










































































































































































































































































¢ ~HOME AGAIN

SWEETS ~AND

HOW KISSARLE
YoU LOOK!

-You,Too,
DEAR-IT WAS
NICE OF YOU
TO SKAVE AGAIN
BEFORE COMING

WONDER!

WHILE?



















































































































128 UNKNOWN

more. Obviously he didn’t want to talk
about his work. Yet, for most of his
time he was secluded in his studio. He
wouldn’t let Annie in at all now; he al-
ways called out that he was too busy.
Once, while he was out one afternoon,
Mrs. Smith sent the girl up to clean.

“Door’s locked,” Annie announced,
disgruntled as she came back. “He’s
got a new padlock on the outside of it.
Don’t know what's got into him these
days. He was plumb nasty this mornin’

. called out for me to go away an’
stay away. That ain’t like him. He's
always been such a kind old gentleman.
Maybe he’s sick.”

That night, Mrs. Smith, thinking
about it, got herself really worried.
Old Mr. Todd had come in, early in the
evening. Obviously avoiding her, he
had gone upstairs. All evening she sat
by the hall door of her sitting room,
hoping that he would come downstairs.
But he didn’t. Far beyond her usual
bedtime she sat; and then with sudden
decision she went upstairs. Mr. Todd's
door was closed. She listened a mo-
ment. She was about to turn away,
thinking he must be asleep, when she
heard the rasp of his chair as though
he had shoved it on the bare studio floor.

Then she heard his footstep, and the
words: “This way, no one will ever
know. And Alice will be so proud of
me . . . her father . . . immortal—"

Then his chair clattered as though he
had knocked it over; and there was an-
other sound which Mrs. Smith never
could describe—a sound like something
happening which never had happened
before. Mrs. Smith in another minute
was pounding on the locked door; then
she was calling in a panic. That
brought two or three of the lodgers into
the hall a flight down.

The men couldn’t break down the
door; then one of them went out and
got a policeman and another went into
the cellar and came back with a length

of heavy pipe. The policeman broke
open the door.

There was no real disorder in old
Ezra Todd’s studio. Its large flood-
light bulb was lighted, with a diffusing
screen of cheesecloth standing before it.
The only disorder was a litter of un-
washed dishes in the tiny kitchenette.
Against the wall, his canvases were
neatly stacked. A small overturned
chair was near his big easel, which had
a taboret nearby that held his palette
and brushes. The ventilating panels of
the small skylight were closed and
locked on the inside. So was the single
window in his small adjoining bathroom.

No one heeded the big dilapidated
box of old paints, the tubes of which
were all squeezed dry now—paints
which had done so well, but with which
old Ezra Todd could do no more.

“You say you heard him in here?”
the policeman demanded skeptically,
after he had poked around. “Well,
ma’am, he sure ain’t here now."”

Then Mrs. Smith saw the big mirror
which old Ezra Todd had evidently
hung recently on the wall, just behind
the easel to one side. And she saw the
big painted canvas on the easel—the
life-size portrait of a meek, gentle-look-
ing, gray-haired little man, with a faint
smile of triumph on his face. Its flow-
ing signature, “Ezra Todd,” was very
prominent and legible.

“That’s him,” one of the lodgers said
to the policeman. ‘“Why, good Lord,
that’s the most wonderful self-portrait
I've ever seen. He has real genius,
hasn't he? Why that picture alone wiil
make his name immortal.”

“Well, if he was in here, it’s sure
queer how he got out,” the policeman
declared. “But anyways, he did. An’
if you folks don’'t need me any more,
guess I'll be goin’.”

He left, disgruntled at having been
summoned on a matter of no im-
portance.















































































































