesful. He owed his
prosent position on the force to the
skill with which he browheat his pris.
oners Into “confessions.”  With his
“third degree” seances he arrlved at
results hetter and more quickly than
In any other way. Al Wis convietlons
had been secured by them. The press
and meddiing hugyhodies culled  his
gystem harbarous, » revival of the old

time torture chamber What did he
care what the peonle aald ag lane as |
he convicted Wis man? Wasn"t that
what he was pald for® 1ie wae thore |
to find the murderor, and ho woe o |
|
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ment, followed closely by Maloney and
the other policemen, who dragged
along the unhappy Howard. The dead
man etill lay where he had ‘allen.
Capt, Clinton stooped down, but made
no attempt to touch the corpse, mere-
ly satisfying himself thut Underwood
was dead. Then, after a casnal survey
of the room, he sald to his sergeant:
“We won't touch a thing, Maloney,
till the coroner arrives. He'll be here

| any minute, and he'll give the order

for the underiaker. You can call up
headquarters so the mewspapoer boys

| get the story”

While the sergeant went to the tole.
phone to carry out these orders, Capt.
Clinten turned to look at Howard. who
had collapsed, whkitc and tremblirg, in-
to a chalr.

“What do vou want with me?” cried'
Howard appealingly. “I assure you I
had nothing to do with this, 'y wife's
expecting me home. Can't [ go?”

“Shut up!” thundered the captain.

His arms folded, his eyes stornly
fixed upon him, Capt. Clinton stood
confronting the unfortunate youth,
staring at him without saying a word.
The perclstenice of his stare made
Howard sauirri. It was decidedly un-
pleasant. [{e did not mind the deten-
tlon o0 inuch as this man's overhoear-
Ing, bullying manner. He knew he was
irnocent, therefore he had nothing to
fear. But why was this police captain
staring at him s0? Whickever way
he sat, whichever way his eves turned,
he saw this bulldog-faced policeman
einring silently at him. Unknown to
him, Capt. Clinton had already begun
the dreaded poiice ordeal known as
the “third degree.”

CHAPTER IX.
Fifteen minutes passed wi hout a
word being spoken. There was deep

Mlenee In the room. It was so aufet
that once could have heard a pin drop
flad a disinterested spectator been
there to witness it, he would have
been at once impressed by the dra-
vatic tableau presented—the dead
man on the floor, his white shirt front
ipattered with blood, the cringing,
rigtitened Loy crouching in the chair,
the towering figure of the police cap-
ain sitting sternly eyeing his hapless
prisoner, and at the far end of the
room Detective Sergeant JMaloney
busy serlding hurried . messages
through the telephone,

“What did you do it for?" thundered
the captain suddenly.

Howard's tongue clove to his palate.
He could scarcely artlculate. He was
Innocent, of course, but there was
something in this man's manner which
made him fear that he might, after all,
have had something to do with the
tragedy. Yet he was positive that he
was asleep on the Led all the time.
The question is, would anybody belleve
him? He shook his head pathetically.

“I didn’t do it. Really, I didn't.”

“Shut your mouth! You're lying,
and you know you're lylng. Walt tiil
the coroner comes. We'll fix you.”

Agaln there was silence, and now be-
gan a long, tedious wait, both men re-
taining the same positions, the cap-
tain watching his prisoner as a cat
watches a mouse.

Howard's mental angnish was al
morst unendurable, He thought of his
poor wife who must be waiting up for
him a1l this time, wondering what had
becorie of him. She would imagine
the vorst, and there was no telling
what she might do. If only he could
get word to her. Perhaps she would
be able to explain things. Then he
thought of his father, They had quar-
reled, it was true, but after all it was
his own flesh and blood. At such R
eritleal situation as this, one forgets.
His father could hardly refuse to eome
to Lis assistance. He must get a
‘awyer, too, to protect his Interests.
I'his police captain had no right to de-
tuin him like this. He must get word
to Annie without delay. Summoning
up all his courage, he sald boldly:

“You are detaining me here without
warrant in Jaw, | know my rights, [
am the won of one of the most in-
Mluential men in the city.”

“What's your name?” growled the
captain.

“Howard Jeffries.”

“Sou of Howuard Jeffries, the bank
er?”

Howard nodded.

“Yes.”

The eantain turned to his sergeant,

“Malonoy, this fgller says he's the
¥en o [loward Jeftrles, the banker.”

