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E DETECTIVE STORIES
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tectives a chase of appalling magnitude—to see every
one of those printers and to find who, using Victor
paper for his letterhend orders, used also that pe-
culiar black type. Carey had half a dozen plaln
clothes men on this tedious search, when the devel-
opments In another llpe caused him suddenly to
drop It.

The anonymous letter, ns I have sald, was malled
from Station W, Manhattan. This Is at Eighty-fourth
street and Columbus avenue. One evenlng, going
over the notes he had taken from MiIiss Campbell,
Carey suddenly stumbled on the address, "Mrs. Jessle
Morrow, No, 118 West Eighty-fourth street,”” only a
half block from Statlon W. He saw Miss Campbell
agaln on some pretext or other and wedged In among
o hundred impertinent gnestions some inquiries about
Mrs, Morrow. &he was a bosom friend (o Miss Camp-
bell, it appeared. On the nurse's day off the two
women usually went to the thesatre together. Carey
went to No. 118 West Elghty-fourth street to see what
he could see.

But Mrs. Morrow, the janitress sald, had moved
away from that house In August. She had gone some-
where up the Hugson. Carey stopped to chat with
this janitress, an Intelligent Irish woman. Mrs. Mor-
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“BUT GIVE ME THAT PAPER,” SAID HALL.

row had lived in the house about a year. Ebe had
some kind of work at home—writing and attending
to accounts for an old gentleman who came to that
house sometimes.

“I suppose that she was at her typewriter most of
the time,” sald Carey offhand.
“Yen,” sald the janitress,

writing.”

“A good Bmith Premler typewriter ls a great halp,”
gald Carey.

“T don’t know nothing about typewriters,” gsald the
Janltress,

Bhe could not remember just when AMrs. Morrow
moved. The real estate agents who renfed that house
could tell., And, bhaving satisfled myself that Mrs
Morrow owned a typewriter—althongh he had failed
to establish that It was a Remington—Carey saw the
agents. Mrs. Morrow had: moved on August 8, four
days after Statlon W, at the corner, had stamped that
anonymous letter,

The ngents furaished another fact, a great deal more
pertinent. Bome of the correspondence regarding the
rent had been conducted hy Willlam H. Hall, and
William H. Hall wrote on a sheet of nole paper water
marked “"Vietor,” and the date lime on his notehead

“"she was always type-
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was in the same ldentical type as the date line on the
anonymous letter to Dr, Maybon. Only the size of the
paper differed. The anonymous letter wus on letter
slze paper. KEvidently it was the larger brother of
the notepaper which Mr. Hall had used In his c..re-
spondence with the real eatate agents,

The next day the Central Office detectives started
on two new scents. While half of the men looked
up the antecedents of Willilam H. Hall, Carey and two
asslstants went to Mamaropeck, to which town, he
learned from the Post Office, Mrs. Morrow had moved,

The Manhattan squad found that Hall was a rich
and retired fur dealer who hand started !ife in the hat
husiness. For future use they patched together a
pretty aceurate story of his life,

Carey found that Mra. Morrow was living in a
cottage on the oniskirts of Mamaroneck. After
looking over (he ground he sent one of his detectives
to the real estate men who owned that cottage with
a tentative offer to buy It. The agents were willing, and
the detective was shown through the house, There,
in the front room, stood an old, battered Remington
typewriter. The detective tried to get rid of M
Morrow for a few moments while he took samples
of a capltal "W, but she stuck to him llke the bark

NOT SO BLOOD AND THUNDERY NOW

OU ean't commit so many merry little
murders nowadays as you could a few
years back; the boys don't care so much
for this form of violence,” sald the man
in charge of the detective output of tbe
biggest New York publishing house given over 10
cheap weekly llterature. “The tendency s toward the
unravelling of crimes by scientific methods. In the
days of Old Broadbrim, Old Sleuth and Old Cap
Colller yom couldns't get out m successful detective
story unless you bad an average of one Kill to every
three pages, but this is being gradually done away
with.

“The balf dozen men who write detective stories for
the weekly librarles—and by the way, these are nickel
novels, not dime novels, though 1 suppose the older
term always will eling to them—are appreclating the
fact that the schoolboy of to-day is ap intellectual ad-
vancement over his daddy, and, consequently, you
couldn’t hold his interest by Introducing the gun, the
knife and the poisos bottle whenever you run short of
a sensible plot.

“The boys want mystery stories, and (he detective
who can solve these mysieries quickest and most ef-
fectively Is the sleuth the youngsters will remember
with their five cent pieces om publication day. Why,
It has got so that in one of the recent detective storles,
which centres around the doings of the present day
favorite, the boss ferreter worked out the entire prob-
lem without leaving is office, getting at the truth by
the guestion and answer process and applylng his de-
doctions until they fitted the facts. This is n good deal
healthier for the boy reader—and, Incidentally, the
change bas resulted in attracting to the detective
story another class of readers made up of lawyers and
professional men, who 8fd plenty of mental relaxation
in following the fortanes of the thief takers who hold
the public attention to-day.

