
  
    [image: Larry Dexter, Reporter]
  


  
    
      Larry Dexter, Reporter

    

    
      
        Howard R. Garis

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 by Charles Amory Beach

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Introduction

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

      
        Chapter 36

      

      
        Chapter 37

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      My Dear Boys.—Those of you who were interested in the first story of this series, telling how Larry Dexter rose from a copy boy to become a reporter, may desire to follow his further adventures as a newspaper worker. Many of the occurrences told of in this volume are actual ones. In some I participated personally. In others newspaper friends of mine were concerned, though I have made some slight changes from what actually happened.

      The tracing of the blue-handed man, who blew open the safe by means of nitro-glycerine, is an actual fact, having taken place in the city where I live. He was arrested afterwards because a detective observed the stains left by the acid on his fingers. The riot in Chinatown is similar to several that have occurred there, and kidnappings, such as befell Jimmy, are common enough in New York. There are few reporters, especially on the large papers, who have not gone through as thrilling incidents as those which happened to Larry, for, as I can vouch from many years' experience, a newspaper man's life is anything but a quiet and uneventful one.

      

      
        
        Yours sincerely,

        Howard R. Garis.

        July 1, 1907.
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        A REPORTER'S MISTAKE

      

      

      “Copy!”

      The city editor's voice rang out sharply, and he held in his extended hand a bunch of paper, without lifting his eyes from the story he was; going over with a correcting pencil. There was no answer save the clicking of half a score of typewriters, at which sat busy reporters.

      “Copy!” cried the editor once more. There was a shuffle among a trio of boys on the far side of the room.

      “Copy! copy!” fairly shouted the exasperated editor, as he shook the papers, looking up from his work towards the boys who were now advancing together on a run. “What's the matter with all of you? Getting deaf, or are you tired of work? When you hear 'Copy' called at this time of day you want to jump! Now all the way up to the composing room with that, Bud. It's got to make the first edition!”

      “Yes, sir!” exclaimed Bud Nelson, head copy boy on the New York Daily Leader, one of the largest afternoon papers of the metropolis, as he raced upstairs to where the clicking type-setting machines were in noisy operation.

      “You boys must be more lively,” went on Mr. Bruce Emberg, the city editor. “This is not a playroom nor a kindergarten. You must learn to jump up whenever you hear the assistant city editor or myself call 'Copy.' I make some allowances for you boys who have not been here long, but it must not occur again.”

      The two remaining lads went back to their bench looking a little startled, for, though Mr. Emberg was a kind man, he could be severe when there was occasion for it.

      “Did he give you a laying-out?” asked Bud, of his companions, when he returned.

      “I just guess yes,” replied Charles Anderson, the tallest of the copy boys. “You ought to have heard him!”

      “I was so busy telling you fellows about the party last night I didn't hear him call,” said Bud. “We'll have to be more careful, or we'll lose our jobs.”

      “Copy!” called the editor again, and this time the three reached the desk almost at the same instant.

      “That's the way to do it,” remarked Mr. Emberg. “That's what I like to see.”

      For the next few minutes there was a busy scene in the city room of the Leader. Reporters were writing like mad on their typewriters, and rushing with the loose sheets of paper over to the desk of the city editor or his assistant. These, and two copy readers, rapidly scanned the stories, made whatever corrections were necessary, put headings, or “heads,” as they are called, on them, and gave them to the copy boys.

      The lads ran out to the pneumatic tube that shot the copy to the composing room, or, in case of an important story, took it upstairs themselves so that it would receive immediate attention from the foreman.

      The boys were running to and fro, as if in training for a race, typewriters were clicking as fast as though the operators were in a speed contest, the editors were slashing whole pages from stories to make them shorter, and the copy readers were doing likewise.

      “Hurry up that stuff, Jones!” exclaimed the editor to one reporter. “You've only got two minutes!”

      “Here it is!” cried Jones, yanking the last page from his typewriter.

      For two minutes there was a wilder scene of activity than ever. Then came a comparatively quiet spell.

      “That's all we can make for the first,” remarked the editor, with something like a breath of relief. “We did pretty well.”

      The editor looked over a book that lay open in front of him on his desk. The cover was marked “Assignments,” and it was the volume in which memoranda of all the items that were to be gotten that day appeared. The editor glanced down the page.

