


A $1000 Raise

“—Williams is making $1000 a year more than you are, but
he is leaving the first of the month.

“You may not know it, Carter, but I've had my eye on
you for some titne—in fact, ever since I found out that you
were using your spare time to read up on our business. That
study has paid you, and us too, mighty well.

“Judging from the way you made good in your other positions I am
convinced that you have the training and the ability to do Williams’
work. Therefore, beginning with the first of the month you will be
promoted to Williams’ place at a $1000 a year more than you are
now getting.”

YouWanta $1000 Raise Yourself 1—==—m= == === e=w

and a position of which you can be proud. Our PRO- AMERICAN SCHOOL
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and substantial promotion. Luck or pull won’t giveitto
you but—the PROMOTION PLAN wiil.
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are interested and we will send you full information on our prac-
tical PROMOTION PLAN. Mark gnd mail the coupontoday.
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Be an Electrical Expert

Earn $3500 to $10,000 a Year

: Get Started Today—Write Me
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Joseph H. Korff,
a Federal student
who became inde-
pendent through
Federal training.

Finds Specialty Through
Federal Training

RONMI a $15 a week apprentice in
an engraving house to an inde-
pendent advertising illustrator is
what Joseph H. Korff accomplished
in two years through Federal training.

“The Federal School started me
right,” says Mr. Korff. “I don’t think
that I ever would have ‘teamed up’
with such good connections had it
not been for taking this course. I
find the knowledge gained by the
study of the Federal Course to be of
particular value because of its busi-
ness advice which can be made use of
by all students.”

A short time after enrolling in the Federal
School, Mr. Korff secured his first art position
with The Newspaper Engraving Company at
(Grand Rapids. Inside of eight months he was

promoted to manager of a branch house at
Kalamazoo where he made $50 a week.

Convinced he could earn still more money
by soliciting business along a special line, he
established himself in the business of house
organ illustrating and became independent at
the age of 21. Though successful as a house
organ illustrator and cover designer with pen
and ink, he pushed into wash drawing and oil
painting. Korff is still studying for the biggest
things in illustration under the guidance of
Jederal School instructors.

While Mr. Korft has moved back to Grand
Rapids, Michigan, and rejoined the Newspaper
Engraving Company, he is still continuing in-
dependent illustrating, making use of tone and
color under advanced divisions of the Federal
Course in Illustrating and Cartooning. This
means big money for the young artist. From
the very beginning, he has had more business
than he could handle.

Please Mcution Wayside Tales and Cartoons Magazine
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An lnvestment He Will Never Regret

“I made an investment which I shall never regret when I sent up
my first check for your course of instruction,” says Korff. “I find
that the Federal School books are a constant encyclopedia of refer-
ence for my daily task and many a time do I turn to some of the
lessons and plates to get the information or material desired. This
course has pure business sense and that is what the artist of today
must possess in order to be successful.”

The Same Opportunity Waiting for You

‘I'he Federal Course offers you the same highly specialized train-
ing as Mr. Korff received. Through lessons outlined and illustrated
by more than sixty of America’s leading illustrators and cartoonists
you can develop your drawing ability along the lines your talent best
fits you. With practical training such as Korff received, why can’t
you duplicate his success?

Send for This Free Book

If you are serious about your future, if you really want to succeed,
write teday for your free copy of “A Road to Bigger Things.” This
book tells of the opportunities in the art world, how many famous
illustrators made the start that won them fame and fortune. It
explains in detail the Federal School method of instruction. Send
for your free copy of this book today.

FEDERAL SCHOOLS, INC.
192 Federal Schools Bldg. Minneapolis, Minn.

A sample o/ how Federal Trmnmy enabled

Korff to make several times
his former salary.

Editors
Chas. L. Bartholomew (Bart) and
Joseph Almars

Advisors’ Council and Contributors
Clare Briggs—New York Tribune,
Chas, Livingston Hull—An{ma! Painter.
J. N. Darling {Ding)—New York Tribune.
Fontaine Fox—LCeutral Press Ass'n,
Hesbert Johnson—Saturday Xvening Fost.
D. Lavin—Farmerly Art Dept, Man-
ager Chicago 7Trlbune.
Edward Marshall--Orpheum Kelth and Circult.
Nessa McMein—Cover Designer.
Alton Packerd—Redpath Chsautanquas,
Norman Roekwell—Cover BDeslgner and 11-
lustralor.
Charles M. Russell—The ''Cowboy Artfat.”™
Sldney Smith—{hicago Tribune,
Cleacles Sykes—Phlladelphia Fvening Ladger.
Walter J. Wilwerding——Animal Painter.
Frank Wing—Xinneapolls Tribune.

Contributors

McKee Barclay—Baitimore Sun.

. W. Bengough—Toronto. Cabnada.

Edwin Bloom—Federal Schools,

Paul Ilransomm—Iiluatrator

Ted Brewn—Chicago Deally News.

William Jonnlogs Bryan—Former Secretary
of State.

Perry Carter—Formerly wIith Minneapolis
Tribune.

Oscur Cesare—Evening Pest, New York.

Clarence Conaughy—Burcau of Eagraving.

J. H. Donahey—Cleveland Plein Desler.

Wm. Deonahey—Chicago Tribune.

Ray Kvans—Baltimore American.

W. E. Blll—New York Sunday Tribune.

Kin Hubbard—Indianapolls News.

Wm. Ireland—Columbus Dispatch.

Frank King—Chicagoe Tribune.

Winsor McUay—New York Ameriean.

J. W. McGurk—New York American.

Jahn T. MeCutecheon—Chicaga Tribune.

Ted Nelsou—Formerty with St. Paul Dis-
patch.

Roy Olson—Animator. Chicago.

Carpy Orr—Chicago Tribune.

Laurogs M. Phaenix—Natlonal Soclety of
Mural Painters.

IT. T. Webster— New York Tribune.

Clive Weed—Phliadelphla Public Ledger.

Gaar Wliliams Indianapolis News.

Mail This Coupon Today for Your Free Copy of ‘‘Success Through lllustrating” and ““A Road to Bigger Things"

FEDERAL SCHOOL OF ILLUSTRATING AND CARTOONING.
192 Federal 8Schools Building, Minneapolis, Minn.

information abeut the Federal Scheol of Illustrating and Cartooning.

Please send by return mail my free copy of 'A Road to Bigger Things” together with complete

Name................ SRR Age............ Oceupation......oo.viverncnnenenanenns
Address. ..... Sieasaeaererss oy T SRS o JOR BT BTy U R 0 T
L0300 T B 1

No person under 14 years of age is eligible for enrollment in the Federal School.
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Landon Cogsee

1

THE
EYE LINE

"

GROUP ; NQl. > ™E
THE- o, MEND

+ NOSE-

SIENED oy

Just a few of the long list of
daily newspapers in which
the work of Landon students
appears regularly.

“NEW YORK
Herald”

“CHICAGO
Tribune”

“PHILADELPHIA
Ledger”

“BOSTON
Herald”

“DETROIT
Times”

“CLEVELAND
Plain Dealer”

“CINCINNATI
Post”

“ST. LOUIS
Times”

“SAN FRANCISCO
Call”

What One of America’s Greatest
Cartoonists Thinks About

the Landon Course

Feb. 10, 1921.
Mr. C. N. Landon,
The Landon School,
Cleveland, Ohio.

Dear Sir:

I have just been looking over your cartoon course, and I
am writing to congratulate you personally on the work you
have done.

To be able to draw and the ability to teach others success-
fully are two very different things. Your course of lessons
shows clearly that you can do both.

It must have required a great deal of study and analysis
of the needs of the beginner to prepare a course of instruc-
tion which so completely explains the fundamentals of car-

“DENVER tooning. Your method of teaching drawing by means of

"%éﬁE%%gm News “Picture Charts” is, in my opinion, not only practical but

Democrat & Chronicle” greatly superior to the methods of teaching used by other

“ST. PAUL schools. I am not surprised that your course of instruction

News” has developed so many more successful cartoonists and comic

“PORTLAND (ORE.) artists than any other.

Telegram”

“SEATTLE Yours sincerely,

Times”

“LOS ANGELES J. H. DONAHEY,

Express” Cartoonist, “The Cleveland Plain Dealer.”
1 Ne 2. 4
SKELETON 3. ADD

ADD COAY
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LANDON PICTURE CHARTS

A Sure Guide to Success

ELEBRATED cartoonists and educators every-
C where pronounce Landon Picture Charts as the

greatest achievement in the teaching of draw-
ing. No other plan gives you such a thorough
understanding of the fundamentals of drawing—
none develops ORIGINALITY so rapidly.

Several Big Picture Charts are included in each lesson of
the complete Landon course. They cover every subject which
the successful cartoonist must understand. As your eye
follows sketch after sketch of each series, you clearly see
just how to construct original sktches of your own. No long
text or rules to memorize—no tedious. tiresome hours spent
copying. You learn to draw during your spare time, at home
—and a personal criticism service on each lesson corrects
mistakes which you may make.

Results Prove Superiority of Landon Instruction

Hundreds of former Landon students are now successful
cartoonists and comic artists on leading newspapers in
America and abroad. Their clever, forceful cartoons and
comic series make millions laugh daily and enable these
artists to earn big salaries.

Start right—take the same step these successful artists
once took—write today for sample Picture Chart, long list of
successful Landon students and details about this great
course. Please state your age.

The Landon School eievetano. o

The PICTURE CHART
method of teaching here il-
lustrated was originated by
Mr. Landon. These charts
are fully protected by copy-
rights issued from 1914 to
1920, and this method of
teaching is used exclusively
by The Landon School.

“ALBANY
Knickerbocker Press”
“DES MOINES
News”
“SIOUX CITY
Tribune”
“BUFFALO
Commercial”
“COLUMBUS
Citizen”
“DAYTON
News”
“NEW ORLEANS
Item”
“SALT LAKE CITY
Telegram”
“SPOKANE
Press”
“ATLANTA
Journal”
“MINNEAPOLIS
News”
“MONTGOMERY
Journal”
“MEMPHIS

“MILWAUKEE
Journal”

(Additional names forwarded opon request)

3 6. ﬁ 7
ADD COMDLETE T COAT
WRINKLES OUTLINE @ 7% SHADED
IN SLEEVES =\ /
AND DANTe/
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‘Is the gentleman who wrote me about poor Wilbur, Mr. Partridge. I think, anywhere
about?’ she asked, in a hesitant, quavering voice.” (Seec page 346.)
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Auntie of Simmering Sands
By Harold de Polo

The Harold de Polo “fan” will find in Hardpan Nichols and
Rainbow Morrison two of the quaintest characters in western
fiction. The unusual contact between the New England East,
as represented in “Auntie,” and the sun-parched West, as
represented in “Simmering Sands,” results in a situation
that is funny from the very first line to its hilarious ending.

“Hardpan,” exulted Rainbow Morrison,
as he entered the dilapidated shack that
he and his crony inhabited on the out-
skirts of Simmering Sands, “may 1 never
see another grain o’ pay-dirt if this ol’
worl’ ain’t jest the best whatever!”

The eyes of the pessimist kindled, but
he got hold of himself in time as he real-
ized that the optimist was unusually effer-
vescent:

“Panhandlin’ prospectors!” he grunted.
with almost exaggerated disgust. “But
I reckon the self-same words’'ud come
from yore mouth did we git out on the
desert with our burros dead an’ our water
gone an’ a drink more’n a hundred miles
away!”

“Figger they would—figger they likely
would,” merrily cackled Mr. Morrison, re-
straining his exuberance and pretending

to find something sadly wrong with one
of the wicks of the oil stove.

Hardpan Nichols bit. The grouchy and
ancient ex-prospector yawned, and most
deliberately gazed at the azure sky:

“Cal’late you done gone an’ heard some
trash news down to Lon's, heh?” he re-
marked, endeavoring to speak with the
utmost scorn,

His partner, however, had the joyous
outlook on life of a child, and the biggest
heart in the camp. He held no rancour,
and the chief reason for his happiness was
because he knew how the informatien he
possessed would please the other:

“Hardpan,” he gloated, “you know how
you been attackin’ this here universe, an’
Simmerin’ Sands in particular, a-harpin’
on it that it ain’t doin’ no more progressin’
an’ furnishin’ no more excitement? . . .

345
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\Welt, ol'-timer, aspects looks promisin’,
vessir, ’Member that there no-account,
good-for-nothin’ Pecasly, him they called
Soak, an’ that jest died a couple o' weeks
ago from D. T.s an’ that—"

*“"Member him?" growled the pessimist.
“Iluh, have T gone an’ forgot he owed

me four hits moare'n a year? I ‘should
say—"
“Well, Hardpan, on the stage from

Ilell's Gulch yesterday l.on Partridge has
goue an' got a letter. It's a letter from
i Miss Belinda Peasly, what says she’s his
auntie, .

“It’s kind o' funny, though, for she goes
on to tell a lot about how the family had
always despaircd o° Wilbur—that was his
nime—but that how now, scein’ as he’s
passed, they ought to let bygones be by-
vones an’ just go an’ look back that he
was a Peasly, after all. She comes from
some place in Connccticut, up therc in
that New England land, an’ she’s comin’
to take his body back to the home soil,
like she puts it! Yessir, Hardpan:
what do you make o’ that there situation?”

The pessimist’s face had shown what
amounted to gleeful interest, yet once
more he smothered his feelings and looked
even higher and more intently at the
licavens zhove. His yawn was prodigious:

“You shore do get het up about nothiun’,
Rainbow, don't you?' he drawled, as if
gently reprimanding an infant.

Jt was tou, too much for the other.
Generous and lovahle though he was, and
always trving to look out for the next
fellow, the limit had decidedly been
reached:

“Ifardpan Nichols,” he stormed, prac-
tically ruining the wick in his rage, “I
shore do resign, Tlere I go an’ do my
blame'est to find you somethin’ amusin'—
here L been doin’ it for over twenty vear
—an’ here when I do get somcthin’
that ’ud make ¢ven a mummy rise up an’
onwind himself, you can’t do nothin’ but
go an’ dis—disparage my news! . . . No-
sir, Hardpan, I'm jest about through, I
am an’ you can go an’ stake claim to vore
own events !

WAYSIDE TALES

ITHAL, Hardpan. as usual, was
there to meet the next bi-weekly
stage. and in this he was no different from
the rest of Simmering Sands. The camp
was out, en masse. Indeed. one cannot
blame them. Anyonc—and especially a
maiden aunt—who thought enough of the
remains of Peasley to actually come with
the intent of removing them, must be well
worth the seeing. One would have
thought, the community argued, that rcla-
tives would have been so relieved at the
passing of Soak that they would have let
well enough alone. Perhaps it seems hard
to speak ill of the dead, but Soak Peasley
had becn—well, he'd been a pretty thor-
ough reprobate, to put it mildly. But all
of Simmering Sands realized, when the
rambling old vehicle from Hell's Gulch
got in, that this fact must be strictly and’
absolutely kept under cover. To tell the
truth, it was Lon Partridge himself, pro-
prietor of The Golden Pickaxe and
deemed utterly without conscience, who
gave the first hint of this:
“Gawd.” he whispered hoarsely, “think

0’ havin’ her knew what a rum-chasin’,

small-thievin’, low-Ivin’ no account he
was!”

“An’ —an’ she ain’t goinr’ to know,” put
in Rainbow, who happened to be nearest
him,

You would have said the same your-
self, had you seen the sweet little old lady
who stepped from the stage. She was
even more ancient in years than the pair
of old ex-prospectors themselves. and she
walked with a trembling step. Her body
was very frail, garbed in stiff and rusty
black satin. and two bright spots burned
in her cheeks that showed she was undsr
great excitement. But it was her eyes, as
Hardpan later remarked, that got you.
They were very wide, and very blue, and
very much frightened—so frightened that
they looked as if further fright, or any
kind of pain, might literally kill her.

“Is the gentleman who wrote me about
poor Wilbur, MNr. Partridge, I think,
anywhere about ?” she asked, in a hesitant,
quavering voice.
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“He’s right here, ma’am,” acknowledged
Lon, stepping forward with an air of gal-
lantry that surprised the mining camp.

*Oh, sir,” she said, “it was so good of
you to carry out Wilbur’s desires and let
us know, and we do so appreciate it!”

“Not at all, ma’am—not at all,” assured
I.on. And then, clearing his throat and
casting a glare at the crowd: “We shore
was sorry we had to do it. We mean,
ma’am, we was sorry Wil—Wilbur had
to make his exit. He—he was a mighty
—a mighty fine man, ma’am, was Wil—
Wilbur, an’—an’ we all o’ us shore did
hate to see him go!”

“You don’t know how happy that makes
me,” replied Belinda Peasley, unheedful
of the gasp from the crowd. “We knew
that Wilbur was—was possibly a trifle
wild, as all young men of spirit are apt
to be. But, whatever his faults, we always
were certain that he had a good and true
heart!”

“A heart o gold, ma’am—a hcart o
gold!”

It was Hardpan Nichols, none other,
who made the assertion. Frankly, his mo-
tive is not definitely known. Whether it
was his innate love of complicating the
situation, or an effort out of pure good-
ness of heart to give Miss Belinda more
happiness, or else to get Lon in deeper,
will never be known. The majority, it
must be confessed, swing toward the latter
belief. If so, the tables certainly were
turned, with neatness and dispatch. For
the proprietor of the most popular hang-
out in the camp had just then a flash of

genius:
“An’ Hardpan shorc. is putting’ it
straight, ma’am—an’ he shore oughta

be able to know, at that,” cried the rotund
Lon, with a wave of an arm as if deliver-
ing an oration. *“Yes, there stands the
man, Mister Hardpan Nichols, ma’am,
that was Wil—Wilbur’s best friend—his
pard, his on-seperable companion, you
might say, for the last couple o’ years.
Yes'm. Hardpan should ought to know,
all right, all right, that he had a heart o’
gold!”

347

ISTER NICHOLS gaped, gasped,
M turned on the other—but was un-
able to utter a word in his shocked con-
dition. Before he got hold of himself,
fortunately, the eflicient Rainbow had
managed to sneak up behind him and ad-
minister a shark kick on his heel. At the

‘same time, the old pessimist began to get

the motions of the rest of the assembly—
motions that threatened him with torture
and all forms of horrid death unless he
played up to his part. But these, perhaps,
were not needed. Hardpan was game, and
he showed it now:

“Yes'm—yes, Miss Peasley,” he gulped,
when he could regain his voice, I knowed
Wil—Wilbur, all right, I—I—"

“0-0-0-0h, yon were his ‘pard,’ as you
dear, big-hearted Westerners call the
word ?” she cried, rushing up to him.

Hardpan had a violent fit of coughing,
and when he got out of it explained tact-
fully:

“Yes'm—excuse me, ma’am—I—I got
kind o’ thinkin’ o° Wilbur, now seeing’
you, an’ it—it—"

“I know, I know,” said the little old
lady gently, ‘‘he was your pard!”

We must give Hardpan credit. He
blushed, stammered, blushed some more—
and looked at the crowd in a manner that
said e would he the one to inflict right
excrutiating tortures should his deception
ever be divulged:

“Yes’'m, he shore was,” he almost bel-
lowed—*“an’ he shore did have a heart o’
aold!”

*Oh, how Wilbur must have liked you,
vou good man!- Such loyalty and affec-
tion is wonderful, and—"

*Excuse me, ma'am,” put in Hardpan,
“but hadn’t I better see you to your room,
an’ get your bhags up, so’s you can rest
after that trip? \We—I can tell you ’bout
— ’'bout Wilbur later!”

*Perhaps,” decided Miss Belinda, after
a minute, during which the old miner
trembled, “it would be better for me to
rest. I am tired!”

“It shore would, ma’am,” heartilv agreed
Nichols.
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ARDPAN, finishing supper, departed

for one of the very few times in his
life from his regular habits. Instead of
sitting down with his corncob and chin-
ning with his old crony about days gone
by, he got out his ragged razor and pro-
ceeded to scrape off bristly stubble. After
that, he used plenty of soap, and even
carefully slicked down his few remaining
hairs:

“Well,” drawled Rainbow, “outside o’
you gettin’ some excitement at last, you
shore likewise are accruin’ right dude
ways, heh ?”

Hardpan finished knotting a black shoe-
string tie around the neckband of his
flannel shirt and plainly glared:

“Yeah? An’ let me tell you, Rainbow,
that that there Lon Partridge is goin’ to
accrue some hot lead—someday, soon!”

“Better be thinkin’ o’ hot-footin’ it,
Hardpan. You went an’ told Miss Be-
linda Peasley you'd be there at seven, an’
it’s most that now. Bleatin’ calves, but
have I even got to tell you how to go
courtin’ the ladies?”

“I’d never have to do no tellin’ you how
to court death,” snarled his old chum.

“Aw, shucks, Hardpan, you wanted ex-
citement—you wanted progression—an’
you got it!”

But the pessimist did not even deign to
answer. Pulling his battered hat down
over his ears, he walked out of the shack
and strode up the main and only street of
. Simmering Sands. His air, nevertheless,
did not render him immune—even from
the smallest youngsters. Apparently they
had been well coached by parents, for
their remarks were timely. About half
wanted to know when he intended an-
nouncing his wedding, while the remain-
der asked many things regarding the life
of his pal Wilbur. At The Golden Pick-
axe, too, another ordeal lay in wait for
him,

“Well, Hardpan,” beamed Lon, “Miss
Belinda sure is waitin’ fer you. She’s in
the parlor, which I just done opened up!”

“It'll be a comfort to git some’eres in
Simmerin’ Sands, outside o’ the seclusion
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o' yore own home, where it ain’t neces-
sary to look at yore face,” was the other’s
gentle answer.

“It will be—when you do find the place,”
suavely concurred Lon, bowing deeply.
“Come on, right this way!”

He led him through the bar, through
the dance-hall, through the room reserved
for gaming, and on his passage you may
be sure that many solicitous questions
were asked regarding his little pal Wilbur.
At the “parlor,” a room unopened for
years, and smelling of new plush furni-
ture, the rotund proprietor ushered him
in, followed, and spoke as if he were an-
nouncing a conquering hero:

“Right here he is, Miss Peasley—right
here is Wilbur's pal!”

Hardpan stilled a curse in his throat.
To have to keep up the role set out for
him would be bad enough, but to have to
do it, all evening, before the choice half-
dozen that Lon had picked, was asking
almost too much of a man. For Lon,
you may be sure, wanted to enjoy the ma-
chinery he had set in motion, and just six
of his particular cronies were seated with
Peasley’s aunt. Even so, she did not
slight Hardpan:

“Oh,” she said, holding out a hand,
“you’re the one I'’ve waited for, Mister
Nichols.

“Please do tell me just how—how dear
Wilbur died! . . . You—you see, Mister
Partridge didn't say anything about that
in this letter, and all the rest of these gen-
tlemen here say that it was while he was
with you! . . . You—you see, we all at
home thought poor Wilbur so wild, and
it's so wonderful to have all you big,
strong men spcak so well of him. He—
he must have been a man, anyway!”

ARDPAN NICHOLS must be given
H credit. The little old lady was look-
ing him clearly in the eyes with her own
luminous ones, and he masked his face
like a consummate actor. He paid no atten-
tion whatsoever to the grins and winks of
the others, but again finally had to resort
to coughing:
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“Yes, yes, Miss Peasley, he was—was
with—me!” he said.

The woman waited, breathlessly, hang-
ing forward in her chair, as if what was
to come meant the staff of life to her:

“Yes,” continued Hardpan, *“he was
with me, all right, was poor ol’ Wilhur!
He—he an’ I, ma’am—we was out on a
—a prospectin’ trip, an’—an’ if Wil—
Wilbur hadn’t on’y becn so fine an’ gener-
ous, anyways, he wouldn't of /iad to be
out lookin’ for pay-dirt. But he allus
gave it away, he did, to children, or
women, or men that needed it. Why, I
remember the time when he on’y had two
thousan’ to his name an’ he . But
where was I ? Oh, yes; I an’ him was out
on a prospectin’ trip! . . . Well, I ain’t
goin’ to go in for no long-drawn details,
I ain’t, to come to the point where we
was out on the sandy desert, about a hun-
dred an’ ffty miles to water, an’ with
naybe jest enough left to last us—with
muybe enough, remember I said. TIn fac’,
ma'am, we was so skcery it mightn't be,
that T an’ him decides to split our paths,
each takin' a ditferent direction, an’ to
meet up in the evenin’ over to a place
called Thirstin® Man's Crossin’. We fig-
gered, see, that if either of us hit water
we’d be able to fill up the canteens with
enough to sure last us "till we struck more
an' made our way out. \Vell, out we each
started, dividin’ the water, an'—an’'—”

Hardpan Nichols paused. He did more
than cough: he extracted a monstrous
bandanna and hlew his nose several times.
Miss Belinda Peasley, now, was leaning
far over, her face aglow. For that matter,
every other man in the room was sitting
there wide-eyed and sagging-jawed, mar-
velling at the pessimist’s story and wildly
wondering what would come next:

“Yes,” gasped Miss Belinda, unable to
hold in. “Yes, go on!"”

“Well, ma’am,” said Hardpan, his voice
slightly husky, his eves suspiciously moist,
“I got to Thirstin’ Man’s Crossin’, I did—
I got there with my water gone, an’ none
found, an’ well-nigh perishin’ for a drink.
It’s hard, ma'am, goin’ one whole day on
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that blisterin’ sand with no more'n a drop
or two, an’ none can tell unless they been
there. I was hopin’—I was prayin’, more
like—that Wil—Wilbur had had more
luck. But the sun goes down, ma’am, an’
dusk comes, an’ then dark comes—but
still yet he don’'t show up. No ma’am,
there I waited—waited an’ worried for
Wilbur, an’ waited an’ prayed he'd have
water, an'~an'—”

Again he paused; again he had resource
to cough and handkerchief; again he was
urged on—and still the boys sat there,
pop-eyed:

“An’ then he come, ma’am, a-staggerin’
an’ a-reelin’ an’ a-fallin'—an’ a-droppin’
an’ a-layin’ still jest as T run out to meet
him! . . . I—ma'am, I don’t like to
speak o’ it, I don’t like to tell it all slowly.
I—I—to git right down to it, ma’am, he
didn’t have no water—nor he hadn’t had
none all day! He—he wasn’t able to do
muach talkin’, ma’am, but—but it come out
that jest after he left me, he run acrost
a man and a woman an’ a little gal, an’
they was without water. The woman an’
little gal—especially the gal, ma’am—was
most dyin’ o' thirst—an’ \Wilbur—my pal
Wilbur an' yor nephew \Wilbur—he give
them his! . . . That’s the way he died,
ma’am, to save a woman an’ a child—«ied
in my arms, along towards sun-up. Yes'm,
that's the way—"

But Hardpan Nichols stopped. A great
sob had come from Belinda Peasley—but
it was a sob of utter and infinite joy. The
boy that they had all thought a worth-
less good-for-nothing had died like a man,
and that, to the name she hore, meant
much.

What is more, there was not a man in
thie room who did not realize it, and farce,
for a few minutes, was turned into serious
gravity. She asked a few more questions,
and every sinner present acted his part
to perfection. \Whether they would have
or not, if left to their own devices, cannot
be ascertained beyond doubt. However,
there was something in the eycs of the
old pessimist that made them do it. He
explained later. out in the bar:



“Before God, boys, I'd 'a’ killed any o’
you that done wrong. You got me into
this, you did, an’ I played my hand like
she should 'a’ been played. What's more,
if I hear o’ any man here—or any man
not here—a-makin’ her know that I lied
about her Wilbur, may I never raise my
head if I dont go an’ get my ol’ six-gun
an’ blow him to halleluyah an’' stations
further!”

UT Hardpan’s work, after that even-

ing, was not over. Indeed, it had
just begun. Until the returning stage ar-
rived, Miss Peasley had begged him to be
with her as much as possible, and you
may well imagine the questions the poor
pessimist was forced to answer. He stuck
to his guns, however, like a man, and
saw to all the arrangements of preparing
the remains of the now exalted Soak for
transportation back East. In fact, Mister
Nichols, in all his career, had never
worked in a whole month as much as he
did during those next three days.

The worst part was the lying. Almost
repeatedly, he would be made to answer
questions regarding what Wilbur had said
on this and that occasion, what he liked
best of the noble West. how he had han-
(lled such and such a situation, did he
often speak of the folks back home—and
so on and so on!

The ex-prospector, withal, did marvel-
ously. As he phrased it to Rainbow was
quite the truth:

“Or timer. if they was ever a man livin’
that done all the things and said all the
things that I says \Vilbur done an’ said,
he'd ’a’ had to be six hundred years ol’, at
the least. Moreso, he'd ’a’ been such a
hero an’ a shinin’ example that he'd ’'a’
been took to heaven to teach the angels—
honest. An’—an’ she believes it all, Rain-
bow. So help me, the swecet ol’ lady be-
lieves it an’ it makes her happy!”

“I allus did allow, Hardpan,” drawled
his pard gently, “that you was worth
somethin’ in the worl’!”

Mister Nichols, at that, used profanity.
When he had finished with it his eves
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sparkled mysteriously—and he cackled:

“Think you can make fun o’ me 'bout
this, heh? \Well, Rainbow, they’s others
likely think they'll be able to, later—Lon
an’ his crowd—but jest you wait. I ain’t
done yet, I ain’t, I got somethin’ ready to
explode that’'ll mavbe make ’em most
probably wish they hadn’t of picked on
me!”

“Glad to hear it,” nodded the other po-
litely.

“Yeah? \VWell, I ain’t tellin’ you, now
vou ask me. You jest wait 'till this after-
noon, that’s all!”

Candidly, had Rainbow been anxious—
nay, had he been literally trembling with
excitement for Hardpan to divulge his
secret—he would not have been disap-
pointed when the great moment at last
came.

HE stage was drawn up before The

Golden Pickaxe, every inhabitant of
the camp was there, and to the pessimist
fell the honor of escorting Miss Peasley
to the conveyance. First, he personally
helped with the coffin, put her bags inside,
and then, suddenly raising his hand for
silence, he turned to her and bowed:

“Miss Peasley,” he said, “we shore have
been most happy—that is, happy as much
as we can be considerin’ yore somewhat
sad errand. you might say—to have had
you with us. You take with you, ma’am,
the body o’ one we thought a mighty
amount of—my pal. \We want to show
you somewhat, though, ma’am, jest how
much we did think o’ him, an” we won't
take ‘no’ for no answer. \We jest got to-
gether an’ had a little talk, an’ we decided
that the on’y fittin’ way to do it was to
donate a certain amount for a tombstone
to Wilbur Peasley, to be put over his
grave back on his own soil he come
from!”

The crowd gasped. Lon looked nervous,
Miss Belinda allowed two tears to trickle
—and Hardpan boomed on, his voice
filled with emotion:

“I'm a pore man. I am, ma’am, an’ it

wasn't my own idea. Tt was the great an’
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the noble an’ the fine idea, ma’am, o’ our
honorable host o’ The Golden Pickaxe—
Lon Partridge. He heads the amount,
ma’am, he does, with jest five hundred
golden dollars!”

Lon purpled, whitened—and stayed
white. Before he could say a word, Miss
Peasley had uttered a long-drawn “O-o-
o-oh!” of appreciation, and Hardpan had
walked over to him: .

“An’ that ain’t all, ma’am. Montana Al,
ma’am, has come in with a hundred, an’
Shifty Pete says fifty, an’—"

Religiously, Hardpan Nichols picked
out the six men—all cronies and hench-
men of Lon’s who had been in the parlor
that first night in the hope of seeing him
make a fool of himself. Incidentally, he
showed excellent judgment, for he judged
to a nicety precisely the limit each one
could possibly he damaged. What is
more, he took occasion to work in a few
outsiders, .people who. off and on, had

offended him, and for whom he had cher-

ished vengeance. Indeed, it was one of
the greatest days in the pessimist’s life,
and it has gone down in Simmering Sands
history as about the most brilliant stroke
of turning the tables that the turbulent
and hustling mining camp has known.

ACK in their dilapidated shack, after
B the stage had gone, Hardpan and
Rainbow sat. They were silent. On the
face of thc latter was a wide smile, but
as one was almost constantly there that
was nothing unusual: on the face of the
former, however, a grin that could not be
held back was playing, and that wwas odd.
for Hardpan rarely if ever showed mirth
when not speaking: )

“Well, Hardpan,” opined his crony, “I
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shore reckon, I do, that jest for once
you’re goin’ to admit that the worl’ has
done progressed an’ that there ain’t even
one little thing wrong with it!”

With a start, the pessimist jerked his
body upright and set his features in their
grimmest and bitterest and sourest lines.
Nevertheless, appropriate words for once
failed to come to him:

“You think so?”’ was all he could man-
age to bark.

“I shore do, Hardpan, I shore do,” con-
tinued his genial partner. “There you go
an’ get in a mess that it looks like they’s
no gettin’ out of—an’ do you get out?
You does more. You not on’y turns the
tables on Lon where it hurts most, but
vou go an’ really make a pore little ol’
lady mighty darn happy for the rest o’
her life! Yessir, Hardpan, I shore
do reckon you can’t find nothin’ wrong!”

It is not always so difficult to make a
pessimist out of an optimist—but it is al-
most a rank impossibility to make an
optimist out of a pessimist. In order to
strengthen this assertion, I ask you to
listen to what Hardpan Nichols said after
a long moment of deep thought:

“Rainbow, you shore are a fool—you
shore are! ’Member that there measley,
ugly, claim-jumpin’ galoot of a Sid Harley
that borrered my axe one day some eight
year ago an’ never come back nor never
said no word, even after we heard he'd
struck it rich an’ made a million? Well
—well, Rainbow—why couldn’t ke 'a’ bin
here?

“I could ’a’ stuck him, with all his
money, for a thousan’! No, Rain-
bow, it ain’t hard to see that you don’t
know that there never can be no what you
might call perfec’ situation!”

“When West Meets West,” by William H. Hamby, is a powerful story
of the West to appear in next month’s issue of WAYSIDE TALES AND
CARTOONS MAGAZINE, the action affording a converging point of
the old West and the new. Don’t miss this dramatic tale of a heroic epoc

in American history!
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S

“"‘-.-..-:.1'

FENE—

Copyright. 1921. by Press Publishing Co. Rehse in New York World

Gooky: Come on down to the creek, Gimlet.

Gimlet: Can’t. Gotta g0 an” have some new soles put on my shoes. They're so thin
the pebbles hurt my feet through 'em!

Gooky: Aw say, Jimmy, why don’t cha get some real feet like us?
353



DAN MORRISON killed his engine,
and the Sea Gull slid through the
smodth water and came to a stop along
the edge of the fish-wharf. With an un-
conscious thrill of pleasure in his young
strength the boy swung a heavy box of
groceries from the able, little naphtha hoat
to the dock, then bent and picked up a
smaller package, made as though to throw
it, checked himself and laid it gently be-
side the box of groceries. New hip-boots
at nine dollars the pair were to be treated
with respect. The Sea Gull moored, he
went up the pathway past the store, gaily
whistling in the summer twilight.

“Hev ye been to Portland?” a voice
hailed him.

“Yes, Uncle Henry,” the boy answered,
“jist gittin’ back.”

“Some fellers say the pollack was bitin’.
Did ye git some?” the old voice queried.

“Eighteen hundred pound, hand-linin’
an’ on the trawls. They bring six an’ a
half cents to Portland.”

“Waal, ain’t thet suthin continued
Uncle Henry. “I don’t cal'late pollack
bites more’n couple days each year an’ ye
jist hit ’em right. Six an’ a half cents,
too, by jeast! You be lucky, Dan’l.”

“I sure be,” Dan agreed cordially, and
nassed on to his own home next door.

It was past the usual supper hour, but
his mother had some saved for him and
the boy fell to the corned-hake, cold bis-
cuits and blueberry pie with a will. Mrs.
Morrison watched in that pleased silence
common to all mothers who have healthy,
hungry sons to fecd. The meal finished,
Dan put the money for the tish in the old
brass kettle. and donned the ncw sea-
hoots.

“They look fine,” commented Mrs. Mor-
rison. "De vou goin’ out?”

“Yes,” Dan answered, giving
grateful look for her praise of his new
possessions, “goin’ to see Loretta.”

Uncle Tlenry was on his steps and
greeted Dan with his customary delicacy:

“Be ye goin’ to see Loretty, Dan’l?
Cal'late to make a match thar?”

*T ain’t rich enough to git married yit,”
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Amigal Head
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the boy answered, laughing to cover his
embarrassment.

“Waal, ain’t thet suthin’,” squeaked the
old man contemptuously. “Ye own your
own boat, an’ ye be goin’ on twenty-one.
I married when I was eighteen.”

“Cost more to live naow,” Dan threw
hack over his shoulder.

Dan’s road led along the sea, dotted
with small, rock-bound islands of Casco
Bay.

It was a beautiful, clear June eve-
ning, water and sky a deep cerulean blue,
just the color of l.oretta’s eyes the boy
told himself. 1le paused and gazed out
over the ocean. [Its immensity, mystery,
sense of hidden power gripped him, the
spell of its beauty was upon him, though
he could not have translated it into words,
even into coherent thoughts. \With a final
backward glance he turned from the road
up a dusty path lined with hollyhocks.

There was no one on the front porch
and Dan pushed open the door into the
living room, only to find it empty.

“Loretta!” he called. There was no
answer, but the sound of a rocking chair
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In this delightful New
England idyl, Elmer Brown
Mason has successfully
caught and “fixed” the
atmosphere of the Maine
fishing village, pre-occu-
pied with itslittle comedies
and dramas, but with the
spirit of tragedy always
hovering sufficiently near
to add a somber note to the
background. Into this set-
ting, with its Dan Morri-
sons and Lorettas and Un-
cle Henrys, bring an Enid
Tompkins, from the large
city, and there is bound to
result an intensely human
story.

violently in motion guided him to the
kitchen. As he opened the door the chair
abruptly ceased swinging and Aunt Jen-
nie Watts spoke from its depths:

“Ef ye be lookin’ for Loretty she ain’t
here an’ she ain’t goin’ to be.”

The boy stared at her uncomprehend-
ingly. .

“She ain’t here!” he repeated. “Where
is she?”

“She’s went to Portland,” announced
Aunt Jennie with immense complacency,
“My sister’s cousin got her a chance to
clerk in a store. I sez to her, sez I, ‘Ef you
got the least git up an’ git in you, which
the Lord knows none of the \Wattses ever
did hev, you’'ll start right up thar to Bath
by the night mail waggon an’ take the
seven-ten to Portland. Ef you ain’t you'll
stay here an’ marry a fisherman an’ never
be nothin’ all your born days. Look at
Mabel Taylor,” sez I. ‘The Taylors never
'mounted to shucks but Mabel goes to
Portland to clerk an’ marries a bank man
an’ naow she has her own home, electric
lights, hired help, seven children an’ sta-
tionery wash tubs!’ I allers done right
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Ly thet girl an’ I don’t aim to sece her
wastin’ 'way takin’ care @' no fisherman's
children. I . . .”

“Did . . . did she leave any word, any
writin’ fer me?” interrupted Dan.

“Lan’ yes, tho’ I sez to her, I sez
‘\\'hat’s the good o' it? You ain’t never
goin’ to see him ag’in,’ I sez.”

“‘I cal'late you're right, she sez. ‘But
I’'m goin’ to leave him this jist the same.’
I was in two minds to put it in the stove
after she had went but I clean fergit an’
left it stuck up thar back of the clock.”

The boy took the pink envelope from
its resting place and tore it open with
awkward fingers. There were only a few
lines:

“Dear Dan: I am going to Portland
and I ain't coming back. I ain’t going
to waste my life in a fishing town and
if I had stayed I would have married
you and never got away from Amigal
Head. I do love you, but I want to see
real life more. I suppose yvou will mar-
ry Edith Wells now, but you can’t give
her the ring vou gave me because I am
going to keep it. So farewell forever.

“Loretta.”