“The mnickel novel Is now got up In more attractive
form than was its predecessor. For one thing, there
is a colored cover iu place of the old black and white
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wood cut that was for long such an artistic horror.
The publishing houses pay a_good deal of attention to
externals, and it pays to give the boys something neat
aud tasty, for they are a very fmporiant part of the
reading public, and thelr support of a nickel Ilbrary is
not to be sneered at by the business office.”

“Who is writing the detective stories of to-day ™

“We have ome man who does nothing else. His
mind has been tralned along these pecullar lines, and
he bas acquired a style that the boys seem to delight
in. We keep him about a dozen numbers abead of ac-
tual publication, for we can't afford to slip up In our
weekly cutput. Sometimes, when he Is Indisposed, we
assign the job to another member of the staff, but as o
rule it is one man who does the work.

““The detective story, however, is not the one that
heads the list of popular productions for young fel-
lows., As a matter of fact, the library that sells best
is one that exploits the dolugs of a boy. That s what
the boys llke most to read about—something another
boy just like themselves hLas done. Of course they
are filled with admiration for the achievements of the
great detectives of fiction, but they always feel that
they'll have te walt until they grow up before they
can suecessfully emulate those heroes, 1In the case of
the boy hero it s different. Every young reader feels
he “~nlicate the performances of this youthful
parsgon, and that ls why the weekly sales of the li-
brary are enormous.”

“What does this boy heco do™

“Everything a healthy boy ought to do. He Is the
champion baseball player and the best foothall player
and the most satisfactory all round athlete his coun-
try can produce, He is the sort of a lad Jack Hark-

Popping the Question
“To-night I'speak to your father, dearest.

1 better say ¥
“Well, badn't you better first call his attention w

the penalties for assault, manslaugbter and murder?”

What had

away was, and there never was a more popular chap
than that same Jack of glorlous memory. He has
all morts of edveutures nt the school at Fardale,
Conn.—an imaginary institutlon—and later when be
gues to Yale "

“How long has he been thrilling the boy public?

“For eleven years."”

“And can you successfully hold him st the boy age
for an Indefinite perlod? Is he a sort of five cent
Peter Pan?”

“Oh, no; he grows up just like other boys. He
grows up naturally, and each week he Is a week
older thau he was In the previous number. You
couldn't appeal to the boye in any other way."

“But won't he reach an age llmit In time, when
be cap no longer take part in purely juvenlle ex-
periences

“Of courss.”

“Then what will you do—stop your library ?’

“Oh, no, we'll dig up a younger brother and take
him along a route simllar to the oue the present favor.
ite has travelled. It's the usual thing. Don't you re-
wember bow Bir Copan Duyle gracefully brought on
Mycroft, a brother of 8herlock Holmes, when he had
about exhausted the adventures of Bherlock? That
gives the autbor an opening. You wateh nut for some
Mycroft Holmes stories some of these days.”

“What kivd of a man writes théese stories that are
80 well thought of by the boys?'

“A boy's man. He lives in Malne and spends most
of his time with the younger generatlon. He enters
Into all their sports and is as enthusiastic in boat
building or baseball playing as eny youngster of
fifteen. He understands his people, and so his people
understand him. Incidentaily, he has made a very
good thing out of his books, In a money way, sad
could afford to live for the rest of his life without
writing a single line or doing a stroke of work. But
he isn't that kind. He wants to talk each week to
his great boy audlence., and I think he'fl continue be-
ing a boy himself till his halr turns white.”

to a tree. Nelther could he get sight of any Wlhd
H. Hall letterbeads. He pretended to take misdsures
ments nnd asked Mrs. Morrow for a sheet of m_
to note down his figures. She produced lmm
of notepaper, and the policeman was bafiled again. -

Two days later, while Carey was still watching the
house and meditating new plans, Mrs. Morrow sl
deuly began making preparations to move. w
found from the transfer company that she was golbg
to the neighboring town of Peekaklll, a haul so short
that she intended to take her goods by wagon I
stead of by train. The detectives watched the case
of that typewriter go into the van at Mamaroneek;
watched It tuken out at the mew house In Peekskfll
Two diys afterward, when she was getting settied,
they saw Hull, with whose face they bad got ac-
quaiuted. walk up the front path, ring the doorbell
and euter the house.

The psychological moment had come. Carey sprang
his mine. Accompanied by MacConeaghy, a deteec-
tive, who c¢an use a typewriter, he called on Mra,
Morrow and stated 'he whole case plainly to her.

“And the best thing you ran do," sald Carey, “ls to
let me look at all your letter paper and give me samw
ples from that typewriter.” Mrs. Morrow became a
volcano of wrath, then an iceberg of angry reserve.
The police might do as they pleased, she sald; she
knew nothing of any polsoned candy; they bad no
rights outslde of New York; she ould tkank him to
leave the house at once. As Carey stood at the door,
“Jollying her,” be says, Hall entered the room. Carey,
who had been walting for this, stepped up and slapped
Hall on the shoulder.