      “Here, Larry!” he called to a tall, good-looking youth, who was seated at a small desk. “Get this obituary, will you? It's about a man over on the West Side. He was ninety-eight years old, and belonged to a well-known New York family.”

      “Shall I get his picture?” asked Larry Dexter, as he came forward to go out on the assignment.

      “No, we haven't time to make it to-day. Just get a brief sketch of his life. Hurry back.”

      Larry got his hat from the coat room, and left the office. He was the newest reporter on the Leader. The other reporters spoke of him as the “cub,” not meaning anything disrespectful, but only to indicate that he was the “freshman,” the apprentice, or whatever one considers the beginner in any line of work. Larry was a sort of fledgling at the business, though he had been on the Leader a number of months.

      He began as a copy boy, just like one of the lads whom Mr. Emberg had cautioned about being in a hurry. Larry, with his mother, his sisters, Lucy, aged thirteen, and Mary, aged five, and his brother, James, lived in a fairly good tenement in New York City. They had come there from the village of Campton, New York, where Larry's father, who had been dead a few years, once owned a fine farm. But reverses had overtaken the family, and some time after Mr. Dexter's death the place was sold at auction.

      When the place had been disposed of, Mrs. Dexter desired to come to New York to live with her sister, Mrs. Edward Ralston. But, as related in the first volume of this series, entitled, “From Office Boy to Reporter; or, The First Step in Journalism,” when Mrs. Dexter, with Larry and the other children, reached the big city, they found that Mrs. Ralston's husband had been killed a few days before in an accident. Mrs. Ralston, writing a hasty letter to her sister, had gone to live with other relatives in a distant state.

      But Mrs. Dexter did not receive this letter on time, in consequence of having hastily undertaken the journey from Campton, and so did not hear of her sister's loss until she reached the house where Mrs. Ralston had lived. The travelers made the best of it, however, and were cared for by kind neighbors.

      Larry soon secured work as an office, or copy, boy on the Leader, through one day being able to help Harvey Newton, one of the best reporters on the paper, at an exciting fire.

      In those days Larry had trouble with Peter Manton, a rival copy boy, and he was kidnapped by some electric cab strikers who thought he was a reporter they wanted to pay off an old score on. The lad and Mr. Newton were sent to report a big flood in another part of the state, where the big dam broke, and where many persons were in danger of being drowned.

      While in the flooded district Larry met his old enemy, Peter, and there was a race between them to see who would get some copy, telling of the flood, to the telegraph office first. Larry won, and for this good work was promoted from an office boy to be a regular reporter. In the course of his duties as a copy boy he once saved a valuable watch from being stolen by pickpockets from a celebrated doctor, and the physician, in his gratitude, operated on Larry's sister Lucy, who suffered from a bad spinal disease, and cured her.

      This made the family feel much happier, as now Lucy could go about like other girls, and did not have to spend many hours in a big chair. Larry's advancement also brought him a larger salary, so there was no further need for Mrs. Dexter to take in sewing. They were able also to move to a better apartment, though not far from where they had first settled.

      Larry was able to put a little money in the bank, to add to the nest-egg of one thousand dollars which he received as a reward for finding the Reynolds jewels, though the thieves were not apprehended.

      Larry had been acting in his new position as reporter about eight months when, on the morning that our story opens, he was sent to get the obituary of the aged man. In this time he had learned much that he never knew before, and which would not have come to him in his capacity as copy boy. He had, as yet, been given only easy work, for though he had shown “a nose for news,” as it is called, which means an ability to know a story when it comes one's way, Mr. Emberg felt the “cub” had better go a bit slow.

      The young reporter managed to get what information he wanted without much trouble. He came back to the office, and wrote it up by hand, for he had not learned yet to use a typewriter. While he was engaged on the “obit,” as death accounts are called for brevity, he had his eyes opened to something which stood him in good stead the rest of his life.

      The first editions of other New York afternoon papers, all rivals of the Leader , had come into the Leader office. Mr. Emberg was glancing over them to see if his sheet had been beaten on any stories; that is, whether any of the other journals had stories which the Leader did not have, or better ones than those on similar subjects that appeared in the Leader.

      “Hello! What's this?” the city editor exclaimed, suddenly. “Here's a big story of a fight at that Eleventh Ward political meeting, in the Scorcher. Who covered that meeting for us?”