Aunt Jennie watched Dan eagerly as
he slowly spelled out the note, her small
black eyes as bright as those of a spar-
row fixed on an unconscious worm push-
ing up through the mold. When he had
finished she spoke again:

“‘The sooner you git another girl the
better fer all concerned,’ sez I. A man
ain’t no use without a woman to take
keer o’ him—the Good Book bears me
out in thet. Don’t stand thar moonin’
out o’ your eyes like a cod. Set down!”
she concluded sharply.

AN did hear her. The

pink envelope crushed in his square
fingers, he turned and went swiftly back
through the house.

The light had all but faded and the
moon had not yet risen to flood the world
with mystery, Little waves sighed and
moaned softly on the rocky shore. The
sea lay still, as though holding her breath,

not cven
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waiting. Through the turmoil and dull
ache within him, Dan first became con-
scious of the steady clump of his new
sea-boots on the rocky ground, then of
the sound of the water. \WWhy was it
that all women hated the sea, the sea that
fed them, gave them their livelihood, he
asked himself? Why was the lot of a
fisherman’s wife deemed so miserable in
women's eyes? They were loved, bore
children, were cared for by their men as
were their sisters of the city, and, in ad-
dition, they had the sea. Dan tried to
imagine living where he could not look
out over the water—and failed. But, after
all, what did it matter what he thought!
Loretta was gone!

The sea boots clumped up the steps of
the Morrison home. All was dark within
and the boy groped his way toward his
room. A door opened at the head of the
stairs and his father’s vogice came down
to him:

“Thet you, Dan?"

“Yes,” the boy answered tonelessly.

“Be at the store at six o’clock. Thar's a
rusticator an’ his daughter wants to go
fishin’. They was afraid it mout be too
early. Hope it ain't goin’ to be so fer ye,”
and the door closed on a laugh.

11

AN slept late—for him—and it was
D five o'clock before he awoke to a

world of woe. Loretta was gone! It
was as though the firmament had ccased
to support the stars, the sea become fish-
less. Nevertheless, nature was far from
attuned to his mood. Out of doors was
still dew-wet and sweet while the water
already sparkled with points of light, giv-
ing promise of a calm, hot day. The boy
drew in great lung-fulls of the salt air
as he came down the steps and, uncon-
sciously, his head rose.

Next door Uncle Henry, his one good
leg up on the railing, was already en.
sconced in his rocker,

“Mornin’ Dan’l,” he greeted the boy,
“Be ye goin’ to take them rusticators fish-
in'?” then, without waiting for an answer,
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“His name is Tompkins, ain’t no one
‘round these parts by thet name. He
makes bilers fer en-jines in N’York but he
doan’t look strong 'nough to do much
work o’ thet kind. Cal'late he’s made his
pile. He’s got one o ’them actressy-
lookin' daughters, so ye mind out haow
ye do—Loretty's liable to give ye up an’
daown the country ef ye doan’t,”

“All right, Uncle Henry,” Dan agreed
listlessly.

Uncle Henry peered after him out of
his dim, wise old eyes. “Suthin’ ain’t quite
right thar,” he soliloquized shrewdly, “an’
Dan’l ’s a good boy. \Waal, I reckon some-
body ’s liable to come an’ tell me ’baout
it ef I set here long 'nough.”

N THE dock a rather frail, middle
aged man greeted Dan with the
question: “Are you Mr. Morrison?”

It took the boy several moments to rec-
ognize himself by this unusual title and
even then he did not answer, simply
stared at the girl who had come around
the corner of the store. Gray corduroy
knickers came just above her knees which
were bare, below them were heavy stock-
imgs ending in half length boots. She
wore a middy with a very broad collar,
a red tie at her throat and a corduroy
Norfolk smartly belted in at the waist.
Dan had seen rusticators of the opposite
sex in trousers before, indeed the summer
visitors rather affected Girl Scout outfits,
but nothing so finished as this. His ad-
miration was too plain to escape the girl,
and it did not offend her.

“l hope the boat named ‘Sea Gull’ is
yours,” she addressed him. “It's so nice
and clean, Just a duck of a boat!”

“Thet's mine,” the boy answered, with
a thrill of pride. “I'll go git her.”

It was low tide and the long, slow At-
lantic swell was breaking on the reef just
off Carrying Head. Dan guided the Sea
Gull well clear of it and headed past
Mark Island. The engine was running
sweetly and a light touch now and then
on the tiller was all that was necessary to
steer the boat. The man’s few questions
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as to the fishing he might expect, the boy
answered brietly. Then the girl claimed
his attention,

“I should think that it would be per-
fectly heavenly going out over this won-
derful sea cvery day,” she said.

“It's rough sometimes,” he
shyly.

“Then I think it would be just splen-
did,” she cried cnthusiastically, “1 can sec
it! The waves rolling mountains high!
Oh, I know I shouldn’t be scared.”

ventured

HLE boy wanted to laugh and then
thought better of it. Instead he
turned and examined her gravely.

“Women folk don’t holt much by the
sea,” he said. “Lcastwise them at Amigal
Head doan’t.”

“I do, though,” she answered. smiling
at him. “Of course, I know you go
through ‘all the perils of the deep,’ but
don’t you love it just the same?”

Dan gave the question some thought.
\When he turned back to her she was still
smiling.

“I guess I'm uster it,” he said, “I
I .. . well, I'm uster it.”

“You mean you love it,” she challenged.
“Listen:

“What is a woman that you forsake her,
And the hearth tire and the home-acre.
To go with the old grey widow-maker.

“The widow-maker is the sca, you know,
that takes you men away from us women.
You can't resist her.

‘She has o strong white arms to fold
you, )
But the ten-times-tingering weed to hold

you
Bound on the rock where the tide has
rolled vou.

Then you drive out where the storm-
clouds swallow:

And the sound of your oar-blades falling
hollow,

Is all we have left through the months
to follow !

“That’s Kipling, you know, the English
writer. Isn’t it splendid?”

o~y
[RI9 N

“It’s . . . it's poetry, ain't it?” queried
Dan suspiciously,

“\Wonderful poetry,”
“Don’t you like it?”

“Yes,” he answered, after due thought,
“"Yes. I guess I do. It's so common like
—not like no poetry I've hear'd.  That
picce ‘bout the sca-weed is right. It
does bind ‘round things snug.”

“Doesn't the last verse sound
sca to you?” she insisted.

Again Dan gave the matter due con-
sideration before he answered.

"Ye-cs, a smooth sca, the rollers comin’
in from outside.”

The girl gave him a look of surprise,
examined him with something of ap-
praisal in her glance, till the boy flushed
under her scrutiny and turned away. A
moment later he swerved the boat with a
slight twitch of the tiller rope, killed his
engine and the Sea Gull slowed. rocked
ncarly motionless on the smooch swell.
Slipping past his passengers to the bow
he let go the stone bound with wire that
served as an anchor and the boat swung
head on to the tide.

“Guess we orter git suthin’ here,” he
said,

she answered.

like the

1112 fish bit sharply; hake, cod, rock-
cod. even a halibut. Mr. Tompkins

soon abandoned his deep-sea pole and
took to hand-lining as more efficient. The
girl hauled in fish after fish to have them
unhooked by Dan; tired finally, of the
sport and announced that she would
rather watch. The hours went by until,
enthusiast though he was, the summer
visitor announced that he was ready for
home. Enid Tompkins. who had been
looking out over the water while the men
fished, turned at the homeward rush of
the hoat and came to sit beside Dan.

“When do you like the sea best?” she
opened the conversation.

“I guess I like her all the time,” he
answered slowly.

“I don’t blame you,” she assented en-
thusiastically. I don’t blame you. Think
of alwavs looking out to sea, of sceing
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the ‘old gray-widow-maker’ in all her
moods! Oh you don’t realize your luck!
I'd like to live by the sea for ever and
ever.”

“You ain’t like the women ’'round these
parts,” Dan said shortly. “They hate the
water.”

“l don’t see how they can,” the girl
exclaimed hotly.

“They do,” Dan stated drily.

“What do they like?” Enid Tompkins
queried curiously. “I should think they’d
be happy with the sea and . . . and you
splendid, strong fishermen.”

“Oh, I doan’t know for sartain,” the
boy hesitated. “They want to live in
cities, go to the picters, dance—though
there’s a power o’ dancin’ in these parts.”

“Do you have dances here?” the girl.

asked. “Where? When?”

“’Bout every day o' the week some
place ’‘round. There’s a dance tonight
right here at Amigal Head in the hall.”

“I’'m certainly going,” the girl said, “I
know it will be most amusing—Ilots of
fun. You'll ask me to dance, won't you?”

“I hain’t figured on goin’,” Dan an-
swered, truthfully.

“Oh, do promise me you'll go!” she
urged, with pleading eyes. “I shan’t
know a soul there but you.”

“All right,” he assented listlessly. All
his pain had come back to him with the
mention of the dances. He had always
taken Loretta to them and they were
counted the best dancers in Amigal Head
—and now Loretta was gone!

HE Sea Gull came to a perfect stop

by the dock under the eyes of critical
observers. Dan caught the ladder with
his boat-hook and steadied while his pas-
sengers disembarked. The girl gave his
hand a friendly pressure as he helped her
on shore and spoke up so loudly that the
watchers could not fail to catch each
word:

“Remember, you’ve promised to come
tonight and to ask me to dance with
you.”

“Yes ma’am,” Dan answered in a low
voice, his face flushing crimson.
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III

greeted Dan as the boy came up his

steps with a small codfish dangling
fromhishand. “Yeal'lays think to gut’em
clean, too. Talkin’ ’'bout guttin’ fish,
Dan’l, 'minds me of the sayin’ they is jist
as good fish in the sea as has ever been
netted, which applies to wimmen, too.”

“Thet’s right, Uncle Henry,” agreed
Dan, recognizing the attempt at sympathy
but loth to show his gratitude.

“An’, Dan’l, the rightest man I ever
heared of an’ the best church goer hed a
motter hung up in his kitchen, ‘Dang all
wimmen’,” and, with this surprising bit
of prevarication, the old man stumped
into the house, flapping the dead fish ir-
ritably against the door jam as he went.

Dan swallowed his dinner quickly and
went out to pull his lobster pots. He
dreaded meeting anyone for he knew that
all Amigal Head was seething with gos-
sip over Loretta’s departure and curious
to see how he would take it. The after-
noon went slowly. Mechanically, as he
pulled the last pot, he noticed that the
Sea Gull floated exactly above the ledge
on which the waves had broken at low
tide that morning. He reset the trap near
the edge of the reef, gazing down into the
clear water to make sure that it sank clear
of the rock. Quite a ledge, he told him-
self subconsciously. A little sea would
pile up a wave there that would crush
anything between it and the shore, fifty
yvards away. Quite a ledge!

The afternoon finally gone, Dan moored
the Sea Gull, left the dock, and took the
path for home.

“Be ye goin’ to the dance, Dan’l?”
squeaked Uncle Henry after him.

“I be,” he flung back over his shoul-
der. “You goin’, Uncle Henry ?”

“Who in time ’'d call the figgers ef I
wahn’t thar?” indignantly queried the old
man. “I'm glad you're goin’. Perhaps
ye might lick anybody who said anythin’
to ye?” he hazzarded eagerly.

“Might.” came the laconic reply.

THANKEE, kindly,” Uncle Henry
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OUNTRY dances at Amigal Head

are joyous affairs. Everyone goes;
everyone has a good time. Grandmas are
swung by their grandsons, while grand-
pas blithely foot it with sixtcen-year-old
misses. Summer visitors are initiated into
the mysteries of “Hull's Victory” and
“The Lady of the Lake,” while the bolder
spirits among the fishermen essay the
fox-trot. Dan faced the entire popula-
tion of Amigal Head with the knowledge
that Loretta's flight was the absorbing
topic of the hour. One youth ventured
a reference to the subject in his hearing
and was promptly invited outside. Dan
emerged from the encounter viciously vic-
torious and frankly looking for more
trouble. He returned to the dance hall
and walked across the floor to the girl
from the city, all eyes following him.

“So good of you not to forget,” the
vision in fluffy pink greeted him. “You'll
have to be lenient with me, though. I
don’t know square dances. Perhaps you’d
better dance with someone else, and I’ll
watch.”

“Come on, it’s easy,” urged Dan, mar-
velling at his own audacity and pleasantly
thrilled with it. “I ain’t goin’ to dance
with anyone but you,” he added for the
benefit of alert listeners.

“I'm afraid you'll regret it,” Enid
Tompkins answered, rising, however, and’
joining with her partner the long line of
men and women that extended down the
center of the hall.

“First an’ every other couple change
over,” comamnded Uncle Henry. Then
the violin struck up “Turkey in the
Straw,” the piano bravely following, and
they were off. Through the maze of fig-
ures Dan piloted the girl, and it seemed
only a few minutes until the final “Swing
your partners!” and he was leading the
city girl back to her seat.

Dan muttered a hasty “thank you,” and
started to go but his partner held him.

“Thank you, I didn’t know that square
dances were such fun,” she said.

*“That’s all right,”” the boy muttered
uncomfortably.
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“You and father are going fishing again
tomorrow, I understand,” Enid Tompkins
continued brightly. “Do you mind very
much if I go along?” and she turned the
battery of her eyes on the young fisher-
man.

“It . . . it ain’t goin’ to be rough,” he
stammered, and this time made his escape,
slipping through the crowd of men about
the door into the outer darkness.

I1E moonlight was turning the little

waves to silver as he went down the
path and out on the fish wharf. There,
his legs dangling over the water, he sat
thinking. Loretta had gone out of his
life—the pain of it seemed unbearable.
Suddenly he rose to his feet and, actuated
by some motive he did not himself under-
stand, stretched his arms out to the sea.
“Must be goin’ crazy,” he muttered, and,
with a shake of his head, turned back to
the dance hall.

He did not stay long. The city girl
had gone and he took no other partners.
Twice Aunt Jennie beckoned to him im-
periously, but he onlv shook his head.

IV
I ORETTA WATTS, inspired by her

aunt’s tirade against the life of a

fisherman’s wife, had left Amigal
Head, reached Bath and taken the seven-
ten for Portland, all in one breath as it
were,

It was only on the train that she began
to think, There was, of course, the pleas-
urable excitement of going to the city,
but there was also the wrench of leaving
Dan. A little sob gathered in her throat.
Loretta resolutely swallowed it and
turned her thoughts to the delicious mys-
tery of her future—to a dream of the
Prince Charming that Aunt Jennie had
evoked with her praises of city men, the
Prince Charming who was to give her a
home bright with electric lights, station-
ery wash-tubs, perhaps—a maid! She
drew a tiny mirror from the metal-clasped
handbag that had been Dan’'s Christmas
gift. Tt gave back a picture of brown
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ceyes and a skin glowing with the vitality
that the sea gives her daughters, a wealth
of brown hair in which golden lights
gleamed. Yes, she was sure the Prince
would think her pretty.

Cousin Amos Williams, a tall silent
man, and his spinster sister, Cousin Sarah,
met the girl at the train and took her to
his home where she was to stay. It was
in the outskirts of town, a small white
house where the reality of electric lights
and a white porcelain bath tub more than
lived up to Loretta’s expectations. Her
own room, ju:t ahove the kitchen, seemed
to her a bower of luxury.

Cousin Amos was one of the partners
in the store where she was to work, and
the next morning found Loretta installed
behind a counter of notions, with an
elderly woman to initiate her into the
mystery of supplying the needs of people
in search of needles, thread and safety
pins. It was a triumphant day. Loretta’s
mind quickly assimilated the prices of art-
icles, and the most exacting customers
failed to ruffle her good nature, More
than one admiring glance paid tribute to
the fresh young face and happy eyes.
And there was no lack of Prince Charm-
ings!

Loretta saw them ail about her in the
“natty dressers” among the male employ-
ecs ol the store. One of them, during a
lull at her counter, managed to invite
her to go to the movies, an invitation that
she promptly accepted.

She was very tired from being on her
feet all day when he called for her in the
evening, hut fatigue was quickly forgotten
in the sight of the crowded theatre, the
lights. then the sudden darkness and the
thrilling story that leaped to life on the
~creen. Back in her room, she dropped
to sleep happily almost as soon as she
touched the bed. Once she woke with a
start of terror at the sharp scream of a
switch engine, then luy awake to listen
for something that was unaccountahly
wanting—it was the sound of the sea she
suddenly realized—and turned back to
steep with a laugh.
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HE next day began inauspiciously.

Under a cross-examination, held by
Cousin Sarah at the breakfast table, Lo-
retta admitted that she had only met her
admirer of the night before at the store.
She received a sharp rebuke with a warn-
ing that it must not happen again.

It was a sultry day and the girl, accus-
tomed to sea breeezs, suffered according-
ly, Also a customer asked where she
might get just the shade of color that
Loretta had, infuriating the girl when she
realized that she was being indirectly ac-
cused of the deadly sin of “paintin’.” In
the evening Cousin Amos tried to teach
her to play checkers, but found her a
dull pupil.

The week went slowly by. Once Loretta
was allowed to go out in the evening .with
the son of a partner in the store. During
the ride in the young man's car he talked
a great deal and made jokes that Loretta
was not quick enough to grasp. In mor-
tification she realized that she failed to
laugh at the right time and that the young
man found her “slow.” The rest of the
evenings were passed with Cousin Amos
and Cousin Sarah, the former playing
checkers with her or asking questions
about the folks at Amigal Head, the latter
knitting in stony silence. It was alone
in her room, however, that she suffered
most. Thoughts of Ddan would steal in.
Did he miss her very much? Perhaps
he had ifound quick consolation! The
vision of another girl sitting in her place
in the Sea Gull made her choke.

RIDAY night Cousin Amos suddcn-
ly suggested taking her to the
movies. Iis sister gave him a furious
glance, then compressed her lips to the
thinnest of lines. Loretta, tired of stay-
ing in the house, welcomed the diversion,
anid took his arm with a happy laugh
when they reached the strect, Dlissfully
unconscious of the picture of Mayv and
Decembher they presented. .
The unexpected presentation of some
chocolates, a scat well in front, and she
nestled down comfortably to the evening's
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pleasure. A slight “Oh!” escaped her as
the screen presented two children, bare-
footed and dirty, stepping across a mud
flat, their eyes fixed on the ground. Came
the tiny spurt of a buried clam and they
dug frantically. Loretta knew how de-
liciously oozy the mud felt to their bare
feet. Her own toes curled involuntarily
in the new patent leather slippers. The
simple plot worked itself out until nearly
the end, when a fisherman in his naphtha
boat swept clear of the docks, fading
smaller and smaller out to the horizon.
But it was not at the hero that Loretta
was gazing, it was at the sea! Pale green
waves rose and fell on the screen. She
could feel the heave of them, taste the
salt of the spray, plunge her eyes into
their cool depths. Then, for one breath-
less moment she remembered the look in
Dan’s eyes as they gazed out over the
restless waves, the far-off look that was
one with the heave of salt water, she re-
membered. The picture on the
screen changed. Loretta came back to
the sigh of dim forms about her, to the
heat, the stifling heat! She fought for
breath, heard her voice as though from
far away: “Cousin Amos, I'm sick. . . .
I want to get out . . . the sea.”

Loretta found herself in the street
clutching her companion’s arm.

“What is it, dear?” he asked in be-
wilderment, “\What got wrong with you?”

Loretta began to sob hysterically. “It’s
everything,” she gasped. “It’s hot
an’ my feet hurt . . . an’ seein’ the sea
... I want my home . . .”

“Don’t cry, Loretta,” he said, a strange
note in his voice, “You don’t have to
work any more if you don’t want to. . .
You can have everything, a home of your
own.”

“What do you mean,
forgetting her tears.
understand.”

They had reached the house, Amos
\Villiams unlatched the door with a hand
that shook slightly.

“You can have this house for home,
any house in town,” he said, unsteadily.

”

the girl asked,
“l dont’ guess I
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“I'm rich. You can have everything if
you'll marry me, Loretta. I'm . . . I'm
only your second cousin, you know,” he
added, lamely, at the look of consterna-
tion on the girl’s face.

For a moment Loretta gazed at him
wide-eyed, then in a flash she ran past
him, throwing up her arm as though to
ward off a blow.

“But you're old,” she cried in horror,
“Why, you’re—you’re old!” and she
darted up the stairs, the sound of her
weeping coming down to him until it was
cut off abruptly by the closing of a door.

\Y

HAT was thet piece ’baout the

\’\/ star an’ the tide?”’ asked Dan.

Boy and girl had been together

for four mornings and two lazy, summer

afternoons. Under her friendliness Dan’s
shyness had worn thin.

“I’'m so glad you like it and remember

it,” she replied. “I only wish I could

«ing it to you. This is the one you mean:

‘T must go down to the sea again,
To the open ways and the sky,
And all T ask is a tall ship
And a star to steer her by’

“Oh, yes, the tide verse, too:

‘I must go down to the sca again.
For thc call of the running tide
Is a stron
That wi

call and a sure call
not be denied.’

“Masefield must love the sea the way
you do, Dan, or he never could have
written that. Isn’t the idea of the star
lovely ?”

Dan thought it over.

“I like the tide best,” he answered judi-
cially. *“You can feel it, jist as though
it was pullin’ you out to sea on the ebb.”

“You’ve made me understand the sea
better,” the girl said softly. “I don’t
know how I can bear to leave it now. I
wish something would happen to keep me
here always.”

The boy’s heart gave a great leap. It
was not for nothing that she had prac-
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ticed her charms on him in these sea-
filled days they had been together—and
hearts are caught casily on the rebound.

“Let’s go home now,” suddenly spoke
Mr. Tompkins from his end of the hoat,
winding up the heavy line as he spoke.
He beckoned to his daughter while Dan
bent over the engine.

“I don't want any more of that, Fnid."”
he said, angrilv. “I've Dbeen watching
you and I don’t like it. That boy is much
too nice to play with—and hurt. Under-
stand me, I don’t want any more of it.”

“Hush, daddy, he'll hear you! Don't
be silly,” she warned.

AN'S mind was a medley of c¢mo-

tions as he drove the Sea Gull
homeward. The image of Loretta re-
proached him—but then, Loretta had de-
liberately abandoned him. He owned his
own boat and had money in the bank, and
—and she loved the sea. He'd teach her
to love it more! And she said she wanted
to stay.

He steered the Sea Gull between the
rcef at Carryving Head and ‘the shore
through force of habit. Then he looked
back to see the swell of calm green water
above the hidden ledge. Tcn minutes
later he had stopped the engine and glided
smoothly up to the dock. Mr. Tompkins
got out first and Dan gave his hand to
the girl, detaining her.

“You—you can stay by the sea al'lers,”
he stammered. ‘““That is, if you want to.
['ve got my own boat . . .”

“We shan't go fishing tomorrow I'm
afraid.” she interrupted quickly. “My
fiancé—that is, the man I'm going to
marry—is coming up from Boston.”

Dan stared at her, then groped for
words: “The man—oh, yes! \Well, it's
goin’ to be rough, anyway too
rough!”

Fitful sleep, broken by long periods of
wakefulness, was Dan’s portion that night.
What was wrong about fishermen? The
zirl of his own kind would have none of
him, the girl from outside who professed
to love the seca had mocked him. Why
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was it? The sca was kind to those who
understood her. gave of her bounty gener-
ously to them. 1t was the sea that
smoothed out troubles, absorbed them
somehow in her vastness. Dan arose,
dressed, and went down to the dock.

The gray morning light showed how
rough the water was outside the harbor.
Not too rough for fishing, he told him-
self. There was plenty of bait in the Sea
Gull, and he pushed off. Another boat
was just ahead of him in the morning
haze and Dan drew alongside it.

“Ye'll not git enough fish to pay fer
gaslene this weather,” Uncle Henry
greeted him,

“Whar ye goin’, Uncle Henry,” the boy
asked sharply. “Oh, I forgot, it’s the first
of the month—your pension time. It
ain’t no weather . "

“Fer an old cripple feller to be sailin’,””
cut in Uncle Henry. “Well. I hain’t ever
steered no boat with my feet yit, Dan'l,
an’, talkin’ ‘baout stcerin’, your steerin’
gear ain't much.”

“Thet's so,” agreed the boy, “I got to
rig new lines right away. Well, so long,
Uncle Henry!”

“Wait a minute,” the old man com-
manded. “Do you reckon a fisherman
would make a good city man, a bank pres-
ident, fer instance?”

“Why, no, of course not,” replied the
puzzled boy.

“I agree with ye. Naow, do you think
a city girl would make a good fisherman's
wife?” And, as Dan opened his mouth to
angry words. the old man added, “Ye be
a danged fool. Dan’l,” and sheered off with
a quick twitch of the tiller ropes.

VI

ORETT: cried herseif miserably to

I sleep, to dream blissfully of the
sea. Cousin Amos was absent from

the breakfast table in the morning, and
his sister gave voice to the acrimonious
opinion that there “weren’t no fool like
an old fool” adding the pleasing state-
ment that “them as nourishes vipers in
their hosoms is pretty apt to get bit.” The

b



*Quick as thought the boy jerked his tiller rope to meet the wave bow on. The rope
snapped like a thread.”

3163
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girl was glad to escape and face the un-
accustomed heat of the streets.

In some mysterious fashion, the life of
the store had lost its lure. The Prince
Charmings who had so recently delighted
her eyes seemed pale shadows of men
whose natty clothes only accentuated the
narrowness of their shoulders. The day
wore wearily on, broken only by a sharp
reproof from the floor walker for some
fancied impertinence to a customer. Noon
came and the store gradually cmptied.

ORLETTA sank on a stool behind her

counter, too weary and dejected to

think of going to lunch. A familiar voice
came to her ears.

“I'l take a hull mess o’ them safcty-
pins, ef ye don't mind,” it said.

The girl opencd her eyes and sprang
to her feet with a glad cry:

“Uncle Henry! My, ain’t I glad to
see you! I was thinkin' I'd never see
nobody from the Head no more!”

“Waal, ef it ain’t Loretty!” the old
man cricd in badly-simulated surprise.”
“Naow ain't thet suthin’! Settin’ on a
stool as happy as . . . as a lobster.”

“Oh, I ain’t happy.” quavered Loretta.
“Uncle Henry, tell me what’s happenin’
at home.” She leaned forward eagerly.

Uncle Henry looked over his glasses
with an appraising glance. “Your Aunt
Jennie’'s mighty peart,” he volunteered,
then cautiously qualified this statement,
“Leastways she was when she gave me
daown the country 'baout Dan’'l Morrison
a few days back.”

“What has Dan done?” demanded Lor-
etta swiftly.

“Oh, it ain’t no wise his fault,” drawled
Uncle Henry. “In coaurse he's a mighty
good-lookin’ young feller an’ well off in
this world's goods. So's she, fer thet mat-
ter. . . . Ob, it ain’t worth talkin’ ’baout.
Reckon your aunt wants to marry him
herself, thet’s why she’s so rarin’ mad.”

“You tell me who she is?” demanded
Loretta furiously.

“It’s too hot to talk here,” the old man
objected. “You come daown to my boat
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an’ eat a smack with me, Loretty, an’ we
can talk ca'm an’ collected like. I got
an ottermobile out here some’eres.”

In a moment Loretta had abandoned
her counter and followed Uncle Henry,
pinning on her hat as she speeded down
the aisle.

N THE boat, Loretta demanded in
no uncertain terms what he meant
about Dan,

“Well, I dunno’s I’ve much to tell ye,
Loretty,” the old man began cautiously,
“thar’s this girl from the city that’s spend-
in’ the summer at Amigal Head. Pretty
she is; yes, tol'ble pretty, an’ dresses in
not much clothes, breeches an’ sich. She
pays Dan five dollars fer her an’ her
father to go fishin’ with him in the morn-
in's, an’ then she goes lobsterin’ with him
in the afternoons—I don’t cal'late he
charges her much fer thet. Your aunt
didn’t think he was good ’nough fer her,
I guess, an’ so she comes . . .”

“Not good ’nough fer her!” repeated
the girl scornfully. “She ain’t good 'nough
fer him, makin’ a dead set fer him in
that shameless way!_Uncle Henry, when
be you goin’ back?”

“Waal, I cal'lated to start right soon.”

“I'm goin’ with you,” the girl an-
nounced, defiantly.

“An’ what be you goin’ to do ’'baout

"the store?”

“Nothin’,” she replied, stamping her
foot. “I never want to see the store
again. I want to go back with you.”

“I kinder cal'lated ye would,” mused
Uncle Henry below his breath as he cast
off and turned over his engine.

VII

AN found that the sea did not run
D so high in the lea of Big \Wood

Island, and slipped to the front of
the Sea Gull to tighten the canvas that
tented the bow of the able little fishing
boat. Once clear of Big Wood he ran
out past Mark Island over a rough sea
and reached the fishing grounds. He was
late. and drew scant returns for his ef-
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forts. It was not bad fishing that both-
ered him, though. Unconsciously he was
trying to solve the riddle of the universe,
mentally laboring over the why of his ex-
istence. ' \What did the future hold for
him? Was it all laid out, as some peo-
ple said? \Were there definite lines out-
side of which he must not stray? By
rights he should marry a girl of Amigal
Head, but the one he had chosen had
scorned him. . . .

Long rollers were coming in from the
open sea, lifting the Sea Gull high on
their crests, nursing her down into their
hollows. The girl from the city had been
right, Dan mused, the sea was beautiful,
he loved it. \VWell, he would go on fish-
ing, saving money. Then, when he was
old, perhaps Loretta would come back
to Amigal Head and hear of him as the
richest man in those parts. He would be
nice to her when they met, he decided,
but distant. Perhaps in her heart she
would wish that she had treated him dif-
ferently—hbut then it wouid be too late!
This train of thought comforted him.

DAN came back to the present with
the sharp realization that he was
hungry. He had had no breakfast; it was
now afternoon, aud the wind blew kecen
over the sea. Ie hauled up the wire-
bound stone and turned the bow of the
Sea Gull homeward. Wind and tide were
with him and the little boat drove ahead
like a frightened thing. Carrying Head
loomed up; he skirted it, then saw too
late that the sea might break any moment
on the outer reef.

The Sea Gull was already inside and
the boy, remembering his frayed tiller
ropes, hesitated to turn her abruptly, pre-
ferring to take the chance of the sea not
breaking over the ledge in the moment it
would take him to win through. He
edged a little nearer shore, glanced to his
right. The sea sucked back till the teeth
of the reef showed, jagged and black, then
it rose and the water caught under the
rock, tipped forward in a wave twenty
tfeet high.
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Quick as thought the boy jerked his
tiller rope to meet the wave bow on. The
rope snapped like a thread. He jerked in
the other direction, that he might meet it
stern on. Again the rope parted. With
a deafening crash the wave caught the
little boat broadside and smashed it on
the great rocks of the shore.

Dan, in the water, was beaten down to
the kelp. Fighting to the surface he
kicked off his heavy boots and struck out
from the shore. \ell he knew what
would be his fate were he carried in on
the rocks. The back wash of the wave
caught and swept him far outward, then
he was buried under the next one just
as it seemed to him a voice came over the
water.

T WAS Uncle Henry who first caught

sight of Dan’s boat, as he and Loretta
were rounding Carrying Head at a safe
distance from the reef.

“Pretty close in, thet feller,” he said,
then added, “VWhy, it’s Dan’l, sure as
shootin’!” .

“Is that girl with him?” demanded Lo-
retta sharply.

“Can’t see, the ledge is breakin’.
better mind—Land o’ Goshen!”

Uncle Henry put over the tiller and
went straight in with the sea. The water
was boiling over the reef from the back
sweep of the last wave. There was every
probability that the next wave would lay
it bare, smash his boat to atoms, but the
old man did not hesitate. Owver the rock
he drove to the very spot where Dan was
struggling feebly to keep afloat.

Dan’l

S THE boat rounde«l beside him, Lo-

retta caught the boy under the arms,
put forth all her splendid young strength,
and drew him to safety.

“Dan, Dan!” she cried, and pressed her
warm red lips to his eyes, his cheeks, his
mouth, the corners of which sagged wear-
ily, “Oh, Dan . . .”

The boy stirred in her arms, opened his
eves and gazed up at her. Then he closed
them again and snuggled closer with a
little sigh of content.
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The vicar (to small parishioner) :

By the way, what's your father,

The S. P.: A bounder, sir.
The vicar: A bounder?
The S. P.: Yes, sir: ’e bounds books!

my child?
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The Wise Guy and the Gal

Faint heart never won fair lady. Not
that the “gal” was particularly fair,
though she was fairly particular, as
you will see, or that Philander had
ever won a Carnegie hero medal
Philander was just brave without
anybody having told him about it,
and the sudden discovery of this
strange quality astonished him com-
pletely. The discovery of bravery in
ourselves is like that.

\When Philander \Vhittemore's father
died he left to Philander one parting piece
of advice as a legacy: “Don’t tell every-
thing you know.”

And Philander dutifully cherished this
against the time when he might know
something to tell, he being a callow strip-
ling whose receding chin countered the
intellectual promise of his long nose. He
could add two and two, but he stopped at
the square root of four. The League of
Nations was beyond his horizon.

The world, therefore, was very wide to
him; whereupon as a freec man, and under
that Providence which looks after babes.
fools, and pilgrim itinerants, he set out
to seek fortune and journeyman jobs as a
flivver mechanic. He was a wiz with a
flivver, which does not require higher
mathematics, and speaks simple language
in plain terms.

By dint of sundry sojourns and lifts
along the way he arrived at Baker's ranch
and road-house in the Colorado Rockies.

Here he fixed the Baker machine for his

board, and received another picce of ad-
vice:

“On your way to Sunset, steer clear of
Old Man Mitchell’s.”

“VWhy ?” Philander asked.

“Not friendly to strangers!”

“Where does he live?”

“Off the trail a little. 1f yon keep to
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the main-traveled read you'll be ull right.”
Directions followed.

There seeming to be no reason why he
should intrude upon Old Man Mitchell,
Philander trudged out in the brightness
of the early morning and the fragrance
of the pines, his pilgrim’s staff for com-
pany. Pretty soon he reached a forking
of the road, to right and to left, without
much distinction of travel for the naked
eye. Having, of course, forgotten all that
he had been informed upon, Philander
took the left-hand fork. The trail proved
pleasant, conducting through the timber.

Now in the bottom of a valley, he came
to another forking, and a sign. The sign
said, facing him at the forks: “Hell's
Crossing.” Philander read and scratched
his head, and secing scarcely any differ-
ence in the two trails he took the left,
up the lcft-hand draw.

The trail had lessened by division. He
toiled up where the draw pinched out, and
threaded among gloony jack-pines grown
to cumber an old wood road. But the
trail certainly went somewhere, and some-
where was good enough fer him. He was
sure to find a Lizzie at the end.

When he arrived at a rotted log lying
across, with brush gathered aguainst it, he
put out his staff preparatory to vaulting
over; then he heard a quick snap, and the
staff jerked almost from his grasp. It
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was fast in the steel jaws of a venomous
trap—a bear trap, although Philander did
not know. Had he made an advangng
step his foot would have been in the trap.

Philander thanked the brave staff; he
could not extricate it and accordingly had
to break it off, which he did with a slight
wrench. He trudged on, a little more
circumspect, but undaunted. A person
with greater sense than Philander might
have turned back to the other trail, for
bear traps are ugly obstacles. But Phi-
lander possessed no great stock of sense.

He did, indeed, poke with his shortened
staff, the way getting gloomier and the
path crookeder, until when he emerged
into a sunny park all green and flowery
and smiling, behold the trail forked again,
with a double sign set “V’ shape. And
the one sign told of smallpox, and the
other of “suden deth.” '

Philander scratched his head. Evoking
no idea he took the left-hand fork, into
the waiting timber. He had gone scarcely
twenty paces when a rabbit jumped up
before him, and throwing his staff after
it he was astonished to witness the missile
sink upright half its length into the ap-
parently solid twig-strewn way. Yes, the
trail here was hollow; when he poked,
the surface fell in with a crash and his
staff again broke under the twist of poles
that had formed a roof.

HILANDER stared. This was a bear

pit and dead fall, but he did not
know. Had he stepped upon it—good-
night for Philander. Verily he should
have turned back. He was not desired
in here. He would do better to try the
other forks. But he circuited the cave-in
and with his staff reduced to a cudgel he
followed his nose.

The trees were thickly interlaced over-
head; young saplings crowded between
the finest trunks. Idly striking about
with his cudgel to make a noise to frighten
the wild beasts, Philander heard a swish;
a bent sapling had whipped straight, and
his cudgel dangled out of his reach,
snared by a loop of swaying rope. His
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strokes had dislodged the loop, fastened
down before him, and the spring sapling
had hung his club high and dry.

Philander failed to solve the problem;
but he managed to climb a tree and rescue
his cudgel; and, satisfied but bewildered,
knowing naught else to do he pursued the -
trail.

Presently it forked once more, with
another “V” shape sign, of which one
board pictured a skull, and the other
board crossbones. “Ha ha!” Phiiander
gawked and laughed. He had been choos-
ing the left-hand trail all along, and for
same reason, if any, he chose it again. He
could imagine no more accidents and am-
bushes. Thrce should be sufficient. But
he had not reckoned upon the diabolical
ingenuity of the trail; for when he
dropped his cudgel, at a turn, and stooped
to pick it up, his fingers brushed a taut
string; he heard a thunderous report, felt
a hot blast, and his hat sailed into the
brush. Smoke enveloped him. Beside the
trail a shotgun was still settling from its
recoil.

Philander explored his head; then he
ran to his hat. Its crown had been gashed
open.

“But,” he reflected, “nobody really shot
at me. It was only a gun.”

And with apologies for the trouble he
was making he hastened as fast as pos-
sible, to get somewhere.

First he came to another rude sign
which announced :

“BEWAIR OF THE DAWG!”

Issuing to the edge of a clearing set
amidst the grim hills he saw a lowly ranch
and here rushed the dog itself as though
put upon the qui vive by the report of
the spring-gun,

Philander had no time even .to climb a
tree. The dog, a mixture of bull and
mastiff and Airedale and collie (judging
by his guise), bounded barking fero-
ciously. He Ilunged—Philander left-
stepped and struck him lustily upon the
nose with the cudgel, and the brute fled,



“And then a bellow interrupted—a bellow not of brute, but of human; and a large man
in boots, overalls, flannel shirt and red whiskers came running from the barn.”
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yelping. Philander entered the ranch
yard where in the open before a lean-to
shed a girl was cranking a Lizzie.

“W hat’s the matter? No juice?”’ he
hailed.

The girl looked upon him. She was a
tremendously pretty girl, albeit hot and
bedraggled.

“I can’t make it go.” said she. “It hasn’t
gone for two days.”

“Aw, pshaw! I can fix it,” Philander
prated.

And then a bellow interrupted—a bel-
low not of brute, but ‘of human; and a
large man in boots, overalls, flannel shirt
and red whiskers came running from the
barn.

“You—, you—, you—!” he addressed
with infinite variety of profane accusa-
tion. “How’d you get in?”

“I walked, sir,” Philander explained.

“Oh, he’ll hurt you!” breathed the girl.

“You got to fight, you got to fight!
I’'m going to skin you alive!” blared the
man,

Philander did not know just how he
did it, but as the man charged in he
stepped aside and when the man dived
past he hit him—hit him full under the
ear., Down sprawled the man. Up he
jumped, cursing horridly; in he charged,
striking out; whereat Philander affright-
edly ducked and gave him a left uppercut
on the nose. Down sprawled the man, to
sit and hold his nose with reddening hand.

“l quit,” said he. “By gosh! ’Nufl!
That’s me.” He rose. “How'd you find
this here ranch?”

“By the trail,” said Philander.

“Didn’t nobody tell you to avoid Old
Man Mitchell’s, hey?”

“Yes, they told me, but—"

“Signs didn’t skeer ye?”

“They might have, but—"

“Trap, dead-fall, twitch-up, and spring-
gun didn’t stop ye?”’

“No,” said Philander. “But—"

“All them blind forks didn’t fool ye?”

“Well,” said Philander, “but—"

“And ye follered the trail right through,
spite o’ hell?”
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“I guess so,” said Philander. “But—"
“And you licked the dawg and you

licked me, and by gosh you can stay and

welcome! She’s yourn, she is. I know

a man when I see him and I’'ll be proud

to be your daddy!

