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THE GREAT GILMORE, founder of the fashionable cult of Purified Thought, known outside the advertising columns as Dr. Buchanan Gilmore, and to a select few as "doc," disposed his white-flanneled legs under an immense mahogany table, armed himself with a jade-handled paper-cutter, and attacked his morning's mail.


The rich, heavy furniture, the tapestries, the thick Persian rugs, the graceful but inconspicuous bronzes, and the gorgeously clad Oriental attendant spoke eloquently of prosperity. The Great Gilmore himself, arrayed from head to foot in spotless white, a single rare jewel winking from his cravat, struck a high, clear note in the midst of this effective stage setting.


It was characteristic of the man that, whatever his surroundings, he managed to be the most conspicuous thing in sight. When he had a chance to set the scenes himself, the effect was irresistible and compelling. A marvelous stage-director was lost in the Great Gilmore, and the shrine of Purified Thought was all that limited money and unlimited taste could make it.


"Really, my dear," said one Denver lady, while breathlessly describing her visit to the eminent savant, "his consultation-room is wonderful! So well is it arranged that one carries away nothing but the sense of simple elegance. Positively, my dear, the man's taste is marvelous! And such a personality! Such an expression of power in his eyes! No, brown, my dear! I remember most distinctly!"


The Great Gilmore, having set his trap for money, used money as a lure. Everything in his office was genuine—that is to say, everything but the man himself. Even the velvet-eyed, catlike servant was a genuine Hindu from over the seas, vainly endeavoring to forget that he had ever been a snake-charmer with a medicine show. Dr. Buchanan Gilmore—doubters might see his diploma displayed in the waiting-room—believed in a "good front" as firmly as he believed in the great truth that for every fleecy lamb born into this world the shears are appointed and the time set.


Gone were the hard days when the "doc" strained his musical voice in order to persuade the proletariat of the kerosene belt to part with twenty-five cents for a bottle of his justly celebrated Snake Oil, a solid gold friendship ring and a silk handkerchief being thrown in with each and every purchase. As Questo the Hypnotist, the vaudevilles knew him no more. Legerdemain, palm-reading, ventriloquism, astrology, and materializing séances he had put sternly, behind him, along with several temporarily assumed names for which he now had no further use.


This grub had become a butterfly, disdaining all but hothouse blossoms. As the expounder of Purified Thought, Dr. Buchanan Gilmore never "gave sittings." He "made appointments." The difference  showed plainly in the figures upon the weekly bill, rendered to his clients upon neatly engraved linen bond.


Purified Thought appealed to a rich clientèle. There was in the very name a subtle magic which attracted those whom the doctor was pleased to describe as "the better classes." If he had learned nothing else from his lean and hungry years—his petty-larceny period, he called it—the Great Gilmore had made certain of the fact that the possession of much money does not change human nature. A rich woman, seeking advice in matters of the heart, would accept precisely the same counsel as her sister behind the notion-counter, who spares fifty cents in exchange for an interpretation of the lines in her palm. And the more the rich woman paid for her advice, the more valuable it would seem to be.


Purified Thought was the same old goods. The difference was in the package, and the market was hungry.


The Great Gilmore's mail was a heavy one, for he knew something about newspaper advertising. Some newspaper advertising is for sale, and some is not; and the latter is by far the more desirable. The doctor bought just enough of the first to be sure of the second, and in the news columns he frequently jostled the youngest society bud or the oldest political rascal for prominence. It was an excellent way of getting business, for people are more or less prone to believe that the man who is often in the public prints must amount to something.


The doctor's long, nimble fingers flew as they sorted out the mail, but there was one letter which held him for a second reading. It was written in pencil upon two sheets of dirty, yellow paper, and was postmarked "Canyon City, Colorado." This is what it said:



Deare Sir, i am a convick heare in the statesprisun and sinct i hav gott religin i beleave things i didnt befoar. i read in an old kansas city paper wheare you talked with spirrits and mayby you can help me. i gott something on my mind wich wont let me sleep nites in the line of property wich was not come by honest but wich was stole, i want to no what to do with it. my pardners are all dead and if i could talk to them they would tell me what to do. i want to go clean wen my time comes and i gott enuf to anser for anyway wich was done in my sinfull days long ago. if you are a god feering man wich beleaves in a hearafter, come to see me. yrs, 
John Moran, No. 1113.




p. s.—i hav been a bad one in my time wich was long ago but i have repentit of my sins and am leding a beter life but i aint easy in my mind aboutt what i ought to do with that property.


p. s.—if you write the warden dont say you gott a leter from me. this was smugled outside, ask if you can see John Moran privitly. they let others and they ought to let you.




The Great Gilmore leaned back in his chair for a few seconds, and then dropped the letter with a short laugh.


"Some petty larcenist with a tender conscience," he thought. "He'd better send for the prison chaplain."


But the memory of the letter lingered. After he had finished his mail, he took down his telephone, called up the editorial rooms of a local newspaper, and asked for Mr. Dacey.


"Hello, Jimmy!" said he. "Come over to the Brown Palace for dinner to-night, will you? No, nothing special. I'm in for a lonesome evening, and I thought— All right, Jimmy! Seven o'clock!"
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Jimmy Dacey was a middle-aged reporter on a morning newspaper, a walking gold-mine of miscellaneous information, and the owner of a memory like a filing-cabinet. All sorts of interesting things were stored away in his head, to be turned up at the price of a question. Privately, he believed that the Great Gilmore was the cleverest fraud out of jail, but since the doctor was "getting away with it," Dacey gave him the credit due under the circumstances.