      “I did,” replied a tall, thin youth.

      “Did you have anything good in your story?” the editor asked.

      “No—no, sir,” stammered the youth, as he saw the angry look on the editor's face.

      “Why not?”

      “Because there wasn't any meeting,” replied the luckless scribe. “It broke up in a free fight!”

      “It what?” fairly roared the city editor.

      “It broke up in a fight. The candidates tried to speak, but the crowd wouldn't let 'em. They called 'em names, and then they made a rush, and upset the stand, and there was a free fight. I couldn't hear any of the speeches, so I came away.”

      “You what?” asked the editor, trying to speak calmly. The room seemed strangely quiet.

      “I came away. I thought you sent me to report the political meeting, but there wasn't any. It broke up in a fight,” repeated the reporter.

      “I thought you said you were a newspaper man,” the city editor remarked. “I wouldn't have hired you if I knew you had had no experience.”

      “I did have some. I—I,” began the unfortunate one.

      “It must have been as society scribbler on the Punktown Monthly Pink Tea Gazette,” exclaimed Mr. Emberg. “Why, you don't know enough about the business to report a Sunday school picnic.

      “If you were sent to a house to get an account of a wedding,” went on Mr. Emberg, “and while there the house should burn down, and all the people be killed, I suppose you would come back and say there wasn't any wedding, it was a fire! Would you?”

      “No—no, sir.”

      “Well, I guess you would! I don't believe you're cut out for the newspaper business. The idea of not reporting a meeting because it broke up in a fight! It's enough to make—but never mind! You can go to the cashier and get what money is coming to you. We can't afford to have mistakes like that occur. This is the best story in many a day. Why, they must have had a regular riot up there, according to the Scorcher. Here, Smith,” the city editor went on, turning to an older reporter, “see what there is in this, and fix up a story,” and Mr. Emberg handed over the article he had clipped from the rival paper. It was a bad beat on the Leader.

      “I hope I never make a mistake like that,” thought Larry, as he turned in his article. “My, that was a call-down!”
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        AMATEUR NIGHT

      

      

      The unfortunate reporter who had made the mistake, and who had been discharged in consequence, left the room. He had gained his position under somewhat false pretenses, and so there was little sympathy felt for him.

      “We don't want careless work on the Leader,” went on Mr. Emberg, speaking to no one in particular. “We want the news, and those who have no noses for it had better look alive. We're in the news business, and that's what we have to give the people.”

      The reporter, to whom Mr. Emberg had given the clipping, soon ascertained that, in the main, it was correct. So a story was made up concerning the Eleventh Ward meeting, and run in the second edition of the Leader, much to the disgust of the city editor, who hated to be “beaten.”

      The rebuke the unfortunate reporter received produced a feeling of uneasiness among the others on the staff of the Leader, and there were many whispered conferences among the men that afternoon. However the “ax” did not fall again, much to the relief of several who knew they had not been doing as well as they might—the “ax” being the reporter's slang for getting discharged.

      When the last edition had been run off on the thundering presses in the basement, the reporters gathered in small groups in different parts of the room, and began talking over the events of the day. Larry saw his friend Harvey Newton come in from an assignment.

      “How did you make out to-day, Larry?” asked Mr. Newton.

      “Pretty fair,” responded the boy. “I didn't have any big stories, though.”

      “They'll come in time. Better go slow and sure.”

      “Did you strike anything good?”

      “Not much. I've been down to City Hall all day, working on a tip I got of some land deal a political gang is trying to put through. Something about a big tract in the Bronx, but I didn't land it.”

      The remark made Larry stop and think. He remembered his mother had, among her papers, a deed to some land in that section of New York City called the Bronx, because it was near a small river of that name. The land had been taken by Mr. Dexter in connection with some deal, and had never been considered of any value. One day, as told in the previous volume, Mrs. Dexter was about to destroy the old deed, but Larry restrained her. He thought the land might some day be of value. So the document was put away.

      When Mr. Newton spoke Larry wondered if, by any chance, the land the reporter mentioned as being that over which a political deal was being made, could be located near that which was represented by the old deed. He made up his mind to speak of it some time.

      It was now about four o'clock, and, as the reporters went off duty in half an hour, Mr. Emberg was busy over the assignment book.