“I can fix your flivver,” said Philander,
who had been itching-with that purpose.

“Go to it!” bade the man. “Hooray!
It’s yore outfit! Gal, machine, me, the
dawg, and the hull ranch!”

Philander fixed the Lizzie, with the
girl tremulously hovering by.

“It hasn’t gone for two days,” she said.

“It’ll go now,” Philander assured. “All
that was the matter was the dumdoodle.
Where do you want it to go?”

“Just around the yard,” said she.
“That's the farthest I've ever been since
ma died.”

“Let’s try her out!” said Philander.
And they rode around the yard.

“How wonderful!” she sighed. “How
wonderful that you came clear in here
and fixed the flivver. The trail’s awful!”

“I didn’t mind,” said Philander.

“And the left-hand forks are worse!”

“Yes,” said Philander. “But—"

“Pop did it to scare folks off, unless
they’re very smart and determined. He
wouldn’t let me marry any man who isn’t
smart and determined. Did somebody tell
you to keep taking the left-hand forks?”

“No,” said Philander. “But—"

“You are the prince sent to find me,
aint’ you?”

“I dunno,” said Philander.
all them turn-offs, but—"

“You'll stay, won’t you, then? Pop’ll
be mighty proud of ketching you and we
got .a fine ranch and a Lizzie.
else’s ever had the gump to come.”

“Yes,” said Philander. “But—!” He
gulped, and he added, only: “Yep, I'll
stay, and thank you!”

For his sentence long deferred’ might
have completed: “But you see I’'m left-
handed and left-footed and I alluz make
off to the left,” had he not remembered
his father’s parting injunction: “Don’t
tell everything you know!”

“lI made

What can you do?”

Nobody"
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Ghe Revenge of “Vagalume”

By H. M. Hamilton

A fascinating story of passion, intrigue, and vengeance, the
“Rio-Mar” and the wondrous Rio harbor combining to form a
South American background as beautiful as the story of the
matchless “Firefly” is captivating.

Steadily The Recife ploughed south-
ward, leaving behind it a wide swath of
foam, gleaming white and startling in
the purple of twilight. A strong offshore
wind lifted and tore away the black
smoke that poured from the funnels,
trailing it off to the eastward. It was a
moist wind, warm, rich with a tropical
fragrance. \With a sensuous joy Lois
Heberton let it blow her hair back from
her forehead, and leaned far over the rail,
striving to catch sight of the invisible
land she felt the presence of so near.

“That is the breath of Brazil—that
wind,” whispered a velvety voice at her
ear. She did not turn; she preferred to
listen to Senhor Alvaes—rather than to
look at him. She knew his face well:
white teeth flashing in an olive darkness,
under a clipped black mustache; ardent
eyes—the eyes of a poet, and the mock-
ing untrustworthy lips of a cynic. She
wished she could control her involuntary
aversion toward dark-skinned races.
Senhor Alvaes was distinguished—by all
odds the most distinguished man she
knew, and one of the most delightful.
Why was it she always shuddered a little
when her eyes met his?

For—oddly enough—she loved to be
with him—to hear him talk. In his Eng-
lish—purer than her own—was a peculiar
slurring of consonants at the expense of
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vowels; his voice was lazy, sonorous,
thick and throaty—filling her soul with
an almost physical delight. With parted
lips she listened as he went on:

“That wind—it comes from dense
tangled jungle-forest, where no man has
ever trod; deep shades where there are
panthers, and parroqueets of crimson and
green; where there are bright butterflies
that dart in and out of huge blossoms—
the purple Bougainvillea, poinsettias,
hibiscus—a thousand kinds that have
never been named. There are lakes bluer
than the sea—palms—thickets of leaves
where the sun never penetrates—and al-
ways and everywhere, a moist vapor ris-
ing from the drenched land into the
clouds—that is this wind.”

She scarcely heard the words; pictures
came of themselves.

“Tell me more,”
sounds pretty.”

“At night,” he went on, leaning closer,
“all this is changed. There is only a vel-
vety darkness, and stealthy sounds—and
fireflies. You do not know fireflies until
you see the ‘vagalumes’ of Brazil. They
do not flash and disappear—they hang
motionless for whole minutes—with a
slow green glow. They are in the
forests hy thousands, and it seems
the easiest thing in the world to put out
a hand and gather them in. In reality it

she said. = “That
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is the hardest; pursue them, and they
are gone—and one is lucky if he does not
lose his way in the swamps as well.”

“How horrible! I’ll not care for Brazil
—if it is like that.”

“Ah, senhorita; so you say! But wait
until you know it. One cannot judge
Brazil—or the Brazilians—from the
standards of the cool, temperate north—
no, nor of the cool temperate south
either.”

He stopped; there was an edge of
anger in his voice.

“Ah! How I hate the Argentine!
\Vith its smooth shaved pampas—its pro-
priety—its smugness! \Ve of Brazil are
as Nature made us; and you cannot know
us until you have lived here. For itis a
country unlike any other. Here the stars
are brighter, the air purer; hearts are
simpler and more passionate. .” His
voice was like far-away music. “For in
DBrazil one does not merely prefer;
one loves—one is not ashamed of lov-
ing. . . .

He drew closer, and laid a soft hand
on hers as it clutched the rail. And she
let it stay. She did not know whether
she loved or detested his way of making
love to her. It was almost mesmeric in
its effect on her; it fascinated her, it
made her long to escape to something it
represented. Tomorrow—she might re-
pent; but there would always be time for
tomorrow, when it came!

But even while she felt her fingers
tingle from his touch, she remembered
the one other man she had allowed to
make serious love to her. Poor Bartley:
he had long ago vanished from her life—
from the lives of all who knew him. He
had left her—not broken-hearted so much
as empty-hearted—daring, desolate and
forever seeking. The remembrance of
Bartley brought no joy—but it made her
move her hand away abruptly from the
hand of Luiz Alvaes.

“Don’t please,” she said. “It’s—it’s too
warm. Tell me, what makes the boat
rock so?”

“That? It is the pulse of our Rio-Mar;
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the sea-river, whose other name is Ama-
zon.”

“But I thought we were far out to
sea!”

“If you were to dip a cupful of this
ocean water, senhorita, you would find it
to be sweet river water. And we are a
hundred miles at sea! Not even the
ocean itself can conquer the Amazon!
That is the true spirit of Brazil.”

His silky voice was a whisper close to
her ear. “Other nations live by rules;
Brazil and Brazilians know no rules.
And when I tell you that I love you, it is
not a love like the love of other men: it
is a tremendous thing—as strong as
Amazon—as never-ending as this wind in
our faces!”

Again he covered her hands with his;
this time she did not draw away. \Vhat
matter tomorrow? \Vhat matter any-
thing? She had been desolate and un-
friended; but here—with tropic stars
burning in the sky—there was a rich,
throaty voice to whisper romantic love in
her ears. She knew that his arms were
encircling her; she felt her scnses swoon-
ing with a pleasurable languor.

She had so far yielded, that the sound of
her name querulously being called roused
her to a fury of resentment.

“Lois! \Vhere are you!” A tall, sparc
figure clad in white emerged from a com-
panion-way. Her uncle!

Abruptly she thrust away the Brazil-
ian’s arms.

“No—no!” she whispered.
someone coming.”

She took a step or so forward.

“Did you see my spectacle-case? I
can’t find it anywhere.”

“No, uncle,” she replied, biting her lip.
“But—I'll find it for you. You talk to
Senhor Alvaes—he’s been telling me all
about Brazil.”

She drew a long breath, half of relief,
as she raced down the corridors to their
staterooms. .

“He’s more insidious than Bartley ever
was. He’s delightful, too—but I can't
let him sweep me from my feet. I won-

“I{ere is
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der—what’s wrong with him—or if any-
thing is.”

HE had known him four days. He

had played at a ship’s concert—so
brilliantly out of place in that galaxy of
mediocre talents that she had inquired
about him. He was what she had felt
sure he must be—an artist of interna-
tional importance, fresh from triumphs in
New York and London.

But this had not accounted for her
sudden surrender. That lay decper. She
had lost her bearings when she had lost
Bartley—that dear, weak, gencrous Bart-
ley she had truly loved. After that—
well, what did it matter? If she had to
suffer, it might as well be the suffering of
action as that of inertia.

She did not come back to deck; but her
uncle had a word of warning when he
came down.

“You see, my dear,” he began clumsily,
“you can’t very well marry a Brazilian.
He's all very well, no doubt—but for a
IHHeberton, with a long line of good an-
cestry—well, it's quite out of the ques-
tion.”

Lois paused only long enough to re-
.flect that Senhor Alvaes had not men-
tioned marriage at all. Then she an-
swered, bitterly:

“Maybe that long line of good ancestry
is what ails us all. If you remember—
Bartley had it too.”

She took a savage delight in the pang
Bartley’s name always gave her. Her
uncle looked troubled.

“Yes—but Bartley was a gentleman;
and he knew the things we all know—
the good old traditions.”

“There may be other things to know,”
she replied stubbornly. But in her heart
she was troubled.

“I’'ll have to watch out for him,” she
thought sleepily. “He’s strong where I
am weak.”

She half-expected him to follow up his
triumphs; and she was not sure whether
his failure pleased or piqued her. At any
rate, he seemed singularly reserved, al-

WAYSIDE TALES

Only once did he turn the
that was

most diffident.
conversation to personalities;
later.

“I'm truly your friend, senhorita. And
I want to be allowed to come to see you
in Rio. \Vhere are you going to stay?”

“At the housc of Senhor Miguel Barras,
Avenida Beira Mar. Do you know of
him?”

“But of course!” cried Alvaes. “I have
played in his drawing-room. I shall pay
my respects at once. ,And then—per-
haps—"

Lois Heberton felt the old spell of his
voice casting itself over her. With an
cffort she evaded it.

“I understand that we are to reach Rio
before sunset. Will you show me the
first signs of the city?”

OON the steamer turned in toward a

narrow defile between steep green
wooded hills, rising mistily one behind
another; then it glided silently into an
immense blue harbor, whose waters
changed in color as the sun approached
the horizon. From somewhere on shore
the sound of band-music came wistfully
over the waters. Shadows lengthened,
and a pale mist of purple spread itself
over the distant mountains. Then the
sound of a sunset-gun from a fortress—
and the colors deepened, suddenly grew
dark,

All at once, magically, the whole pano-
rama twinkled with lamps; along the
shore in great swecping arcs—upon the
hillsides sprinkled like stars.

“That is Rio!” came the soft, slow,
musical voice at her ear. “A city to love
—a city for lovers! You have not for-

gotten, senhorita? For I shall have
things to tell vou—when you have
learned to understand Brazil. Until
then—"

She did not dare to let him see that she
was moved—not so much by his plead-
ings as by the exquisite beauty before
her. After all, what did anything matter?
Why not be happy if she could? If that
little ache that had never been banished
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from her heart since Bartley Conover
had left could be exorcised by pleasure—
why not exorcise it? True—she did not
trust Luiz Alvaes; but—she had trusted
Bartley, and he had failed her!

Impulsively she put her hands in his.

“Come to see me. I do not promise—
but I shall expect you.”

“Atée a vista!” he cried, and stood
looking after her, hat in hand, while she
went to find her uncle,

He was standing on deck, chatting to a
white-bearded, portly old gentleman, who
smiled at her with benign .eyes as she
came up to him. |

“My niece, Senhor Miguel,” said her -

uncle, The old gentleman bowed over
her hand. Then he turned to a shy
young girl at his side.

“And this is my daughter Gloria!”

Quickly, affectionately, the girl clasped
I.ois in her arms.

“TI know I shall love you!” she cried
rapturously. “It is so wonderful to have
some one in the house like youl If you
like I shall teach you Portuguese.”

“But—how do you come to speak Eng-
lish so well?” asked Lois, smiling at her
eagerness. The girl made a gesture of
deprecation. .

“Ah—that is nothing! Ve must learn
the languages of the outside world—for
it will not learn ours. Every one here
who is anyone speaks three or four. But
come—my father has his launch here. It
is all arranged; we shall have no formal-
ities.”

Chattering gayly, she led Lois by the
arm as if afraid to release her—in the
wake of the two elderly men.

It was like a dream-—that trip in the
darkness across the glassy waters; then
in an immense automobile that dashed at
high speed through crowded streets,
sparkling with lights, filled with throngs
of well-dressed people—

“The Avenida Rio Branco!” exclaimed
Gloria Barras proudly.

“But—it is more splendid than any-
thing in New York,” exclaimed Lois in
bewilderment.
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“Ah—New York!” The girl shrugged
her slim shoulders expressively. “Yes—
but this is Rio!”

Not until they had turned in at a mar-
ble house like a royal palace, set in a
garden colorful even in the darkness, did
Lois Heberton realize with a start that
she had not thought of Luiz Alvaes once
since she had parted from him on the
ship.

I1

HE had been in Rio for a week; this
S was the first time she had peeped

into Gloria’s little room. It looked
out toward the garden; it was sunny and
cheerful as Gloria herself—and Lois felt
something healing in its very simplicity.
She walked around the room, looking at
the pictures, listening to the girl's artless
talk. Suddenly she stopped and .touched
a photograph on the mantel.

“YVWhat an interesting face!” she cried,
and took the picture down to examine it.
It was of a young woman of a dark Span-
ish type of beauty, with splendid eyes and
abundant black hair. Gloria smiled.

“That is O Vagalume,” she said. “She
is a good friend of mine.”
“Vagalume,” mused Lois. “I have

heard that word.”

“Of course you have. All Rio is mad
over her. ‘Vagalume,’ you know—that
means ‘The Firefly’ Have you never
heard of the opera ‘Os Vagalumes’? It is
the success of the season here. And she
is the name-character. Ah! She is en-
chanting!”

To Lois there came a swift vision of
that night on The Recife; a memory of
the sumptuous pictures of tropical beauty
he had evoked for her. He had spoken
of “Vagalume” also!

“It is very interesting,” she told the
girl. “But what is # all about ?”

“But I supposed everyone knew! The
fireflies—you must know—are in swampy
forests; they glow brilliantly until you
put out your hand for one; you think
you have it—and eis ali! itis gone! Thus
it is in -the opera; Vagalume entices a
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man whom she wishes to destroy; he
follows her—on and on—then he puts out
his hand! She is not there! That is all
the story. But—the way she does it!”

Gloria was talking as if half to herself,
in her naive young voice. She added:

“And to think—she is not Brazilian at
all—she is Portefia!”

“I'd like to hear her—to see her,” said
Lois.

“But—what a shame! Did you know
that my father invited her to sing Friday
night of this weck—here? And—it is
desolating !—she will not come! I asked
her myself. No: she is mourning the
death of a dear friend named Paula.”

Gloria glanced around her cautiously,
then added: ’

“It is a sad story, Paula was betrayed;
Vagalume is quite heside herself with
grief and anger. It happencd in Buenos
Aires,

“The man went away—he will never
ceme back; he fears to come back. But—"
her smile broke out again—*“this sadness
is not ours. lLet us go out into the gar-
den. But I am sorry you may not see
her.”

ILL that warm afternoon Lois had

the feeling that Gloria wanted to
say something to her—and feared to. At
last she exclaimed:

“What is it you are hiding? T shall
suspect the worst, unless you tell me!”

Blushing, the young girl smiled, and
said :

“It is no great thing—indeed it is not.
But I have been thinking—what a pity
that Senhor Alvaes comes so often—yet
has no opportunity to speak to you
alone.”

Lois felt her own cheeks grow hotter
at the candid remark.

“But how do you khow I want him to
talk to me?”

“Oh—but I am a woman. And it is so
stupid—this custom of ours, which never
lets a woman have speech with a man
alone. And I pity Senhor Alvaes. He
comes—he goes away again. And I can

see that he is troubled. If it were not an
impertinence, I think I could—"

“Out with it, Glorial” as the girl

- stopped, abashed.

“It is only this; when we go tomorrow
to Urca—I have an idea!”

She would not explain her idea; it was
only the next afternoon, when the whole
party stood on the summit of the hill of
Urca, looking out over the wide panorama
of Rio at their feet—that it materialized.

“Ah—sce!” she cried to Lois—*“there
is something more wonderful than any-
thing you have yet seen here!”

She pointed to a tiny black object.

“which appeared to be moving in mid-

air from Urca toward a steep comnical
mountain which stood isolated in the
midst of the harbor.

“That is Pao d'Assucar!” she cried—
“The Sugar Loaf! If you would see the
most remarkable thing in Rio, you will
ride in that little basket to the top of
Sugar Loaf Mountain!”

Her father smiled benignly, indulgently,
but shook his head.

“No; it is not for old men with weak
hearts.”

“But there are young people here,” in-
sisted Gloria. She looked at Lois's uncle
pleadingly. “May she not go?”

“I shall be glad to accompany your
niece,” Alvacs broke in eagerly. “It will
only take a little time.”

“I'll not go,” Gloria announced. *“I
must stay with my father. But we shall
await you.”

’

ENHOR BARRAS seemed troubled

as he watched Lois and the Brazilian
step into the little aerial tram-car, which
was to carry them across a half-mile of
sagging wire cable to the pinnacle of
Sugar Loaf. But in Lois’s heart there
was a queer little choke of triumph—of
apprehension.

They crossed the deep chasm without
words, looking over their shoulders at the
white-clad operator in the front of the
car. Only when they had stepped out,
at the summit, did Alvaes speak to her—






380

then his veice was tremulous with eager-
ness.

“I’'ve been trying to talk to you ever
since you came. Now I must tell you
everything in the few minutes we stay
here.

“I have been offered a splendid con-
tract for a series of concerts in Paris. It
will make my fortune. But I must go at
once if I accept. The ship sails Saturday,
the morning after the concert at Senhor
Barras’s house. I play then, you know.
But—how can I go, loving you as I do?
Scenhorita—will you not go with me? I
love you madly: as I have never loved
before. What does anything else matter?”

“All aboard, senhor,” said the white-
clad boy.

“Yes—yes!” cried Alvaes impatiently.
“@ne moment.” {e turned back to Lois.
“\Ve must go back to the others. But—
will you go?”

His voice was hypnotic—she seeme
not to have the will or the power to op-
pose him. He scized her in his arms and
kissed her.

“I do not know,” she murmured. “I
cannot tell. But-—at the concert on Fri-
day—then I shall tell you my answer—”

They were back with the others in a
few minutes. Gloria seemed quite over-
come with delight. On the way back, she
held Lois’s hands in hers and pressed
them repeatedly.

“You are happy,” she whispered. “I
can see it in your eyes.”

Lois could not speak. But she shook
her head.

HEIR big motor car took them back
through Beira Mar and into Rio
proper—down the wide palm-shaded Ave-
nida Rio Branco. It was late afternoon;
the throngs were at their height—in cafés
—pouring out of places of amusement—
of relaxation. Lois gazed at them with-
out interest—then at sight of a face which
evoked memories she laid her hand on
her uncle's arm.
“I—I thought I saw someone!”’ she
cried. “Some one from home. Let me
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walk for a little while—Gloria can come
with me!"”

Paying no attention to the surprise—-
not unmixed with disapproval—which
crossed the faces of the two old men—she
seized Gloria’s arm, and went back with
her a little distance toward a café, wherc
at a sidewalk table still sat the person
Lois had seen. She went up to him
abruptly and said:

“Bartley! Bartley Conover!”

He put down the cup of coffee he was
lifting to his lips and rose to his feet.

“Lois!"” he cried; only the one word.

They looked into one another’s eyes.
He was pale; slenderer, cooler, browner
than she remembered him. His hand
trembled a little as he held it out to her.
Finally she said:

“You! What are you doing here, in
Rio? I thought—"

ITe laughed shortly.

“You thought I had gone to the devil!
I was headed that way. But I didn’t, [
found when I cut out the old crowd, and
came down here where no one knew me;
and where I had to work—that I could
o straight enough. I've becn here two
vears, in a bank. But vou?”

“I'm here with my uncle—at Senhor Bar-
ras's.” She introduced him to Gloria,
who regarded him with shining eyes—
then stepped deferentially out of earshot.
Bartley seemed unable to express him-
self —he hesitated, finally stammered out
—his eyes lowered to the fanciful black-
and-white mosaic of the pavement:

“Lois—I feel just the same as always
about you—except that I've grown up at
last. Is there any chance for me?”

Her heart fluttered; it crossed her mind
that Alvaes was not able to move her
thus. She lowered her eyes; a rich color
flooded her face, but her mouth was set
in a stubborn line, and in her eyes was
disillusion. .

“You had your chance, Bartley.
afraid it's too late now.”

White-faced, but impassive, he took the
blow. Then he smiled a little, with blood-
less lips—a wistful, defeated smile.

I'm
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“I know; I was a rotter. I don’t
blame you, Lois. Then its good-bye, is
it?”

She could hardly trust herself to an-
s\wer.

“I—I don't know, Bartley. I'm afraid
¢0. But—if you should care to come to
sce me Saturday—I'll know—that is, if
I'm there. If I'm not—you'll know it
was too late. Good-bye.”

She felt old, and sad, and as if all her
bridges were burned when she caught
up with Gloria. He would not come—
she would never see him again! Well?
She laughed harshly..

*O—what a wonderful young man!”
cried Gloria ecstatically. “Such eyes!
and so clean, and brown, and American!
I think I shall marry an American. They
are so nice!”

HEY walked through dense crowds

—people who turned to stare at the
handsome young woman with flushed
cheeks and the half-awkward, half-
graceful young girl who walked unac-
companied. At a certain street-corner
Gloria touched her companion’s arm.

“If it isn’t too late, would you mind
stopping with me? I go out so seldom
without my father—and I'd give anything
to see her for a moment. It’s just around
the corner her.”

It was a quiet by-street of. latticed
blinds, of palms and white stone house-
fronts.

At one of these houses Gloria stopped
and rang a bell.

“It’s where Mercedes Vallena lives—
you remember—‘O Vagalume,'—the girl
whose picture you saw in my room. Per-
haps if I ask her again—while you are
here—she will come.”

A white-capped maid opened the door,
and smiled to Gloria.

“The sefiorita will be down in a mo-
ment,” she said in Spanish.

The a door opened noiselessly, and a
young woman came in—the girl of the
photograph, but sadder, softened; with
dark circles under her brilliant eyes. She
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embraced Gloria, who clung to her, toy-
ing a pendant.

“Will you not change your mind, dear
Mercedes? I have come all this distance
to ask you again. It is for this American

.friend of mine that my father gives his

concert, and I hoped—"’

“Ah, no, my little one,” said the singer,
in a peculiarly sweet, thrilling voice. “I
have told you; I am in sorrow. I cannot
sing when I am sad.”

Gloria hung her head. “If you can-
not, you cannot. But—there are to be
all the other artists of Rio—it is a pity to
lack the greatest. Senhor Perez is to
sing; Senhor Alvaes plays—"

Into the singer’s pensive face there
flashed a new expression—one which
Lois could not analyze.

“Not Luiz Alvaes?
he is in New York—"

“No; he is here—for a few days. Satur-
day he goes to Paris. But he is to sing.
on Friday at our concert. Tell me; do
you know him?”

A queer little smile played across Vaga-
lume’s expressive face.

“No—and yes. I have never seen him.
But I have heard of him—I long to see
him.” Suddenly, engagingly, she smiled
and took Gloria’s hands in hers. “Listen.
querida, I did not know this when I said
I could not come. Perhaps—who knows
—I may sing after all—just to meet the
famous Alvaes.”

The pianist? For

OIS could hardly recognize in the gay
countenance she turned on them, the
sad creature she had been a moment be-
fore. Gloria shook her curls knowingly.
“Ah! Coquette! But you will find
Senhor Alvaes no easy conquest—espe-
cially since—” She paused, glanced at
Lois, and finished her sentence lamely:

“Besides, he does not like the Portefias
of Argentine.”

“That does not matter. He shall like
me if I wish him to.” Then she turned to
Lois. “Forgive me senhorita; perhaps
you like Senor Alvaes. We are friends—
you and I, remember—already.”
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Lois felt the color come into her
cheeks.

“How can I say!” she replied.
fascinates me—a little.”

Vagalume smiled, a gloomy smile.

“That would be true; I have heard of
his fascinations. Ah, well—I would have
you remember — whatever happens—1I
mean it kindly to you, senhorita.”

Puzzling over her words. Lois could
nevertheless scarcely credit the change
that had come over the singer. She moved
quickly, lightly, and her face was lit by
sudden flashes of changing expression.

“You are going home now? I shall go
with you; I wish to tell your father.”

Outside, they took a taxi to the house
of Senhor Barras; as they hurried up the
marble steps the door opened, and Alvaes
came out. He bowed silently. Gloria
ran ahead of the others, and said:

“Ah—Senhor—we have just made a
great conquest for our concert Friday.
’O Vagalume has consented to sing.”

Quickly, with a sinuous lithe step like
a panther’s, the singer advanced with
hand outstretched.

“All the world knows of Senhor
Alvaes; I particularly desire that honor
—since I had a friend who spoke of him
so often.”

She lifted her great brilliant eyes to
look the pianist squarely in the face.
Lois winced; she herself could scarcely
have done that.

“A friend?” Alvaes smiled uneasily.

“Yes—my little friend Paula Branca,
of Buenos Aires—"

He seemed suddenly to change color;
to grow livid.

“Paula—your friend!

((He

Is she here?”

NTO Vagalume’s eyes came the un-
readable expression Lois had seen

there before.

“No; senhor.
she died asking for ‘Luiz.

His heavy-lidded eyes fell; he was si-
lent. At last he said hoarsely:

“Dead; I swear I never knew of it!
I was in London—"

She is with God. But—

'y
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The singer’s eyes were hard, brilliant,
gem-like; her voice suave and conciliat-
ing:

“Ah—but let us not spoil a meeting
with sorrowful things! My friend was
dear to me—" her voice broke a little—
“but—she was not strong. Vae victis'
You and I, senhor—we are strong; my
little Paula was weak—she paid for it.
But let us not talk of her: the Past is
the Past.”

Like the sun coming out from clouds,
her smile appeared; and in its sudden
radiance, Luiz Alvaes warmed himself.
she held out both hands to him.

“I had refused to sing—until I learned
that a great artist was to play. Then,
senhor, I consented.”

He smiled contentedly; he seemed al-
most to bask. She released his hands.

“But I must seek Senhor Barras, for
just a moment. If you care to wait for
me—" to Alvaes—“I shall not be long.
And—I am anxious to talk to you again.”

Alvaes bowed. “I shall wait—gladly.”

They left him at the door. Inside,
Vagalume looked at her hands and made
a gesture of distaste—almost of horror,
murmuring:

“Ah—these hands! What a lot of puri-
fication they will need! But come, child
—let us go in to see your father!”

II1

r I"O LOIS it seemed as if Friday
night—the night of the concert
and of her decision would never

come. Hot and cold she had looked ahead
to it; had wavered back and forward
from yes to no, and back to yes again.
On one side—Paris; a world unknown—
cut free from all ties—from all codes. On
the other side; nothing definite—nothing
to look forward to—nothing to look back
to—except DBartley Conover’s wistful
little smile!

But—Bartley had promised nothing;
she would perhaps never see him again.
Alvaes had promised her everything. She
sighed.

“Poor Bartley—but you're too late!”
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Then it came—the long-awaited night.
From an alcove in the great drawing-
room she had heard Alvaes play, ex-
quisitely, but leaving the hearers cold.
After him came Vagalume. She was
dressed in a pale green costume; the
lights were lowered—she sang her Fire-
t1v-Song from the opera in a dark hall,
with a dreamy soft light upon her.

Lois could not understand a word of
the song; but she felt the mockery, the
fascination, the lure, the treachery of it;
and it held her by the force of sheer
artistry. :

Then, from the shelter of her nook,
Lois saw Alvaes go over to the singer,
bowing low above her hand. And
Vagalume smiled up into his face, subtly,
provocatively; a smile that told of an
intimacy that had grown enormously
since the meeting at the door, a few days
previous,

“He has been seeing her!” flashed into
Lois’s thoughts. “And—he’s not been
here since—"'

Then she dismissed the
petty. Another followed it:

“But if so—what of Paris?”

thought as

L1 at once she fclt physically sick.

The assemblage—of formal precise
old gentlemen, of over-dressed, over-
rouged, over-jewelled ladies, and timid
young people—wavered before her eyes.
She slipped out of the drawing room to a
balcony overlooking the garden. There
she drew a long breath of relief.

How long she sat there she did not
know; but she seemed to gather strength
from the fragrant darkness, from the
odors of flowers, from the silence. QOver-
head were stars, jewel-bright, and a breath
of soft warm wind fanncd her hot cheeks.
It gave her the illusion of being on ship-
board.

Then she heard a voice; a soft, throaty,
velvety voice—persuasive and pleading;
she could make out the words:

“What matter if I have only known
you for a day or so? A lifetime can hap-
pen in a day! Is it not so?”

JHi

Lois could see two figures below her,
in the darkness of the garden; but on
one there was a faintly luminous gar-
ment. She had the impulse to run away—
to hide hersclf. But—she could not move
without being seen. Suddenly she heard
Vagalume's clear note:

“Ah, you say these things to every one,
senhor. Perhaps—even—you said it to
the American girl—"

“What? That ninny! No—it is as you
say; the strong are drawn to one another.
And—since you think I am not in earnest,
I shall tell you this: tomorrow morning I
sail for Paris. I have contracts which
mean fame—fortunc., But—soul of my
soul! I cannot go alone. I must take
you along!”

“No, senhor. You ask too much of
me. If I were free—I do not say. But I
am an artist—and I have my own con-
tracts—I am to sing in Buenos Aires this
coming week. I thank you for the honor
you have done me—but I must go to
Buenos Aires.”

Her words, her tone breathed only final-
ity—but Lois could feel at the same time
their taunting, provocative lure,

“But—senhorita—I cannot go to Buenos
Aires—even if I were to throw away all
prudence and give up my Paris trip—
after what has happened. It is too full
of unhappy memories—"'

“Ah, then, my friend—farewell.” The
light-colored figure moved lightly away—
“I see that your protestations meant
nothing at all. I shall go alone. I wish
you good-night.”

From Alvaes came a hoarse, passionate
cry—almost a sob:

“But I cannot let you go alone! What
matters Paris? What matters anything?
I shall go to Buenos Aires with you to-
morrow.”

Lois could see him clasp the other in
his arms; there was a silence. Then
Vagalume’s clear, seductive voice added:

“Ah—my lover! "My own true lover!
You will always be true?”

“I swear it! My love is not as the love
of other men. It is strong as the Ama-
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zon—as endless as the wind that blows
in our faces!”

“But--my beloved—you must not go
on the same ship. That would be too
open. We must be crafty. Two vessels
sail tomorrow; The Corcovado at eight;
The Voltaire at noon. I leave on The
Corcovado. Very well. At noon, you
may follow me on The Voltaire. At
Buenos Aires we meet. Is it understood?”

Then there was quiet. Lois could see
them walking away together, disappear-
ing from her sight at a turn in the path.

She hid her face in her hands. A voice
in her heart cried:
“Oh—Bartley! Bartley! And—it’s all
too late!”
v

HE next day she turned a deaf ear

I to all Gloria’s pleas for admittance.

To the timid knocking on her door
she had only the one answer:

“TI've a frightful headache, dear. But—
I'll see you this afternoon.”

She felt she could not bear to face the
innocent young girl again—or, for that
matter, anyone. She was humiliated;
shamed. She had been rcady to give up
all—and she had not even been given that
privilege!

Yet even in her disgrace she could not
help feeling that Vagalume had shamed
herself more—forgetting and laying aside
her anger, her holy indignation—for the
sake of a sordid conquest,

“I’'m low enough,” she said to herself
grimly. “But—she is viler.”

Late that afternoon Gloria knocked
again.

“No, Lois, dearest—I'm not annoying
you. But there’s someone here to see
you. May she come in?”

Lois unlocked her door reluctantly, and
opened it. - There stood before it Merce-
des Vallena—O Vagalume! In her eyes
was the sadness of her first meeting with
Lois; but her lips trembled with an ex-
pression at once cruel and triumphant.

“What are you doing here?” gasped
Lois. “I thought—"
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With a gesture the singer stopped her.

“You thought I was in Buenos Aires
with my paramour! No; I and the cap-
tain of The Corcovado are good friends.
All men are my friends when I wish it.
come back in a small boat, before we
He allowed me to leave his ship, and to
had passed Sugar Loaf. But that is not
what I have come to tell you.

“I had a friend—Paula Branca, I loved
her as I never loved anything in this
world.

“She -was betrayed by this—this rep-
tile — Alvaes. He did not dare to re-
turn to Buenos Aires—until I lured him
en by thinking he could capture me as
he captured Paula—as, perhaps, he once
dreamed of capturing you. But—praisc
God, I have avenged her!”

\Vith flaming eyes, with hands clenched
she cried to Lois:

“You think I mean merely that I have
spoiled his contracts in Paris? But that
is not all; when The Voltaire docks at
Buenos Aires the brothers of Paula will
meet it—I have no fear—no fear at all of
my revenge!”

She sank into a chair; all the life seemed
to have gone from her face. She mur-
mured softly:

“Paula! My little Paula!”

OIS was on the point of going to her
side, to comfort her with the words
one desolate soul can offer another, when
Gloria’s knock tapped again at the door.
“Senhorita; I do not wish to disturb
you—but he is asking for you—that won-
derful young American we saw in the
Avenida Rio Branco.”

Lois ran to the door swiftly:

“Tell him, Gloria, that I will be down
in just a minute! And—GIloria darling—
don’t—don’t let him go away until I
come!”

Then she came back and knelt beside
Vagalume; into her own eyes, for the
first time, the tears came freely; they
were in part tears of sympathy—but even
more they were tokens of supreme happi-
ness,
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THE LAST WORD

I should like to see any man try to kiss me!™
“No doubt—but you shouldn’'t admit it!"
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@Part Ohree of a Three-Part Romance

By Vietor Rousseau

Author of “The Big Muskeg,” “The Messiah
of the Cylinder,” ‘and “Wooden Spoil”

[ALREADY TOLD: When Colonel Sanford passed away he left his
fortune to his stepdaughter, Miss Polly Seaton, a prim though comely young
woman, with decided leanings toward the puritanic codes of conduct. The will
provided that a capital sum invested for her should be held in trust until her
marriage, and that until the age of twenty-five, she should be under the
guardianship of one of five men named in the will. Her choice of guardian
should be made only after she had become the guest for a longer or shorter
time of one or more of the gentlemen named. The Colonel, who could not,
even by the wildest flights of the imagination, be spoken of as puritanical, being
a connoisseur of now prohibited beverages, of cards, of tobacco, and of affairs
of the heart, cautioned Miss Polly particularly against one Richard Cresswell,
as displaying a regrettable tendency toward prohibition and a general abstinence
from the pleasures of life. Him Miss Polly favored with her first visit, only to
find that behind his pretentions of virtue and uprightness he hid a profligate
nature that displayed itself in a secret addiction to cigarettes and drinking and
amateur theatricals. The visit Miss Polly paid to Mr. Clarence Strutt, bachelor,
was hardly more successful. If Dick Cresswell was too worldly, Clarence
Strutt was too good, as Miss Polly found after several unsuccessful attempts
to put him to the test by means of skillful “plants” of tobacco and whiskey.
Theodore Hammond, third on the stepfatherly list of guardians, lived with
his sister, and pretended to a viciousness of character that enlisted Miss Polly’s
liveliest efforts toward reformation. Chance, however, brought to her ears
snatches of conversation which revealed a plot by which Miss Polly, in her
missionary zeal, was to lose her heart to Theodore, and with it her step-
father’s fortune. At the opening of the present and concluding installment
Miss Polly is telling Nan Draper of the Hammond treachery, not without
a tender regret, one notes, for Richard Cresswell.]

“I can’t understand men at all,” said
Polly Seaton, disconsolately, to Nan Dra-
per.

“There’s no human being can, Miss
Polly,” answered the old servant. “That’s
what we women marry them for.”

“What do you mean, Nan?”

“To try to find out what the mystery
is that makes us like them,” said Nan.

“Well, there isn’t any likelihood of my
ever getting married,” said Polly, “so I
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suppose the mystery will have to remain
unsolved forever, so far as I am con-
cerned. But I was thinking of men in
general, without reference to marriage.

“Here Stepfather made that absurd will
requiring me to select myself a guardian
out of five gentlemen, and I've tried three
of them, and they have proved simply im-
possible. Sometimes, I really think all
men are monsters, in one way or another,
Nan.”
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“Some of ’em are. Some of ’em aren’t,”
said Nan, philosophically.

“They all are,” said Polly in a tearful
voice. "“Aunt Jane used to tell me that
somewhere in the world there might exist
a good man, to be discovered after years
of testing, and that a woman, a good
woman, could use her quiet influence as a
magnet to bring him to her feet. But
Aunt Jane had lived a very secluded life,
Nan, and she admitted to me once that
she had never found a man worthy to
worship her and lead her to the altar.”

Nan Draper, remembering Aunt Jane’s
features, tried to suppress a smile.

“She said that if a man was faithful and
proved worthy for seven years, at the end
of that time one might believe in him,
But they don’t wait to be tested. And
they’re not faithful. They’re a pack of
deceivers, even when one only wants to
find a worthy guardian, Nan.”

“Now don’t take it that way, my dear,”
said the old servant, patting her mistress’s
shoulder. “I’'m sure that Mr. Cresswell—"

“He was the worst of the lot, Nan. He
was simply vicious. And Mr. Strutt, the
second, was too good to live. And Mr.
Hammond, the third, pretended to be bad
so as to arouse my interest in reforming
him. Aren’t there any men who are hu-
man beings like us women, Nan?”’

“I doubt it, Miss Polly,” answered Nan
Draper. “I used to hope there might be.
But I've never met ’em. No, I guess not.
The Almighty made men to be a plague
and a puzzle and a curse to the human
race, bless their simple hearts!”

Polly, wrinkling her pretty brows, did
not seem to notice the paradox, which
had been uttered quite unintentionally by
Nan. She was thinking deeply.

“I’ve come more or less to a conclusion,
Nan,” she said.
any such thing as a good man, unless he
isn’t worth his salt, like Mr. Strutt. I've
got to choose a guardian, and, as Step-
father evidently selected the worst assort-
ment he could think of, I'm going to take
number four, lest number five be the
worst of the lot. Let me see—"

“I don’t believe there’s

OLLY broke the fourth of the five
envelopes which Mr, Brose, the law-
yer, had given her.

“Mr. Joseph Cranford, 109 Main Street,”
she read, and wrinkled her forehead again.
“I seem to have heard somebody speak of
Mr. Cranford,” she said. “Who is he,
Nan? Do you know him? Was he very
friendly with Stepfather?”

“I guess it must be the son of Judge
Cranford, Miss Polly,” said Nan. “The
judge is a very rich man, and quite an
aristocratic gentleman. I think that would
be a wise choice of your stepfather, my
dear.”

“0, I do hope so,” said Polly enthusi-
astically. “What sort of man is young
Mr. Cranford? Do you know him, Nan?”

Nan Draper hesitated. During her
many years of service with the late Colo-
nel Sanford she had become, in large
measure, his confidant, especially since
the death of Polly’s mother. And she
knew a good deal more than she was pre-
pared to tell; and what she was prepared
to tell she had pledged herself not to.

She knew, in the first place, that Colonel
Sanford had idolized his stepdaughter,
and that he had always carried unhealed
the wound inflicted on him when the
girl’s aunt insisted on removing her from
his home, alleging that the house of an
old widower. who drank, smoked, and en-
tertained his friends with cards played for
small stakes, was no place in which to
bring up Polly.

The Colonel had loved Polly enough to
acquiesce in her aunt’s decision; he had
even thought it might be right; but he
had not been prepared for the rigidly
puritanical training, inculcated by a
soured old maid, animated by hatred of
the most innocent of those amusements
which had never been hers.

When Polly came home for short visits
the Colonel would hide his bourbon in
his bedroom, and go into the stables to
smoke his cigars; and there were few
parties, indeed. But Polly pursued him
with her schemes for converting him, and
looked upon him as a perishing soul.
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When he made his will, requiring the
girl to select her guardian from among
five of his acquaintances, he had already
considered his plans very carefully. His
aim was to give Polly a progressive edu-
cation in that subject which was taught
more perfunctorily in the Misses Tibbetts’
school than any other branch of natural
history—man.

