A STRANGE FELLOW
A STORY WITH AN IMMORAL

INTRODUCTION

F THE DAILY papers had made the “scoop ”
our story probably would have come to us in dif-
ferent form. There would have been much more
of sensationally imaginative detail and less of quiet
truth. There would have been headlines — block
letters, double leaded — like this:

MIDNIGHT ASSASSINS PUT TO ROUT!
A Band of Bloody Minded Robbers

Invade the Hallowed Precincts of a
Wealthy Home on Michigan Avenme
— and are nobly Repulsed by the Coura-
geous Owner, Swmuel W heattop, Es-
quire. He engages one of the Murder-
ers in Personal Combat and forces him to
the Wall. Valuable papers Recovered!
Loaded Weapons fall Undischarged!
Where were the Police? Let Chief

Hubbard Rise and Explain!
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Then would have followed a diagram of the room
‘1 which the terrific conflict took place, made up of
rules and dashes and uppercase letters, and under-
neath a descriptive reference such as must of neces-
sity accompany any highly imaginative work of Art.

A —bed in which the intended victims were
quietly sleeping — wholly unconscious of the un-
holy dangers bréeding about them.

B — stand — a drawer of which contained valu-
able papers and a loaded revolver.

C — stand at Mr. Samuel Wheattop’s bedside,
on which lay a well filled pocketbook!

D — chiffonier — on which in a golden bowl,
containing delicately scented water, reposed two
rows of pearls in a gold setting — Ms. Wheattop’s
artificial teeth!

E — door by which assassins entered the apart-
ment!

F — toilet stand whereon lay frizzes, bangs,
powder, etc., in fact all the delicacies necessary to
the finished toilet of a lovely society leader.

Then would have followed a hatchet cut of
Samuel Wheattop Esq. and his wife from life and a
portrait of the assassins from the newspaper artist’s
comprehension of a confused description — giving
the police a very tangible clue on which to base de-
tective operations. Now, if the daily papers had
made the scoop the story would have been exciting
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and no doubt some family skeletons would have been
exposed in a heartless way to public gaze. But the
police did not hear of the case for some time and
then their knowledge would not have been sufficient
to found a newspaper lie on — how slight that
knowledge must have been! — and we are at lib-
erty now to hear and tell the truth about the matter!

THE STORY

Over nearly half the world the mantle of dark-
ness was spread. In the depth of its folds the great
city lay in slumber. The myriad chimneys had
ceased for a time to belch out black smoke which
made the darkness of the day more tangible if not
more profound than the darkness of the night. The
last of the suburban trains were sleepily dragging
their slow lengths along. By some strange accident
Bridgeport had closed its doors early in the evening
and of all the vile odors Chicago knows so well, that
of the river alone was loud enough to break the gen-
eral stillness of the air!

Of the dust stirred up by the street sweeping ma-
chines, much had fallen quietly back into place,
much had lodged in the lungs and on the clothes of
those who were exposed and much had descended
upon the roofs of the street cars to be carried out
onto the prairie farms which had recently been an-
nexed to the city, to be spread over them by the
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gentle lake zephyrs that they might present on the
surface, at least, an urban air, and take the keen edge
off those numerous jokes that lifted their grinning
faces above the heads of waving corn:

THESE cHOICE citY LoTs
FOR SALE BY NARYGOLD
100 NewBorN STREET, CHICAGO

Through the heart and along the main arteries of
the city where, indeed, peace never comes, the blood
was still noisily throbbing, but in the residence dis-
tricts quiet reigned. However, sleepless ones and
watchers by beds of pain could heaf; now and then,
the whack of the policeman’s billy against the lamp-
post and the answering whack in the distance; and
at regular intervals they could hear, if they were in
range, a buzzing sound, like a dentist’s drill in a soft
tooth, issuing from a dark box on the corner and
could catch fragments of one side of the conversation
which generally followed the buzz: ¢ This is Mur-
phy! — ach! —kim off — Cronin! — naw! ” At
least that was what Raymond Hope heard as he was
passing the patrol box in an aristocratic neighbor-
hood at about 1:30 A.M.

There were few or no lights to be seen in the win-
‘dows round about, for sleep, with firm, though gen-
tle hand, had temporarily throttled the gas trust and
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stopped the flow of gold into its bottomless pocket.
A gleam from a watchman’s lantern showed now
and then on the houses along the street and now and
then again would be reflected from the star on an
officer’s breast.

The young man who overheard the fragment
quoted wore a cheerful professional air and carried
what the policeman, who had just issued from the
box, took to be a case of surgeon’s instruments. The
two met face to face, and the young man asked,
“ What about Cronin? Have they caught him
yet? ”  Supposing his questioner to be a clever
young physician from a neighboring hospital, the
officer sought to correct his slip.

“ Ye mane Tascott! »”said he. “ Naw,and its me-
silf ? —

“No! ” said the other, ¢ It was the doctor I had
in mind. I have paid no attention to the case since
he was seen in Canada — in fact had forgotten about
him till you mentioned his name just now.”

“Why! he’s dead! and they're thryin him! ”?

« NO' »

“It’s mesilf that’s thinkin’ whot an illegant jury
you’d have made in this case! ” exclaimed the of-
ficer.

“Well, why didn’t they send around for me.
Pm always willing to do my share for the public
good.”
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« Byt you doctors i eximpted,” said the officer,
« perhaps that’s why ye didn’t kape up on the case! ”

« Oh pshaw! 1 don’t care anything about that,”
returned the young man. « Td rather appear in
Court as a juryman than in any capacity 1 am Likely
to appear in! ” and with a light laugh which broke
into a whistled air the young man with the case of
:nstruments started off in the direction of the hos-
pital — but he didn’t reach there that night.