      The Leader was an afternoon paper, but sometimes there were things occurring at night that had to be “covered” or attended to in order to get an account of them for the next day. Usually only very important events were covered a night by the Leader, since the morning paper or news associations, got accounts of them.

      Mr. Emberg came over toward Larry with a slip of paper in his hand.

      “How would you like to try your hand at a funny story?” the city editor asked the boy.

      “I'd like to, only I don't know that I could do it. What sort of a story is it?”

      “Amateur night at a theater. Did you ever see one?”

      Larry said he had not, and Mr. Emberg explained that the managers of certain cheap theaters, in order to get some variety, frequently had amateur nights at their playhouses. They would allow any one who came along to go on the stage between the acts of the regular performance, and sing, dance, recite, do feats of strength, or whatever the amateur considered his specialty.

      The audience, for the most part made up of young men and women, seldom had much sympathy to waste on the amateurs, and it must be a very brave youth or maiden who essayed to do a “stunt” under the circumstances.

      “Here are two tickets to the Jollity Theater,” said Mr. Emberg. “Go up there to-night, take someone with you if you like, and give us a good funny story to-morrow.”

      Larry was delighted at being able to go to the theater without paying, but he was a little doubtful of his ability to do the story. However, he resolved to try. He told his mother of it at supper that night.

      “I'll take Jimmy with me,” said Larry.

      “I'm afraid your brother's too young to go out, as you will have to stay rather late,” said Mrs. Dexter. “Can't you take Harry Lake?” referring to a boy who lived on the floor below the Dexter apartments.

      “I guess I will,” replied the young reporter, and soon he and Harry were on their way to the theater.

      The play was one of the usual melodramatic sort, but to Larry and Harry it was very interesting. They watched eagerly through the first act, as did hundreds around them, but there was more interest displayed when the manager came before the curtain.

      He announced that a number of amateurs had come to go through their various “turns,” and added that they would be allowed to stay and amuse the audience as long as the latter seemed to care for the offerings. When too much displeasure was manifested the performers would be obliged to withdraw, being forcibly reminded to leave, sometimes, by being pulled from the boards by a long-handled hook which the stage hands stuck out from the wings, or sides of the stage.

      “Johnny Carroll, in a song and dance specialty,” announced the manager as the first number, and then he retired to give place to Johnny. The latter proved to be a tall, thin youth, who shuffled out upon the stage and stood there looking about rather sheepishly.

      “Ladies an' gen'men,” he began in such weak tones that someone shouted:

      “Take your voice out yer pocket!”

      “I'm goin' t' dance a jig!” cried Johnny, defiantly, and the orchestra struck up a lively tune. Three times the young performer tried to get into step, but something seemed to be the matter with his feet, for they would not jig. A general laugh ran around.

      “I'm goin' t' sing!” cried Johnny, in desperation. “I'll give you that latest song success, entitled, 'Give Me Another Transfer, This One Has Expired,'” and the orchestra began playing the opening strains. Johnny opened his mouth to sing, but, as his voice was rather less harmonious than a crow's, he was met with howls of laughter.

      “T'out ye was goin' t' sing!” someone in the top gallery shouted.

      “Give me a chanst!” pleaded the performer.

      “Get the hook! Get the hook!” shouted several, and out from the wings came an instrument like a shepherd's crook. Johnny was removed from the stage, protesting in vain.

      “Sammy Snipe will play the mouth organ,” announced the manager, and Sammy came on. He seemed to be an old hand at the turn, for he entered with an air of confidence, and was greeted with some applause. He lost no time in talking, but began to play, and made not unmusical sounds on the harmonica. He made a “hit” with the audience, and there were no discouraging remarks. Sammy played several popular airs, and then tried to play a jig and dance it at the same time. Sammy would have done better, however, to have stopped when he had the approval of his audience. Unfortunately he could not divide his attention between his playing and his dancing. While he could do either separately, when he essayed both he found he had tried to cover too much territory. He started off on a lively air, but, no sooner had he danced a few steps, than he forgot to keep playing, and he soon lost time. Then he tried to start dancing, and come in with the music when he had the jig going well. This, too, failed, for he soon forgot to dance, and only played.