It had always been his hope that Polly
would marry Dick Cresswell. He had put
him first on the list, in the hope that they
would come together.

Failing that, he meant Polly to have
her experience with Clarence Strutt, who
was to act as a foil for Dick. And, failing
Clarence, he hoped that the revulsion of
feeling she would experience through
Theodore Hammond, whom he detested,
would enlarge her in her attitude toward
the world. He knew that the Hammonds
would plot to get her into their family,
and he was confident that her intuition
would frustrate them.

After the Hammonds came Joe Cran-
ford, whom he liked only second to Dick.
He believed that here, at any rate, Polly
would learn her lesson, and that there
would be no need of the shock of guardian
number five.

Nan Draper turned away. “I don’t re-
member young Mr. Cranford very well,
Miss Polly,” she said, crossing her finger
and thumb, to make the lie no sin.

But Polly did not detect Nan’s guilty

manner. She was bubbling over with a
new confidence.
“Nan,” she said confidingly, “what

would you think if I were to tell you that
my moral principles have all vanished ?”

“The Lord be praised, Miss Polly!”
ejaculated Nan, so vehemently that both
were startled.

Polly gave Nan a reproachful little look
and continued:

“It’s true—it’s true, Nan. All men are
monsters, that’'s my firm conviction. They
may not all be vicious monsters, but they
are abnormal all the same. Aunt Jane's
idea that somewhere in the world one
true man existed isn’t true. If it is true
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I'm not likely to meet him. And—you
understand me, Nan, don’t you? I’m only
looking for a man worthy to be my
guardian.

“And—I'm going to be of the world
worldly, Nan!”

“But, Miss Polly, what has come over
you?” cried Nan.

“I told you, Nan, my moral principles
have broken down. I—I'm not going to
look for an impossible ideal any more.
I'm going to be tolerant, and to take
things as I find them.”

On the following morning Nan was
amazed at the transformation in her
young mistress. The dress which Polly
wore was not by any means what might
be called startling, but it was startling in
connection with- its wearer. The skirt
was fully two inches from the tops of
Polly’s shoes, disclosing a pair of im-
maculate white gaiters, and completely
transforming her.

In an instant Nan had taken her in her
arms and was busy patting and pressing
and smoothing in that mysterious manner
understood only by women, until atlength
she released her, stepped back and sur-
veyed the result of her few moments of
dexterity with a look of satisfaction.

“The very first young man that sees
you is going to fall head over heels in
love with you, Miss Polly,” she said.

And for the first time Polly showed no
signs of dissatisfaction at hearing what
had hitherto been unwelcome news.

OLLY had written to Mr. Joseph

Cranford, and in due course a letter
of welcome arrived. The Judge was en-
tertaining a small house party, and they
would be delighted to have her spend a
few days with them. The letter ended
with the modest hope that the writer
would have the honor of managing Polly’s
affairs.

Polly packed the little suitcase imme-
diately, and departed. A minute after the
front door had closed behind her Nan
was at the telephone, and, as soon as the
connection had been established, she was
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talking to a very agitated young man at
the other end.

“She’s just started for the
liouse,” said Nan.

“She’ll be taking the 10:10 then,” said
Mr. Richard Cresswell. “O, Nan, how
can I thank you?”

“That’s all right, Mr. Cresswell,” an-
swered Nan. “I’'m doing it for the Colo-
nel.”

“Nan, I know you are aware of a lot
that you don’t tell. But sometimes, when
I get to thinking things over, I feel quite
desperate. You see, she’s so hard to sat-
isfy, Nan; and how can I be sure that
Joe won’t round on her and win her away
from me?”

“Well,” said Nan Draper indignantly,
“if Miss Polly’s too fastidious for you to
suit her, I guess she isn’t likely to take
to Mr. Cranford.”

“Of course he’s my friend. But you
can’t trust even your best friend in a
matter like this. Oh, Nan, do you think
she cares for me the least little bit? You
see, it was all an absurd mistake, and I
could explain it in a moment if only she’d
let me get a word in edgewise, but she
won’t. Next time I see her I'm not going
to let her drive me away. I shall insist
on an explanation, however peremptory
she is. Do you think she cares for me,
Nan?”

Nan Treflected, and Dick did an im-
promptu tightrope dance at the other end
of the line in his anxiety.

“I don’t believe she knows herself,” said
Nan Draper, finally. “But I've thought,
from the terrible things she says about
}'Ou_"

“Nan! Oh, Nan Draper!” cried the
young man in anguish.

“I shouldn’t be surprised if she did care
a good deal more than she knew,” said
Nan. “But don’t you go butting in and
spoiling—"

She did not have time to complete her
" sentence, for a sharp metallic click at the
end of the line told her that her warning
was not even heard. Dick had been un-
able to control himself any longer.

Judge’s
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HREE-QUARTERS of an hour later

a young lady, carrying a small bag
demurely along a quiet road, was startled
by a taxicab that came racing up behind
her, swaying dangerously from side to
side as it pursued its mad career. Polly
had barely time to leap out of the way
when the cab stopped, and out sprang
Dick.

“How you frightened me, Di—Mr.
Cresswell!” gasped Polly, letting the suit-
case fall.

“Never mind, Polly. I'm sorry, dear.
Listen, Polly!” Dick began.

He stopped, for he saw an ominous
gleam in the girl's eyes.

“P-Pol—Miss Seaton, you're not angry
with me still, are you?” Dick pleaded. “If
you'll only let me explain—"

“There is nothing for you to explain,
Mr. Cresswell,” said Polly, coldly. “I am
not your judge. None of the other gen-
tlemen whom I tried to see whether they
would make good guardians has followed
me up like you.”

“I don’t want you to go where you are
going before I have—" began Dick.

“How do you know where I am going,
pray?”

“There’s only one house along this road
where you can be going, and that’s Judge
Cranford’'s. Oh, Polly, Joe Cranford hasn't
—isn’t—can’t make you a good guardian.
IHe hasn’t the—the qualities,” ended Dick,
miserably, conscious that he was playing
a shabby trick upon his best friend.

“Have you?” asked Polly caustically.

Dick swung upon his heel and raised
his hat. “I shall not trouble you again,
Miss Seaton,” he said, with suppressed
violence. “Don’t be afraid that you will
cver see me after this.”

He leaped into the taxi, which had re-
mained close by, the driver calmly watch-
ing the scene with a man-of-the-world
expression upon his face, and the vehicle
started back furiously toward the city,
leaving Polly temporarily speechless.

“Oh, Dick,” she cried at length, stretch-
ing out her arms toward the departing
vehicle, “I—I—Oh, if you ever cared for
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me the least bit in the world you would

stay and explain it all, instead of being so
angry every time I"meet you!” -

It was fortunate that there was nobody
passing to see the pretty girl in the severe
dress wiping her eyes by the dusty road-
side. When the eyes were quite dry, out
came something that Polly had achieved
recently with-much misgiving, and with
much sense of secret sin. It was—a pow-
der paper. It went daintily all over the
tear-stained cheeks and the grief-reddened
nose, and was rubbed up and down, and
round and round, with an intuition that
might have been the experience of years.
If it did not betoken the old Adam, let
us call it the original Eve.

Then Polly took up the bag and re-
sumed her walk. A few minutes later
she passed up a very large garden and
rang the bell of an old-fashioned manor
house, standing curiously forlorn but
splendid among the vacant building lots
which had been cut out of the property.

N HOUR before dinner that night

. Polly sat in her bedroom in Judge
Cranford’s house, dressing slowly, and
analyzing her impressions, whlch were
certainly bewildering ones.

Polly had expected to find a worldly
atmosphere, such as she had braced her-
self to meet, because she considered it
inevitable. And it is certainly startling,
when one has finally cast all moral prin-
ciples to the winds, to encounter them
again in others. She had found herself
plunged into an atmosphere that would
have gone straight to Aunt Jane’s heart.

There was, first, the Judge, an old-
world gentleman of charming manners.
Then there was his son Joe, a young man
of about seven and twenty, whose face
seemed somehow oddly familiar, although
Polly could not remember where she had
met him. Joe seemed distinctly promising
as a guardian.

It was the character and occupation of
the other guests, however, that proved
amazing. In place of the gathering of
lawyers, worldly wise, and shrewd finan-

cial magnates, that the girl had pictured.
she found the following:

A Mr. and Mrs. Davenant, who were
spending a few days with the Judge while
acting as delegates to a national anti-
poker convention, which was to be held
shortly in a neighboring town, and would,
it was expected, be instrumental in ban-
ishing the great vice from American life.

A Miss Reeves, a young lady with a
wealth of fair hair, and a very engrossing
manner, who was secretary to an organi-
zation for the abolition of tobacco.

And a Mr. Jones, a handsome young
fellow with dark hair, who, as treasurer
of an organization for abolishing the the-
atre, and an old friend of Joe’s, had come
for a week-end visit.

Polly’s spirits had risen wonderfully at
the familiar atmosphere of the gathering.
She was bitterly repenting her rash reso-
lution to cast away the teachings of Aunt
Jane. She felt almost a pariah at the
dinner table, in her stylish dress, which
contrasted vividly with the sombre hues
of the other ladies’ attire.

She resolved to put herself right with
the company. But she soon felt at her
ease, for Joe Cranford proved the most
delightful of dinner companions.

Presently Miss Reeves leaned across
the table to the dark-haired. young man
on Polly’s right.

“Mr. Jones, what is the chief paper to
be read at your meeting next Thursday?”
she inquired.

“Our leading paper will be by Pro-
fessor Slocum, on ‘The Intimate Associa-
tion between Drink and the Drama’,” re-
sponded the dark-haired young man with
a bow.

“It is terrible, the amount of secret
theatricals that is going on in this country
all the time,” said Mrs. Davenant.

“And I am told that they actually
smoke—the spectators of these private
gatherings,” interposed Miss Reeves. “The
women, I mean. The men are past pray-
ing for.”

There sounded a sudden noise like an
explosion from the head of the table,
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where Judge Cranford was seated. It re-
solved itself into something more like a
clicking chuckle; but when Polly turned
her head to look the Judge was eyeing
his plate and apparently clearing his
throat.

“I ‘know how true that is about the-
atricals,” said Polly sadly, thinking of
Dick. She tried to remember the name
of his friend who had led him into the
vice, but it would not come to her. “In
my opinion,” she continued, “the stage is
the great curse of the country. It is
worse than drink in a way, because it en-
tices people to drink. All actors drink,
and actresses too, I am told,” she ended.

Judge Cranford coughed violently and
turned red in the face. Joe sprang to his
side and began thumping the old man
hard upon the back until he recovered.

“I quite agree with you in some re-
spects, my dear,” said Mrs. Davenant,
leaning across the table to Polly.

“I want yctt to let me show you the
greenhouse after dinner, Miss Seaton,”
interposed Joe, with rather startling sud-
denness.

UT dinner was just ending, and, as

is customary in houses where liquor
and smoking are taboo, the gentlemen
accompanied the ladies at once into the
drawing-room. In the process Polly got
separated from her escort. Seeing Joe
leading the way a little distance ahead,
under the impression that she was near
him, she hurried after him into the pas-
sage, and, as she emerged, a large object
rgbounded from another smaller object,
with the resiliency of a rubber ball.

It was Mr. Jones, very unnecessarily
startled and confused. About ten feet
away from him was Miss Reeves, in the
act of performing a Swedish exercise.

Polly did not think much of the epi-
sode. She accompanied Joe into the
greenhouse, a large place filled with
flowering shrubs and ferns. They wan-
dered about rather aimlessly for a few
minutes. Then Joe began to hem and
haw,

“About this guardianship business, Miss
Seaton,” he began abruptly. “You know,
Miss Seaton, that I should be delighted
to undertake the task. But I am not sure
—at least I was not quite sure until din-
ner time that we should hit it off well.”

“Why ?” inquired Polly.

“Well, my father and I have very—very
strict principles about things which are
commonly looked upon as venial.””

“Why, the idea!” said the girl indig-
nantly. “I am sure nobody could have
been brought up more strictly than I!”

“I hope I am not offending,” said Joe
bluntly. “But until you spoke as you did
about the stage I had almost decided to
decline the post. You see, though it is
to be a business arrangement, it carries
with it a certain moral responsibility.

+ Polly turned and looked at Joe with
her most chilling expression.

“Will you kindly tell me why you should
imagine that I am a—a person who is
unworthy to be associated with yourself ?”
she demanded. “Or why you think I am
so inferior morally ?”

“Now, Miss Seaton, please don’t take
my words in that way,” said Joe, plead-
ingly. “I only meant that most wealthy
young ladies are not brought up nowa-
days as their grandmothers were.”

Polly’s look was perfectly freezing.

“Yes, yes, Mr. Cranford, I quite under-
stand that you are altogether too good a
person to become my guardian,” said the
girl. “It may occur to you, a little later,
that I haven’t asked you, and that it is
for me to do the selecting.”

“My dear Miss Seaton—"

“I don’t question that,” continued Polly.
“But why—just why did you find it inev-
itable that you should arrive at this con-
clusion? You must have some specific
reason.”

“Well,” said Joe, driven into a corner,
“if I had—"

“If you think my character makes me
unsuitable to be a guest at this house—"

“Miss Seaton, I implore you not to take
me in that way. It had no reference—no
direct reference to yourself.”
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“\What is it?”

“Well—your stepfather.”

. “What?” cried Polly, staring at him
aghast.

. “The late Colonel Sanford, your step-
father, was not a good man, Miss Seaton.”

“My stepfather was the best man in
the world!” cried the girl defiantly. “How
dare you say such a thing?”

And at the moment she meant it. After-
ward she wondered what had given rise
to that spontaneous utterance.

“He drank.”

“He was brought up to drink.”

“He smoked.”

“Well, yes, he did smoke. But only
cigars—never cigarettes. People hadn’t
reached such a pitch of development when
he was a young man.”

“He flirted,” said Joe Cranford sternly.

“He didn’t flirt,” cried Polly in despera-
tion. ““He was just fond of young women
about him and he used to tease them.”

“And, he went to the theatre,” said Joe.

OLLY hung her head. She knew, too

well, that the charge was irrefutable.
Hadn’t he taken her to see “The Broad-
way Twinklers,” young women kicking
their limbs shamelessly about the stage?
She tried to defend the Colonel, but she
could not. - So in self-defence she took
out her pocket-handkerchief and cried
just the least bit.

Joe was all remorse in a moment. “Miss
Seaton, can you ever forgive me for being
such a brute?” he begged, clutching in
agitation at her sleeve. “I—I was wrought
up, and I—I want to be your guardian.”

“Not if you think me vicious and im-
moral,” said Polly, with a sob in her voice,
tearing herself petulantly away from Joe’s
arm, which, as if beyond his control,
showed signs of a tendency to encircle
her. And yet, all the while, Polly was
aware of an insane desire to laugh.

“You are an angel, Miss Seaton. You—"

The handkerchief fluttered to the
ground. Polly stared out. of her blue
eyes at Joe. And, astounding as his state-
ment had been, Polly was glad.
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- She was so perfectly proud te be
thought an angel, and there was only one
thing missing to make her joy complete.
She wanted Dick to hear.

Oh, how much she wished that Dick
could be hiding just then behind the rub-
ber plant. And he would be, if he had
any enterprise. He would discover, even
if he did not appreciate her, that there
were others who did.

“What’s that you said?”
Polly, trying to look severe.

“I don’t know,” gasped Joe.
it just leaped out of my heart.”

“Mr. Cranford,” said Polly, shaking her
finger at him, “you are a very unguarded
voung man. You are far, far too rash
ever to make a good guardian for me.”

“0, Miss Seaton,” began Joe in deep
distress. .

“Altogether too rash. Why, you’'d put
my money into the first gold mine that—"

“No, I wouldn’t! Indeed I wouldn’t!
I'm a hard-headed business man,” cried
Joe. “I’'m only rash when I'm terribly in
earnest about anything, and—and making
a fool of myself. Please give me a
chance!” .

“Well, we’ll see,” said Polly, in concil-
iatory tones, laying her hand on Joe’s
arm. “I shall try you out, perhaps, before
I go home.”

It was the very first time that Polly had
laid her hand on any young man’s arm.
Their eyes met—and Polly knew that Joe
lay, a victim, at her feet. Yet it was her
first conquest—really it was; at least, it
was her first face-to-face conquest, so to
speak, for Dick, who had just pretended
to—well, to care, had been deceiving her,
and nobody else counted. And how did
she know she had done it?

demanded

“I guess

OW did she know? She asked her-

self that question the following
morning, leaning out of her window in
the glow of a glorious sunrise. She had
awakened very early, excited beyond
measure at the discovery of this extraor-
dinary power over the male of the human
race, of which she had so often read in
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books, and also unutterably miserable be-
cause Joe was not Dick. She wanted Dick
to know about it.

She wanted Dick to see Joe lying, bound
in the chains of love, before her. She
wanted to torture Dick. If she couldn’t
torture Dick, she wanted to torture Joe,
to punish him because of Dick's faith-
lessness.

Of course Polly did not know what she
wanted. She was merely struggling to
put Joe on the foreground and keep the
memory of Dick suppressed.

“Why shouldn’t I?” demanded Polly
suddenly, of nobody and nothing in par-
ticular.

Nobody answered. until an early robin
came on the scene.

“Every woman does—every woman
does,” it chanted, between bursts of ener-
getic warfare upon a worm,

“It’s wicked—wicked!” sang a song-
sparrow from the top bough of a tree.

“l don’t care if it is,” said Polly def-
antly. “I’m just going to.”

A cluster of early asters underneath
her window winked their vellow eyes and
nodded their heads approvingly.

T WAS quite a different-looking Polly

who went downstairs to breakfast. A
mask seemed to have fallen from her face.
Her eyes were shining, and behind the
shine was something that started Joe's
heart beating wildly.

On a previous occasion a certain Bel-
gian maid named Mathilde had offered to
show Polly how to bring a man to her
feet. Polly had been horrified at the sug-
gestion, but the failure of the object-
lesson had banished her belicf in Mathilde's
statement that any woman could do the
same. Now she knew it was true. She
had learned to flirt in an instant—the in-
stant when she looked into Joe's eyes.

And she meant to wreak a terrible re-
venge for Dick’s treatment of her. All
that day Joe was alternately in joy and
despair. Joe, too. was going through a
critical peried. It was during one of
the despairing intervals that he withdrew

T ] . vt bl G Pl . f=

WAYSIDE TALES

to his study to meditate. Three times
he began a letter, and three times he tore
up what he had written.- Then he set his
teeth and wrote it a fourth time from
beginning to end, addressed it to Mr.
Richard Cresswell, and started out to mail
it. In the hall he met Polly.

“0, Mr. Cranford,” she said, “I was
wondering what had become of you. I
am feeling so lonely.”

Joe snatched the letter from his pocket
and prepared to tear it into shreds. Yet
he hesitated. and Polly went on:

“It is so desperately secret, all this pri-
vate meeting of your other guests, and my
not being admitted.”

Joe stared for an instant.

“0. yes, Miss Seaton, and we all fee:
very badly about it,” he answered. “But,
you see, the organizations to which the
Davenants, and DMiss Reeves, and NMr.
Jones belong are afhliated branches, and
the—er—the by-laws make secrecy posi-
tively essential. You know, they are de-
hating some plans of immense national
importance. That's why they just had to
lock themselves into my father’s study to
discuss them.”

“0, well, I don't care,” answered Polly.
“But, you see, I did feel a bit lonely: as
there was nobody else I wondered what
had happened to you.”

Joe groveled—metaphorically.
clutch upon the letter relaxed.
she was so horrid he'd mail it.

“I was just going out to post a letter."”

“May I come, too?’ asked Polly.

“I shall he delighted,” answered Joec.

They walked to the letter-box at the
bottom of the garden. With a firm hand
Joe thrust in the letter, It went into the
box’s maw, like a sacrifice to an awful
god.

“You're very silent,” said Polly. “I don't
think you're at all nice, Mr. Crantord,
after arousing my—my interest in you so
much.” .

Joe stared in agony at the mouth of
the letter-box. He was planning some
desperate scheme of burglary before the
postman came round.

Also his
Well, it
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“But, of course,” the girl continued, “all
people interest me just now, because the
world is rather new to me.”

Joe turned from his temptation like a
man. Dick might get the letter now and
he didn't care—much!

Can a man’s friendship and loyalty to
another be proof against love? That was
poor Joe's problem. He had been wrest-
ling with it practically from the moment
when he first set eyes on Polly—which
was some time before he met the girl at
his father's house. And Dick and he had
been inseparable at college, and ever since.
Joe was devoted to his friend. He was in
love, too, desperately.

- TE WAS more madly in love than

ever by evening, for Polly had been

very gracious. \Vhen the girl went up to

her room to dress for dinner they stood

at the door, chatting. And here a remark-
able episode occurred.

The mysterious meeting of the affiliated
organizations had lasted most of that aft-
ernoon. Mention has been made of a
strange leap undertaken by Mr. Jones on
the first evening, outside the drawing-
room. Now, all of a sudden, the young
man came darting up the stairs toward
his bedroom, which was just around the
corner of the passage from Polly's. There
was nothing remarkable in the speed with
which he ran; what was unusual was that
he was wearing a frock coat, a silk-hat,
and a striped lavender waistcoat.

He cast one glance toward Polly as he
reached the head of the flight. uttered a
sort of low moan, and disappcared into
his room, slamming and locking the door
behind him.

Polly clung to the jamb in terror.

“Mr. Cranford,” she gasped, “did you
see that?” .

“Ye-ye-ves. Miss S-S-S-Seaton,” stam-
mered Joe, who appeared absolutely para-
lyzed with terror.

“What does it mean? What is it? Is
he—is he insane ?” demanded Polly, panic-
stricken. : *

“Ye-ye-yes,” stammered Joe. “No—
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that is—why, yes, Miss Seaton—that is—
you see, it’s this way. Poor Jones is per-
fectly harmless, but he’s been overdoing
it in the cause of his society and he—well,
he came down here to recuperate. The
doctor says he'll be quite well in another
week or two, but—but his campaign
against theatricals, you know. He throws
his whole soul into his work, and some-
times he has a momentary touch of in-
sanity. IHe wouldn’t hurt a fly!”

“Poor fellow!” said Polly.

“Yes,” went on Joe volubly, “and that’s
really why we have to let them hold their
meetings in private. You see, Jones gets
a trifle erratic, especially after an hour or
so. He oughtn’t to be allowed to go, but
he insists, and so we humor him. Don’t
be afraid of him, Miss Seaton.”

“I'm not afraid,” said Polly, hesitant.

“I knew you couldn’t be,” said Joe.
“*Miss Seaton, I think you're such a splen-
did girl. \Would you mind very much my
saying something?”

“Is it very personal?” asked Polly, smil-
ing.

“Well, yes. But I can’t help saying it.
Lver since I saw you I’ve been thinking
what a lot of blind dolts there are in the
world that some young fellow hasn’t
snapped you up. I know how crude that
sounds, but the man that won you, Miss
Seaton, would be just the luckiest fellow
on earth, or, rather, in heaven.”

Here interposed the tiny, very much
subdued voice of conscience.

“Aren’t you thoroughly ashamed of
vourself, you—you hussy?” it asked.
“What do you mean by bringing the poor
fellow to that, when you know you said
you never would marry anyone? Of
course you didn't mean it—"

“I did!” said Polly.

“What you meant was that you wouldn’t
marry anybody unless you could get Dick,
But that makes it all the worse, letting
Joe lose his head over you in this way.
Oh, for heaven’s sake turn them down!
Turn them down, I tell you. He thinks
you mean business when you look at him
like that.”
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“You.are a horrid thing,” said Polly,
“and I think your phrases are coarse in
the extreme. I shall look at Joe Cranford
just as much as I want to.”

“Miss Seaton,” said Joe wistfully,
“there’s something that I've been wanting
to say to you for some time. [ want to
say it very badly indeed. Tonight I have
to go over to Darlington to see an old
client of my father's, and I don’t expecct
to be back until ahout this time tomorrow
afternoon. I wonder whether T could
have a chance to meet you in the garden
about then, so that I can see you by your-
self.”

“No!” shouted conscience.

Put, sincz conscience speaks only in a
still, small voice. however hard it tries to
raise it, the reply was drowned in Polly's
fluttering “yes.”

Joe went away springily, his whole per-
sonality radiating satisfaction, and Polly
retired into her room. She
demure as she sat down beforc the mirror
that nobody would have dreamed of the
agitation in her hceart.

“Well, you've done it now,” she said to
herself. “Yes, you've done it.  You've
gone too far. You'll have to marry Joe,
or pass as a shameless, abominable flirt.”

Suddenly the girl found herself crying
tempestuously, without having suspected
that she was going to.

“It's a wicked shame,” she whispered.
“Oh, Dick, if only you could be here
now! If only you could care for me, and
make me forget my stubbornness, I love
you, Dick, and I can’t—I can’t marry Joe.”

She was quite unhappy when she went
down to dinner that night. . The only un-
happier person at the table was Mr. Jones,
He looked at Polly furtively; once their
eves met, and the girl saw a pleading ex-
pression in his. And the temptation was
almost irresistible to wonder whose it was,
and what he had done with that—that
thing!

But Mr. Jones was certainly a composed
lunatic. His conversation seemed quite
rational. It was not until late in the
evening that he had an outbreak.

looked so
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ND it happened in thix wise. You

know that when you don’t want to
see a thing, you are sure to find yourself
placed unintentionally in the position of
a sort of spy. Well, Polly, having deter-
mined to keep her attention away from
Mr. Jones, happened to be near the door
of the drawing-room. Miss Reeves. who
had been singing, had gone outside, and
in the mirror over the mantel Polly saw
her standing in the hall, looking at a vase
of flowers. Suddenly Mr. Jones's head
came into the picture.

AMr. Jones descended the stairs, crept
up to Miss Reeves, and deliberately im-
planted a—you know—on the back of her
neck!

Polly, aghast, saw the girl spring round
and face the madman. Then the eyes of

the three met in the mirror, and Mr.
Jones simply vanished.
Polly took the bull by the horns. She

went out. Miss Reeves still stood near
the flowers, but Mr. Jones was nowhere in
sight. The poor girl's face was pink with
mortification:

“Miss Reeves,” said Polly, “I—I couldn’t
help seeing that. I thought I'd tell yvou
something. Poor Mr, Jones—but you
know, of course, that he isn't respon-
sible ?”

Miss Reeves turned from pink to scar-
let. “What do you mean?” she stam-
mered.

“I thought you knew he has been over-
working and is a little light-headed at
times. It’s the arduous nature of his
task, you know. I'm sure—I’m quite sure
he didn't mean to insult you.”

Miss Reeves looked both astounded and
curious.

“Do you mean to suggest that Mr.
Jones is out of his mind?” she asked.

Polly nodded.

“Just overwork,” she said. “I know he
would be the last man to think of doing
such an abominable thing as that to you,
of all persons.”

“Oh, thank you!” gasped Miss Reeves,
and hurried away.

Mr. Jones did not return to the drawing-
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room that evening.
early.

‘In Joe’s absence the conversation lan-
guished a good deal, and it was evident
that the other guests were tired out from
their conference, for Polly’s attempts to
open a discussion on vice proved mainly
abortive. The next day was a wet, mis-
erable one, and everyone was gloomy,
even the Judge, who was usually full of
fun and spirits.

Polly went to bed

OLLY felt more and more depressed

as the hour for Joe’s return drew
near. About four o’clock the sun came
out and the damp ground began to steam.
The others were hard at their conference
in' the Judge’s study, at the back of the
hbuse, and not only were the doors
locked, but a curtain was drawn before
either window. Polly felt dreadfully out
of it all.

'She walked round and round the house,
each time approaching nearer the study
windows, and, like Eve outside paradise,
she began to long to be inside. Like Eve,
too, she began to feel an insatiable curi-
osity. What could be so very mysterious
about this conference, that is should be so
scriipulously concealed. .

The third time she walked around the
house she saw that a fold of one of the
curtains had caught on a hook inside,
leaving a little triangle of vision for any-
bady outside. The fourth time she went
sd near that she could make out the
Judge’s back as he stood before the win-
dow.

The fifth time Polly stopped.

“I’'m going to take just one peek,” she
said to herself.

She saw that her eye was on a level
with - the middle of the triangle. Polly
tried to go on, but her limbs wouldn’t
move. She tried to turn her head away,
but it was fast upon her shoulders. And,
of course, she was not responsible for
lines of vision.

Neéxt moment she started back in amaze- .

ment. For, in the brief moment’s glance
she had seen:
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Mr. Jones in his silk hat, frock coat,
and lavender waistcoat. !

Miss Reeves wearing a Japanese kimo-
na, and with her hair down.

Mrs. Davenant, in a maid’s cap and
apron, holding a broom over Mr. Jones's
head.

And Mr. Davenant in a wig, lying, ap-
parently unconscious, on the floor.

None of which costumes was in the

. léast appropriate for a crusade again:t

vice.

“They’re actors!” said Polly, “Comm n
actors! They've—they’ve all been decei .-
ing me. And Joe—"

A surge of anger went through hcr
heart against Joe. Oh, how she wouid
pay him out for it all!

Suddenly she saw Joe in the distanc:,
coming up the garden path. And, bein-~
a woman, she composed herself instantl:r
into serenity, and went forward to mect
him, smiling, and holding back the inv-s-
ible burden of her resentment.

OE took her hands. “Miss Seaton,” lie

said earnestly, “you don’t know how
much I have looked forward to this meet-
ing all day. I—I want to talk to you
about something that means all the world
to me. Sometimes,” he continued, as he
drew her to a seat under a big tree, wipcd
it with his handkerchief, and sat down
beside her, “sometimes I've wondered
whether you had a heart. At others I've
been sure you have. But I'm not quite
sure even now,” he added.

“The only way to find out is to try,”
said Polly sweetly.

“You almost give me courage to tell
you.”

“Mr. Cranford, of course I don’t know
—I don’t know exactly what you are go-
ing to say,” said Polly, “but if it is some-
thing of which your conscience approves
I think you are right in wishing to say it.
Only I hope it isn’t like what you said to
me in the greenhouse.”

“*No—indeed no,” answered Joe earnest-
ly. “My conscience tells me I ought to
say it. I don’t want to, Miss Seaton.”

N ——
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Polly was stupefied. “You—don't—
want—to?” she asked, turning toward
Joe. “I thought you wanted to.”

“I want to with all my heart, and yet it
involves a bitter disappointment for me,.
I’ll come to the point, Miss Seaton. Do
you care—could you learn to care—for
my friend, Dick Cresswell?”

Out of the darkness all about her Polly
heard her own voice answering.

“Is Mr. Cresswell not capable of speak-
ing for himself?” she asked. “Mr. Cran-
ford, do you think you are entitled to
speak for him, after inviting me to be
vour guest and deceiving me—shamefully
deceiving me?”

“Miss Seaton, I'll explain.”

“There is no need to explain.”

“I’ll explain,” said Joe again, doggedly.
“I admit 1 lied to you and I see you know
everything. The Davenants, Mr. Jones—
who is perfectly sane—and Miss Reeves
are prominent members of the theatrical
profession, who are staying here to re-
hearse a play which I have had the honor
of writing. When you proposed your
visit, knowing your prejudice against the
stage, and being most anxious not to of-
fend you, for Dick’s sake—"

“0, never mind your friend Mr. Cress-
well!” cried Polly vehemently.

“For Dick’'s sake,” repeated Joe im-
placably, “we decided- that they should
play the parts they assumed. I am re-
sponsible for that. When I saw that you
were deceived, I hoped to show you that
vour strict views of life were unfair and
4 little—may I say inhuman? For that
reason I pretended to be still more puri-
tanical than yourself. I insulted your
stepfather’'s memory, which is most dear
to me, in order to provoke a reaction in
yvour own mind in favor of one of the best
men who ever lived. I meant to tell you
everything tonight, and to ask your for-
giveness.”

“And it was all unnecessary!” cried
Polly, hardly able to refrain from crying.
“I came here—I came here already decided
that my views were a little too strict. I
was a fool—a child, looking upon the
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world with the eyes of prejudice, and you
have humiliated me and made me a laugh-
ing-stock. Do you call that fair, or gen-
tlemanly, Mr. Cranford?”

“No,” answered Joe.

“And now,” said Polly, “you may be
interested to know that you have swung
me back to my first impressions. I see
now that the world is bad, and that peo-
ple who would conceive any such wretch-
ed scheme against one girl—a fool, if you
like, but still one against half a dozen—
such people are—are—"

“0O, Miss Seaton, don’'t take it that
way,” begged Joe. “Think what you like
of me, but at any rate Dick knows nothing
of it. He loves you, and you won’t give
him a chance to speak to you. And now
I want to tell you of an absurd misappre-
hension you are under about a certain
night at the theatre—"

Polly rose and flashed an annihilating
glance at Joe out of her blue eyes, wet
with tears.

“I may be absurd,” she said with dig-
nity, “but that is no reason why I should
stay here and be insulted further.”

“Miss Seaton! It's hopeless, I see. But
listen, then. Just give Dick his chance to
tell you. In common fairness give him
one chance. He is waiting to know the
result of our interview, and—look, there
he comes, Polly!”

The name slipped unconsciously from
Joe’s lips. Polly hardly heard it. She
saw Dick in the distance, coming a little
uncertainly toward her from the end of
the garden. And, gathering up her skirts,
she turned and ran.

Joe held Dick Cresswell’'s hand and
looked at his friend compassionately.

“I did my best, old man,” he said.

“I know you did, Joe.”

“You'll get her, Dick. I know you can.”

Dick raised his eyes and looked at his
friend curiously. Did he suspect the
mighty struggle in Joe’s heart? If he did,
he knew that nothing could be said. Si-
lently he grasped his hand again, and
wistfully both men looked toward a dis-
tant figure hurrying toward the road.

=
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T'S the Afth,” meditated Miss Polly

Seaton, holding unopened in her hand
the last of the five envelopes which Mr,
Brose, the lawyer, had given her.

Within each of these envelopes Polly's
stepfather, the late Colonel Santord, had
written the names of a potential guardian.
One of these gentlemen had te be se-
lected by Polly to manage her estate, And
four of them had proved hideous failures.

There had been- Dick Cresswell, whe
had pretended to cure for her. and had
Lbroken an engagement for a sociological
lecture to mect a horrible, painted actress
at the stage door of the theatre. le had
smeked, besides, and had bheen generally
vicieus. Polly drew the veil very quickly
over those memories, for if Dick had
really cared he would have explained—
there must be some explanation—instead
of going off in a huff whenever they met,

And there had been Dick’s friend, Joo
Cranford, who had been more impossible
than Dick. And two others besides, each
werse than the other. Now the ffth
guardian would have to be chosen, what-
cver he happericd to be.

“It makes my blood run cold,” said
Polly to Nan Draper, her old housekeeper.
“Stepfather must have been out of his
scnses to put me to such a terrible ordeal
as this.”

“The Coloncl had a good deal of sense,
Miss Polly,” answerced Nan enigmatically,

“Do you suppose he knew ['d refuse all
those dreadful men for my guardians?”
asked the girl. “And then he meant te
spring a surprise on me at the end?”

Nan was silent. WWhether or no the
late Colonel Sanford had had any such
idea in view, one thing was sure: Polly
had had a varied experience in mankind
since she opcned the first of the five en-
velopes in that same room some weeks
before,

~And it had not broadened her. Nan
looked with disapproval at Polly's shape-
less dress—the same dress in which she
had come home from the Miss Tibbetts’
hoarding-school; at the beautiful hair,
done up in a flattened hun and smoothed
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tightly back above the forchead. Nin
had almost thought that the Colenel's
design was bearing fruit, until she came
home from Judge Cranford's house almest
hysterical, and exclaiming that Joe Cran-
ford had humiliated and insulted her, and,
to put the coping-stone upon his villainy,
had tried to inveigle her into a private
meeting with Dick, :

Polly turned toward Nan, the envelope
still unopened in her hand.

“Nan,” she saitl, “Nan. dear, I've bcen
very foolish, and 1 have suffered for it.
You know, before I went to Mr. Cran-
ford's house I came to the conclusien
that I was wrong in my attitude toward
life, and that I must be more tolerant,
but I realize now how truly Aunt Jane
spoke when she warned me never to cot-
promise with sin.” :

“But, my lamb, Mr, Cresswell isn't sin.”

“Nan, please don’t speak that name to
nme again—never! As I was saying, I
went to Mr. Cranford’s house resolved 10
abandon what DMiss Patience Tibbetts
used to call one's moral armor, 'And I
deserved what I got. Henceforward I
shall be absolutely unbendmg And.if my
fifth guardian isn't a man of the :highest
principles and "absolute integrity.I shall
refuse to accept hitn and let soniebody
else have my fortune.” "4 ;

Nan Draper sighed heavily. She did not
know who the fifth guardian was. The
only hope which sustained het was that
Colonel Sanford, whom she had almost
worshipped, had devised his scheme cun-
ningly enough to make the fifth lesson
absolutely operative.

Polly broke the scul and pulled forth a
piece of paper,

“Mr. Elias Goodenough,” she read, “The
Old House, Sudhury.” She held the pa-
per out to the old servant. “It sounds a
good name,” she said thoughtfully. ‘‘But
Sudbury is twelve miles away, and in the
heart of the hills. I wonder what Mr.
Goodenough’s occupation is. Do you
know him?”

“T never heard of him, Miss Polly,” said
Nan,
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“Well,” said Polly with decision, “I've
ot to go through with it, so I shall start
tomorrow. And this time there will be no
preliminary letter from me, so it will be
impossible for Mr. Goodenough to pre-
pare to deceive me.”

RUE to her word, Polly set off to

the station next morning early. She
was dressed in the very severest manner.
And she was quite unaware that the
shapeless dress and the strained hair
merely made her look like an entrancing
Quaker maiden, and she thought that the

people in the car, who looked at her in

covert admiration, .were" extreinely im-
pertinent.

It was a long-ride to Sudbury, and the
wild character of the country, which was
well outside the range of the commuting
zone,  made Polly wonder more and more
who Mr. Goodenough was, and what his
occupation could be. At the station no-
body Hse,eined to know him, until she
thought of mentioning The Old House.

“Why, Miss, that was Colonel Sanford’s
hunting place!” said the clerk in the
ticket office. - “He bought it years ago,
and when he stopped coming here he let
it deteriorate. Yes, there was a Mr. and
Mrs. Goodenough rented it from the agent
some time ago, but I guess they haven’.
arrived yet.” ,

“They came up last week on the night
train,” put in the baggage-master, “Queer
old couple, too—‘The-Old House’—I re-
member their baggage had that on it.”

Polly’s heart sank
She had known that she did own 2. piece
of property somewhcre in this district,
but not that it was the identical residence
of her fifth guardian. The thought of
her stepfather having built in this deso-
late region and ceased inhabiting his house
struck her with a sense of the instability
of life.
and both were “queer.” Polly disliked
queer people. And hadn't she had enough
of them?

“When is the next train back?”’ she
asked.

lower and lower.:

And so Goodenough had a wife. -
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“Not for five hours, Miss. If you like,

Dick here will drive you up to Mr. Good-
enough’s place, and you'll have plenty of
time to catch the down train at 4:48.”
" Polly considered. The name Dick had
somehow comec to her as an omen. Then
she dismissed her irresolution. The busi-
ness had to be undertaken.

“How far is it?” she asked.

“Three miles, Miss.”

“Then Dick can drive me,” said Polly
graciously.

And she experienced quite a pleasant
surprise when the Old House came into
sight at the crest of a mountain road.
Huge pines grew all about it, and it
was set in the midst of a lowering garden.
She dismissed the driver at the gate of
the long drive, and, taking her suitcase
in hand, walked briskly up toward the
house.

She rang the bell, and after a short in-
terval of that suspense that one always
feels under such circumstances, the door
opened. Dolly knew at once that the el-
derly gentleman who stood before her
was Mr. Goodenough. He could not have
looked any different with such a name.