Maloney leaned over and whispered
something in the captain's ear. The
caplain smiled grimly,

“So you're a bad character, eh? Fa-
ther turned you out of doors, eh?
Where's that girl you ran away with?"
Sharply he added: “You see I know
your record.”

“I've done nothitg I'm ashamed of,"
replied Howard calmly, married
the girl. She's waiting my return now,
Won't you please 1ot me send her a
message ?"

The captain  cyed  Howard s18-
plctously for a mowment, then he turned
to his sergeant:

“Maloney, telephone this man’s wife.
What's the number?”

"Fighty-slx Morningside.”

Maloney again got busy with the
telephone and the wearying wait be-
gan once more. The cloek soon struck
two. For a whole hour he had been
subjected to this gruelling process,
and still the lynx-eyed captain . sat
there watching his quarry.

If Capt. Clinton had begun to have
any doubts when Howard told him
who hig tather was, Maloney's infor-

mation imnedintely put him at his
ease. It was all elear to him now.
The youth had never been any good,
{ s own rather bad Kicked hBim out
He was in desporate financial strealts,
He had come to this man's rooms Lo
muke a domand for money,  Under
wood had refused and there was n
quarrel. and he sghot him. There waa
otiuly a aispute over the woman,

Sl

wod i

LHRON, JANUARY 27, 1912.

oy - e

a0, Ye8, fie rémidmbérdd now. ‘[Thls
girl he married was formerly a sweet-
heart of Underwood's. Jealousy was
behind it as well. Besides, wasn't he
caught red-handed, with blood on his
hands, trying to escape from the
dpartimment?  Oh, they had him dead
to rights, all right. Any magistrate
wouwd hold him on such evidence,

"It's the Tombs for him, all right,
all right,” muttered the captain to
himself; “and rfaaybe promotion for
me."

Suddenly there was a commotion
at tke door The coroner vntered,
followed Ly the undertaker. The two
men advanced quickly into the room,
and took a look at the body. Alter
mwaking a hasty examination, the cor-
oner turned to Capt. Clinton,

“Well, captain, 1 guess he's dead,
ail right.”

“Yes, and we've got our man, too."

The coroner turned to look at the
prisoner,

“"Caught him red-handed, eh?
is he?”

Howard was about to blurt out a re-
ply, when the captain thundered:

“Silence!”

To the coroner,
rinined:

“He's the scapegrace son of How-
ard Jefiries, the banker. No good—
bad egg. His father turned him out
ot doors. There is no question about
iis guiit. Look at his hands. We
caught him trying to get away.”

The coroner rose. He belleved in
doing things proniptiy.

“I congratvlete vou, captain. Quick
work like this o:: 1t to do your repu-
‘ation good. The commupnity owes a
debt to the officers of the law if they
suececd in  arpreheonding eriminals

Who

the captain ex-

quickiy. You'va becn getting some
preftty hard kroc're lately, buc | guess
you krow your bicinzass

The cajtuin grinned broadiy)

“1 guess [ do. Den't we, Maloncy 7"
“Yes, cap.,” szid Maloney, quietly.
The covoner turncd to go.

“Well, there's nothing more for me
to do here. The man is dead, Let
juctlee take its course.” Addressing

LLe undertaker, he said:

“You can remove the boay.”

The men cet about the work im-
mediately,  Carrving the corpse into
the inner reom, they commenced the
work of laying it out,

“1 suppose,” said the corvener, “that
you'll take your prisoncr inmediately
to the station house, and before the
magistrate tomoirow moirning?"

“Not just yet,” grinned the captain,
“I want to put a few questions to him
first."”

The coroner smiled.

“You're going to put him throuch
the ‘third degree,’ eh? Every one's
heard of your star-chamber ordeals.
Are they rcally so dreadful?”

“Nonsense!" laughed the captain,
*We wouldn’t harm a baby, would we,
Maloney 7"

The sergeant quickly indorsed his
chiei’'s opinlon.

“No, cap.”

Turning to go, the coroner said:

“"Well, good-night, captain.”

“Good-night, Mr. Coroner.”

IHoward listened to all this like one
transfixed. They scemed to be talk-
ing about him. They were discussing
some frightful ordeal of which he was
to be a victim. What was this ‘third
degree’ they were talking about? Now
he remembered. He had heard of in-
nocent men being bullied, maltreated,
deprived of food and slecp for days,
in order to force them to teil what
the police were anxious to find out.
Ile had heard of secret assaulis, of
midnight clubbings, of prisoners being
choked and brutally kicked by a gang
of rufianly policemen, in order to

force them into some da: 2 ng ad-
mission. A chill ran dow: ' spine
as he realized his utter hoel o .oness.
If he could only get word to « YEr.
Just as the coroner was disapr o ring
threugh the door, he darted §: ,ood
and laid a hand on his arm,

“Mr. Coroner, won't you liic2 to

me?" he exciaimed,
The coroner startled, drev:
“I cannot interfere,” he scid coldly.