      “Take him away; he's no good!” the audience shouted, and then came the fatal call: “Get the hook!” and Sammy was removed.

      Next a young woman appeared who tried to recite “Curfew Shall Not Ring To-night!” The audience either had no regard for the curfew, or did not care to hear anything tragic. The young woman got as far as the third line when there was a series of groans that indicated anything but enjoyment.

      “Ding-dong! Ten o'clock! Time's up!” called someone, and the performer retired in confusion.

      Larry and Harry were enjoying the efforts of the amateurs more than they had the real show. They were anxious for the second act to be over to see what the unprofessional performers would offer next.

      When the curtain was rung down the second time, leaving the heroine in great trouble and distress, the next amateur performer was another young woman who wanted to recite. She selected “Paul Revere's Ride,” and began in a loud tone: “Listen, my Children——” but she had only gone that far when someone in a high falsetto voice called out:

      “Oh mercy, mother, did you put the cat out, and lock the door?”

      This was too much for the elocutionist, and she rushed off the stage in confusion. Next appeared a tall young man with light hair, and a purple necktie, who tried to sing: “Come Where My Love Lies Dreaming.” He managed to make himself heard through two lines, and then such a chorus of yells, whistles, and cat-calls, mingled with “Get the hook!” broke out, that he had to stand helpless. He was game, however, and Larry could see, by the motion of the youth's lips, that the performer was going through with the song. But not a sound of it was heard, and there was no second verse.

      This was followed by two boys who managed to get through some buck and wing dancing, winning hearty applause. Next there was a youth who essayed a tumbling act.

      He, too, seemed to please, and did not get the “hook.” Not so fortunate, however, was the following performer, who was announced as a “strong man.”

      Several stage hands carried a number of heavy weights out on the boards. The “strong man” in pink tights, making several bows, lifted a few dumb-bells.

      “Aw, I kin do that meself!” exclaimed a disgusted newsboy, leaning far over the edge of the gallery. “Do a hard one, or go back home.”

      The performer next tackled a big dumb-bell that must have weighed several hundred pounds. Either he had underestimated its heft, or he had overestimated his powers, for he could not budge it. He strained and tugged, but the bell did not move.

      “Fake! No good! Get the hook!” were some of the cries that greeted the man.

      He was pulled from the stage by some of the hands, and two of them came on to move the weights. Then it was disclosed that a trick had been played on the “strong” man for the big dumb-bell was merely made of wood, painted to resemble iron. It had been fastened to the floor with hooks, which accounted for the inability of the performer to move it.

      One of the stage hands, unfastening the bell, lifted it easily with one hand. Then the laughter broke out louder than ever, Larry and Harry joining in.

      Between the third and fourth acts other amateurs appeared. Some did fairly well, but most of them had a bad attack of stage fright, or were scared by the remarks made to them by the audience. Altogether it was a funny experience.

      Larry was so anxious to make a good story that he sat up after he reached home that night, and wrote it out, just as he had seen it. He gave it a lively touch, and made the most of the situations. It was with some anxiousness, however, that he placed the story on Mr. Emberg's desk the next morning.
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        ON TRACK OF A DEAL

      

      

      “What's this?” asked the city editor.

      “That story of amateur night,” replied Larry.

      “Oh, yes, I'd forgotten all about it. I'm glad you have the copy in early, as I want you to make a quick trip out of town.”

      “Any more floods?” asked Larry, thinking of the big one he had helped cover when he was a copy boy.

      “Not this time; this is only to take a run over to New Jersey, to a little town called Cranford.”

      “What's the matter out there?”

      “I want you to see Professor Allen. He is to deliver a lecture at the dinner of the Engineers' Club to-night, and he has promised a copy of his remarks in advance.”

      Larry was soon on his way, crossing the Hudson River on the ferry to the New Jersey side, where he took a train for Cranford. He found Professor Allen's house without much trouble, and inquired for the gentleman.

      “I don't believe you can see him,” replied the girl who answered the door.

      “Why not; isn't he at home?” asked Larry.

      “Well, he is and he isn't,” replied the servant. “You see he's out in his laboratory making experiments, which is what he's most always up to, and he hasn't been in to his meals for a week.”

      “Hasn't he eaten for a week?” asked Larry, in some surprise.