E WAS about fifty-five. That alone
pleased Polly—no more young
guardians for her! He had gray hair and
a growth of snow-white whiskers that
came almost up to his eves. and almost
met under his, chin, having ‘been- }va'rnéd
off the premises, so to speak; after pro-
gressive trespassing, evidenced by suc-
cessive lines of incomplete shavings.
Mr. Elias Goodenough had a severc
face and was clothed in sombre black.

No frivolity about NMr. Elias! -Thut
pleased Polly still more.

“I’'m Miss Seaton,” said the girl. “You
know why I've come, don’t you. My

stepfather—"

“Aye, I know all about that,” answered
Mr. Goodenough, without, however, step-
ping aside. “Why didn’t you write?”

“Mr. Brose told me that my guardians
would be expecting me.”

“Aye, I’ve expected you for a long
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time,” said Mr. Goodenough. “Why
didn't you come before? Never mind,
vou're here now and you'd better come
in, and we’ll have a talk together.”

Polly, a little disconcerted, followed
Mr. Goodenough meekly inside. The
living-room was not quite so sombre as
she had anticipated from her guardian's
manner. The furniture was modern and
good, except the center piece, which was
cne of these old-fashioned lounges with
a circular ~uffed seat around a sort of
padded pillar, just the thing for half a
dozen guests who are not on speaking
terms with onc another. Upon this sat
an old-fashiened lady, also dressed in
black, with jet earrings and a jct brooch
with a white cameo in the center, and a
face even more severe than Mr. Good-
cnough’s and yet somehow reminding
Polly of Dick.

Yes, Dick seemed everywhere that aft-
ernoon, and in Polly’s heart too. She
hardened it and resolved to forget.

“Miriam, this young lady is Colon¢l
Sanford’s niece,” said Mr. Goodenough.
“She’s been the rounds of her other
guardians, I guess, and finds them not to
her liking. And so she’s come to me.
Have I sized it up right?” he concluded.
turning to Polly with a sort of chuckle.

“You have,” said Polly.

“Then you can shake hands with my
wife.”

Polly, now very much disconcerted, and
conscious of a strong impulse to turn and
flee, took the icy hand that was partly
extended out of the black mitten.

“And now, Miss Seaton, we'll talk busi-
ness,” said Mr. Goodenough. “First let
me ask you a question. What sort of
man do you take me for?”

OLLY caught her breath before an-
swering. Mr. Goodenough’s manners
were not nice. But “self-control in difh-
cult circumstances is the true test of
wenteel breeding,” had been one of Aunt
Jane’s aphorisms. Polly repeated it under
her breath.
“Well, Mr, Goodenough. you see I don't

know you yet,” she said with a smile that
was intended to be winning, but produced
no relaxation of the muscles of Mr. Good-
cnough’s face.

“You don't know me yet,” repeated Mr.
(Goodenough, nodding his head. “True.
and I don’t know you. But if I'm to be
vour guardian I mean to, Miss Seaton. [
can guess what you are like from my
knowledge of Colonel Sanford.”

“O' cried Polly. “You mean—you
mean—"

“I'll tell you the sort ¢l man 1
continued Elias Goodenough, as if she
had not spoken. “I'm a sober, sedate, sc-
rious man, and I have no use for worldly
people. I talk straight and I act straight.
If you wish me to act as your guardian
vou'll have to show me what sort of voung
woman you are.”

Polly felt much relieved at this frank
statement, She had always known that
good people are apt to be unpleasantly
direct, and if Mr. Goodenough was a trifle
curt, that was no reason for resentment.

“My stepfather was a splendid man in
many ways,” she said, “but of course he
wasn’t a good man, in the best sense of
the word. He was a man of the world,
and I was brought up away from him on
account of it. I don’t believe in drinking,
smoking, gambling, or theatricals, Mr.
Goodenough, and I believe you'll make
just the sort of guardian I want.”

“That sounds good to me,” answered
the old man. “So we’ll try each other out
for a week. You'll sign a paper agreeing
to place vourself under my guardianship
for one week. and we'll try each other in
different ways, and I’ll see the stuff you're
made of.”

He stopped and smiled rather sourly.
“If you’re not the sort of young woman
I take you for,” he continued, “you’d bet-
ter go home. I'm a man of my word.”

“And I’m a woman of my word.” cried
Polly, nettled by the challenge. “Bring
on your paper!”

Mr. Goodenough plunged his arm inta
the open drawer of a desk and produced
a document.

-,
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“I had it ready in case you came,” he
said. “Read it.”

Polly looked through it quickly. It
bound her to accept Mr. Goodenough as
her personal guardian for the space of a
week, without including her property.
There seemed nothing objectionable in it.
She put her name to it.

OLLY affixed her name deliberately,
and stood looking at Mr. Goodenough
in laughing defiance. Her guardian folded
up the paper and replaced it in the desk.
“You may go to your room,” he said.
“It’'s the second from the bath-room at
the head of the stairs. You may employ
your afternoon in any manner you think
advisable. We dine at five. I'll carry up
your bag.”

He did so, preceding the girl. who was
choking down an irresistible inclination to
laugh wildly. He sat down the bag at
the door of a very comfortable little bed-
room and withdrew.

Polly flung herself down on the bed and
buried her face in the pillow.

“You're a dear,” she said, when shc
had recovered from her mirth. “I believe
your heart’s just as good as gold, in spite
of your uncouth exterior. And I believe
Stepfather knew just what he was doing
when he appointed you number five.”

She washed away the stains of travel
and prcpared to adjust her hair. To her
surprise she found that there was no mir-
ror in the room.

She opened the door, uncertainly. At
the sound Mr. Goodenough came out of
a room at the end of the hail.

“Oh, Mr. Goodenough,” called Fclly.
“there’s no mirror in my room.”

Mr. Goodenough came quietly toward
her.

“Hush that noise!” he said sternly.
“My wife’s gone to bed. She’s an invalid.
You won’t sec much of her.”

“0, I'm so sorry,” said Polly penitently.
“Let me go to her.”

“The woman can take care of herself.
What's that you were saying?”

“Why, I haven’t a mirror.” answered
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Polly, a little nervously, “but I don't want
to trouble—"

“Trouble?” scoffed Mr. Goodenough.
“You can’t trouble me. And what sort
of upbringing have you had, that you
want to see your face in the looking-
glass?”

“But I want to do my hair, Mr. Good-
enough.”

“Your hair’s all right,” said Mr. Good-

enough. “When it’s wrong I'll tell you
sharp. I don’t allow slovenliness in my
house.”

“Mr. Goodenough, this is past a joke—"

“Joke? What do you take me for?
I'm not one of your worldly-minded.
carnal-spirited jokers, Miss Seaton. I sec
you don't understand me yet. And—"

He stopped, not for want of words, but
because Polly had executed a - strategic
retirement into her room and closed the
door. Deliberately, and without knock-
ing, Mr. Goodenough openecd it.

“And you’ll please attend respectfully
when I'm talking to ye,” he added.

OLLY sprang to her feet. “Mr.
Goodenough. I've had enough of this.
I'm going home,” she said.

Mr. Goodenough put his hand in his
pocket; took out a key, inserted it in the
outside of the door, and locked Polly in.
The girl heard him retreating along the
passage.

Furious at the insult, Polly sprang to
the door. But before her hand touched
the knob common-sense reasserted itself.
After all, she reflected, the old man was
only eccentric; she could undoubtedly
humor him and make the week an easy
one.

Of course he was impossible as a
guardian, but if things got too bad she
could go home.

She unpacked her bag and adjusted her
hair as best she could. Presently she
heard her guardian coming along the
passage. There came the sound of the
key being thrust into the door. The lock
snapped., and Mr. Goodenough’s head ap-
peared.
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“1f you've had your discipline, you can
come to supper,” said the old man.

“All right,” said Polly.

Supper was laid in the reception-rooni,
upon a tiny table. It consisted of a bowl
of milk and two slices of bread apicce.
Polly sat down and began to eat, resolved
to say nothing. This, she supposed, was
Mr. Goodenough’s test.

Mr. Goodenough, who had taken his
scat opposite her, sprang to his feet and
snatched the spoon out of her hand.

“Infamous woman!” he shouted. “Have
you never heard of asking the blessing
before the repast?”

“Well, I don’t call this much of a re-
past,” said Polly suavely,

“Maybe not! NMaybe ye's been accus-
tomed to steaks and stews and such-like
trappings of the world. Maybe ye're a
tca drinker?”

“I am, and I want a cup. Ny head
aches after my journey,” answered the
girl,

“Aye!
ing for its stimulant,”
cnough. “Go on with your meal.
get no tea in this house.”

Polly, being simply hungry, went on as
she had been instructed, the old man
gobbling down his food and watching her
keenly. She thought he seemed almost
sorry when she had finished.

“If you want more bread and milk
you'll find it in the kitchen,” he said.

“Thank you, I have had enough,” said
Polly. “And now I think there are a few
things that I must say to you—"

“And I've got a few things to say to
you,” answered Mr. Goodenough, “but I'll
finish my meal first, and you can wait till
I’'m ready. Oh, you needn’t be looking at
the front door. It’s locked.”

Polly smiled contemptuously and seated
herself on the unsociable lounge. Actually
she began to realize that she was in a
serious situation. If Mr. Goodenough
was not actually insane, he was not far
from that condition.

When he had finished he came toward
her and drew up a chair.

The poor, drugged body's call-
sncered (iood-
You'll
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“Now, my girl, I'll hear what you have
to say, and then I'11 tell you wliat I have
to say,” he said. “Go on! Ask me for
tca and coffee and such-like drugs. Ask
me for looking-glasses to pamper the van-
ity of the soul, and hot water to minister
to the luxury of the body. Ask me!”

“You will unlock the front door at
once, Mr. Goodenough,” said Polly, heat-
edly, but with majesty. “And I shall leave
your house immediately.”

Mr. Goodenough threw back his head:
and burst into laughter of the most un-
pleasant nature.

“Now, my girl, we'll have it out to-
gether,” he said. “I've heard about you.
I've heard how you've been traipsing
round the country trying to find a guard-
ian that’s good enough for you. I hoped
you'd come to me in the end, and you’ve
come. And I'm going to do my duty by
you, according to that contract that you've’
signed. )

“I just wanted a chance to take you in
hand for a long time past. Your step-
father, Colonel Sanford, was the most
carnal mindcd, wicked man that ever—"

HE GIRL was upon her feet, her
Twhole body tense with indignation.

“How dare you say such a thing to
me ¢’ she cried. ‘““Aren’t you ashamed to
speak that way about the dead? My
stepfather was the best man that ever
lived. Yes, he was, and my contact with
the world has brought me to see it. If
he did drink and smoke, which I don't
approve of, it didn’t stain his nature. He
was generous and good, and I was a lit-
tle, narrow, mean-hearted wretch to make
him so unhappy.”

“Granted, granted!” sneered Mr. Good-
enough. “But, as I was saying, I've heard
about you. I’ve heard all about your
affair with that actor-monger Richard
Cresswell—"

“Mr. Cresswell is no actor-monger. He
is a gentleman, and he happens to take
an interest in private theatricals.”

“You flirted with him.”

“Oh!” gasped Polly, stunned.



CARTOONS MAGAZINE

“And I'm going to cure you with dis-
cipline or bust,” went on the terrible old
man. “I planned it all long before I saw
you. You came here this afternoon with
a simper on your poor, silly face, and—"

“How dare you spcak to me like that?”
demanded Polly, at white heat.

“And a dress that must have cost
eleven-fifty if it cost a penny.”

“Eleven-fifty!” cried Polly, half crying
and half laughing. “Oh, you're crazy,
that’s what you are. Why, it cost twenty-
five dollars to make it—just to make it,
understand ?”

“Aye, five-and-twenty dollars spent on
the vanities of the heart, to make fools of
honest men with those unprincipled styles.
You got it out of some fashion book, I
suppose. And then you came here to find
out if I was good enough to be your
guardian. You thought you'd sit here
and drink your tea and coffee, drugs that
corrupt the body and the soul, and use
looking-glasses to see how your face
looked, and corrupt my home as you've
corrupted others. I'm a simple man, but
I know wickedness when I see it.”

Polly walked toward the door with all
the hauteur that she could muster. She
laid her hand upon the knob. The recep-
tion room was locked, too. She shrank
back in rising fear, and Mr. Goodenough
chuckled.

“You've made a contract with me,” he
said, and you’ll keep it, unless you’re a
quitter. If you're a quitter and a con-
tract breaker I have no use for you. But
there’s no train tonight, so you'll have to
stay till morning. Then you can go, so
don’t be afraid. I don’'t want you. I'm
trying to see what I can make of you, if
I’'m to be your guardian, that’s all.”

Polly, relieved to find that she was not
to be physically restrained, suddenly felt
a reaction of strength. She turned and
went up to the old man.

“Mr. Goodenough,” she said. “I don't
know what sort of people you have met
in your life, but if you've met many you
must know that you are acting foolishly
and unkindly. Why, I'm called a puritan
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wherever 1 go, because I object to drink-
ing and smoking, but I've never heard
anyone object to tea and coffee. And
my dress is quite simple and plain. And
I thought I was going to like you,” she
pleaded, coming close and looking at him
winningly.

Mr. Goodenough sprang back in terror.

“Don’t touch me! Don’t lay a hand
upon me, temptress!” he panted.

“Why, Mr. Goodenough—"

“You'’re one of those women that can
wheedle the soul out of a man with your
plausible words. I spotted you. Go to
bed! Begone! Tomorrow I'll release
vou from your contract. Don’t speak
to me! Don’t look at me! I'm not a
strong man; I'm only a good one!”

Polly obeyved. She could hardly con-
tain herself as she flew up the stairs. She
flung herself upon her bed and gave way
to irrepressible mirth. The situation was
too ludicrous, her relicf at being dismissed
was too intense.

T MUST have been a quarter of an
I hour later, when she was just think-
ing of going to bed, that a tap came at
the door. She opened it. Mr. Good-
enough was standing outside.

He laid his finger across his lip, and
then alongside his nose, and the expres-
sion on his face was so remarkable that
Polly was positively astounded.

“Come out here. I want to speak to
you,” he whispered. “Don’t talk too loud.
The old woman will hear us.”

Polly hesitated, and then followed Mr.
Goodenough to the end of the hall.

“I’ve been thinking over what you said
to me about not having met many people,”
he began. “It’s true. I’'ve lived a miser-
able life. I married young; I was only
seventeen when that old woman got me
to marry her.”

“Mr. Goodenough, if you refer to your
wife—" began Polly.

“See here! TI’ll tell you a secret,” he
interrupted. “I pretend to be a better
man than I am. It’s not my natural in-
stinct to be a good man. It’s fear of that
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female monster with the fox ears in
there.”

And he pointed toward the bedroom
with a ghastly grin. Before Polly could
protest he resumed:

“I’'m not nearly so old as I look. 1
could spruce up and shave clean. All the
smartest men are clcan shaved. And we'd
have some good times together.”

“What do you mean?” gasped Polly.

“l wouldn’'t have hcen so strict with
vou if I hadn't been fighting my own
nature. I took a fancy to vou the min-
ute I saw you, with your pretty face
and dress. I'm going to get rid of that
miserable vampire and marry you. I can
wet a divorce in Arkansas or Mlinnesota,
or maybe Nebraska. Will you be true
to me?”

“Certainly not!” cricd Polly. “I thought
you were crazy, \Mr. Goodenough, but
now I see that you are just plain bad.
Don’t dare to speak to me again. I shall
take the first train—"

“Come to my arms!” said Mr. Good-
enough in ecstasy.

Polly fled, and as she ran she heard the
miserable old creature come pattering
along the passage after her. She gained
her room and shut the door. Then, pant-
ing, she dragged the washstand in front
of it.

“If you dare to try to break in I shall
scream, and your wife will hear you,”
she called through the key-hole.

Mr. Goodenough pattered aimlessly
about on the other side of the door.
Presently he went away without a word.
Polly heard him shufile into his room
and close the door behind him.

For five or ten minutes she did not stir.
Then she sank down in a chair, hysterical
from terror.

She must escape at once, before Mr.
Goodenough could change his mind and
come_back to frighten her. Desperately,
she ran to the window and looked down.
It was about twenty feet from the ground
—too high to risk a leap, unless compelleil
to. Polly glanced back. She had an idea
of knotting the sheets and blankets to-
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vether, a device of which she had read.
Then she looked down again. And sud-
denly her heart gave a fearful leap and
then began to gallop, gallop, until
could hardly breathe.

For in the garden, below the window.
clearly outlined in the moonlight, stood
Dick Cresswell. And he looked up and
saw her. -

Polly lcanced out of the window. *“Dick!
Dick!” she called. “I am in great trouble.
Oh, Dick, save me!”

she

ICK'S rcsponse was instantaneous.

He stooped and raised an extension
ladder which lay alongside the house. It
was the work of a moment to set it in
position. The top reached almost ex-
actly to Polly’s window. Dick scrambled
up, and, standing dizzily upon the top
rung but one, Dick leaned forward.
grasped the window-sill, and pulled him-
sclf into the room. )

“Polly—Polly—Polly!” he exclaimed.
and, taking the girl in his arms. he
smothered her with kisses.

And Polly lay there, supremely happy
and perfectly motionless. She knew it
was a terrible thing to let Dick do, but—
well, she had to.

“Polly, I knew you were coming here,
and I guessed what would happen!” said
Dick. “The infamous old scoundrel! His
reputation is terrible, Polly. I'm going
to take you home, but first I’'m going to
hreak every bone in his body.”

“No, no, Dick!” pleaded Polly. “Take
me away. Don’t touch him—for his wife's
sake. She’s an invalid.”

It was curious what a sobering effect
Polly’s words had upon Dick,

“Well, in that case—" he began, hesi-
tating.

And suddenly Dick’s intentions. what-
ever they may have been, were nullified
by an unexpected diversion. For the door
was pushed inward against the washing-
stand, which yielded about three inches
of space; and in that three inches of open
door appeared the face and whiskers of
Mr. Elias Goodenough.
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Dick leaped toward him, pulled the
washing-stand aside, and, seizing him,
dragged him into the passage outside.
The two men struggled furiously. Polly
ran to the door.

“Don’t hurt him, Dick!” she pleaded.
“Don’t hurt him!”

“You scoundrel! You infamous ruf-
fian!” shouted Dick, shaking his captive.
“I’ll teach you a lesson that you'll never
forget. “I'll—"

“Dick!” begged Polly, running up to
him as he struggled with Mr. Good-
enough.

“Go back, Polly!” cried Dick.

“Leave him alone, then. His wife’s an
invalid!”

“You can thank your stars that Miss
Seaton has intervened for you, then!”
shouted Dick, giving Mr. Goodenough
one fling which sent him flying against
his bedroom door.

The door, which had appeared closed.
yielded, and Mr. Goodenough was pre-
ciptated violently upon the floor, where
he lay looking very woeful in the glare
of a big electric light.

“Dick!” began Polly—and stopped.

She had been about to remonstrate on
account of Mrs. Goodenough. But Mrs.
Goodenough was not in the room, and
the bed was unmade. And suddenly the
girl uttered a cry. For Mr. Goodenough's
hair had fallen off, and his whiskers were
hanging by a strip of what looked like
plaster; and thc face was the face of Mr.
Joseph Cranford.

And, as Polly stared, first in terror, and
then in wild hysteria, Joe rose to his feet
sheepishly.

“Y ou—you—" began Polly.

“Yes, I'm Joe Cranford,” acknowledzcd
Mr. Goodenough with a feeble grin.

“Where’s your wife, then? I mean—I
mean—oh, what do I mean?
She turned to Dick, and suddenly

screamed and started back.
“Dick!” she gasped. “You—you—"
“Polly, don’t be angry with me. I—"
“Who are you, Dick? Who were you,
Dick?”
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“I’ve been Mrs. Elias Goodenough,”
said Dick, almost in a whimper.

“You've tricked me, then, the pair of
you. This is the last and the worst
thing—"

“Polly,” cried Dick, “now we’ve got
you and you’re going to listen to me at
last.”

“That’s right,” cried Polly. “Use vio-
lence with me. It would be just like your
infamous trick, you—you actor-monger.”’

“I'm going to make you listen,” said
Dick very sternly. “You drove me to
this. And I'll have you understand I'm
not an actor-monger. I'm a gentleman,
and I happen to take an interest in pri-
vate theatricals.”

“So you were listening! Just like you!”

“Yes,” said Dick, “I overheard every-
thing.”

“Where were you, Dick—Mr. Cress-
well ?”

“Under the circular sofa.”

“Oh, this beats everything!” gasped the
girl.

“You flirted with me in your eleven-
fifty dress.”

“l didn’t, and you know it. And the
terrible, awful things that Mr, Cranford
said to me—"

“Ah, Polly, my dear, you made us do
it,” pleaded Dick. “It’s all been a wretchel
mistake from the very beginning. Listen!”

“I won’t listen!” said Polly, covering
her ears with her hands. But Dick
caught them and held them, and some-
how Polly didn’t struggle very hard.

“I had to break my cngagement with
you that night. I had forgotten that I
was pledged to attend the amateur theatri-
cal performance. I couldn’t go back on
my word. And I didn’t dare tell you,
because I knew you’d never speak to me
again.

“I loved you, Polly, dear.”

“A—a nice way you have of showing
it,” said Polly.

“That actress you saw me talking to
was Joe. Look in his face and see if
you don’t remember him. Yes, it was
Joe, and I've tried to explain dozens of
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times, and you've ncver given me a
chance.”

“Dick, what an awful thing to say. I've

tried to get you to cxplain, and you've
always gone away angry. And you said
you'd never trouble me again. Not that
I cared, but it hurt mme. And if you care
to explain—not that it makes any differ-
ence to me—you can tell m¢ why you
planned this wicked trick.”

“Because I loved you, Polly, and I
hadn’t any other way. I tried and tried,
and then Joe suggested this as a last
chance. [ hated the very idea, but he
kept urging me and saying how easy it
would be to let vou think I'd saved you
from a horrible old man, and at last he
won e over.”

OE emitted an extraordinarily long

.whistle; but, as Polly looked at him,
loyalty held him silent.

“It wasn’t planned that you should ever
know. We'd deccived everybody in the
neighborhood, and they thought us an
eccentric old couple. If Joe hadn’t been
such an ass as to burst in at the wrong
time—"

*T told you it would frighten her,” said
Joe, “but you insisted that it would give
vou a higher rating with Miss Seaton.”

“Toe, you infernal liar, shut up!”

“It’s all right,” said Polly. “It doesn’t
make the smallest difference. I was just
curious to know to what depths you could
descend, Mr. Cresswell. Let go my hands;
vou've made my wrists all red.”

“And, Polly, dear, there really was a
little more to it all than that,” went on
Dick, not in the least abashed. “You
see, you really were a little too—too
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severe, and the only way to show you
was to give you a sort of object-lesson

in somebody worse than yourself. And
then dear old Colonel Sanford—"
“Dear Stepfather!” said Polly. “How

I wish he were alive today, so that I
could tell him what a wretched little fool
I've been, and how ungrateiul!”

“I guess the Colonel understood human

nature quite well,” answered Dick: “And
he understood you, Polly. He loved you
more than anyone on earth, and 1

shouldn’t be surprised if he knows now
that his hopes have come true.”

“\Vh—ihat hopes, Dick?’ asked Polly,
looking at him with tears in her blue e¢ye.

For answer Dick put his arm .ioout
her.

“Is it all right, sweetheart?’ ne asked.

“Yes, Dick,” said Polly. 1 guess T
lacked charity and kindness, and—I'm
sorry as I can be.”

“Then what are you
pockets for?”

Polly plunged one hand into Dick's
right coat pocket and pulled out a silver
cigarette case. [Extracting a cigarette,
she placed it between Dick's lips. And
Joe came forward with a match. Dick
drew in a puff or two and handed the
cigarette to Polly.

“Just one puff, to show that you don’t
object to a hushand who smokes a cigar-
ette occasionally.”

“Oh, no, Dick! I can’t bear the thought
of women smoking. It’s so unwomanly,
It's—well, for the first and last time.”

And in the middle of a spasm of Polly’s
coughing, Joe Cranford slipped out of the
room, and closed the door upon the ter-
minating kiss.

feeling in my

W. Carey Wonderly will he back in WAYSIDE TALES AND CAR-
TOONS MAGAZINE next month with another of his inimitable racing
stories. “Romance” is the title, and it is every bit as good a yarn as Mr-
Wonderly’s “In and Out of Arcady,” which we published in our July issue,
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When the favorite is “down the courset”

From The London Opinion
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A Little Adventure in Drouth, being a story about a

Druggist, a Deacon, and the Desert.

Oh, yes—and

about what old “Sixty-Three” had on board.

“Why Not Try Beezelum?”

By Harriette Wilbur

“Why not try Beczelum?" suggested
Shursen, who, by turning his head to
squint up the track in the direction the
daily-except-Sunday train would come,
made the question seem onec of brotherly
kindness and fraternal good-will instead
of the bit of business finesse it was in-
tended to be.

His companions in waiting followed his
glance, also his line of thought—all cx-
cept Deacon Hiram Adkins, who saun-
tered up just then.

Day after day a select coteric of Brant-
fordites, confirmed depot platform lizards,
watched for the afternoon train to creep
into sight over the crest of the long
grade like some monstrous black bug on
the prowl, coast toward town at awe-
inspiring speed, gathering size as it came
along, zoom down the trembling, clicking
steel pathway as if it would sweep all
hefore it, and then, just when it seemed
that Engineer Watkins would miss Brant-
ford by a mile and end up in some farm-
er's potato patch, come to a neat stop
while Conductor Hart made a light leap
out upon a certain squeaky platform
board. This was a bit of adventure not
to be missed, even for a day.

But attractive as these well-anchored
landsmen found it to watch old Sixty-
Three snort into town for her half-hour’s
wait before starting back down the line, it
was the conversation filling in the wait
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that gave lifc its chief zest. For tiie
longer the wait the more pleasantly
meandered. even babbled. the conversa-
tional stream. Had old Sixty-Three ever
been on time there would have been great
disappointment among Brantford’s faith-
ful platform roosters, for it would have
cut short the daily discussion of the top-
ics which never fail to intcrest mankind.

Yet this afternoon. when Deacon Ili
Adkins sauntered down to the platform
in time to hear Shursen the druggist
make his off-hand suggestion that Beeze-
lum be given a trial, the apparently inno-
cent remark was wholly misleading. For
it happened that instead of discussing
politics, teclling tales of boyhood days,
boasting of past achievements, or of those
still in the future, or detailing those gos-
sipy tid-bits of local news villagers are so
fond of pondering, the clique. taking ad-
vantage of the Deacon’s absence, had
been holding an experience meeting on
the subject never long out of their
thoughts. In Brantford. as elsewhere,
there was one conversational spring that
showed no signs of running dry. though
the country might be parching: often.
too, it threatened to reach the boiling
point because Deacon Hi’s manner of
chortling over the way the wets were
being wrung dry put on their mettle those
whose principles were not so high and
dry.
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“Yes, times have changed; nowadays
the weemen talk pol’tics an’ the men swap
receipts.”

So Lute Ballou had remarked, with a
sad wag of his grizzled poll, after listen-
ing to Tim Rafferty and Dan’l Black dis-
cuss, pro and con, the advisability of
scalding wild cherries before squeezing
out the juice, or extracting it raw. It
seemed that the “setting” fermented better
if the juice were left raw, but there was
more of a “hatching” if the cherries were
first scalded.

EARLY cvery one of the members
of the gang now assembled had “*an
old hen on” something. Herman Schenck-
weiler’s clutch of hops, malt, sugar, rain-
water and wigglers had “too much yeast
and fermented all over the place; tasted
more like dish-water 'n anything else!”
But if reports as to various “hens”’ and
“settings” were disappointing, those re-
garding the effect of the various brews
were still more gloomy.
Chet Wilson’s raisin mash had “pretty
nigh kilt him, it was that piz’'nus!” his
“stummick wan’t right yit, an’ prob’ly

never would be, dang pro’bition !” Others-

were complaining of a certain lack of pep
they had formerly enjoyed, of a disinclina-
tion to eat, of a loathing for what had to
suffice them for drink. Some had fairly
ruined their constitutions on home-made
brew no stronger than a newly-foaled
colt; others had accomplished the same
result with a villainous concoction that
kicked like a full-grown and rambtinc-
tiously healthy stallion.

About the time the Deacon appeared
coming down Main Street, the remarks
had long since reached the condolence
stages, with a recital of symptoms show-
ing that appetite and health were rapidly
declining under this monotonous régime.

“Divil a bit 0o’ use my stummick’s been
to me sence,” sighed Tim Rafferty, re-
ferring to the mess of ground horseradish
and potatoes he had made, on the assur-
ance that it would have a kick~—one he
had found “th’ aqual of a slingin’ clout
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in th’ solarplex from th’ fut of a shod
mule, 'twas that powerfull”

“Why don’t you try Beezelum?” Shur-
sen had suggested, with that canny up-
track glance, just as Deacon Adkins strad-
dled up and seated himself at the end of
the line. Then he added, with-the sprightly
zest of the natural’born vender, “I'm get-
ting in a trial shipment on this train, and
I'd like to have you fcllows with weak
stomachs try it out. From reports it's
selling big everywhere. It'll cure—well,
it will make a shorter story to tetl what
it won't cure-—nothing. It's a general
tonic for the ills that aflict mankind—
modern mankind, toco. Only a dollar a
bottle, and the very best cure-all known.
Why, I've reams of testimonials from
people all over the country—it's a sure-
fire hit.”

And just at that instant old Sixty-Three
peered over the hill and came swooping
toward Brantford like a bird of good
omen, with healing in its wings in the
shape of a consignment of Beezelum.

Shursen identified the box, then turned
to his platform confreres.

“Tell you what, fellows. I've got to
take the train back down the line, so if
any of you want to try Beczelum you can
have it now. I only ordered fifty bottles
as a trial shipment, and—and—"

“I'll take one,” interrupted Herman
Schenckweiler.

“I'1l take five,” chimed in Dan’l Black.

THERS were keen for a try at it,

and promptly produced the money
for as many bottles as could conveniently
be toted home. Shursen, with the help
of several husky and eager aides, lugged
the box around to the shady, breezy
driveway of the Farmers’ Elevator. Bert
Budlong, the manager, produced a ham-
mer, and the lid was soon off. Having
nothing better to do, Deacon Adkins had
sociably followed the crowd. Too, he was
always glad to get a bit of doctoring free,
and was not averse to patent medicines—
rather, he had always put considerable
faith in them, as a cheap substitute for
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“Shursen gave the crowd a wink that the Deacon did not catch, being engaged in shaking
the bottle, holding it up to the light. and shrewdly appraising its general appearance.”
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physician’s bills. And Shursen, thanks to
his rather ingratiating ways, combined
with keen business perspicacity, filled al-
most as. many prescriptions of his -own
as of. Doctor Stinson’s. - - -

But. the ‘Deacon would not venture on
a purchase without some bickering.

“Let me have a look at one o’ them bot-
tils.”

‘“Make you eat better, sleep better work
better, feel better. You ought to try it,
Deacon. Make a new man of you.”

.Shursen gave the crowd a wink that
the Deacon did not catch, being engaged
in shaking the bottle, holding it up to
the light, shrewdly appralsmg its general
appearance.

*Hum! Nice color!”

*“‘Here,: Deacon,” proffered Dan’l Black,
who already had one of his five bottles
uncorked.. “Sample her -once.”

The. .Deacon took the" open -’ bottle,
sniffed” at the neck, nodded, wiped the
rim with. his shirt-sleeve, wrapped his
lips about .the nozzle; threw "back his
head, and “sampled” generously, in-one
convulsive .gulp. e biinked his eyes,
made a Wry mouth, but smacked his lips.

“Seems all right!” He squinted at the
bottle once more, then again upended it
to his lips for another gulletful. “Bitter,
but the bittezer the better, they say. It
oughter be good for something.”

Another: swallow ‘léft the bottle about
half emptied, which caused Dan’l to reach
out a grasping.hand and rescue his prop-
erty. “Hum! Wahl, I guess I'll take—
money back if not satisfactory?”’

. “Sure!” s -

“Hum! Wabhl, I guess mebbe I'd better
try a bottil. Or here’s a five-dollar-bill.
Gimme five. Been feelin’ sorter off sense
this hot spell come on.. Guess I do nieed
a tonic.” - : choa

o

HURSEN disposed of his fifty bottles
without the trouble of getting it up
to the store, and as old Sixty-Three pulled
out on her return trip, Shursen, standing
on the rear platform, saw the crowd still
gathered in the elevator driveway, even
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Deacon Adkins with bottles under his
arms, all chatting sociably.

“That was a quick turn-over,” he con-
gratulated himself. “And everybody ap-
parenitly satisfied, too.”

When Shursen hopped off the train two
days later, he greeted the crowd of plat-
form lizards .with a gay “Hello, boys!
How’s Beezelum:?” -

“Fine and then some!”

“TFeel chipper as a striped squirrel!”

“Can’t beat it!”

“’Tis a grand little invintion. tubbe
sure!” g
- “Good! I've got dnother consignment

in on this train, and when you're out
just call again. And I'll want some rec-
ommendations!”

His wandering glance took in Deacun
Adkins, standing apart, in his usual sc-
vere, judgematical manner of shunninz
the very company he sought.

“How about it, Deacon?
write me one—a humdinger?”

He felt a sort of ghastly silence follow
his words, so hurried on deferentially,
“You're a man.of consequence in the
community—a recommendation from you
would be great.”

A little stifled titter broke out, rather
to Shursen’s confusion. He knew the
men rather had it in for the good Deacon,
and supposed that had inspired their
snickers. Depot platform lizards ~ are
prone to giggles and cheap jokes at one
another’s expense, and he thought his
singling out the Deacon had been made
the occasion for such a bit of guying.
But this only roused his dander; they
couldn’t bluff him.

-“Will you write- me one for today's

Will

you

» \’Veekly Courier?”

He saw by the Deacon’s scowl that the

~ choleric gentleman didn’t like "this pub-

licity, so- hurried on with his wmmnq-
over tactics.

“It’s two now, but you've just time to
get it in before the Courier goes to press.
It would be a fine send-off if you'd ju-t
drop in there and get in something for
today’s paper. Hatton’ll help fix it up.”
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Another ghastly silence. broken by re-
pressed titters, which seemed to decide
the Deacon.

“Hum! Wahl—yes, U1l write v a ree-
emmend!” he spoke up with a grim glare
for the whole crowd.

“Thanks. Deacon.  Make it a hummer.”

Shursen flicked the gaping lizards with
a triumphant glance.  “\Wclll beys, I'm
sure glad to sce Becezelum has alrecady
begun to impreve your old carcasses.
You look yvounger, and pearter. and hand-
somer. and huskier. to a man.  Keep up
the treatment. is my advice. So long!”

And he was off up-town to ascertain
how his wife had managed things during
hiz ahsence. chuckling all the way over
his triumphant wheedling of the reluc-
tant Deacon.

RS. SHURZILN had done well
enough. “Ouly therc had Deen
scveral calls for that new medicine you
were going to take on—~RBeezelum. wasn’t
it? T told the men you expccted a ship-
ment the other day, but it had n't come.
and to call again in a few days, \Was that
all right?”

“Certainly, There's a case at the sta-
tion now: Tim Rafferty will prohably
have it right up.” Shursen grinned to
himself. “Those old scouts are advertis-
ing Beezelum all right. all right.”

At® four he stepped into the Courier
office to get his copy of the weekly paper
—hot off the press.

Hatton grinned as he handed one over,

“Deacon Adkins was in. Said you
wanted him to rccommend Beezelum. I
helped him with the wording and spell-
ing. I got that grandiloquent style in it,
but the sentiments are his. Hope it suits
you. It's a hummer, anyway."”

“Good! That's what I wanted. Thanks.”

Shursen was in a hurry, and darted
out without further comment. Tim
Rafferty, the city drayman, was just back-
ing up to unload the consignment of
Beezelum.

“Begob.” he sniggered, “ "'twas grand ro-
mancin’ you had out of you over heyant
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at the dee-po. axin’ th Deacon would he
write vou a bit of a recomind for ti
sthuft.”

“Say, what's wrong about that? He
~iid he'd write one. And he did.”

“Thin be my way o' thinkin® you've a
right to be a-readin’ the scrawn he's writ
vou.”

Shursen found the letter on the back
page, and read. with eyes that bulged
more and morc as he gulped down the
words:

“I have been asked to write a recom-
mendation of Beezelum. five bottles of
which T bought and paid for in gool

faith that it was an effective stomach
tonic. As many DBrantfordites already
know. and as all will learn sooner or

later, it made a changed man of me. Be-
forc taking I was a respectable citizen of
the community; after taking I spent the
night in the calaboose as a disorderly
and disreputable low-lifc. Fellow Brant-
fordites. look not on Bcezelum, when it
is red or any other time. nor take it for
thy stomach’s sake, or woe and disgrace
will Dbe your portion. at home and
throughout the town. Hiram Adkins.”™

“Why—what—7?"

“Th' rale right of it is this. \We thought
to be roostin’ in th’ driveway that day be
way of findin' a tastc o’ cool air an’ to
sample our bottuls in pace and quiet.
But musha to gooadness! Th' Deacon
was put into sich a bedivilmint wid thim
three big swallys he’d out o' Dan’l Black’s
bottul, he wint an’ opent up wan of his
own an’ afore we knowed th' right of it,
twas a sizeahle stew th' ould lad had on
him, tubbe sure!

“Stew!”

“Bedad yis! An’’twas enough to make
a skewbald horse laugh to see him a-cut-
tin' capers an’ quare monkey-shines.
"Twas pluther-pluther like an ould gander
gahblin’ to hissilf wint th' Deacon, an’
jiggety-jig like a last-year’s grasshopper
gone crazy in th' head, an' sorra a bit o’
sinse in it whatsomeiver, till at last he
dropt hissilf down right there on th’ flure
for a taste o slape. Thin, he way of a
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goke, we inviuted up a plan for his eddi-
fication. \We drayed him over to th’ cala-
boaose; the place bean’t locked until afther
th’ Deacon was abed there”

“Oh, this is awful!”

“Treoth an’ twax that. tubbe sure. For
midnight, or thercabouts. whin th' old
slieveen keme to. 'twas ragin’ he was, He
up an’ tore down th' hit of an iron bhed
thev're afther hevin® in th' lockup, an’
broke his way ont a windy, clare an’ clane.
an’ got home after his wife, th” ¢rathur,
had been a-bawlin® th” whole town over
in th’ greatest constarnation iver was, to
find where he might he at. Scnse thin
we haven't been sayvin’ much about Decze-
lum, you may bet vour eid hrogucs, wid
th’ Deacon biack out an' not speakin’ to
us. Not that T can rightly blame him for
that. though.”

“If I'd only known! \Why, this will kill
Beczelum in this town deader than a
smelt!  Just wait until I get hold of Hat-
ton!”

“Wait a minute,” interrupted Hatton,
when Shursen tumbled into the printing
ofice 2 moment later, in a tumult of rage
and recrimination. “\Wait a minute. You
must admit the good Deacon had a come-
back due him.
Beezelum—you don’t happen to have any
more of it on hand?”

As for your precious
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“\ big shipment in on today’s train,”
wailed Shursen.

“Well, save ten hottles for me. Here's
the money, I'll be in late to get them,
after dark, say.”

HURSFEN starcd, then grinned. And

a few days later he called up Deacon
Adkins, who had been avoiding the
crowd of depot loungers, though he still
went down to sce the train come in, That
hahit was too well-formed to be easily
broken.

“AMr. Adkins, this is Shursen. , .
Oh, now, you're a finc fellow, Dcacen,
and we mustn’t have any hard feelings in
Jrantford over that little affair. . . .

Snure, yon weren't to blame: vou were
nicrely a victim of circumstances. P
Yes, that's the way te leok at it. And

say, by the way, I want to thank you for
that recommendation. I said, I
want to thank you. Why, I've
had such a call for Beezelum from the
readers of the Weekly Courier all over
the county T've just had to telegraph for
a dozen cascs. Sure, human na-
ture’s depraved, but I can’t help that.
Well, I can't make folks over—anyway,
it's my business to sell what the public
wants—and they sure do want Beeze-
lim !