Dacey interested the doctor; the doctor interested Dacey. It was an even exchange. Neither man asked or expected perfect confidence.


The chat over the coffee and cigars ranged far and wide, and touched upon many things, from politics to petty larceny—not so great a journey, perhaps, after all. Then the doctor dropped a chance remark into the tide of conversation.


"By the way, Jimmy," said he, carelessly, "those were very clever articles you wrote about the new penitentiary system and the warden's ideas of handling the prisoners. I read them with deep interest. It seemed to me it was a pity to waste them on a daily paper."


"Uh huh!" said Dacey, noncommittally. "Wish I could strike a magazine-editor who thought so!"


"You had pretty much a free hand down there," said Gilmore. "Talked with a lot of the convicts and that sort of thing?"


Dacey nodded.


"I wonder," Gilmore continued, blinking dreamily, "if, in the course of your work, you came into contact with a convict named—Horan? No, that's not the name! I'll get it in a minute. Moran, is it? John Moran?"


"Buckshot John?" ejaculated Dacey. He flashed a swift glance at the doctor, but his host was carefully removing a band from a fresh cigar, a feat which seemed to require all his attention. "That old scoundrel?" continued Dacey. "I should say I have come in contact with him! Why, I've interviewed the old coot three times in the last fifteen years. He's supposed to know something about all that money and stuff that the Kennedy outfit got away with. What made you ask about him, doc?"


"I don't know. My recollection is very hazy, but it seems to me I saw the name in a newspaper somewhere. Don't recall where it was. What was the Kennedy outfit? A bunch of pickpockets?"


Dacey snorted indignantly.


"Where have you been the last fifteen years?" he demanded. "Pickpockets! They never went up against anything softer than a bank or an express-train! Why, doc, you surely don't mean to tell me that you never heard of Bad Jake Kennedy's gang?"


Gilmore flicked the ash from his cigar and beckoned to the hovering waiter.


"Why, certainly!" he said. "‘Bad Jake,' sounds familiar. I'd forgotten that he had a last name."


There, at least, he spoke the truth. Time was when Bad Jake's name had been exceedingly familiar, particularly in the inter-mountain States. Kennedy and his cutthroats had been the scourge of southern Colorado and northern New Mexico, where for a brief but bloody period they made life interesting for railroads, express companies, overland passengers, and small bankers. Retribution had finally come to them on the flying hoofs of a posse.


In the rapid scene-shifting of a new Western State, Bad Jake and his men, though less than fifteen years in their dishonored graves, were now no more than an uneasy tradition of the border—a story with which to frighten tourists. Gilmore had often read of their evil record, and he listened once more to the brief but stirring narrative of the wiping out of "the Bad Jake bunch."


"For about two years," said Dacey, "they simply ripped the southern end of the State  to pieces. They stuck up trains just for the fun of the thing, and kept their hand in by cleaning out little banks. Then they got too gay, and went after a bigger bank in broad daylight, and the whole county swarmed after 'em. They were surrounded over by Clayton, but they put up an awful fight. They didn't want to be taken alive, and they killed six of the posse and wounded a lot more. The boys played even by getting Mexican Frank, Curly Dupree, Joe White, the Whistling Kid, and a couple more who were lucky enough to be killed outright. Bad Jake, Charley Elms, Hairtrigger Jordan, and this fellow Buckshot John were taken alive, all more or less wounded. That accounted for the whole works."


"A nice clean-up," commented Gilmore. "It doesn't happen very often that they get 'em all at the same time. What did they do to Kennedy?"


"The usual," said Dacey. "The boys got impatient. The prisoners were brought into Clayton about dark, and that evening the citizens busted into the calaboose, got Bad Jake, Jordan, and Elms, and hung 'em to the same tree. Jake died game, and so did Jordan, but Charley Elms went all to pieces and cried like a baby. Buckshot John told me once that he always knew Elms had a yellow streak. He was only a kid, anyway, but he had an awful record—four notches on his gun, not counting Mexicans."


There was a short silence.


"And where," inquired the doctor, idly watching the smoke of his cigar, "was your friend Buckshot John when all this took place?"


Dacey chuckled.


"That's a good story in itself," he said. "Moran was all shot to pieces when they brought him into town, and old Doc Pattee, who had been out with the posse, took him to his own house and went to work to fix him up. When the doc got wind of the evening's entertainment, he got out his old muzzle-loading scatter-gun, oiled her up, and filled her clean to the ears with slugs. Then he sat down on the front steps of his house and waited for the committee with the gun in his lap. When the boys came along, looking for John, he announced himself. Said he hadn't had a patient in six months, and if they took this one away from him, he'd just naturally be forced to let drive where the crowd was biggest, and get some new ones, if he had to make 'em himself. They knew the doc would do it, too, so they let him alone. Anyway, nobody thought Moran would live through the night. No sense in hanging a dying man.


"The express companies and the bankers put up a terrible squeal about that lynching. You see, Bad Jake had a world of money and stuff hid away in the hills somewhere. When he cleaned a train, he cleaned it right down to the rings off the passengers' fingers. They thought Jake should have been given time to make a confession and tell where the stuff was cached. But the boys were kind of peevish—six of their friends had been bumped off by the gang—and they stepped in and made a tidy job of it. To this day, they've never been able to get back a splinter of the loot. It's down there in the hills yet, I suppose."
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