Broker Samuel Wheattop had returned home
from a meeting of the Sunset Club some hours be-
fore, ready to start out on 2 crusade and reform the
world’s labor and criminal classes. The discussion
at the Club dinner had touched on these classes, and
although the dinner was served in courses, evidently
the classes were not; at least, when, on his return
home, he reported certain phases of the Club talk to
his wife, the classes were as hopelessly jumbled in
his mind as were the dinner courses in his stomach.
He spoke of reform; what he really meant — if he
could have read himself — was annihilation; for in
his human instincts and sympathies he was alto-
gether too narrow to be able to appreciate the stand-
point of the reformer. Of course, there were speak-
ers at the club who expressed strong sympathy with
labor! but this, he told his wife, was merely for ef-
fect; they did.not helieve what they were saying,
and to argue with them was to no purpose. As for
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himself, he wanted to meet one of this labor class,
this criminal class, in person and determine from
him what his thoughts and ideas really were — and
to convert him if might be.

So far as a part of his wish was concerned, it was
granted that night and the broker found himself de-
cidedly at a disadvantage.

The Wheattop residence was not far from the box
at which Officer Murphy and the young man had -
chatted. It was what is termed an elegant mansion,
and in all its appointments was exquisite for the
Wheattops were, fortunately, people of taste as well
as of great wealth.

As Mr. Wheattop’s sentiment for the beautiful
in nature and in art was profound and his judgments
of technical work just, a lavish expenditure had pro-
cured to him a rare collection of paintings and ob-
jects of virtu. Moreover, he talked well on art
matters and when he spoke of the Mystery of the
Corot, the beautiful drawing of the Meissonier or
of feeling or technique generally, evidently he knew
whereof he spoke for he never belied himself by
purchasing a chromo or a daub. It does seem, how-
ever, that beyond their high technical qualities the
value of some of his poetical paintings must have
been lost to him, he was so deficient on the side of
his human sympathies, though he did not know it.
But his wife did appreciate the fact, and it was more
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than fortunate that she contributed to the common
store a nature highly sensitive along those lines when
the marriage vows made their two souls one! Their
combined forces made their home an attractive point
to a noble line of guests. Not the least notable of
their callers, though perhaps the least noble, and
again perhaps not, was the young man who had the
few words with Officer Murphy.

Now that young man was in many ways as emi-
nently respectable a fellow as one would be apt to
meet with in a night’s journey. His ear was never
closed to the cry of the poor and his hand was
stretched out to their needs. It would be easy
enough to lionize him for in his way he was a genius.
He was a burglar — but he was a genius!

There is a sickly sentimentality which will ask,
does not the day-star of genius illumine the black-
ness of a stained character, of a ruined name?
Doubtless this has been true of many who have
walked along the most exalted plains of intellectual
and moral life. Many a slip may be forgiven to him
through whose heart rushes the impassioned, resist-
less tide of humanity, making him an inspired
mouth-piece, making him to elevate and cheer and
charm the race in poem and story, in song and in art.

But Raymond Hope’s genius was not of this sort
for, in spite of his real love for his fellows, he was a

menace to society and placed himself beyond the
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pale of sympathy by the continued acts of his daily,
or rather nightly, life. Had he stolen — once —
or twice — even, through hunger! But he was a
burglar — by choice!

The reasons he once gave for making that choice,
for placing himself in a position antagonistic to all
recognized forms of law, might fall flat on staid old
conservatives of a straitlaced school, but they would
appeal, and not without force, to the sympathetic
student of American life today.

“ Oh! no! ” he was heard to say, ¢ business is not
degrading, but not every bright boy even has an
aptitude for business. Can an American boy enter
the trades? 'The professions are overcrowded. Oh,
yes! there is room at the top! But that is cold com-
fort for one who, though ambitious, knows his limi-
tations; and especially for one who scorns trickery
and has not the patience to plod, while others are
passing by him up the hill of public esteem by taking
disgusting advantage of their fellowmen. How-
ever, there are members of one profession I have in
mind, and which I admire, who do not jostle or
crowd each other because there are too many to the
square foot. I refer to the medical missionaries in
the slums. It is a great field, that! But to invest
one’s life in that way doesn’t bring sufficiently large
or speedy returns for most of us. Art is not appre-
ciated by the public sufficiently to make the life of
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the artist more than drudgery and disappointment,
and many a sensitive soul, capable of highest de-
velopment under the genial sunshine of intelligent
appreciation, has refused to prostitute his art, has
fallen back into business lines for which he had no
flair, and has failed — he may have made a good
living but his life was a failure! All paths, smooth
or rough, to honest toil seem to be guarded against
the American boy today.

¢ As for politics, which should be in the hands of
incorruptible men, surely no American father would
want to see his boy embark in that rotten ship on the
seething sea of demoralization. A few men have
manned their own craft and by a kind fate have hap-
pened to sail through unharmed —but they are
few. What is there in our local administrative de-
partments which should not put a sensitive man with
any idea whatsoever of justice in direct antipathy to
the powers that be?

“ T don’t want to say anything against the police,”
said he, ¢ they don’t bother me much, but is not their .
whole internal system a hollow mockery? They
have to get the Irish murder cases worked up by Ger-
man detectives! The German anarchists are hunted
down by Irish policemen — and they are all dead
against the American. A friendless young fellow
has a hard pull in the great city today. My trial in
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