Readers who have been delighted with Victor Rousseau’s charm-
ing story, “The Fifth Guardian,” concluding in this issue, will welcome
the announcement that Mr. Rousseau will contribute a story to the
October issue of WAYSIDE TALES AND CARTOONS MAGA-
ZINE. The story, which will be complete in one number, is entitled
“Out of Arcady,” and is written in the finished style which distinguishes

every Rousseau tale.
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The Ghost of Lilac Hill

On a morning late i May, an omnibus
dravwn by « rather forlorn looking horse,
made its way from the railroad station to
I'ts sole passen-
sormewhat

the house on Liluc Hill
ger was a girl who wore a
diaphanous dress, for that scason of the
veur, and further adorned with a
large picture hat. The hat shaded a very
pretty face, and the eyes which looked
ovut from under the brim were bright and

W N

roguish,

Lictore arrived at the house. the
girl opened her vanity case and taking out
a putf. carefully powdered her no<e. Then
surveving herself in a mirror, she gave
her hair little pats and adjusted her hat.
Satisied that she was fairly presentable,
she leancd back contentedly.

As the bus drew up before the veranda
and the girl got out. a woman appeared
and grected her cordially. Then holding
the girl off at arms length she exclaimed:

“I didn’t know your wcere so pretty,
Angela. It's three ycars you know, since
I saw you. You've changed a lot. Mr,
Lawrence said he wouldn’t have a pretty
woman around the place this summer and
I'm afraid i

Angela laughed gleefully.

“So he’s coming up here to escape pretty
women' \Vell, tell him it can’t be done.
But don’t worry, Cousin Martha, I've a
scheme. Wait until you see me in my old
gingham dress, and my hair up in braids.
Youll never know me. Homely!” and
Angela threw up her hands in afiected
dismay, and danced lightly into the house,

she

H I house on Lilac Hill had belonged
to the Lawrence family for nearly a
century,  The present owner, Philip Law-
rence, somewhat blas¢ despite his scarcely
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By

Frank Dorrance
Hopley

A ghost story that is “different”’—Dbe-
cause the ghost is different. And Frank
Dorrance Hopley has given us more
than merely a “ha’nt,” he has pictured
a cameo-like setting that is very satisfy-
ing of itself.

thirty ycars. had inherited it from his
fathier three years before, but had never
entered it. Then, on a sudden whima he
had installed his housckeeper there, and
plunned to make week-end trips from the
city during the summer.

“Get one of your relatives to spend the
summer with you and keep you company
during the week™ he had said to Martha.
“But remember, no pretty girls. That’s
what I'm trying to get away from,” so
Martha had invited Angela Warren, with-
out a thought that the past few years
might have wrought a wonderful change
in a girl of eighteen.

True to her word, on the day of the
arrival of Philip Lawrence at Lilac Hjll,
Angela prepared in a faded gingham dress,
her hair ticd in pig-tails. and her face cov-
ered with freckles which she had painted
on that morning, Her niost intimate
fricnd would never have recognized her as
onc¢ of the Warrens of Boston. who but
a year hefore had led the daisy chain
parade aronud the grounds at Vassar,

She was standing just hehind a lilac
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bush when the carriage came up and Phil-
ip got out. As he turned to greet Martha
he noticed the girl peering at him from
between the clusters of blossoms, There
was something so grotesque about the
freckled face with its crown of pig-tails,
that Philip laughed.

“Who is that?” he asked.

“My cousin, Angela Warren,” said Mar-
tha not without some trepidation at the
deception in which she had been made an
unwilling accomplice. You won’'t mind
her will you? She is very quiet.”

Philip laughed again.

“No, I won’t mind her being about. but
—such a face. You certainly followed my
directions,” and with another look at the
hlossom-framed face, Philip entered the
house.

HE house on Lilac Hill was flled
with furniture and antiques of the
Colonial days. The bedsteads vere high
with four square posts. The beds were
thick with feathers, and the quilts down-
filled. The chairs were of wood, hard,
with straight, high backs, and in the liv-
ing room the furniture was upholstered
with horse-hair cloth. The most vivid
reminder that the house belonged to other
days was the spinning wheel of Grand-
mother Lawrence. It had stood in the
same corner for nearly a hundred years,
and one of the bobbins was still wound
with the yarn which Betty Lawrence had
used.
Into this house, breathing of antiquity,
came Philip Lawrence, and reveled in it.
“It takes one out of the busy world of
today and back to the peaceful times of
long ago,” he said, as he stood in the hall
on the day of his arrival. “That painting
of grandmother Betty Lawrence, when
she was a girl, is delightful. It's a mas-
terpiece, Martha. The painter, whoever
he was, has caught her true spirit. \Vhat
a modest, sweet girl she fmust have been.
I can almost detect the odor of the per-
fume she ‘used. Musk, I believe it was
in those days or. perhaps, it was lavender.
That’s the kind of a girl I've heen look-
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ing for, for a long time, Martha. They
don’t exist these days, I'm afraid.”

“I tell you what I'm going to do,” he
continued. “I'll have that picture moved
and put in the library. At the end, be-
tween the two doors, where I can see it
all the tinte. It’s an inspiration.”

Angela, listening on the floor above,
came down the stairs with little awkward
jumps, and landed at Philip’s feet.

*“Oh, Mr. Philip,” she burst out. “Don’t
yout do it! ’Twill bring bad luck. I've
heard it said that. if you move a picture
of some one who has been dead a long
time, their ghost will come back and haunt
you. I'm afraid of ghosts,” and Angela
shuddered.

“But I'm not,” laughed Philip, “and I'm
going to have the picture moved tomor-
row. If the ghost of Betty Lawrence
comes back I'll be here to greet her.
Keep watch, Angela, and if she returns
lead her to me.”

Angela, with wide-open eycs, shook her
head ominously.

“I’ve warned you, Mr. Philip,” she said.
“Tf she comes back and haunts you, it’s
not me that will be to blame.”

LEXT morning the picture was taken

from its ancient habitation in the
hall, and placed at one end of the library,
where Philip, sitting in his easy chair by
the window, could look full upon it,

“Seen any ghosts yet, Angela?’ qucs-
tioned Philip upon his return to Liluc
ITill at the end of the week.

Angela slowly shook here head, and
made little holes in the gravel walk with
her foot, before shc answered.

“Not yet,” she said, “but I heard a rust-
ling in the lilacs last night and there
wasn't a breath of wind stirring. I was
afraid to look out, but pretty soon I
heard an owl hoot, and then all was still.
They say that ghosts like a storm best to
come out in, perhaps f*

Philip laughed.

“I wouldn’t be surprised if we had a
storm tonight, Angela, it has been so
warm today. Tf we do well, look out.”
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Angcela studied the western sky where
huge banks of white-capped clouds were
slowly rising.

“Look!” she said, pointing to a fluffy-
looking cloud higher than the rest. “*Don’t
that look just like a ghost, with her finger
pointing right at us; and her hair flying
in the wind. Mr. Philip, you didn't do
anybody any good when you had that pic-
ture moved.”

Philip’s prediction of a storm came true.
All the evening the thunder could be
heard in long, distant rumbles, which were
<lowly coming ncarer. Philip, in his chair
by the window, was smoking idly, and
contemplating the picture of Betty Law-
rence as he sat facing it. As the evening
wore on, he dozed. Then, it seemed to
him half asleep and half waking, he felt
a presence by his side. The girl in the
picture scemed to have stepped out of
the frame and was standing before him.

There was a sharp peal of thunder and
Philip roused quickly. The room was
dark and lighted only, now and then, by
the flashes of lightning from the ap-
proaching storm.

During one of the flashes Philip looked
at the picture. It was still within the
frame. .

“I must have dreamed it,” he said, “but
I'd a sworn she was here by my side.”

Then there came to him a faint, but
very distinct breath of perfume. The
odor of lavender. As he wondered where
it came from, he saw through the long,
window, the unmistakable figure of a girl
glide swiftly along the veranda and dis-
appear in the darkness.

In two bounds Philip was out upon the
lawn. He could dimly see the figure some
distance ahead of him. There was a flash
of lightning. The figure turned, hesitated
a moment, and then passed behind a
clump of lilacs. In that brief instant,
however, Philip saw the face and form of
Betty Lawrence, as she was depicted in
the portrait in the library.

When Philip recached the lilacs there
was no one in sight. Nothing to indicate
that any one had been there except—a
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faint breath of lavender, which Philip
caught in the freshening breeze. Before
he could scarch further, the rain came in
a blinding gust, which drove him into
the house.

more
Angela,

T BREAKFAST Philip was
than wusually silent, and
watched him keenly.

“Did you see her last night ?” she ven-
tured, as she brought him his second cup
of cotfee.

“See who?”

“The lady in the picture.
lawn— I—"

“\\'hat do you mean?”

“It was just before the storm broke.
I was looking out of the window upstairs.
I saw her run out of the house and go
toward the lilacs. Then it was dark and
I couldn’t sce any more. There came a
big flash of lightning and I saw her again.
She stopped and looked scared like, then
she ran behind the lilacs and the rain
came. I knew she’d haunt you if you
moved her picture. Did you see her too?”

“Angela, you're a fool,” said Philip as
he rose. “I don’t believe in ghosts,” at
which Angela laughed uproariously,

Out on the

HILIP LAWRENCE was greatly

mystified at the occurrence of the pre-
vious evening. He was possessed of the
cool, practical philosophy of all things
material. Ghosts, to him were but the
distorted imaginations of a weak mind.
He did not believe in them. Yet—with
his own eyes he had seen the face and
form of Betty Lawrence—the girl in the
picture—and Angela, much to his surprise
had seen her also. He did not know what
to make of it. _

The next two days passed without any-
thing occurring to mar the quiet of the
house on Lilac Hill, and again. Philip re-
turned to the city. \When he came back
the following Saturday, Angela was ea-
gerly awatting him.

“She was up in vour room last night
looking for you.” she said excitedly. *I
didn’t sce her, but I heard a rustling in

e
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there like I heard in the lilacs. It kept
up for some time and then it stopped. 1
was scared to get up but in the morning
I peeked in the door. I didn't sec any-
thing but I smelt her. Lavender! All
over the place! \Wait 'till you go in, it
hasn’t gone yet.”

Philip laughed in spite of himself at
Angela’s grave face.

“This is getting to be serious,” he said.
“If the lady comes tonight I shall lay a
trap for her. I'll—"

“Right in the middle of the room,”
broke in Angela. “,\ great big one with
a chain on it. I xaw one down in the
cellar. T guess they used to catch bears
with it. 'l go and get it.”

“No, no. e don’t want to hurt the
lady ghost. I'll pretend I'm asleep, but
Il keep watch and if she comes I'll jump
up and catch her”

Angela laughed immoderately.

“Think of grabbing a gho:t,” she said.
“Why, Mr. Philip, there isn’t anything to
take hold of. You can walk right through
them. I heard a story once ”

“Never mind the story, Angela, but to-
night we'll both keep watch, and it will
take a pretty lively ghost to get by both
of us. I'm going to be here a week, and
before I go back to the city this ghost
business is going to be solved.”

HAT night when Philip went to his
Troom, he threw open the blinds, and
then settled himself in an easy chair and
watched the moonlight streaming in, Its
rays, through the strands of woodbine,
which covercd the entire side of the house,
formed little silver etchings on the floor.
The etchings made a frame, and in the
frame Philip imagined he could sce the
face of Betty Lawrence. For a long time
he watched it, and then as the moon went
slowly down the face on the carpet grew
less distinct, until at last, it disappearcd
altogether. The next thing Philip kncw,
the sun was shining in where the moon-
light had come, and nothing had hap-
pened.

The following evening, however, as
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Philip sat upon the piazza, the ghost ap-
peared again. It was dark, with the moon
just showing itself above the trec-tops.
It cast a long, pale ray across the lawn
some distance from the house. Into this
streak of mooulight there suddenly walked
a figurc—the counterpart of the lady in
the picture. For a moment it hesitated
and looked toward the house, and al-
though the light was dim, Philip was posi-
tive that he saw the apparition smile.
Then it slowly went toward the lilac
bushes and disappearcd behind them. A
moment later Philip had reached the spot
but could find no one.

In the night Philip suddenly awoke. As
his brain cleared he heard the clock in the
hall chime threce. The air was sweet with
the odor of lavender as on previous occa-
sions when the ghost had been seen.
Through the slightly opened door Philip
caught a glimpse of a figure in white, He
sprang from the bed and rushed into the
hall.

The light was dim, coming ouly from
a half-shaded window. At the further
end of the hall, just starting down the
stairs, was the spectre. It turned its
face toward Philip for an instant, and it
surely was the face of Betty Lawrence.
Philip dashed forward, tripped over a
chair that had been placed in the mid<lle
of the hallway, and fell sprawling. That
moment’s delay was sufficient to enable
the ghost to make its get-away and, as
on other occasions. Philip could not find
it, and aftcr a search returned to his room.

FPEATED appearance of the figure
R\\'ith the face and form of his grand-
mother, as shown in the painting in the
library, had filled Philip with an eager de-
sire to delve into the mystery and dis-
cover, at all hazards, where the strange
being came from and where she disap-
peared to upon beiny pursued.

For a long time the next morning he sat
pondering the question. Then he walked
across the lawn and inspected the various
clumps of bushes. behind which the figure
had disappeared. Finding nothing worthy
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quicker, and leaped away,”
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of interest he returned to the house with
no plan of action decided upon.

When evening arrived, however, instead
of taking his customary place on the pi-
azza, Philip walked cautiously around the
grounds, and by a circuitous route came
to the largest of the clumps of lilac bushes,
behind which he secreted himself.

For some time he stood there listening.
There was no sound but the chirping of
the crickets. Then, suddenly, Philip de-
tected a {faint scratching sound which
seemed to come from the verv center of
the lilacs. There was a quivering of the
bushes and. with a little jump, a girl
thrust the branches aside and stepped out
upon the lawn, almost at Philip's side.
For a moment she stood peering into the
darkness and Philip, whose cyes had be-
come accustomed to the gloom, couid see
that she was the counterpart of the pic-
ture in the library. At last the ghost of
Betty Lawrence was within reach.

With a quick movement he put out his
hand to grasp her, but the girl was still
quicker, and leaped away. In an instant
she had started to run. Across the lawn
she went, dodging behind bush and shrub,
with Philip only a jump behind. At last,
as if weary of the chase, the girl suddenly
stopped, in a beam of moonlight, and
faced Philip half defiantly. \Vithout a
word she allowed herself to be led by him
toward the house, up the piazza steps. and
into the library where he switched on the
light.

GHOST is alwayvs supposed to be

transparent. but the one that Philip
had captured was of a very substantial
material. A ghost too, has the repntation
of being cold, with icy fingers and chilling
breath, but the arm that Philip held was
warm and yielding, and the quick breath-
ing of his captive showed that she was far
from being a maid of ice.

For a moment Philip stood looking at
the girl. He was quite sure that he had
never seen her before. Then he looked at
the portrait of Betty LLawrence. The girl
was an exact duplicate of his ancestor.
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The same brown, -wavy hair; the same
plaintive face; the same manner of dress
of the days of long ago. Even the per-
fume was not lacking; the odor of laven-
der was sweetly strong. As he looked at
the girl Philip Lawrence was more mysti-
fied than ever.

“Sit down,” he said at last, “and tell me
who you are.”

The girl did as she was bid and mo-
tioned Philip to a scat at her side.

“I am the ghost of Betty Lawrence,”
she said in a tone which she endeavored
to make sound sepulchural, but which was
so voung and fresh that the attempt was
a failure. :

“I have come back because you moved
my picture, after all these years. I wanted
to frighten you, but I see that you are a
man who cannot be madc afraid even by
a ghost. So, instead, I have a request to
make. One, Angela \Warren, has been de-
ceiving you. She is not the homely, awk-
ward girl she appears to be. She played
the part because she was told you hated
pretty women, but now she wants to be-
come her real self again, she =

“Stop,” broke in Philip. “Never mind
Angela. Tell me who you are. That's
what I want to know.”

For a moment the girl was silent, look-
ing into Philip’s eyes. Then she burst out

passionately:
“Can’t you understand, Philip Law-
rence? Don’t you see that I— I am An-

eela Warren?”

“Angela Warren! Impossible!
arc beautiful, while she i

“Not the Angela that you know, but
the Angela as she really is.

“Listen! \When I accepted Cousin
AMartha's invitation to come here for the
summer, she was dismayved to find that I—
I was so pretty, as she said. She told me
that yvou didn't want any pretty women
around and that I would have to go. But
I wanted to stay, so I made myself up to
look ugly. I put my hair up in pig-tails,
and painted freckles on my face every
morning, and put on an old dress. I
fooled even you.

You
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“Then, when you moved the picture, I
had an idea for some fun. I remembered
the old superstition that if you changed
a dead person’s picture around, its ghost
would come back and haunt you. I went
to the city and got a dress made like that
of the lady in the painting, then I fixed
my hair and everything like hers. I did
it just for a lark. DBy day I was Angela
Warren, the homely cousin. By night, the
chost of Beuty Lawrence. Then I grew
tired of plaving the part of ‘pig-tail Sue,
as you called me. I wanted to be my own
self again because— I wanted to make
you— you like me.”

Angela’s face grew rosy and she hesi-
tated, while Philip looked at her admir-
ingly.

“What a girl!” he said, musingly, under
his breath.

“But I thought,” continued Angela, “If
I told you about it you would despise me
for being so foolish, and perhaps be sore
at Martha too. although she doesn’t know
a thing about the ghost part.

“The first day I was here I discovered
a secret passage behind a panel in the wall
in the cellar, which was probabiy used by
the soldiers at the time of the revolution.
I explored it, without saying anything to
any one, and it came out right in the
middle of the lilacs. You would never
ree the place unless you knew it was there.
That is how I disappeared every time in
the lilacs.

“T decided I would let you catch me
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tonight and would plead for Angela—my-
self as I really am—but I guess I've made
a mess of it now.”

Angela began to dab her eyes with the
bit of lace which she carried for a hand-
kerchief.

OR a long time Philip looked at her

without speaking—at least it seemed a
long time to Angcla. She knew that he
was very angry, so angry that he would
never forgive her. She would be sent
away and, perhaps, Martha. She felt sorry
for Martha, as she had been with the
Lawrence family so long. . Angela closed
her eyes and waited for the storm to
break.

Instead of the denunciations she c¢x-
pected, she suddenly felt an arm around
her waist.

“Angela,” said Philip softly. “Do you
remember the day I said I had been look-
ing for a girl like Betty Lawrence, for a
long, long time? I meant just what I
said. I had been. But now, I have found
lier, and my quest is ended. She is the
same sweet, lovable girl that Bettv used
to be. The same, cven to the perfume,
musk and all.”

“It isn’t musk,” said Angela indignantly,
opening her eyes. “It’s lavender. I spent
three hours in the city hunting for it, and
it cost two seventy-five with war tax.”

Then, as Philip drew her nearer yet,
she closed her eyes again and sighed con-
tentedly.

H. M. Egbert, whose “Jacqueline of Golden River” was one of the
much talked of novels of its season, will contribute, beginning with
the October issue of WAYSIDE TALES AND CARTOONS
MAGAZINE, a two-part mystery story entitled “The Four Dumb
Men.” It is a most engrossing tale of intrigue and suspicion, with
an end that is wholly unexpected, and as gratifying as it is un-

looked for.




From Tho Sketeh, Londoen

WHEN HE ROSE TO THE OCCASION

The customer: Why do yeu always say the roses were painted by Billingsley?
The dealer: Ah. roses by any other name weuldn't sell as sweet!



Wanted: A Coward

For the equal of this merry enter-
prise, entered upon in the spirit
of pure adventure, one must go
back to the pages of Robert Louis
Stevenson. Whimsical, elfish, with
a -waggish tongue in cheek, Vin-
cent Starrett's “line-up” play
their parts with a blithe gusto
that makes us love them, hero and
villain alike.

“In the abstract order,” said Devercus,
“two and twe are four; but in the dis-
torting atmesphere of our material inter-
¢sts the mere mathematical statement he-
comes often antecedently improbable. It
depends whether black is white, and that
depends upon circumstances.”

A typical Devereux dictum. I con
almost hear him now, with his odd draw],
and his malcvelent but humorous cye
scems still to glitter down the length of
the table that is long since kindling. In
.the light of events which I am about to
rclate, that particular paradox remains
in my memory as pcculiarly applicable;
almost as prophetic. Poor old Devercux!

That was a mad party that uscd to fore-
gather at the Dalzell, on the first and
third Mondays ef every month.  Ostens-
ibly we met to plot treason, but in reality
it was to drink and smoke, and to damn
modern life and letters.  There was sel-
dom a vacant place, for we were a vaga-
bond lot, and an evening topether nerved
us for the desperately unhappy existences
vor led hetween mectings, I used to think
of the Suicide Club—that fantastic Steven-
sonian creation, with its membership of
dispirited adventurers—when I leoked
around our bizarre apartment and studied
the hard faces of Deverenx, Damerel and
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Darling (the Three Decs. we used to call
them), and the rest of eur curieus group.
The analogy was hardly a perfect oue,
however; our membership never had been
curtailed by volitional removal, whether
self-negotiated or by proxy. We lacked
the courage—or cowardice—required for
cny such sublime adventure.

The community has gone the way of
other haphazard org-:nizations founded on
lencliness and discontent, and prolonged
only by a tolerant sympathy one man for
another and each man for himself. Dam-
crel and Darling are enriching French soil
for futurc gencrations, and Devereux is
i deerepit hypochondriic in seme foreign
carret; I have not heard of him for years,
Greubel, the Swisa, who at the second
meeting of the club held his finger in a
candle-flame for a full minute, on a wuger,
is also in exile (after internment on sus-
picions not ill-founded), and Cousidine is
in Congress, . I wonder what Consi-
dine would say were I to jostle him,
vently, in the street, some fine evening,
and whisper “Largesse!” in his car!

The rest are scattered to the four winds,
I am certain there are more than four,
since thrice that number have blown me
ill fortune over a decade. Some of us are
dead. 1 am turned scribbler, and must
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needs seek “copy” from half-forgotten
associations that were better left unchron-
icled. It is a lone thought.

AM thinking of an cvening in the fall
I of our third year. The atmosphere
was blue with smoke and profanity, and
the hour was nine-thirty, when Deverceux
tardily entercd and waved us to stlence
with an unfolded newspaper.

“Have you secen the personal column
of the Globe?” he asked. There was an
air of mystery about him, \Vithout await-
ing our reply, he procecded to read the
following astonishing advertiscment:

Wanted: a Coward. None other need
apply. Good position for rizht maen,

all in person, Room 17, Vendome, be-
tween 8 and 9, Tucsday morning.

He chanted the paragraph in his accus-
tomed drawl, then fell back, eyecing us
with sardonic gaze; whercupon we all
laughed together, thinking he was mak-
ing it up.

“Laugh, fools!” he pleasantly observed.
“It is your way when Opportunity
knocks.”

“Opportunity with a waxed moustache
and a cheroot!” shrilled Grayling, the
Latinist. “Have you applied and been
rejected, Devereux?”

The reader grinned evilly, and tossed
the paper onto the center table.

“The description,” he replied, “does not
fit me.”

Greubel sputtered like an angry cat.

“Perhaps you will suggest which of us
it does fit!” he invited, with a baleful
glare. -~

AMEREL bhad captured the news
sheet, and was verifying the an-
nouncement.

“It interests Damerel, at any rate,”
smiled Devereux, with composure. He
added, good-humoredly: “I am making
no invidious suggestions. I suggest mere-
ly that here is Opportunity in its prov-
erbial role. The applicant need not be
a coward, I take it. Indeed, no ceward

- culiar service.
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will apply, since only a very brave man
will acknowliedge himself a coward.”

“What 45 your idea, Devercux?” I
asked, impatiently, for the advertisement
interested me. I had been restless since
the failure of my purposed marriage to
the danghter of the (then) Sccretary of
State, and would welcome a diversion,
©Only that there is something here for
i brave man to capture,” he answered.
“It interests me, but hardly enough to
warrant my exerting myscif; and, again,
I am engaged up to the hilt, as it is. I
hitve no idea what s behind it, but the
paragraph is too fantastic not to be valid.
Somebhody wants somcehody-cle for a pe-
I bequeath you the adven-
turc, Garland, if you care to take it up.”

“I think I shall accept,” I quietly re-
plied, before anyone else could speak.
And I added with a laugh: “I believe I
am an ecxcellent practical coward. Al-
ready I bhegin to feel a thrill of appre-
hension.”

My determination and my confession
were greeted with tlattering acquiescence,
and the incident was closed. It was an
unwritten but inviolable rule that no
member must interfere in the declared
intention of another,

“Let us hear the story, some time,” said
Devereux, lightly, as he seated himself
for an exciting game of solitaire.

I regret that my confreres will be un-
able, in the flesh at any rate, to enjoy the
tale, now that it is told. As connoisseurs
of grotesquerie, they would not fail to be
amused and delighted.

II. Room 17, Vendome

HE Veundome was casually known

I to me as a middle-class hostelry,

largely irequented by transients,

and not unknown to the police. This

latter situation so paralleled my own,

however, that I felt no qualms as, pre-

cively at cight-thirty the following morn-

ing, I rapped with my knuckles upon the

panel of a closed door bearing the figures
1" and “7.
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I managed my brief tattoo, it seemed
to me, with just the proper shade of hesi-
tation, for I had not forgotten the sort
of person I was supposed to be.

There was no response.

I strolled as far as the next door to
assure myself that I had assailed the right
room; but there had becen no mistake.
Returning to No. 17, I raised my hand
for a more vigorous advertiscment of my
presence, when, quite suddenly and before
I had knocked, the door was opened in
my face. My hand dropped to my side;
I receded a step, involuntarily removing
my hat.

A handsome young woman was re-
garding me, with some astonishment,
irom the doorsill.

Her attractiveness was considerable;
her surprise secmed genuiue, It instantly
occurred to me that the absurd “personal”
had contained a misprint, or had been
intended as a hoax upon this pretty, wide-
eyed creature. I began a lame apology,
mentioning the newspaper, but omitting
the nature of the position I was seeking.

“The error must have occurrcd in the
newspaper office,” I concluded. “I am
sorry to have disturbed you.”

She heard me out, smiling a curious
little smile; then, as I was about to turn
away, she carelessly observed: “You are
the first who has knocked before enter-
ing. It is an excellent beginning, for I
believe a coward may be a gentleman.
Will you come in?”

‘This speech completed my discomfiture,
and I fancy I gave further satisfactory
cvidence of timidity in the embarrassment
with which I followed her into the room.
The encounter was salutary, however, for
it sharpened my wits. I had expected a
man, [ suppose, and the surprising reve-
lation of this handsome girl had thrown
me off guard. Well, I would not be
caught again!

Her voice was low and curiously vi-
brant. It thrilled me indescribably, in
spite of the few words she had spoken.
And now I heard it politely request me
to be seated. As I crossed the room, I
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felt that I was rather precariously sup-
ported by my trousers legs, and it was
with relief that I sank into a chair, wafted
there, it seemed, by that remarkable voice.

HE room was plainly furnished; an

ordinary hotel sitting room, obvious-
ly hired for the purposc—whatever the
purpose might be! A small table near
the window held a pen, a bottle of ink,
and a quantity of ruled paper. I raised
my eyes to the chamber’s occupant.

She was studying her latest applicant.
Under the disquieting scrutiny, I think
I Llushed—one of my valued accomplish-
ments. She seemed pleased, if I could

* judge, and her eyes, I now noticed, were

not so much brown as gold—an odd phe-
nomenon—and when not too personally
engaged, quizzical and reassuring.

“You are a—a coward?”

There was a trace of compassion in
the extraordinary voice. I fought down
a desire to smile.

“Yes, Miss,” I humbly replied.

“You must not be ashamed of it,” she

“It is an excellent thing in a man.
. Married or unmarried?”

“Unmarried—twice!”

She smothered a laugh, and I repented
of my witticism. It was not in keeping

said.

with the part I was playing! I assumed
an air of stupidity.

“VWhat is your profession?”

My asinine sense of the ridiculous

again lifted its head. I was on the point
of saying, briskly: “I am a professional
coward,” but I caught mysclf in time,

“I am a book-keeper,” I replied, in-
stead.

“The third this morning,” she com-
mented. “I wonder why book-keepers
are cowards. Or are they, necessarily ?”

“The life is one of slavery,” I hazarded.

“True,” she mused. “Peonage is for-
bidden by statute, yet we chain our serv-
ants to the bench, like captive volumes
in a monastic library. Lives bounded by
a time clock and .

“Indigestion!” I bitterly put in, as she
paused.
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“Yes,” she smiled. I am glad you
have wit and intelligence. You are sure
you are a coward?”

My eyes dropped.

“My best friend cut me because, once
when T was called one, I did not re-
sent it.”’

\Vas there scorn in her cyes?

“Are you cursed with curiosity?”

T OCCURRED to me iustantly that
this question was “loaded.” Tt was
no doubt the first important question of
the catechism. But my reply was as in-
genuous as it was disingenuous,
“A little perhaps; we all

are. Not

much! Chiefly, I ask te be let alone.
But I confess I am curious about this
position.”

“Douptless,” she smiled, grimly. “How
about your habits?”

I shrugged.

“l am a poor drinker, it that is what
you mean. I smoke a bit.”

“Well, that is not very serious; and
yott may be required to do a bit of drink-
ing, too. Have you any rcierences?”

“As a coward?” I smiled wanly. I
have lost all my positions. I'm afraid I
have not been very aggressive”

“I was about to say that I did not care
to see them.” She smiled indulgently,
adding dryly: “I congratulate myself!”

It was evident that the more I con-
vinced her of my fitness for the position,
the more I lost ground in her personal
esteem, I rather liked that. But I won-
dered who her incredible employer might
be—the strange figure in the background
who needed a coward in his mysterious
establishment.

“Names are unimportant,” she contin-
ued, after a pause, “but it will be ncces-

sary to call you something. Have you
any preference?’
I instantly gave my own. It was as

good as any.

“Very well. Mr. Rupert Garland! You
come to scratch, so to speak, not badly.
I like your answers. Your name is ob-
viottsly not your own; it is quite too

stagy and attractive; but that is your
attaiar. I hoped you would conceal your
name, fer the action is in keeping with
the character of man I want.”

1HIS time the sneer was scarcely

veiled, and T chiuckled inwardly, She
wis a glorious creature. this employment
agent.

I then vowed I would know her very
well, some day.  As for my name, it was
not the tirst ttme I had bheen accused of
assuming it, for all its authenticity. A
name that savors of Zenda romance has
its advantages, On this eccasion, had I
called myselt William Brown, I might
have lost the position.

Again I dropped my eyes before her
gaze.

“You will report at ten in the morning,
at the address I shall give you,” she said,

abruptly. “Ask for Mr. Paradise.”

“You, then,” T cried, exultantly, “are
an angel from Paradise.”

But I did not cry this aloud. It was

my heart that shrieked.

“At ten,” I repeated, taking the card
she extendecd.

“By the way,” she asked, carelessly,
“have you any relatives? I forgot to ask.
You have no wife, I know.”

Again instinct cried a warning that
here was a question of tremendous im-
portance, casually tacked on to give it
the appearance of a mere postscript. I
shook my head, and answered her thought
as well as her words.

“No,” and for the first time that morn-
ing I was telling the truth. “If I were
to be killed today, or were to vanish
overnight, there would be none to miss
me or inquire about me.”

A strange gleam appeared in her eyes,
I thought; certainly they narrowed, I
was satisfied that my shot in the dark
had been accurate. In a moment she
smiled.

“If you should find others waiting, as
you go out,” she observed. “please lect
them know that the position has been
filled.”
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COULD have laughed aloud. She

was underestimating me beautifully.
She had is good as told me that a man
would be waiting. Thus, I was not un-
prepared to find a disrcputable fellow
loitering in the hall, when I had closed
the door of No. 17 behind me.

Hle was a large person, and a rough
one, wearing upon his undershot jaw a
two-day growth of blue-black beard. Him,
I timidly approached.

“Pardon me,” I said, “but if you are
here in response to an advertisement for
a—a coward” (I boggled over the word)
“I am instructed to tell you that the place
has becen filled.”

The man glared savagely.

“By vou, I suppose!” he insolently re-
turned.

“Y-yes, sir!”

“Hell!” he commented angrily. “That’s
the second job I've had taken away from
me this week.” FIHe fixed his protruding
cyes belligerently upon me. “Well. I
guess the job’s well filled,” he sneered.

Now here was the veritable coward; a
brutal, truculent bully who would fawn
hefore a spirited glance. But I did not
give him the glance. I could have killed
him with ease, and I would have half-
killed him with a great deal of pleasure,
if T had not been certain he was playing
a part. Instead, I turned my back on
him, and scuttled for the elevator like a
frightened rabbit.

I watched for this objectionable person
in the lobby, when I had descended; but
as he did not appear I surmised that he
was closeted with my attractive friend in
No. 17—reporting, no doubt, on my ex-
cellent fitness for the position of coward
in the establishment of Mr. Paradise, who-
cver that celestial gentleman might be.

TOOK the card from my pocket, and
noted that the address T had been
given was far out from the city, in Owl-
hurst, a fashionable suburb on the north
<hore of the lake. A new wonderment
came over me. It began to look as if I

were to he active in high society. I

whistled pensively, and, as if my melody
had been a signal, a singular thing hap-
pened.

A boy suddenly approached from the
street and, calling me by name, handed
me a folded slip of paper. After which,
he quickly mounted a bicycle that stood
at the curb, and sped away.

I looked stupidly at the paper, when I
had unfolded it. The message was type-
written and unsigned. It read, simply:

“If you go to Owlhurst you will be
kissed.”

III. A Reconnaissance

WLHURST is not a long run
O from the city on the special sub-

urban trains, labeled Express, that
run for miles without a stop. The jolly
little engines are built on the ‘gencral
lines of a teakettle, and act and sing in
much the same way, but in spite of the
explosion that always seems imminent
they come and go in good time and with
few accidents.

I am an early riser, and with plenty of
time to spare I boarded the Owlhurst
rattler, resolved upon a reconnaissance
before I should ring the doorbell at ten
o’clock. It occurred to me that an hour
or two spent in the village, making dis-
creet inquiries, would not be spent amiss.

\s we sped along the shore of the lake,
my thoughts were upon the curious events
of the day Dbefore, and the undoubted
mystery nearer and nearer to which I
was now approaching. The sudden note,
outside the Vendome, had been the final
deciding factor in determining my course.
In the face of such a threat, I could not
verv well retreat; for, of course, it was
patent to me that the ludicrous line con-
tained an error. It was equally plain that
the error lay in the final word. Someonc,
writing hurriedly, had written “kissed”
tor—there could be no doubt of it—
“killed.”

I operate a tvpewriter reasonably well
myself (albeit with two fingers instead of
eight), and if my memory did not serve

i
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to reconstruct the keyboard, my tingers
did. Closing my eyes, I drummed the
message on my knee, first using the word
“kissed,” then “killed.” The “S” and the
“I.,” T saw at once, were at opposite ends
of the kevhoard, but the unconscious as-
sociation of the with the words
which sound so much alike. might very well
account for the mistake; indeed, the al-
ternation of hands made it casier to write
“Kiss” than “kill.”

But—was one to deduce a man or a
woman from the error? \iter careful
thought, I decided that the evidence did
not overbalance in favor of cither as the
writer of the note.

Certainly there had been no typewriter
visible in No. 17. And, in any event, why
should Aliss—whatever her name might
be—warn me against Owlhurst, after or-
dering me to report there? \Was this
another cowardice test? Then, as a con-
fessed coward, I must take fright and
stay away. If I did not stay away, I was
no coward! All of which appeared silly
to me. I decided that my charming:
friend had nothing to do with the warn-
ing message. The counter proposition.
then, must be accepted scriously: the
warning was authentic and not lightly to
Le ignored. The boy who delivered it
had called me by name! But who knew
of my intention to go to Owlhurst?

With such unprofitable reflections I
whiled away the journey, and with two
good hours to spare, I alizhted from the
train in Owlhurst,

letters

HAD no difficulty in locating the

house whose street number I carried
in my vest pocket, and I was surprised
at its size. Big and rambling as undoubt-
edly it was, however, it appcared dwarfed
in the great acrcage surrounding it. The
body of the place was of good brick, but
curious wings and additions of less dur-
i:ble materials were tacked on in the most
surprising fashion. Three stories up, the
roof was surmounted by a conical tower.
pierced by embrasures like portheles. and

on this metal chamber the sun shone

hotly.  About the wide grounds ran an
iron picket fence. higher than a tall maa.
The pickets, though, were not too closely
spaced, and it occurrad to me that a slim
man—sity - myself!l—could ship
through, it the were sufficiently
Inside the railing, and forming. a~
tortification-,
reared a thick and prickly hedge, not yet
full grown,

readily
need
great.
line of

it were, a second

I'n the carly sunlight, the house and its
vrounds were highly attractive,

I did not like to muake inquiries in the
village that might scem too curieus. and
so contented miveelf with some shrewd
But it soon developed that I was,
my<clf, an object of curinsity,

As T lighted a cignrette, under a friendlv
awning, blocks dis<tant from the
scene of my investigations, a man ap-
proached and courteously asked for sce-
onc rights on my match. He was a bis
fellow, dark and of middle age, and evi-
dently very powerful.  He might have
been a detective, but semchow I sized
him up as a man of conziderahle intelli-
gence.

“Stranger in town ?” he asked. casually.

“Yes,” T said. “Thought I might buy
small place, hereabouts, if T could find one
to suit.”

“Lots of places,” he returned, “but ex-
pensive. The smaller houses are across
the tracks. This section is supposed to bhe
particularly toney. Half the millionaires
of Chicago live here. I suppose.”

“Which one are you?” I asked, with «
smile,

He laughed amiably.

“I don’t belong at all,” he answered.
frankly. “I'm almost as much of =
stranger as you are. Only I've been here
before. I saw you looking at the old
Cowdery place. T suppose that’s not for
sale

“You mean the big place with the wide
grounds back there? Not that I know
oft Tt attracted me hy its picturesque-
ness, although it's out of my class.”

“A strange place.”” he said eravelv. “T’ve
felt dravwn to it. mvself. It has an o

wazing.

some
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traordinary history. Two of its owners
have died violent deaths at their own
hands, supposedly as a result of the influ-
cnce of the house itself. The present
owner, I believe, is an invalid. At least,
he never appears in the streets. He walks
at night in the grounds. and with so much
mystery that one would think he had
something to conceal.”

“Indeed!” I said, surprised at all this
voluntary information.

“Yes,” he continued, and shook his head
seriously, “it's a good house to avoid.
Indeed, the whole village, attractive as it
appears, is a dead little hole. I strongly
recommend the townships further north.”

“Thanks,” I said, dryly, “but I fancy I
shan’t stay long in any of them. This is
more of a holiday than anything else.
What you say of the Cowdery place is
interesting, though. I am a student of
old houses, and I am very much tempted
to beg a sight of the house. Do you sup-
pose I could gain admittance ?”

Certain, now, that his interest in my
movements was genuine, I challenged his
glance.

“Don’t do it!” he said earnestly. “Un-
less,” he added swiftly, “you have actual
business there, that is none of mine.”

“At any rate,” I said, “I shall remember
your warning.”

ODDING carelessly, I turned away,

and he resumed his stroll in the
opposite direction. I did not care to be
followed, and so I made a wide detour,
and shortly before nine o’clock ap-
proached the mysterious house from the
rear. The trees and bushes were thick at
this point, but above their tops rose the
tangle of turrets and gables that marked
the house. At one point, the sun shone
upon a window that flashed back a note
of color, and I concluded that the strange
place boasted one window, at least, of
stained glass. The shades of all the win-
dows within view were still drawn. No
one seemed to be abroad in the grounds.
Nor was my friend of the casual encoun-
ter in sight.
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With a quick effort, I writhed through
the fence, and found myself confronting
the hedge. This was more formidable,
but with infinite patience I broke down
the spiked arms and managed to effect a
narrow passage.