“Why, Mr. Hall,” he sald, “don’ you know me? 1
used to know you when you were in the hat business
on Beaver street. Remember?’ And Carey rattled
off a string of reminiscences of Hall's early life.

Hall started like a wan caught in the act. Carey
pressed bis advantage. Mrs. Morrow was in a very
unfortunate position. It would be best for her to be
frank, else the New York police would bave to use
other methods,

Hall turned to Mrs. Morrow.

%I think you had better let them see everything,"

he sald.
“I'hen show me all the paper you have In the house,*

sald Carey.

They went from room to room, Mrs. Morrow over
jooking all the places whers paper might ba kept untll
Carey polnted them out to her. In a bureau drawer
at the top of the house he found a pad, letter sise,
with the letterhead of Willlam H. [all. Tearing off &
gample, Carey hustled Mrs. Morrow Into the parlor and
asked her to open the typewriter,

“It 1s locked,"” sald she,

“That's easlly remedled,” sald Carey, and he tore
off the hasp. Before either she or the hesitating and
troubled Hall could get breath MacCeneaghy was
seated and was running off capltal W’'s, By a ges-
ture Mrs. Morrow lovited Hall outside. Carey im-
mediately drew out the Mayben letter and dictated
{te text to his asslstant. When MacConeaghy had
finished it Carey sat down to the typewriter and be-
gan to stab the keys, imitating with unpractised
hand the sound of the machine at work. At tbe same
moment he winked at MacConeaghy. The latter, tak-
{ng the cue, stepped to the door and listeped. And be
heard Mrs. Morrow say:—

“Quick! Don’t you know that it will be used in
court?™

A minute later Hall, evidently lashed to courige,
burst in and ordered the detectives out.

“Oh, very well,” said Carey, carelessly.

“RBut give me that paper!" sald Hall, suatehing at
the typewritten sample. Carey evaded him, thrust
the paper In his pocket, and hurried out to the near
est telephone. On the way he compared the sample
with the Maybon letter. The resemblance Iin the
broken W's and the faunlty alignment was perfect.
Any obe could see that they came from one and the
same typewriter,

And here I begin ‘o spring the solution. Arrived
at the telephone, Carey called up the hospital on
Ward's Island, got Dr. Maybon, and asked him not to
let Miss Campbell leave the island nor gel to a tele
phone,

For Miss Campbell, not Mra. Morrow nor yet Mr,
Hall, had been hls suspect from the very first.

Probably you are surprised at thls. 1 bope that
you are, because 1 have been doing ray best to conceal
it. The writer of the 8herlock Holmes school always
omits one strong psychologleal factor—intuition—and
one practical factor—experience,

The iutultion of Carey told him, as soon as be
had talked half an hour with Miss Campbell, thgt
her attitude wasn't straight; that she was conceal-
ing something. His experience had taught him that
in three-quarters of such cases the victlm is also
the criminal, One who has never done police work
as detective or reporter does not know how many
hysterical women and girls accuse others of des-
perate attempts at crime which they have “‘planted™
themselves. When it s reported that this or that
voung girl has been found lying unconscious In &
shed, exhausted from her struggle with bandits who
have beld her captive, the experienced police captain
never looks for the bandits until he hds put the girl
through the third degree. The anonymous lettess,
the crudely polsoned rcandy—all, to an experienced
policeman, pointed o Miss Campbell as the sole per-
petrator of this attempt at crime. Besides, I have
purposely omitted one fact which came out late in the
investigation.

On August 4, the day when the anonymous letter
Dr, Maybon was mailed, Miss Campbell was off
the Island on leave

Carey proceeded at once to Ward's Island apd
called on Miss Campbell. Bhe came down in a fresh
evening dress, to sit through three bours of the third
degree. Slowly Carey wormed It out of her. Ebe ad-
mitted the letter first. Bhe had written it surreptl
tlously on Mrs. Morrow's typewriter, Btage by stage
she admitted buying the candy. But rever would
che say, “I did it.” He got her over to the Detective
Buresu the next afternoon. There they sut from four
to nine before she sald the word. Eveu then she
gave few details. Bhe had got the arsenlc from tbhe
hospital dispensary “to polson rats.® She had taken
the eandy, just after she bought it, to the women's
room of a8 department store, unwrapped 1. sprinkled
It with arsenic and wrapped It up again. There was
4 writing desk “for the convenlence of patroas™ near
at band. She had written the address on a plece of
store paper, cut it out and festened it on with the
SIAmMps,

“But why 4id you do 1t7 asked Carey.

“l don't kuow,” sald Miss Campbell, | just doa't
know.” ¥

And although Carey has his own explanation for ib -
this is probably a better reason “han any. that he
gives. They never do know. .
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