      “Oh, bless your heart, of course he's eaten, but he will not come to the table. His wife has to go out to the laboratory with a plate of victuals and a cup of coffee, and fairly feed him.”

      “What's the trouble?”

      “Oh, you see he's working on a new invention.”

      “What sort?” asked Larry, thinking he might get a story out of it.

      “Don't ask me,” cried the servant, with a laugh, for she evidently took Larry for some boy on an errand. “It's all about wheels and levers and steam and electricity. As near as I can get at, it's a plan to make an automobile out of a tea kettle.”

      “Don't you suppose I could see the professor?” asked the young reporter.

      “Well, you can try,” said the girl. “The laboratory is that small white building down at the far end of the yard. Go down there, and walk right in. If you knock he'll never answer. Mrs. Allen has just fed him his breakfast, and perhaps he'll talk to you a little.”

      Larry decided this was the only way of securing what he wanted, so he made his way to the laboratory, and, remembering the injunction, entered the door and walked in.

      He found himself in a large room, fairly filled with machinery and appliances of all kinds. Overhead there were shafts and pulleys, while all about the sides were benches, lathes, wheels, levers, handles, and springs of various sorts.

      Down in one corner was an elderly gentleman, in rather an old and ragged suit, at work over a bench. He did not look up as Larry entered, but called out:

      “Come here and give me a hand with this. I'm in a hurry.”

      Larry looked around to see if the professor could be speaking to anyone else, but, finding that he was the only one in the room besides the scientist, the lad concluded he was the one addressed.

      “Hurry, please,” added Mr. Allen, looking straight at Larry. “I am in the midst of an important experiment.”

      Thereupon Larry went to the bench. Mr. Allen was holding one end of a long steel tube from which radiated several smaller tubes of glass. At one end of the steel tube was a rubber pipe which was attached to a gas jet, and at the other end of the tube there was another pipe which was fastened to a water faucet.

      “Turn on the gas a little more, and then help me hold this tube,” spoke the scientist. “I am generating steam.”

      He spoke as though it was the most natural thing in the world for Larry to be there, and give him assistance. Larry recognized that Mr. Allen was too much absorbed in his experiment to care who helped him, so the boy lent a hand.

      Larry turned the gas on, and then grasped one end of the tube. Mr. Allen held the other. There was a curious rumbling sound, followed by a roar.

      “Duck! She's going to explode again!” cried Mr. Allen, dropping his end of the tube, and crawling under a table. Larry lost no time in following his example. The next instant there was a loud report, and pieces of the tube and rubber hose were flying in all directions.

      “It's all over, you can come out now,” remarked the scientist, in a quiet voice, a few seconds later.

      “Does it often act that way?” inquired Larry, earnestly.

      “That's the twenty-seventh time it has blown up,” replied the professor. “I guess the glass is not strong enough for the steam.”

      “Isn't it dangerous?” ventured Larry.

      “Dangerous? Of course it is! That's what I expect in this business. But I have another tube here, and we'll try it again. Just take your coat off, and help me.”

      “I'm afraid I haven't time,” replied the reporter. “I'm from the New York Daily Leader. I came to get a copy of your speech.”

      “What's that?” inquired Mr. Allen, sharply.

      Larry repeated his statement more fully.

      “Bless my soul!” exclaimed the professor. “I took you for my assistant's son. He often helps me. I didn't get a good look at you, I was so busy thinking about this steam problem. I hope you were not hurt when the explosion came.”

      “Not a bit,” replied Larry.

      “Father! Father! Are you injured?” cried a voice, and a woman, much excited, hurried into the laboratory.

      “Not a bit, my dear, not a bit,” replied the professor, as he brushed the dust from his clothes. “Another tube blew up, that's all,” and he seemed as cheerful as though the experiment had succeeded.

      “Oh, those horrible, dangerous steam tubes!” exclaimed the lady. Then she saw Larry, and, observing he was a stranger, was about to withdraw.

      “This is a reporter from the New York Leader,” explained the scientist. “He has come for a copy of my speech, and it's a good thing he did. I had forgotten all about delivering it to-night. I guess I'll go in the house, and get ready. Come with me,” he added to Larry, “and I'll get the copy for you.”

      “Thank goodness something happened to make him come back to civilization,” remarked the lady to Larry, as they walked toward the house. “He has slept in that laboratory, and taken his meals there ever since he started on this latest idea. It's a good thing you came along, and awakened him to some realization that there's something in this world besides those terrible steam tubes.”