I was in a grove of fine trees, beyond
which a spread of green lawn leading to
the back of the house was visible. The
trees and bushes. I could now see, were
a third line of fortification, and extended
around the house, save at the front where
they thinned out toward the entrance.

I looked about me; then choosing a
giant tree whose branches offered a fine
view of house and grounds, I deliberately
climbed into it aitd hid myself among the
leaves. The heavy foliage was an excel-
lent screen, and in an excess of idiocy I
lighted a cigarette and soothed myself to
fancied security.

After a time, I pushed aside the screen
and looked out, and as I did so the door
at the rear of the house suddenly opened,
and a man stepped out. It required only
a glance on my part to know him for the
disreputable fellow whom I had met in
the Vendome.

There was something furtive in the
man’s movements. He had flung into the
yard briskly enough, but now he cau-
tiously looked about him as if surveying
the grounds with his eye, then at the
windows of the house he had quitted.
Finally, he turned his red eyes upon the
very tree in which I sat, and instantly his
attention was riveted by something he
saw in the branches. Without turning
his head, he called to the house:

“Jack! Bring my rifle quick!
a fuuny bird in the tree here!”

There was indeed!

I might have stopped to argue that,
after all, he had not seen me; that, in
fact, a “funny bird” had engrossed his
attention. But there was a savage humor
in the fellow’s voice that I did not like.

I negotiated the last fifteen feet of tree
trunk with a rush, and dashed for the
fence; but it was too late. A rifle bullet
hummed past my ear, and another neatly

There’s
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removed a piece from my hat. The devil
was shooting to kill!

Ignoring the fence, I darted into a
clump of bushes, and behind this frail
shelter ran swiftly toward the front of
the house, pursued at intervals by the
spiteful pellets from the rifleman’s
weapon. Then a heavy crashing sounded
behind me, and I knew that my blue-
jawed acquaintance had struck the trail
and was after me.

VAILING myself of every piece of
cover, I flew about the house like a
frightened hare. The affair was ludicrous
enough, on any count, but this mad pur-
suit in the timbered grounds took on the
aspect of a nightmare. Whenever the
armed maniac in cry behind me caught
so much as a glimpse of my coat tails, he
halted and pumped lead into the foliage.
Suddenly, as I rounded the front of
the house, and for a moment was in the
open, I pitched over a heavy stone and
went down with a crash. Half stunned, I
lay for a moment, expecting the arrival
of the madman with the rifle.

But the accident was fortuitous. As
my wits returned, I saw that I was still
partially screened, and rising to my fecet
. T plucked the stone that had thrown me,
from its bed, and sent it smashing through
the bushes in my rear. It fell with a
tearing of branches in a clump of vege-
tation some hundreds of feet distant.

Instantly my pursuer was off in the di-
rection of the sound, and I heard the
crack of his rifle at a safer distance. The
weapon seemed to be a perfect arsenal
in itself.

FOUND TIME for a glance at my
watch. It was almost ten o’clock. I
was due on the doorstep. Panting, I ran
for the front door, quickly mounted the
steps, and plunged my thumb into the
doorbell. On the far side of the house,
my pursuer was still beating up the bushes
and firing at random.
A click sounded on the other side of
the door, as the latch was sprung by a
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button pushed in a rear room. Then the
heavy door swung inward, and I sprang
into the aperture and closed the paneled
barrier behind me.

I passed through a second door and
into a corridor noiseless with fine rugs,
and saw a woman advancing toward me
from the far end of the hall.

“Mr. Garland?”’ she queried, looking
curiously at my disheveled clothing. “Mr.
Paradise will see you at once.”

She was a plump body of perhaps forty-
five, with an amiable face and an ample
bosom; a motherly, reassuring person. I
liked her at once. In her wake, I trod a
handsome, curving stairway to the second
floor, dusting my garments as I went;
thence to the front of the house and into
a snug library, attractively paneled in oak.

“Mr. Garland to see Mr. Paradise,”
spoke the servant, casually, and retraced
her steps.

I found myself fronting my pretty fricnd
of the day before.

“Good morning,” she said, evenly, look-
ing shrewdly, I thought, at my tousled
appearance.

I bowed.

“You see I am prompt.
Paradise will be pleased.”

“I am sure he will be,” responded the
young woman, dryly. “I am Mr. Para-
dise.”

My face, I suppose, showed my sur-
prise.

But it was evident she was not jesting,
and it occurred to me that I dared not
seem curious. I bowed again, in acknow!-
edgement of the introduction.

“You seem upset,” she said. “You
would appear to have been running. And
you have lost your hat!”

1t would be easy enough for her to dis-
cover what had happened. Realizing this,
I resolved to tell the story myself, which
I managed with some really excellent
faltering.

“My hat,” I stammered, “was shot from
my head! I was running. I was never
so frightened in my life.”

“Yes? Tell me about it!”

I hope Mr.
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NSPIRATION gripped me. I would
I confront her with the typewritten
note, and call it the basis of my fright. I
slowly produced the message and handed
it to her.

“It kept me awake half the night,” I
confessed, when I had told her how I had
received it. “And so I came here, this

morning, before ten o'clock, to look
around. I was afraid I didn’t
know what to think and then that
man . . .”

“Harper?”

“If that is his name! Ie found me
Jlooking at the house, and chased me with
arifle,and . . .1”

Mr. Paradise suddenly threw back her
shapely head and laughed merrily.

“You are a quite flagrant coward, Mr.
Garland, if you are afraid of being
kissed!” she taunted. “I shall not blame
you for running from Harper.”

I rapidly adjusted a blush, and contrived
to stammer.

“If it were only that!” I said. “But
surely you see that—that it ix a mechan-
ical error—that word! The writer in-
tended to say ‘killed’.”

“Do you think so?" she asked, mock-
ingly. “Why~"”

I gave my reasons in dctail, setting
forth my Sherlockian deductions with
some pride. She listened patiently, with
a little smile at the corners of her lips.
When I had finished, she stood up and
came around to where I stood.

“That is very clever,” she said, “but you
are quite mistaken. I assure you that
the writer of that note meant exactly
what he said.”

“You mean . . .?"

“T know,” said Mr. Paradise, kindly,
“because I wrote it!”

My head began to feel light. The room
revolved with the chandelier as an axis,

“VWhen you kiss me,” she added, “please
put enough enthusiasm into the action to
suggest that it is not distasteful.”

“My God!” 1 said.

Suddenly she was at my side, and her
voice was hissing in my car:
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“Quickly, fool! We are being
watched !”

Well, it was a gift of the gods, and net
for me to refuse. I kissed her with con-
siderable fervor, and, having started,

found it difficult to stop.

you

IV. In The Moonlight

courier—a hfne-sounding word, with

a flavor of old days in it. But of its
immediate application, I was given no
clew. I was to do as I was told, that was
clear, and in due time I would be ready
for the higher test, whatever it might be.
There seemed to be amazingly little done
about the place. The servants went about
their ordinary tasks in leisurely fashion,
and the duties of the lovely creature who
called herself Mr. Paradise. as nearly as
I was able to make out, had to do with
the reading of innumerable novels, As
she did her reading at a desk, there was
lent to the performance an air of business,
The objectionable Harper seemed to
spend his time alternately on the roof
and in the gardens, and he was seldom
without a pipe.

We dined together in almost complete
silence, in the early afternoon of the day
of my arrival. My presence, perhaps, was
responsible for that. Harper. for all his
ungenteel appearance, conducted himself
at table like a gentleman. \We were waited
upon by the pleasant. middle-aged woman
who had grected me at the door, and
when we were half through the meal, I
saw her passing upstairs by a set of steps
at the rear. with a tray of steaming food.

Somcbody on the second floor was hav-
ing his dinner in privacy! I thought of
the “invalid” of whom my street acquaint-
ance had spoken, and wondcered mightily.
But I said no word.

“I'll be obliged, Harper,” said Mr. Par-
adise, when we had pushed back our
chairs, “if you’ll show Mr, Garland about
the place. It will be well for him to know
his way about. Return him to me, please.
in an hour. Mr. Garland i< to be my pri-

IT DIEVELOPED that I was to be a
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vate courier, and you are to accept such
orders from him as come from me.”

HE man nodded politely enough,

then turned his murderous red eyes
upon me. I stepped forward without a
word, and together we passed from the
room.

“You won’t need to see the grounds, I
suppose ?” he sneered, when we were clear
of the dining hall. “But the house will
be new to you. This big room in the
center we call the ‘Meeting Room’! It
isn’t much used just now; and there’s a
row of bedrooms off this long hall that
are private. None of ’em occupied at
present, but as you may be sent to ’em,
you'd better glance into ’em. This is
called the ‘Red Room,” on account of the
wallpaper, and next door’s the ‘Blue
Room,” and beyond that’s the ‘White
Room.” If you ain’t color blind, you can’t
miss 'em. But don’t make any mistakes.
If you're sent to the Red Room, it’s just
as well not to go to the Blue Room—and
don’t you forget that!”

“I’m sorry there’s no Green Room,” I
..said. “It’s my favorite color. This is a
.-regular Bluebeard episode, isn’t it?”

He looked at me suspiciously,
grunted.

“We'll go downstairs,” he said, and led
the way into what seemed to be a half
basement, fitted out as luxuriously as
the floor above. In a moment we had
entered what appeared to be a music room,
since two upright pianos were there, one
at either end of the chamber. There was
also a tall cabinet of heavy mahogany.
My guide looked at me with half a grin
on his wolfish face. ’

“This,” he observed, “is the armory!”

Stepping quickly forward to the near-
est piano, he threw back the top lid, and
bade me look within. When I had done
so, I received a shock. The piano was a
hollow shell, and the cavity within was
crammed with rifles, packed in neat rows.

My eyes swung to the second instru-
ment.

“No,” he chuckled, “that’s real” Ta

and
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prove it, he ran his heavy fingers brutally
over the keys, bringing forth a furious
discord. “The cabinet,” he added, “is
loaded with ammunition.”

I smiled feebly.

“Where are the machine guns?” I asked.

“We couldn’t get ’em into the room,”
he grinned, “so we put 'em in the grounds.
They're hidden by the bushes—four of
‘'em—one at each corner of the grounds.”

But in that I was certain he lied, for I
knew every inch of the grounds, myself.

“Jack,” he said, “has charge of these
things. He sleeps in a little room off this
one, and he wakes easily. Don't ever
come in without letting him know who
you are. If you need a pistol, in the
night, you’ll find one in your own room.
IEvery room has its automatic, and plenty
of ammunition. This is only a reserve.”

By this time, I may as well confess, my
head was whirling.

“There’s a sub-basement below this,”
he added casually, “but we needn’t go
down. \Ve keep the dogs there, and
they’re death to strangers. I'll introduce
you to ’em, some day, and if they take to
you, all right. If they don’t—!” He
shrugged eloquently.

O WONDER they wanted a coward!
What they wanted, apparently, was
someone they could stuff with lies, think-
ing to frighten him so that there would
he no prying curiosity into the real mean-
ing of this strange house and its inmates.

We climbed to the second floor, and,
avoiding the room where Mr. Paradise
read novels at her desk, swung down a
central corridor. The elderly servant was
leaving a bedroom on the right, with an
cmpty tray. This room my guide delib-
erately ignored.

“No one goes in there,” he said, “but
Mrs. Balcom, the woman that let you in,
and Mr. Paradise. Mr. Purviance is an
invalid, and can’t be disturbed. But you'll
know him a damn sight better, later on.
The bedroom opposite yours belongs to
Mr. Paradise, and that one at the far
end is mine. You necdn’t look in, and
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I'm seldom there.
the roof.”

We ascended a narrow, coiling stair-
way, somewhat like a fire escape, and
emerged suddenly on a flat roof, in the
center of which reared the observatory I
had seen from the street. This we en-
tered, and I was looking at a fine and
powerful telescope.

“We command the country for miles
around,” waggled the blue jaw. “We are
prepared for any emergency. I believe
we could even repulse cavalry!”

I did not doubt it.

“Take a look,” he invited, and I bent
my eye to the telescope. The village be-
low leaped up to meet me, and through
a second story window, half a mile away,
I could see a pretty young woman drying
her hair.

A man was busily painting a flagstaff
on the roof above her, and in a tree, in
the street below, a small boy was con-
tentedly puffing a cigarette.

Catching the direction of my gaze, Har-
per sprang at me savagely.

“Damn you!” he shrilled. “That’s my
girl! Turn it the other way!”

It developed that the telescope was piv-
otal, and obediently I swung it about
gradually, sweeping the landscape and
the lake. Suddenly, I arrested its prog-
Tess.

A pleasant little cove had come into my
vision, landlocked on three sides, and
within this enclosure a small steam yacht
swung at anchor. Her brass fittings shone
brightly in the sun.

“Ah, you've found it!” said my guide,
composedly. “Well, that’s ours, too, and
a right powerful little boat she is. You'll
see more of her before you’re done with
this place.”

He calmly placed a cap over the end
of the telescope, without waiting for me
to remove my eye from the other end;
and I understood from the sudden dark-
ness that the peep show was at an end.

“Come on,” he ordered, brusquely, “it’s
time to go back. I'd as soon face a ma-
chine gun as Mr. Paradise in a rage!”

Now we’ll go up to
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FTER this surprising confession, he

led the way down, by the same de-
vious route, and piloted me to the sunny
front room where, at her desk, still sat
the lovely figure of Mr. Paradise.

“Well,” she asked, looking up from her
book, “how do you like the place?”

“It’s very interesting,” I said, lamely,
“and very—mysterious!”

She laughed lightly.

“When you are accustomed to it, you
won't ever care to leave it,” she said, sig-
nificantly.

“I don’t care to leave it now,” I said.

“There is nothing for you to do, at
present,” she continued, “so you may lie
about in the grounds, if you like, or in
your room. Or, there is an excellent
library downstairs; you might read, if you
care to.”

And so for the rest of the afternoon,
greatly wondering, I puttered about the
house and grounds. With every minute
my mystification increased, but of one
thing I was already certain. The whole
house was waiting! Something was to
happen, and that probably very soon. Un-
til it happened, there would be nothing
for me to do. This knowledge came to
me more by instinct than anything else,
but I was sure I was right.

I retired early, and smoked innumerable
cigarettes in my room. My window was
up to its fullest extent, and a pleasant
breeze was blowing in from the lake. My
room overlooked one side of the grounds.
It was an admirable night to see, and to be
seen. A fine, full, silver moon floated,
like a newly-minted coin, in the heavy
velvet sky, and a million stars were points
of ice against the same dark background.

FTER some hours of tobacco and

speculation, I yawned and looked at
my watch in the moonlight. It was nearly
midnight. I determined to turn in, and
was on the point of doing so, when a
patch of light sprang out of the earth,
below and to one side of my window. I
knew that the lights in one of the adjoin-
ing bedrooms had been lighted. From
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the position of the light, I judged that
it was Mr. Paradise who was astir, and
once I saw her shadow, colossally dis-
torted, cross the square of light on the
grass.

Then the light vanished. I looked out
of the window, and heard the door at the
front of the house open and close. Steps
sounded on the verandah, and on the
stairs. I pulled my head back, standing
in darkness so that I could look diagon-
ally onto the lawn. The steps now had
left the asphalt of the walk, and were
treading earth.

They came on slowly, and in a moment
the walkers were in view. Two figures
were outlined in the moonlight, and I saw
that one was supporting the other. The
heavier figure walked with a pronounced
limp, and with some panting. The sup-
porting figure was lighter, and could only
be that of the mysterious Mr. Paradise.
Undoubtedly, then, the lame man was the
still more mysterious Mr. Purviance. 1
watched them with eager eyes.

The figures passed below my window
in silence, and there was an interval of
even deeper silence before they reappeared.
They had traversed the grounds in a cir-
cle, when again I saw them, and were be-
ginning again to make the circuit. But
now they were talking.

I strained my ears, but could catch no
sentence of their conversation. Only one
word was my reward, and that a strange
one. The word was “Prince.”

A third time they made the round, and
then a window was flung up farther down,
and a low whistle floated across the lawn.
Instantly, the two below wheeled and re-
treated to the house. I heard the click of
Purviance’s stick on the gravel and on
the asphalt, his heavy steps on the front
stairs, then the opening and closing of
the front door. After that I heard
nothing; and suddenly, out of nowhere
and dreams, it occurred to me that I did
not know that this was an old man that
had leaned on a young woman’s arm.

Something flicked my imagination for
a moment, but when I tried to grasp it, it
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was gone. Nor could all my thinking
recapture it. For a moment something
very strange had been almost clear to me:
the next moment nothing was clear, and
I had a headache.

Hours later, it seemed, when I was in
bed, I heard the door of Mr. Paradise’s
room close softly.

V. The Duel

F[‘HE following day was similarly
eventless, so far as I was concerned,
and for a time I was threatened at
the very outset with ennui. Inaction is
not my best role. I was courier to Mr.
Paradise—very well, indeed!—but who
was Mr. Paradise, and what were to be
my actual duties? Did they involve jour-
neys by the trim yacht concealed in the
bay?

Had they a bearing upon the affairs of
the strange man who kept his room by
day, and tramped the gardens -at mid-
night? The fact is, I yearned for some
excitement, and the prospect of weeks of
inactivity, waiting for something—I knew
not what—to happen, was far from allur-
ing.

However, the episode was yet young.
I would give it a fair trial.

My mood changed, later in the day, as
an idea struck me. I resolved to have a
look at the mysterious Mr. Purviance. I
wanted to see this person with his swath-
ings torn away, to look into his face and
know the man I served. Harper’s half
warning had indicated that Purviance was
important and dangerous. Very well, I
was important myself, and upon occasion
I, too, could be dangerous. But my in-
tention was to be secret, at this time, and
give the invalid no opportunity to dis-
cover me in the act.

I would wait until midnight—until the
lame eremite had gone forth from his
room for his midnight stroll. Then I
would enter his room and await his re-

turn. Beyond this point, I made no
plans. Circumstances must direct me
thereafter.
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HE scheme was simplicity itself, and

with the departure of the concealed
Purviance, I had no difficulty in entering
the chamber. I heard the approach of
Mr. Paradise, the opening of the door,
the steps of both descending the stairs,
the opening and closing of the front door.
Now, in the darkness, I turned the knob
of the door leading to Purviance's room
and boldly pushed in.

The blinds were tightly drawn, and the
place was heavy with blackness and si-
lence. I flashed a thin light around it,
from my pocket torch. Apparently it was
an ordinary enough bedchamber. The
furniture was rich, yet simple; the paper-
ing severe and cold. No pictures adorned
the walls, and the closet revealed only a
few suits of men’s clothes, well-made and
with no revealing clews to their owner’s
identity, All this was very discouraging.

My search must have lasted longer
than I had thought, for, suddenly, I heard
footsteps approaching, and concluded that
the strollers were returning. Hastily
slipping back into the closet, I drew the
door to, leaving a thin crack for light,
and concealed myself beneath (or at least
partly beneath) a heavy suit of gray
tweed. The door opened.

Silence lay around me as thickly as a
blanket. Yet I knew that a man had en-
tered the room. Only one man, and
therefore it was not Purviance! Or, if it
were, what had become of Mr. Paradise?
No light heralded his approach. With
catlike footsteps I heard him slip about
the room; then his hand was laid upon
the handle of the door behind which I
crouched.

Discovery was inevitable. Here, too,
was an intruder like myseclf, or so I chose
to believe. It was an interesting situa-
tion—for a coward!

I gripped my electric torch and waited.

. . The door was pulled slowly open.
On the instant, I flashed the full
strength of my beam into the face of the
intruder, who fell back with a cry of sur-
prise, then came at me with a rush.

It was Harper, the bully of the Ven-
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dome, and my guide of the day before.

“Damn you!” he panted. “I knew you
were snooping here, Come out, you ad-
jective spy, you! Come out quick, or I'll
let daylight through you!”

SNAPPED off my light and caught
his wrists, and we wrestled for a mo-
ment in darkness. He was a powerful
animal, but I was not a child, myself.
And I knew a trick or two unknown to
him. In a moment he was helpless,
though his tongue still worked furiously.
“Dry up, Harper!” I said at length. “If
I let you go, will you keep your mouth
shut and come to my room, for the end
of this discussion?”

He assented with surprising readiness,
and taking him at his word I released his
wrists, Pushing him ahead of me, I left
the room, and in a few moments we were
facing one another in my chamber, with
lights on full. e kept our shadows
from falling on the shade, however, an
excess of caution at which we both grimly
smiled. The whole episode of Harper's
descent upon me, our grapple, and our
peaceable settlement of the immediate dif-
ference, had taken less than ten minutes.
It had been less than half an hour since
I had pushed into Purviance’s room.

“Well?” 1 queried, briefly.

“Who are you?” he asked, with equal
curtness.

“A coward!” I smiled at him.

“You’re a hell of a coward!” was his
flaming tribute.

“Well, a hero, then,” I said, amiably.

“What's your game?” he demanded,
again.

“No game,” I assured him. “I am sim-

‘ply curious about your Mr. Purviance. I

thought I'd have a look at him. What
was your game?”’

“I thought I'd have to look at yow!” he
retorted, ferociously. “I know you, Mr,
Rupert Garland, or whatever your name
is! You're a gov'ment spy, that’s what
you are! And what's more, I'll let that
silly little female know about it before
I'm an hour older. Then we'll seel”
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“Why should a government spy be in-
terested in the movements of you peo-
ple?” I asked.

“Why is a mouse?” he asked, sardon-
ically. “You don’t know anything, do
you? Oh, of course not!” His irony
was rich and broad.

“Well,” I said, “if you're going to de-
nounce me—although I'm not a govern-
ment spy!—I don’t see how I can let you
go. I'll have to keep you prisoner until
you listen to reason.”

He laughed boisterously.

“Quit kidding!” he commanded. “Do
you know what I'm going to do? I'm
going to see Mr. Paradise as soon as she
comes up, put vour goose on ice, and then
take her orders. And do you know what
her orders will be? To slit your throat!”

“You wouldn’t do that!” I said, re-
proachfully.

“With real pleasure,” he assured me,
evilly,

“A cheap murderer, eh?”

“Not very cheap,” he said, shrewdly.

T DAWNED upon me that this persi-

flage was getting me nowhere, and
that this disreputable hireling meant what
he said. He was, in fact, willing to talk
and kill time as long as'I was agreeable.
So I took the affair into my own hands.

“Look here, Harper,” I said, “appar-
ently this is your life or mine, since you
put the case so baldly. It is plainly your
idea that you will have no difficulty in
‘slitting my throat,” as you elegantly ex-
press it; and so I offer you the oppor-
tunity to do it. Will you fight?”

“Will T?

“Very well, then,” I said, “where shall
we go, where we will not be disturbed?
The armory ?”’

“All right!” he said, with alacrity, and
leaped to his feet. “And don’t think, old
bird, that you’ve got a chance,” he added,
“for if you had I wouldn’t be taking one.
But Mr. Paradise has a soft spot for you,
and it’s just as well if I put you away
before she finds it out. She might object,
after all.”
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“Go ahead,” I said, laconically.

Thus it was that, while. Mr. Paradise
and his—or her—mysterious employer
tramped the gardens without, two des-
perate men negotiated the lower hallways
of the grim old house, and came at length
into the quiet room known as the armory.

“Swords?” asked Harper, with a grin.

“As you please,” I answered. “Swords
will do.”

He flung open the tall cabinet, and pro-
duced a set of duelling swords with the
celerity of a conjurer. One he handed to
me, and I tried it a bit awkwardly, for
I had no intention of letting him know
that I was an accomplished swordsman.

He carefully closed and locked the doors
at both ends of the room. Then he fell
into position with tight lips that boded
ill for me if he should reach me.

No sooner had our blades crossed than
I knew, with some surprise, that here was
a fellow who knew the game. He was
no mean duelist, this blue-jawed Harper.
My utmost skill would be necessary to
touch him. His wrist was of iron.

OR a time we fenced carefully, feel-

ing one another out. Harper’s sur-

prise must have been as great as mine.

I had not his brute strength, but I was

more agile; and if his wrist was of iron,
mine was of steel.

Our feet danced in circles about the
room. Now he was at one end and now
at the other; we advanced and retreated,
changing positions one with the other.

I tried a number of easy thrusts, all of
which were met and parried with great
skil. The man was a master. After one
of my childish thrusts, he smiled, and
replied with a vicious lunge over my guard
that all but took me in the throat. I
leaped back, and his harsh laugh grated
through the room. He, at least, had no
doubt about the outcome.

I fenced more carefully, and managed,
after a time, with a swift forward plunge
of body and arm, to put my point through
his sleeve. He avoided the thrust by a
miracle, and his face changed.
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The ring of our steel filled the room,
as the contest waxed hotter, and I thought
his breath began to come more heavily.
I was wearing him down. Yet neither of
us had drawn blood. We fought with
greater equality than I had fancied.

Quite suddenly he wavered, and made
the thrust of a boy. I turned it aside
with ease, and now it was my turn to
smile. My arm straightened as he lum-
bered forward—then, before I knew what
had happened, his point was at my heart.
It had been a trick, and I was nearer
death than at any time in my wild career.
Desperately I leaped away, pushing aside
his blade with my bare left hand. I felt
the warm blood trickle down my fingers,
and then a searing pain in my left shoul.
der. His point had found a bed; but I
had deflected his lunge sufficiently to save
my life.

He laughed again, and bis little red
eyes flamed death at me; his yellow teeth
grated through his half-opened, snarling
lips; his blade sang against mine with
sinister melody. The tear in my shoulder,
and my lacerated left hand were giving
me pain. . . . Well, I would try a trick
of my own.

My eyes glazed, and my point wavered
downward. He leaped forward with fu-
rious joy. As he leaped, I fell forward
beneath his blade, until my left knee was
upon the floor, and my left hand was
daubing the boards with blood. And as
I fell, my right arm straightened, shoul-
der-high.

He plunged forward against my point.
« « o I felt the steel pass into flesh. . . .
His horrible, gasping cry sounded above
me. . . .

“Let me in!” cried a low, thrilling voice
beyond the door—the voice of Mr. Para-
dise. “Let me in, I say! What are you
doing? Harper! Rupert! You are fight-
ing! Oh, let me in!”

All in a low, furious, distracted whisper.

I wiped my blade on Harper’s limp
shirt, and walked to the door. Slowly I
turned the key, and pulled open the bar-
rier.
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She rushed past me into the room, and
with a cry fell on her knees beside the
body of Harper.

“Dead!” she whispered. 1 nodded
gravely.

“Thank God!” said Mr. Paradise, sud-
denly.

And then she was weeping quietly on
my shoulder, while I endeavored to hide
from her view the red tear in my shirt,
and the torn fingers of my hand.

V1. The Man in the Street

HE loyalty exacted by Mr. Para-

I dise from her servants was a thing

to wonder at. This Harper affair,
instead of involving me in enormous dif-
ficulties, as I had confidently expected,
seemed to be accepted as the most natural
thing in the world. Mr. Paradise herself
had bandaged my hurts, and I had turned
in and slept soundly in spite of myself,
to wake in the morning refreshed and
eager to arise. This Mrs. Balcom, who
attended me, forbade, explaining that her
orders were strict. I pleaded that my
shoulder was just a little stiff, and that I
had no immediate use for my left hand;
but she was adamant, and so perforce I
remained in bed, while the world about us
wagged on much as ever.

What had become of the body of the
unfortunate Harper I had no means of
knowing until the following day when,
having risen in the face of protest from
my bed, I was summoned to the presence
of Mr. Paradise.

“I shall not ask embarrassing ques-
tions, Mr. Garland,” she said, quietly.
“This affair between yourself and Harper
seems to have been of some days’ stand-
ing, and it has ended unfortunately for
the man I am best able to spare. I con-
fess, however, I am beginning to view
your cowardice with something akin to
suspicion.”

“It was my life or his,” I stammered,
“and even a rat will fight for its life.”

“Your knowledge of the sword must be
remarkable, at any rate,” she said. “How-
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ever, that is past. I have had Harper re-
moved, without ostentation, and we shall
forget the incident. I fancy I owe you
some explanation, which- unhappily I can-
not give you just yet. You have been
kept in the dark as to your duties, and
have had to find employment for your-
self. It could not be helped. The fact is,
affairs have not turned out as we had
planned, and at the moment we have no
use for you in the role for which you
were employed. WWe may have before
long; I can not tell. It may be that we
shall never employ you. This may not
be satisfactory to you, but it is all I can
say, and, as it happens, it is quite impos-
sible for us to let you go, now that you
have come among us.”

“l have no wish to go,” I said. “And
whenever you need me, I hope I shall be
ready.” )

“Indeed, I hope so, too.” she said, smil-
ing strangely.

But my employment was to begin
sooner than either of us thought. It be-
gan the following afternoon.

HAD BEEN up on the roof in the
morning, and looking through the tel-
escope had failed to discover the little
vessel in the bay. This had set me to
wondering, until it occurred to me that
possibly Harper had been given a burial
at sea, as it were. In the afternoon, Mr.
Paradise sent for me, and I was directed
to go down to the lake and receive a
package from the captain of the yacht.
Minute directions were given me, as to
my journey to the bay, and it was evident
that I' was to make the trip unobserved
by strangers.
What was much less evident was why
I was told, almost in confidence, that I
might come back through the village and
stop off at the post office to ask for mail.
No mail was delivered at the. house,
and there was no reason to seek it in the
village. Further, the village certainly con-
tained strangers, one of whom, at least,
was interested in our movements. Yet I
was to make the journey to the boat in
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secret, and come back from it (with what-
ever package it was I was to get), through
the very heart of the town. This looked
to me like folly. but I said nothing.

By a circuitous ro4te, I reached the lit-
tle bay, and was taken off to the yacht in
a small launch or tender, operated by a
single man whom I had not before seen.
The day was fine and the water delight-
ful. I would gladly have remained indefi-
nitely, but beyond an invitation to smoke
a Havana on the deck, while my dispatca
box was being procured, I received no
hint that my presence would be welcome
on the yacht. And, of course, I had or-
ders, after all, to return. She was a fine
and clean vessel, The Flame (the name
painted on the yacht's stern), and her
brass railings shone brightly in the sun-
light. She carried a small crew, so far
as I was able to ascertain. The captain
was an affable enough fellow, who wore
a sort of half uniform; that is to say, he
wore a cap and a blue serge jacket, and
carried some exceptional binoculars.

My return package turned out to be a
small portfolio, such as lawyers carry,
apparently stuffed with papers. This I
took, and was taken back to the shore,
where without further word my friendly
seaman left me,

With a parting look of admiration at
the trim craft I was leaving, I set off
along a path toward the nearest thor-
oughfare, and before long was in the
center of village activity. I bore off for
the post office, where, quite as I expected,
there was no mail whatever for Mr.
Adrian Purviance.

SI LEFT the doorway, a man jostled
me, and I turned to see the detective-
looking individual who had stopped me
on the first day of my employment.
“Pardon me!” he apologized, and then
exclaimed: “Hello, it’s you! So you
decided to remain for a few days.”
“Yes,” I replied, readily, “but you were
right. The place is dead enough in all
conscience.
He laughed.
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“Did you manage to get a- view of the
Cowdery place?” he asked. “You were
bent on seeing it, you remember.”

“I got into the grounds, at least,” I said,
and made a face. “And I had a talk with
a fellow there, who seemed to be gar-
dener. But the man’s not Cowdery—not
now, anyway. It’'s Ad—something like
Adriance.”

“Purviance,” he said, instantly; then
scowled, and looked at me as if he had
spoken without thought.

“Yes,” I replied, “Adrian Purviance,
that’s it! A collector, I believe—rugs,
pictures, porcelains, and the rest.”

He smiled politely.

“I understand he has a beautiful daugh-
ter,” he mrised.

“Indeed!”

“Yes, she is a sort of legend in the vil-
lage.”

“I should like to see her.”

“So should I,” he said, rather grimly I
thought. He added: “I thought perhaps
you had had a glimpse of her.”

“Just a glimpse,” I returned. “Of course,
I had no knowledge of the relationship.
His daughter, you say?”

“So they say,” he sneered, suddenly,
My face colored, and my impulse was “o
knock him down. Yet I had invited his
remark.

It was apparent that we were talking
at cross purposes. He, too, felt it.

“Shall we drop our masks?” he asked,
at length.

“With pleasure,” I said.

“What are you doing there, Mr. Gar-
land?” he asked, instantly.

“If you will prove your right to ask, I
will be happy to answer,” I said.

“That’s fair!” He dived a hand into
his pocket and produced a small leather
card case, beneath an ising-glass pane in
which lay a printed card. The card certi-
fied to the bearer’s entire trustworthiness
and probity, and revealed the not sur-
prising information that he was a mem-
ber of the government’s detective force.

“Very well,” I said. “The fact is, I don't
know what I'm doing, yet. I -was em-
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ployed through an advertisement as a
messenger, and for what purpose I have
no idea.”

“I believe you,” said the detective.
“Permit me to -tell you that Mr. Adrian
Purviance is one of the most dangerous
men in America, today. He plans nothing
less than the overthrow of government
and civilization on this continent. Not
that his plans will ever carry through;
but he is always a menace. He has been
watched for some time, and it has been
our hope that he would be caught with—
as the saying goes—‘the goods on him’.”

“And his—daughter?” I asked.

He shrugged.

“Why do you tell me this?” I pressed
him. .

“Because,” he answered, “you can be
of service to us. There is little you can
tell us that we do not know. But if we
had a friend in that house, it would spare
us much labor. Purviance had an acci-
dent, not long since, and still has a bad
leg. It is his leg that has kept him idle.
His yacht is below here, and almost any
night we expect him to make a break for
it. If we had knowledge in advance of
the night he intended to leave. . .
You see?”

“Yes,” I said, slowly.
his words over in my head.

I had no intention, of course, of be-
traying my employers. But I did wish to
ascertain how much was known to this
man, and what his intentions were.

“We could arrange signals,” he said.
“and apparently you are trusted. You
can come out and meet me here.”

“If you still lack evidence,” I said, “what
good will an arrest do?”’

“You will procure the evidence,” he
said, coolly. “Indeed, you possibly have
it on you.”

His significant glance fell upon the
portfolio beneath my arm.

“Come,” he added, “let’s have a look, at
least. That will do no harm. Or turn
over the whole thing to me, and tell them
at the house that you were held up and
it was taken from you. Believe me, they

I was turning
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will accept your word. They know quitc
well that their game is about up.”

But there I rebelled.

“No!"” I said, and smiled into his eyes.

“Yes!” he replied, with equal firmness.
But he did not smile.

His right hand came out of his side
pocket, casually, and in the palm of his
hand lay a small and deadly pistol. The
fittle black hole looked at me unwink-
ingly. 4

“I can take it, you see,” he observed.

GREAT light came over me, a sud-
den, paralyzing thought. I was sup-
posed to be a coward! I had been sent
on this journey, with deliberate instruc-
tions to return through the village! Could
it be possible that Mr. Paradise . . .?

But I would not think it.

He watched me closely. Suddenly he
came nearer, and pushed the muzzle of
the tiny death-dealing pistol into my side,
while with his left hand he seized a corner
of the portfolio.

“Have sense, Garland!” he said.
government is behind me.
dupe.” :

I released my hold on the portfolio.
The thought now was clearer. After all,
it was this great detective who was the
dupe. It all pointed to that conclusion.
Undoubtedly, the packet of papers was
intended to be taken from me; had indeed
been prepared to fall into enemy hands.
I, as a coward, would of course give it up.
And at the house, Mr. Paradise would be
pleased. These papers . . what were
they? At any rate, they were planned to
lead the detectives astray.

“All right,” I grumbled, “but you've got
to take care of me, when this thing is
over. I'm not rich.”

He smiled.

“You’'ll get yours,” he said, reassuringly.
“Now beat it back to the house as hard
as you can., Run in panting, if you like,
and report the holdup. Make it good!
And meet me here the next time you get
out. If you hear anything at night, get
out whatever happens and let me know.

“The
You are a
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I or another will be outside the grounds,
at the intersection with the next estate,
Don’t fail !”

“What's your name?” I asked, boldly.

“Emmett,” he answered. ’

“All right, Emmett,” I said; and again
he laughed. What an ass he thought me!

And what a coward Mr. Paradise would
think me, even though she would be
pleased! I began to be highly displeased
with myself.

On my return, I went directly to the
office-chamber of my fair employer. She
looked up expectantly, and I hung my
head. I thought she smiled.

“I’'ve been robbed,” I said, without in-
troduction.

“Of the papers?” she asked, swiftly,
breathlessly. '

“Yes!”

She drew a long breath. Was it relief?
I did not look up.

“How did it happen?”

I stammered out my tale, and she heard
me through without a word. Then hes
scorn flamed out.

“For a time I suspected you,” she said.
“I doubted your cowardice. When you
killed Harper I was almost glad—Gad
help me! Glad that tire man I thought
was a coward, was not a coward! Now,
I know! Oh, what a creature!

I could have laughed aloud at her dis-
tress.

“But a coward is not necessarily a fool !
I said, when she had finished.

She turned like a flash of light.

“What do you mean?”

“Only, Mrs. Purviance, that I have ful-
filled my task with intelligence, and now
ask to be released from my position. It
grows distasteful.”

She stared at me as if I had gone crazy.

“A real coward,” I continued, acidly,
for I was enjoying myself now, “might
have bungled your plans hopelessly. As
it is, all is well; the false papers have
been delivered as you wished, and I am
still at your personal service, although no
longer in your employ. Why you ever
thought you needed a coward,” I added,

”»
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“I do not know. Why did you not turn
over the papers yourself? Or let Harper
do it? Or Mrs. Balcom?”

HE gasped. After a long moment,

she seemed to grasp the purport of
my words. She laughed a little, I am
sure.

“You mean you gave up the papers,
believing I wished them turned over?”
she asked. ‘“Believing them to be false,
as you say, and intended to deceive?”

“Quite so?” ‘

Suddenly she was laughing in earnest,
and coming forward she seized my hand.

“Forgive me,” she begged. “What led
you into this adventure, I don’t know, but
I see I have been more fortunate than I
thought. And you are partly right. I
did want those papers taken from you,
but—" Her voice sank to a sibilant whis-
per—*“they are not false!”

“Not false?’ I echoed.

“Not so loud! No, the papers tell the
truth about this Purviance! The truth
that I wanted known, but did not dare
to tell myself. I was bound. And so I
got a coward—” She laughed again. “A
coward!”

“Then we are allies!” I said.

“Perhaps,” she replied, “but T cannot
betray him—and tonight is the night!”

VII. The Flight

HE house used as headquarters by

| Purviance and his gang had been
leased furnished, and none of the
servants, save only the dead Harper, was
concerned in the affairs of Adrian Pur-
viance. They would no doubt be ques-
tioned and bothered, but no ultimate harm
would come to them. They could not be
connected with the rifles, since the rifles
were to be taken to the ship, and a hollow
piano means nothing in particular. The
dogs, as well as “Jack,” it developed, were
inventions- of the ingenious scoundrel
whom I had killed—the right hand man
of Purviance, and a rascal well out of
the world. The fine telescope, I was told,
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would have to be sacrificed, but I. pri-
vately resolved to make application for it
myself, when all was over.

I had confessed everything to Mr. Para-
dise, and she was not displeased.

“And you,” I said, “are Mrs. Purviance,
after all?”

“Yes,” she admitted. “I am his wife in
name, and that only through the deceit
and trickery of my guardian. Purviance
was supposed to be dying, and to help
my guardian—who is my uncle—out of a
grave difficulty, I consented to marry this
man, and become his widow. I was told
he would not live twenty-four hours. It
was all a lie. He was not even ill. But it
was too late, when I discovered that, to
withdraw. I hated him from the first,
and it was agreed that we should keep our
separate’ rooms until he was out of
trouble. He really loved me, I think. At
any rate, he was kind enough to me, al-
though savage with others.”

“You could have easily dissolved the
marriage,” I insisted.