“Mr. Underwood was a f.icad of
mine,"” explained Howard. "I came
here to borrow money. I foli ssleep
on that sofa. When I wolke up he
was dead. 1 was frightened. 1 iried

to get away.
nelp me God!"

The coroner looked at him siernly
and made no reply. No oue could
ever reproach him with sympathizing
with eriminals. Waving his hand at
Capt. Clinton, he said:

"Good-night, cnrtain”

"Good-night, ' . Coroner.”

The door slammed and Capt. Clin-
ton, with a twist of his powerful ainr.
yanked his prisoner back into lis
seat, Howard protested,

“You've got no right to treat me
like this. You exceed your pow:rs.
I demand to be taken before a mugis-
trate at once."

The captain grinned, and pointed to
the clock.

"Bay, young fe''or, see what time it
is? Two-thirty a. m. Our good mag-
istrates are all comfy in thelr virtu-
ous beds. We'll have to wait till
morning."

“BBut what's the good of sitting here
In this death house?” protested How-
ard. "“Take me to the station if 1
must go. It's intolerable to sit any
longer here"

The captain beekoned to Maloney,

“Not so fast, young man. efore
we go to the station we want to ask

That's the truil, so

v

you a few questions, Don't we., Ma
loney ?”

The sergeant eame over, and the
caplain whispered something in his
ear. Howard shiverod Suaddenly
turning to his prisoner, the l-;ll'-i:lillI
shonted in the stern tone of com
tnnd:

‘Got up!™

Howard did as he was ordered. He

felt he must. There was no resisting

11
i) {

I L e P R T B . R

GEORGE H. HURST,

UNDERTAKER 'AND
EMBALMER

L TR AN AR ]

124 N MAIN STREET

Day Phone 539 s i :

EMENT, 80 5 S Nedss
LATHS, FIRE BRICK., DRAIN
— —d * PIPE. ETC. st

: Rice Flour, Skip Stuff, Rraa.
HaY- Graln. Mixed Cow m:ui E:hlciﬂ:n I":;:(}.
Horses, Mules, uzzies. Mool

Harn
Mo Order Too

Large Or Too Small

}Booth-ﬁz;rbyﬁ Live Stock Co.

I SUMTER, SOUTH CAROLINA.

We approve of the Rock
Hill plan. Use LESS fer-
tilizers. Plant less cot-

ton and get MORE mon-
ey for it.

e

The Farmers’ Bank and
Trust Co.

Undertakers and Embalmers,
and Private Ambulance

Prompt Service

J. D. Craig Furniture Company

8, 10, 12 West Liberty Street.
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Little Banks.

If you feel anyways

timid about bringing small
money to the bank, we can loan vou a little safe,
be kept at home where vou cuan
time

sums of
This safe may
in small amounts
When you have gecumulated a goodly
to the and

drop from

to time,
all

sum you

can bring inquire about

the

bank, Call at the bank

mitter,

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT

THE BANK OF SUMTER.

SUMTER, 8. C.

Why hot bank your own money ?
If you fail to bank your own money
another will do so for you.
thought of it in this way ?

Have

THE PEOPLES’ BANK
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Frost Proof Cabbage Plim?s.

curow oanly maranteed p ITUEe 1o name, revomimended bw all who
have used thet. Our prices arc s ollows Lkl to danmd planis ar $1.28 per
fhiovirsannad 5 HoM o S s ST00 1 Ptk T 1o 15,000 98 conts prr thoa-
sand, Agents wanted in every tow rite for bookler on caltare, ete \ ari-
clien: EARLY JERSEY, Luown by = The carbiest potnted e ad CHARLES-
FTON WAKEFIELD, sitne type, Dot iareer and HUile later SUCCESSION,
fargest and earbiost of all Har varforivs: #1 AT DUTCH, our large. flat. late
cabbmge and a teader W gvarantes fad coam inevery box, safe delis iy 1o
yourespress oftee, and satisfaction or teoney refunded. Viants shipped when
L) f A 13, 1R tored Letror, Kapress _“u:u'_\‘ﬂt'iil-'l"nr
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I'he Carr-Carlion Co., X G, Meopotts, S. C.