      “Perhaps the explosion did,” ventured Larry.

      “That? It would take more than an explosion,” the lady, who was Mr. Allen's daughter, replied. “He's used to them.”

      Larry went into the house, where, after some search, Mr. Allen found a copy of his remarks, which he gave to the young reporter.

      “Come out and see me again some day,” the scientist invited Larry. “We'll try that experiment again.”

      “I'm afraid once is enough for me,” said Larry, with a smile.

      He reached his office shortly after noon, and, handing in the copy of the speech, which had been gotten in advance, so as to be set up ready for the next day's paper. Then he reported at the desk, announcing to Mr. Emberg that he was ready for another assignment.

      “Take a run down to City Hall,” said the city editor. “Mr. Newton is covering it to-day, but he is busy on a story, and he telephoned in he had no time to make all the rounds of the offices. Just see if there are any routine matters he had to overlook.”

      It was the first time Larry had ever been assigned to the municipal building alone. He was familiar with most of the offices and knew some of the officials by sight, as Mr. Newton had frequently taken him around to “learn him the ropes,” as he said. So Larry felt not a little elated, and began to dream of the time when he might have important assignments, such as looking after city matters and politics, matters to which New York papers pay great attention.

      Larry went into several offices at the hall, and found there was no news. It was rather a dull day along municipal and political lines, and there were few reporters around the building. Larry knew some of them, who nodded to him in a friendly way, and asked him whether there was “anything new,” a reporter's manner of inquiring for news.

      As Larry had nothing he said so, it being a sort of unwritten law among newspaper men not to beat each other on routine assignments, unless there was some special story they were after.

      It was almost closing hour at the hall, and within a few minutes of the time the Leader's last edition went to press, that Larry entered the anteroom of the City Comptroller's office. He hardly expected there would be any news, and he knew if there was it was almost too late for that day. However, he was tired, and, as there were comfortable chairs in the office, he resolved to have a few minutes' rest, while waiting to see the official or the chief clerk to ask if there was anything new.

      It was while sitting there, with his chair tilted back against a thin partition, that Larry overheard voices in somewhat loud conversation. At first he paid little attention to the matter. But when one of the voices became quite loud he could not help hearing.

      “I tell you I've got the whole plan outlined, and we can all make big money by it,” someone remarked. “I know the lay of the land. It's up in the Bronx.”

      At that Larry began to take some notice, as he remembered he and his mother were interested in some Bronx property.

      “The deal is going through, then?” asked another man.

      “Sure.”

      Now Larry had no intention of eavesdropping, and, if he had thought the conversation was of a private nature, he would have moved away. But it seemed the men had nothing to conceal, for they talked loudly. They were probably unaware that a transom over the door of the room where they were, was open.

      “What makes you so sure the land will be valuable?” asked another voice.

      “Because I know it,” came the answer from the one who had first spoken. “There's going to be an ordinance introduced in the Common Council soon. Now all we have to do is to buy up all the lots——” What followed was in a low tone, and Larry could not hear. Then the voice went on: “It's a great game, for it will take our votes to pass the ordinance, see?”

      “Won't there be some danger?” asked someone.

      “Not a bit. There's only one hitch. I've been looking the thing up, and I find that the most valuable strip of land in the whole tract is owned by some man up New York State.”

      “Who is he?”

      “Something like Pexter or Wexter,” was the reply, whereat Larry felt his heart beating strongly. Suppose it should happen to be the land for which his mother held the deed?

      “Can we put the deal through?” several asked of the man who was doing the most talking.

      “Sure we can,” was the answer. “Alderman⁠——”

      “Hush! Not so loud!” cautioned a voice.

      “Close that transom,” ordered someone, and then Larry moved away, fearing the men might come out, and find him listening. He wanted to know more of the matter, for he felt sure some underhanded game was afoot.

      That afternoon, on the way home, Larry told Mr. Newton of what he had heard.

      “I'll bet there's some sort of a deal on,” said the older reporter. “Glad you happened to overhear that, Larry. I'll get busy on the tip, and maybe we can block the game.”

    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Introduction
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/larry-dexter-reporter---howard-r-garis.jpg