“Not without bringing disgrace upon
my mother’s brother,” she said. “No, I
thought it all over, and decided to wait
and see what happened. I was certain
that sooner or later he would be taken
in a criminal act, and I could then apply
for a divorce without any suspicion. I
pretented to fall in with his plans, and
even became what I am now—a sort of
secretary, with a fantastic name to de-
ceive the curious. When I learned that
it was his plan to flee the country, taking
me with him, I made up my mind that I
had gone far enough. The plan to hire
a coward was my own silly idea—received
from much reading of novels, I suppose—
and I was obliged to tell Purviance that
I was hiring a young man who was in
love with me, and who would do our
every bidding. We needed such a man,
and I was encouraged to deceive you.
You recall that I forced you to kiss me.
He was watching then, and I thought he
was suspicious. The note I wrote you
was a silly test of your alleged cowardice.
I think that is all you have not surmised.”
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“The fact is,” I made answer, “I am a
coward!”

She looked at me amazed.

“I want to tell you that I leve you,” I
continued, “and I am afraid!”

She looked serious,

“I am glad,” she said, at length. “But
I am still in a sad predicament. Please
say no more just now. \We are still sur-
rounded by great danger.”

“You will aid him to escape?” I asked

“Yes,” she said, “but praying all the
time that he will not! If the detectives
cannot get him now, certainly they are
not worth the name. But if I flinch, he
will kill me.”

“Then J shall hinder his escape,” I said.

“I don’t like it,” she answered. “I
should prefer that it come about in some
other way. You can’t kill him, you know,
without its being murder; and I don't
want him killed! Don’t think that I'm
entirely cruel and bloodthirsty! I only
want to free myself from this fearful
tangle.”

I said no more.

[GHT was all about us, and the final .

light in the house had been extin-
guished, when we were ready to depart.
The servants were asleep. In the silence,
then, the door of Purviance’s room
opened, and I heard his limping step in
the hall.

“This, then, is Prince Rupert,” boomed
a low, mocking voice, at my ear.

I laughed and bowed in the darkness.

“I am the Prince, then?” I asked.

“It is our pet name for you,” he said.
“Have a care tonight, my dear Prince,
for I shall be behind you all the way, with
a pistol at your back. Your little play
with Mr. Paradise is at an end, and we
have no time for tricks. \When we are
safely on board, you may go.”

“Where?” I asked, as if bewildered,

“To the devil, if you will,” he answered,
politely.

“Mr. Garland will not betray you,” said
his wife, coldly. “Are you ready?”

“All right,” he said, “open the door!”
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I stepped forward and slipped the
latch; then softly drew the door inward,.
I would have shouted, but that I feared
he would injure the woman beside him.

Somewhere, not far off, was Emmett.

We descended the steps, slowly, one
on either side of Purviance.

“Captain Osterman is close at hand,
sir,” I whispered. “He is to meet us be-
vond the gate. Shall I signal him?

“Yes,” he said, “and remember what I
am carrying in my hand!”’

My low whistle to Emmett floated
across the night, and ‘a moment later we
passed through the gate.

On the instant, I flung my arms about
the man at my side, pinning his arms to
his sides.

“Emmett!” I shouted.

“Coming!” came the voice of the de-
tective; and a pounding of feet sounded
along the walk. Two men ctame into
sight, running hard.

With a furious oath, Purviance tore
himself from my embrace, and fired once
at the oncoming men. They did not
pause, and hurling the weapon from him
the desperate man turned and fled. The
girl's hand was on my arm,

“Let him go!” she whispered.

HE dark form of Purviance was

speeding along the pavement on the

far side of the street, away from the on-

coming detectives. 'The night was so

black that only his movement served to
keep him in sight,

Suddenly two revolvers went off almost

‘together, as the government men opened

fire . . . And near the corner of the
next street, Adrian Purviance tossed his
arms tn the air, clawed in dark circles,
and fell upon the sidewalk

“That done it!” called the voice of
Emmett, and the two detectives passed
us with a rush. “Hold the gir}, Garland!”’
roared back the former, over his shoulder.

But his injunction was unndecessary.

I was holding the weeping girl very
tightly; but not more tightly than she
was holding me.
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From Excelsior, Mexlco Clty

OUR RESTAURANTS!

“Imbecile! The fish you served me eight days ago was better than this.”
“You are the imbecile. I will show you that this is the same £ish!”
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CopsTizht, 1991, by Press Fublishing Co. Carr in New York world

“I betcher hafter put up with a lot of queer lookin’ birds who try to vamp you, hey, what?"
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Especially constructed hat for the woman who hates tobacco smeke?
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Copyright, 1921, by Press Publishing Co,
All is mot—that plops!
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Thomas in The 8ketch. Loodan

THAT’S THE STUFF TO GIVE ’EM!1

He: What about that stuff for your dress?
She: Obh, nobody’s wearing that now!

e: Well, what about this stufi?
She: Why, everybody's wearing that!
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Why bridegrooms are nervous during the ceremony!
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CopsTight, 1921, by The Presa Publisbing Co.

*“I'm sure, cook, you'll like it out in the country!”

Carr in The Philadelphia Inquirer
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Fox In Providence Jounal Copsright, 1921, by Foutaine Fox
The stake-holder at last week’s game had run away with the money!
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Temple 1n Loulsville Times

“Pull 'er tight!”
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The monthly compromise—making your check book tally with the bank’s balance!
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| Gz AvD ENTERTAIN LET HER. *%ONT KNOW
| HISS VAMPY \WHILE ENTERTAIN -
|t DRESS &% HeERser | |10oN'T
L WANT T | | RNOW
: READ MY

TALK CLOTHES
THAT 5 ALWAYS
a3 INTERE

STING
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CHARMINGY
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Yes, THEY ARE
MADE OF

INVISIBLE
HAIR NETS

|

| CAN
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STocKING S
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5§E F (

Cio BACK
Ta\r'éUR ROOH iy
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At

Capyright, 1031, by Press Publishing Co.

Can you beat it?

~ Ketlen In St. Louis Post-Dispatch
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BREAK NICE
uKeLELE !
_—

"THE MORNING AFTER SISTER CLARA'S
BEAU HAD GONE AWAY AND LEFT

HIS UKELELE %‘

Foz In Loutsville Courier Journal Copyright, 1921, by Fontaine Fox
Dad and the baby were the first ones downstairs!
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P APE
w7

TO ARRIWE, AT TAE.
PSYCHOLOGI\CAL MO -
Mmec~NT ?

DEPENDED UPON-—
l

I WRNT EVERY.
TING 1N TH?,

HiS WIFE

> TR
/ v‘
@ﬁ’

L~ ——

AND 1Y REOL.
L FE, ——

LAST THROW,
BovS' rHE.
WIFE'S HOoME,

Copsright, 1921, by New York Evening Post. Inc.

Zere in New York Evening Post

Will someone explain this, please?
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Sybil:
Grace:

She looks after No. 1!
No. 2, you mean—she's a widow!

From The Sketch, London
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From Punch, @. London

THE INDEFATIGABLES—In Four Scenes!

Scene 1: Extract from young lady's letter: ‘‘Dearest Mother: This must be a very
bracing place. Although I golf—

Scene 2: “—and bathe every morning—
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Scene 4: “—and dance all night, yet [ never seem to get tired.”
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Now, boy

/Ptg' ha Ve Some
ovar on the
g/aa’lolas

N\ 7

i PP RO R -

Herold for George Matthew Adams Scrvico

With a smart dog, using the garden hose becomes a mere matter of generalshin!

Protected hysseorge Matthew Adamr’
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From Lustige Blaetter, ©. Berlin

—

THE EVENING SONG
“Ah, Gustave, the old folk-songs always sound so melancholy!"



From Passing Show, London

A-HUNTING WE WILL GO—First Snapshot!
- Stag-hunting in the What-Not Valley.
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From Passing 8how, London

A-HUNTING WE WILL GO~Second Snapshot!
8nake-blowing in the upper reaches of the Pip-Pip.



Kauge 10 the New York World Copyright, 1921, by Press Fublishing Co.

Jimmy McKnutt seems to have the stuff in him for a successful business man. By employ-
ing an old mirror of his mother’s he gets a nickel apiece from the gang for
474 flashing important features in the game across the way.
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B COLE WEATHER en1? WHAT ¥ Dor'T TeLL ME

1t M DN MY WAY TO THE You.DON T PLAY GOLF :'|‘|
CLUR NOWw, You PLay MAN' MAan! o ASHAMED
Don'T. You , i ? OF You'! How Come 7

D10 You EvVER TRy 1T ¥ Wy,
J M, IF YOUENER GOT STARTED
You'D Go CRAZY ovER IT!

CREATEST GAME o4 EARTH !
AD0 10 YEARS To
YOouR LIFE

-

NOW, LISTEN, T1m = You'vE
GOT To COME OuT SOME DAY
ANMD HAVE A Go AT 1T. WELL,
'VE GOT To ZATCH MY TRAIM.
SEE You 300,

:7; f /4

i |

)
|
[t

My FRIEND!
My FfilE.'ND'|
NEI'THER Do |+

PARDON MF FoRr
ADDRE §$ING A TaTaw
STRAMGER BuT Do
vYou PLAY

GOLF?

Copsright, 1921, by H. T. Webster
: . Webster in New York Heral
The beginning of a beautiful friendship! S LS S d
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N EWBOULD

Newbhould in The Bystander, London

AN ANCIENT “WOODCUT" _
Ye Hanging Committee
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From Kasper, Stockbo!m
‘TERROR”

“In this picture I have reached the cummit of naive art. I have, after twelve years of study,
succeeded in drawing a picture as it would be done by a child of eight.”



Somebody Satisfied!

The vegetarian is on the job,
His features wreathed in optimistic leer.

The price of meat he scorns., Corn on
the cob

He now consumes, and smiles from ear
to ear.

—New York Sun.

Two Are Not Company

Bored wife: I wish a friend would
come to see us,

Ditto husband: Yes, or even an enemy,
—I.ondon Opinion.

: Hfan& Picked

~ The best wit
contem

rom C’IH'
arier

From ..ondags Nlsse. Stockholm

“Farewell! We shall meet again!™
“Are you going abroad?'

“No! I'm going round to the other side of
you!l*

478

Worth Something

The schoolmaster was explaining the
mecaning of “B. C.” and “A. D,” and to
sce if his lesson got home he asked the
boys what they would do if they fourid
an old Roman coin stamped thh the
vear B. C, 68.

“Ignore it as a forgery,” said one bo'y,
whose experience as a stamp collector hdd
sharpened his wits. [

“Very good,” said the master. “Obvi-
ously the minters of that time wou{d
know nothing of Christ.” \

“I'd pick it up. though,” said the
schemer of the class: “it might fit a slot
machine.”—Detroit Free Press.

Both Divorced

“I call the Blanks the cream of society.”
“Well, they’'ve both bcen through the
separator.”—Boston Transcript.

Obliging

»
’“She screamed for help when I kissed
her.”

“What did you do then?”

“I gave her a second helping.”"—Kansas
City Star.

That's Suitable

Bullying lawyer: Have you appeared
as a witness in a suit before?

Witness: WHhy, of course!

Bullying lawyer: \What suit was {t?

Witness:
swers,

Rlue serge. — London An-



IE - OHME! oH MY!

SOMETIMES | GET
DISCOIRAGE D.
| HAVE To swiNG THIS TRUNK
3,421, 864 TIMES TO MAKE
A FULL MEAL ON PEANUTS.
PEOPLE EXPECT A FULL SWING

aQ

A MIGHTY SLow WAY FOR A FULL GRowN
ELEPHANT TO GET SUSTENANCE

Prolected by George Matthew Adama Herold for George Matthew Adamos Nervic
Not a political cartoon—just a sympathetic study in natural history!
47!
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Frum Kasper, Stockhoim

WAYSIDE TALES

THE PROFITEER ARRIVES LATE AT THE CONCERT

‘*What are they playing now, Miss?”
“Beethoven's Ninth Symphony!”

“*What!

Have we missed the other eight?”

An Impromptu Definition

Willie: Pop, what is an “impromptu”
speech?
Father: Cne that has been carefully

memorized and then forgotten at the last
minute '—Washington Star.

Experience

Recruiting officer: So yveu wish to join
the army ? Have you any military experi-
ence? .

Applicant:  Yes, indeed. I have worn
a wrist watch for two years.—Portland
Oregonian.

Worse and Worse

Kansas paper: \We wish to apologize
for the manner in which we disgraced the
beaytiful wedding last weck. Through an
error of the typesetter we were made to
say .“the roses were punk.” What we
should have said was ‘“the noses were
pink.”—Boston Transcript.

Matrimonial Problem

Among those present at a colored func-
tion in Mobile was a Mrs Melinda Jack-
son, who evinced great interest in the lady
m the booth labelled “Clairvoyant.” Mrs.
Jackson immediately consulted the seeress
with respect to her future.

“Yo'is gwine to visit furrin lands,” said
the clairvoyant. “Yo' is gwine to conquer
all rivals an” marry de man of yo' choice.
Ile will be tall ar’ handsome an’ aristo-
cratic an’ wealthy.”

“An’ is he gwine to be young?”’ asked
Mrs. Jackson, her bosom heaving with ex-
citement.

“Yes, he’s shore to be young,” said the
clairvoyant. .

Whereupon Mrs. Jackson clasped the
fortune teller’'s hands and pressed them
hard.

“I thanks yo’, an’ now tell me one thing
mo’. How's I gwine to git rid of mah
present husband ?”—Philadelphia Public
Ledger.
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From Sondags Nisse, Stockholm

Adamson

The Reason

“Why do the nobility so seldom marry
for love.”

“Many of them would like to, but
their creditors won’t let ’em.”—Louisville
Courier-Journal.

Love Must Eat

She: “And will you always love me—
all the livelong day?”

He: *“Ye-es, I think so. You'll give
me a chance to stop for meals, I sup-
pose ?"—Philadelphia Inquirer,

The Resentful Tramp

A woe-begone specimen of the tramp
tribe made a call at a rural residence to
ask for aid. The door was opened by a
woman of angular proportions, severe in
demeanour, and of uncertain age and
temper. Having speedily ascertained the

object of the visit, in raspy tones she
observed: ‘I shall not give you anything.
Do you know who I am?”

The weary wanderer replied that he had
not the pleasure of knowing. “Well, I'm
a policeman’s wife, and if he were here he
would take you, and very quickly, too."”

The tired tramp looked at her quietly
for a minute, and then replied: *“I be-
lieve you. ma’am. If he took you he'd
take anybody.”—Passing Show.

She Liked It

Father and mother came to the city
for a few days, leaving little Elsie with
grandpa and grandma,

There being other guests, Elsie slept in
the folding bed. A few days later Elsie
sent the following letter to her grandma:
“Dear grandma, I slept in your bureau
drawer and liked it very much.”—Indian-
apolis News.
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Lady (gently but firmly refusing all substitutes) :
No, thank you, I must have Scroggins’l I notice
the advertisements speak so well of it!

How Much and How Well

Business man: As soon as I found
there was a possibility of dishonest profit
being made in the position, I got out
of it.

Reporter: Yes, go on and finish the
sentence.

Business man: I have. I say I got
out of it.

Reporter: Yes, yes; but my business
is to discover what you got out of it.—
Detroit News.

Mid-Victorian

“Those people who just moved into the
house next door are awfully old fash-
ioned.”

“In what way?”’

“She won’t let him smoke in the house
and he won’t let her smoke outside.”—
New York Sun.

Why Men Go Wrong

Don’t you know that you are married?

Don’t you know you've got a wife?

Will I have to keep on nagging

The remainder of my life?

PUT THAT PAPER DOWN!! You
coward;

You can read it on the train.

What's that smell? (Sniff-sniff) So;
that’s it!

You've been brewing beer again.

Have you no consideration

For my feelings? Don’t you think

It’s a rotten bad example

For the children, when you drink?

Have you put the ash cans outside?

Where's my kitchen butcher knife?

Put that papgr DOWN!!! Stop swear-
ing!!

And remember; I'm your wife.

Do you think it’s elevating

When the children hear you swear?
Can’t you please improve your language,
Or have I that too to bear?

And the drain pipe from the wash tubs—
Have you fixed that yet? Or will

The Day of Resurrection

Find me asking you that still?

Don’t you ever pay attention
To the little things I ask?
You know how hard I work for you;
How difficult my task.
There’s the matter of the clothes line;
And my oil can—where is that?
How can I do the washing
With the cellar one large vat?
—New York Sun.

Class Wanted

Mr. Nouveau Riche (selecting devo-
tional gift book): “Common Prayer”"—
’aven’t you got any a bit more clarssy?
—Dallas News.

Measure in All Things

“Should Film Actresses Marry?”’ asks
a cinema-paper headline. Yes; but only
now and then.—Los Angeles Times.
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POOR MAN!

From The Bulletin, Sydney

POOR MAN!

“My husband has had indigestion for the past month."”

‘“Really! I'm so sorry!

I had no idea you were without a cook.”

A Test ‘
Diogenes was searching for the honest
man. =
“Ask him how he enjoyed his vacation,”
we suggested.—New York Herald.

The Bathtub Pirate

Though gales be strong and billows rough
And black with storm the skies,
From Faucet Point to Porcelain Bluff
His evil signal flies,
And well may mariners turn pale
And head their craft toward home,
When they decry his bellying sail
Across the tossing foam.

\Where he has cruised, along the beach
Are stately ships and grand

\Whose gaunt and naked timbers bleach
Upon the sunlit sand.

\WVhere he has sailed, beéneath the waves
Are heaps of human bones

Consigned to the eternal grave
Watched o’er by Davy Jones.

Blow high or low, he holds his course
Forever in pursuit,—

(Untouched by pity or remorse)—
Of galleons to loot.

And treasure vesscls seek in vain
To double Shower Cape.

\When he appears upon the main
He baffles all escape.

Dut even pirates need must rest,
And when the shadows fall,
Across the ocean’s heaving breast
A deep and purple pall,
He says farewell a while to crime,
For Mother pats his head,
And murmurs: “Don’t you think it's
time
That children were in bed "
—New York \World.

Exactly
Binks: We are becoming a nation of
snobs.
Jinks: Why so pessimistic?
Binks: TIt’s gotten so a te'ephone girl

will hardly say hello to you. no matter
how much you ring.—Knoxville Journal
and Tribune.
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CLAD IN A SECTION of
WATERMELON RiND

Terh,
l.n“f‘ e

R TR Y

“THe DAY JiMMY RETURNED FRoM
His SwiM IN THE RAiIL RoAD PonND

A
(¥} \,"’ h'l',‘l‘

Fox in Providence Journal

Copyright. 1931, by Fontaing Fex

Family Too Tickled to Lick Him?

An Episode of the Texas Panhandle

1f I'd only took the water back to Ma,

'Stead of stoppin’ by the trough to chin
with Sam,

Things had been better.
known,

For I never fell down yet in what she
wanted

Without some pesky business comin' of
it.

Sam bought the horse at a dollar more’n
my price;

Six months I'd had my eye out for a salc.

But the trouble was that Sam and me's
been friends

Nigh onto thirty years; and since he went

And sold my horse same day for a dollar
more,

Somehow or 'nother things ain’t been the

And I might "2’

\Vith Sam and me. And I hate to lose
a friend.

There’s nothin’ better in this world than
friends.

If I'd only took that water back to Ma,

Things had been all right. And I might
'a’ known.

—Witter Bynner in New York Tribune.

Sad Case

The two mermaids were seated side by
side on the resort hotel porch; one read,
the other looked wearily about the girl
infested place.

“Oh,” sighed the first withh tender sym-
pathy, “could anything be sadder than ‘A
Man Without a Country?’”

“Yes,” the other replied gloomily, “a
country without a man.” — Providence
Journal.



CARTOONS MAGAZINE 485
GEE WHIZ,

PIPE
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HEART! HE

TH’ PRETTY

i //?f/f
J If ”//"f’;jf’/
)

THING!

Tronahey to Cleveland 1°1afn Dealer

The first time Smith wore his Palm Beach suit down to the office!

Clara Declares

John was certainly a steady man: but
he was a bit too steady for Clara. They
had been engaged to be married fifteen
years, and still he had never asked her to
name the happy day.

One evening John called in a romantic
frame of mind, and asked Clara to sing
something tender and touching—some-
thing that would move him. After a mo-

ment’s thought she sat down at the piano
and sang an old ballad with meaning. It
was entitled, “Darling, I Am Growing
Old."—ILondon Opinion.

Wonder
“Mother, why did you marry father?"
“So you've begun to wonder, too, have
vou?"—St. Louis Post-Dispatch.
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From Kasper, Stockholim

‘““My dear son, I have talked it over with your mother and we have decided that next
New Year's you can take over the business and we will have a rest!”
‘*Say, dad, why not keep going a few years longer and then we can all rest and retire®”

Perpetual Youth

“All my life I’ve wanted to do some-
thing big! But the managers tied me to
young-girl parts, always young-girl parts.
I'm still playing sweet young things.”

“But why don’t you try to do something
big, something dramatic, tragic?”

“Oh, I'm too old now for anything but
an ingenue.”—Passing Show.

Just Like That!

A well-known statesman was present at
a dinner party. At his side sat an old
country gentleman.

A conceited young man spent most of
his time during the meal in making fun
of this old gentleman. He kept on refer-
ring to him as the Philistine.

Finally the old gentleman said angrily,
“T don’t know what you mean by contin-

ually repeating that word. I really can't
think what you mean by a Philistine.”

The statesman interrupted. “A Philis-
tine,” he said, “is a man who is annoyed
by the jawbone of an ass.”—Chicago Daily
News.

The Problem

A girl is quite queer with her beaux,
\What will she do next, no one neaux.
Sometimes she will smile,
Nearly all of the while,
And other times turn up her neaux.
—Passing Show.

Their Little Joke

Every politician jokes with the country
to the extent of telling it that it is intelli-
gent, liberty-loving, generous and pa-
triotic.—Philadelphia Public Ledger.
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THROW ING OFF THE&
EVENING EDITION OF
THE CITY PAPER AT
THE CROSS RKROaADS

Copyright, 1921, by New York Tribune ‘
. WHEN A FELLER NEEDS A FRIEND!
Throwing off the evening edition of the city paper at the cross roads!
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Lemen in St. Louis Post-Dispatch

The Shock Exchange!

Envious
“It’s outrageous the way women dress
nowadays.”
“It certainly is. - What right have they
got to bhe cooler than we are?’—Dallas
Nevws.

A Mental Strain

“I'm thinking of a trip to Paris this
summer.”

“Really, old man, you can't afford that.
You're not accustomed to that sort of
thing.”

“I merely said T was thinking of it. I
can afford to think, can’t 1?”

“No; that’s what I meant. You're not
accustomed to thinking.”—DBoston Tran-
script.

Animalcule

A young scholar, taking his first lessons
in natural philosophy, had the existence
of animalcule, the minute creatures too
small to be seen by the naked eye, which
are to be found in liquids, explained to
him. After the lesson he was asked to
tell what animalcule were.

“They are animals you can’t see,” he
said.

“Well, that may do for an answer,” said
the teacher. “Now, will you give me an
example of animalcule?”’

“The hippopotamus,
whale—"

“Stop! What makes you think those
animals are animalcule?”’

“’Cause I never saw one of them!"-
Boston Post.

the gorilla, the

e
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From A Careta, Rlo de Janeiro

THE SPINSTER
Poor, poor me! The only animal I can’t get is a man!

A Punning Acceptance

She: What are you thinking about?

He: About asking you to marry me—
but you should have offcred me the pro-
verbial penny.

She (coyly):
Transcript.

I give assent.— Boston

It Comes High

“If you were a man, Timothy Toddle-
bury,” said his wife, “you would go right
straight to your employer and demand a
raise, The trouble with you is that you
haven’t any courage.”

“I know I haven’t, dear,” admitted Mr.
Toddlebury, “and the worst of it is that I
can’t afford to buy any on my present
salary.”—New York Sun.

Censored

A school-girl was required to write two
hundred words about a motor-car. She
submitted the following: “NMy uncle
bought a motor-car. He was out riding
in the country when it husted going up a
hill. The other 180 words are what my
uncle said when he was walking back to ~
town, hut I know you wouldn't want me
to repeat them.”—Passing Show.

Same Thing

Mrs Gabb: Why do you have to sup-
port your hushand? Is he crippled?

Mrs. Fagg: Oh, no; he’s just writing
for the movies.—Film Fun.



THIS PIANO-TUB
IS FOR THOSE WHO
PLAY THEIR OWN
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BREAKFAST |

Herold for George Matthew Adams Servico
So many people sing at their bath these days!

Protected by Goorge Matthew Adams
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Quite Reasonable, Too

Doctor: \What will it cost me to have
my portrait painted?

Artist: Twenty-two prescriptions. —
Nashville Tennessean.

Short History of the War

“Now cough.”

“Sign here.”

“When do we eat?’

“Haven't any 8? Takc a pair of 10s.

“You're in the army now.”

“Treat ’em rough.”

“Read 'em and weep.”

“All we do is sign the payroll.”

“The first seven years are the hardest.”

“Where do we go from here?”

“You can’t stand there, soldier.”

“Lafayette, we are here.”

“Let’'s geo!”

“Encore the vin rouge, see voo play.”

“Toot sweet, monsieur.”

“Is your right arm paralyzed ?”

“Bon soir, ma cherie, ou allez vous?”’

“Paint it with iodine and mark him
duty.”

“Fini la guerre.”

“In the army, the army, the de:nocratic
army.”

“So this is Paris!”

“Hinky-dinky, parlez vous.”

“If I ever get out of this man’s army—'

“\Who won the war?”

“There’s a long, long truil a-winding.”

“When do we go home?”’

“We've paid our d:bt to Lafayctte—
who the heck do we owe now ?”

“When the cruel war is over.”

“Say ‘ah-h-h’ and sign here)”

“Let’s eat.”

—American Legion \Veekly.

H

At the Ball Game

“Goodness gracious!” exclaimed the
girl in blue. "“That ball goes so fast, I
don’t see how the umpire can tell whether
it is a ball or a strike.”

“A great many people think he can’t,”
replied her escort.—Minneapolis Journal,

1493

From The Mail. Loudon

Palmist: You will be married within a year—
your husband—

Modern young person:
How long for?

Never mind about him,

A Very Vulnerable Man

A minister spoke very strongly against
betting. One of the wealthiest members
of the congregation was a great gambler,
and some one told the preacher about
this, After the service he went up to the
gambler, and said: “I'm afraid I must
have offended you to-day, hut—"

“Oh, don’t mention it,” was the reply.
“It’s a mighty poor sermon that doesn’t
hit me somewhere.”—London Opinion.

Mean Trick

“That druggist played a mean trick on
the gang.”

“Ilow so?”

“He had a pretty salesgirl.”

“Well?”

“Got a lot of customers and then mar-
ried her himself.”—Louisville Courier-

~ Journal.
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A S\WELL DINNER

WE GAVE THEM
LAST

MONDAY

) | HEARD T WAS"
[ A SWELL AFFAIR

—

THAT'S WHAT | CALL

DWORCE PROCEEDINGS .

WHAT DOYou THINK ! Y\
TUESDAY THEY STARTED )

CHEAP SPORTS |

) WHY CHEAP
SPORTS 2

\WAITED UNTIL AFTER
THEY HAD PAID BACK

THEY MIGHT HAVE )
OUR DINNER. P

WHAT Do You RRES L o
EXPECT OF g
PARVENUS 2, 2 ;

Pt
Ketten in St. Louls Poct-Dispatch Copyright, 1221, by P;es Publishing Cu:
CAN YOU BEAT IT! . o
Fickle Pub'ic “Public went crazy on moving pic-

Despite his shabby clothing and empty
pockets, it was evident that he had seen
hetter days.

“Yes,” he said, “I've been quite a per-
sonage in my time; in fact, the cvnosure
of all eyes.”

Ilis auditor waited in si'ence for an ex-
planation.

“T was the tattooed man in the circus,”
he went on.

“And how did you lose your job?” he
was asked.

tures,” he replied sadly, "and mine won't
budge'!"—ILondon Opinion.

Not Far to Go.

Iixasperated husband: If you don’t
stop your nagging 1'll go crazy in a min-
ute.

Sarcastic spouse: You could make it
all right, and not exceed the speed limit
either.—Boston Transcript.



From The Bt

NOT FASHIN’ HERSELF!

“But, my dear, when I left this moming you were prostrate over Fido’s illness!”
“Yes; but I've just read that his breed is out of fashion—so I've sold him!”
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Lemen in 8t. Louis Post-Dispatch

ON THE FARM

Smith accidentally backs into a blackberry bush
while viewing the bee hives!

The Ocean Tramp

\Where are you bound, old cargo boat,
Who, damp with mist, and ghostly dim.
Slips down the bay at break of day,
To sink beneath the ocean’s rim?

I'll surge my way through frostly spume,
Where cold green peaks are drifting by,

\Where dark clouds fret and oceans fume;
And, swept by spicy winds, 1'll lie

\Where ghost white vines of coral stream
And ripple down in light lagoons;

I'll rush o’er depths which only dream
Of long lost suns and vanished moons.

And scrambling yellow men shall stack
My hold with precious stuffs; amain
The knotted arms of brown and black
Shall wrench them from my depths
again,
My decks shall clamor with the sound
Of babbling tongues; I shall behold

WAYSIDE TALES

The strife of men the world around
Where gold is trade and trade is gold.

I’'ll stand by cities drunk with might,
With wharves encroaching on the main,
With towers which thwart the stars of
night,
With men
gain;
P’ll creep along weed ridden coasts
By many a ruin haunted shore,
VWhere waves are mocking at the ghosts
Of things which lived, but live no more.

who bend their backs for

O, could I wander far with you,

Old frog clad tramp who, ghostly dim,
Slips down the bay at dawn of day,

And sinks beneath the ocean’s rim.
—Ashley T. Locke in New York Sun.

The Diplomat

“Didn’t you know it is against the law
to beg for money?” said the lady to the
tramp at the back door.

“I wasn’t goin’ t' beg for no money,
ma'am.”

“It’s just as bad to beg for bread.”

“l wasn’t goin’ to beg for no bread,
ma’am.”

“What were you going to beg for then,
pray?”

“Only for one o’ your photographs,
ma’am.”—London Opinion.

From Karlkaturen. Christianla

“Say, I have dreamed twice lately that I have
been at work, If it happens again I shall buy a
dream book to see whether it means anything!™
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Gloomy longshoreman:
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F‘;nm London Opln!nﬁ

No. sir, since Mary 'Awkins threw me over I don't reely care wot

‘appens !

A-plenty
Father: Haven’t you got any ideals,
young man?
Son: You should see them, dad.

They're peaches.—Film Fun.

Prudery

We can recall the farmerette,

Who toiled between the garden rows;
In war’s red days; we can't forget

How she deployed with rakes and hoes.

We wonder where she is today,
To what far field her fancy goes;
And where she flung her tools away,
Of course, we mean her rakes, not hoes.
—Portland Express.

Or the Sphinx

Mrs. Nagg: Before you married me
you swore that your love was as enduring
as the Rock of Gibraltar,

Mr. Nagg: I did, eh? Well, I'm glad
I didn’t mention the Rock of Ages.—De-
troit News.

Malice Aforethought?

“What’s the idea of Jazzfoot, the come-
dian, suing the Slambang Productions for
damages?”

“They left the shells in a cocoanut pie
that was thrown at him.”—Cincinnati En-
quirer,

The Cheerful Abstainer

I know a hundred ways to die:
I've often thought 1'd try one;
Lie down beneath a motor truck

Some day when standing by one.

Or throw myself from off a bridge,
Except such things must be

So hard upon the scavengers
And men that clean the sea.

I know some poison I could drink;
I've often thought I'd taste it;
But Mother bought it for the sink,
And drinking it would waste it.
Edna St. Vincent Millay in

New York Evening Post.
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Cuttings from the College Cut-ups

In Jeopardy
A bold and ravaging leopard
Was shot by a flock tending sheopard—
Next mormning 'twas found
Lying dead on the ground,
The leopard the sheopard had peopard.
—Puppett.

After an Hour’s Ride in the Country

She: Don't you think you have gone
far enough?

He: Why, I haven't even put my arm
around you.—Banter,

Some Day You May Have Troubles of

Friend:
baby yet?

Proud father: No, he’s a hard kid to
handle—Lehigh Burr.

Have you named that new

“I wish you would stop drinking for my sake”
“I'm not drinking for your sake.”

No Robbery

Stude: Remember that dog I used to
keep up in my room that howled so
much?

His Neighbor: I'll say I do.

Stude: Well, you won’t be bothered
by him any more; I got rid of him.

Neighbor: Great stuff—now I can get
some sleep! What’d you do with him?

Stude: Traded him for a cornet. —
Michigan Gargoyle.

When the Movie Craze Hits the Authors

“Sillyass and Fullisande,” a rip-roaring
symbolical drama by Maurice Missing-
linck.

“Pippa Passes Out,” a Keystone Com-
edy, by R. Browning.

“A Woman Could, But a Lady
Wouldn’t,” a gripping story of New
York's slum-gullion, by Laura J. Libby.

“Riders to. the Sea,” by Harry Singe,
featuring Annette Kellerman.

“Lust, or the Five Little Peppers,” hot
stuff from the pen of Cardinal Newman.

“The Great Divide,” with Charlotte
Greenwood. '

“Idols of the King,” featuring Gaby
Deslys.

“The Second Mrs. Tanqueray,” a great
serial. Have you seen the first? Don’t
miss the third and fourth!

“The Four Horsemen of the Apoca-
lypse,” the greatest racing picture since
“Ben Hur.’—Harvard Lampoon,

Minus Mike!

Holme: Did you know that Mike lost
three fingers shooting craps?

James: No, how did he do it?

Holme: He didn’t know they were
loaded.—Voodoo. '
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Fresm The Tnaiversity of Washington Sun Dodger

Pierre: 1 would guﬁ out my last breath for You.
%acqueline: Ol stuff! You told Suzanne that.
ierre: Sure I did, but I've caught my second wind since.
"Snuff— Zero
“Sneagle.” Old 1ady:  WWhat was the score?
“Snotneagle, snowl.” Rooter: Nothing to nothing.
“Sneither, snostrich."—I.ehigh Burr. Old lady: Thank goodness, T didn't

Static
She: Do you like me still?
He: Well, I wouldn't mind if you were

a little more demonstrative.—Purple Cow.

miss anything.—Lemon Punch.

The Original Joke!
When woman was made out of man's
rib someone pulled a bone.—College Mer-
cury.
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From Tho Univeruity ¢f Penesylvania Puncly Bow!

He: For heaven’s sake, look at the rouge you have on your lips.

She:

Oh well, the evening's young yet.

The First Second
Lulu: Serious results may come from
kissing a girl just once; doesn’t that ever
make you think?

Lou: Makes me think about a second.
—Sun Dial.

Knotty!
'24: How can I tell if this is wood
alcohol?
'23: Strain it through your handker-
chief and see if you find any slivers.—
Medley.

Any Time
Chaperon: Young man, the lights of
this house go out at ten o’clock.
Lounge Hound: That suits me; don't
delay on my account.—Octopus.

A Rising Financier
“I see the Y. M. C. A. sharks are hav-
ing a hard time raising money.”
“Yeah, they ought to hire Jones; he
used to run an elevator in the mint."—
Penn State Froth.

The Fad

“This little cup and spoon were given
to me on my first birthday.”

“Oh, I must show them to Mama! she
has a perfect rage for old silver.”—Cor-
nell \Widow.

The Limit
Old lady to drunken student: Young
man, don’t you know when you have had
enough?
Studegent: Madam, I don't know any-
thing when I’ve had enough, I'm uncon-
scious.—Virginia Reel,
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From Tho Harvard J.ampoon

Music enthusiast; Say, you know a lot about
that fiddle, don't you?

Budding virtuoso:
cated, tool

Music enthusiast:

Budding virtuoso:

Yes, you see my bow is edu-

How's that?
Why, it's taut.
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: Reserved Section?
“Is my wife forward?” asked the pas-
senger on the Limited.
“She wasn’t to me, sir,” answered the
conductor politely.—The Drexerd.

If They Keep On

“They seem to be making cigarettes
smaller and smaller.”

“Yes, it won't be long before it will be
a cinch to put a camel through the eye
of a needle."—Purple Parrot.

Ouch!

He: DMy brother is just the opposite of
me. I don't suppose you've ever met him,
have you?

She: No, but I'd like to.—Yale Rec-
ord.

Repeater?

Lawyer Brown: Have ah made mah
point, yore honor?

Judge White: You have, nigger, shoot
again.—Jack-O-Lantern.

chne on Street Car

Boo: What time ish it?
Zee: Thurshday.
Boo: Great Scott, I musht get off

here.—Cap and Bells.

Osculatory
He: What shape is a kiss?
She: 1T don’t know.
He: Well, give me one, and we'll call

it square.—Voo Doo.

Something Awful

Little Bobbie: Mother.

Paternal One: What, dear?

Little Bobbie: Did Mr. Bates marry a
squaw?

Paternal One:
think that?

Little Bobbie: Billie says his brother
is such a squawker.—Sun Dodger.

No; what made you
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“From The Comell Widov

Do you summer in the country?
e: No. I simmer in the city.

Double-Crossing the Bar

(With unconditional apologies to
Alfred, Lord Tennyson)

Sunset and evening star,
So late! it caunot be.

I must not stay here moaning at the bar;
So just one more for me.

But now, when I should surely be asleep,
My lips are flecked with foam.

Just one little night-cap, sighing deep,
I reel towards home.

Midnight and curfew bell!
Please God the door won't slam!
And may my muffled sleep conceal it well
How dry I am.

For though my gait is steady, there's a
trace
Of you know what they are.
I'd hate to meet my father face to face
When I've been at the bar.
—Harvard Lampoon.



A Double Reply
What's

Husband:
matrimony?
‘Slangy wife:

your opinion of
You’ve got me!

Contrary

A woman will contradict a fact that is
as plain as a chaperon.

,,\l\' IIWA ’

Duvm for Llrtoons M agazine by John Itvin Wagner

“Where is four brother?”*
“Out West!’

“Homesteading?”
“N o—Volstasmg =

The Coming Blues

“The worst is yet to come ?”’

‘lYes ?”

“Yes, I hear that even lollypops are to
be prohibited on account of the stick in
them.” '

The Way With a Worm

“What is
thing ?”
The fishes joked. “Let’s quiz it.”
Until a member of the school
Spoke up: “I’ll bite—what is it?”

that squirming, dangling

Saving - Grace

I must say my husband
Does your husband

Mrs. Browne:
is most economical,
save much?

Mrs. Towne:  Before we were mar-
ried he saved me from drowning, but he

hasn’t saved anything since. -

Face Homage

Fair maid, those rosy lips of yours
I love in every mood,

Now uttering honeyed words, and now
Impertinently rude!

I love them, when I see them smile,
As I my greetings pay;

I love them, when they droop with grief,
I try in vain to stay.

One shape alone from these fond eyes
No approbation wins—

To see those ruby lips pursed up
To hold a row of pins!



PROBLEM OF CONDUCT

“Dear Miss Fairfacts: During our clandestine meeting tonight my sweetheart sat on my
lap until my legs went to sleep. . . . Her father has just ap-
peared. What shall I do?—Puzzled.”

503
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Drawn for Wayside Tales by Perry Barlow

THE LITTLE VOICES

“Lady-Luck, 'count fo' yo'se’f.”’
“Come on yo' 1i'l mawgawge liftah!”
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The Soft Answer
“Oh, what's the use?”
“Use of—"

“Of getting mad. You can bottle up

your wrath, but some fellow is pretty su
to come along with a corkscrew.”

An Edward Lear-ic

I went to hunt the troglodyte
Once in the middle of the night.
(Or was it in the day)?
1 armed myself with gun and sword,
And thought to catch a goodly horde.
(Or seven, anyway).

But then I thought the bandicoot

\Vould be more practical to shoot.
(Or was it bandoleer)?

I armed myself with sword and gun,

And said, “I’ll give the hounds a run!”
(For taxicabs are dear).

“But no! I'll shoot a platypus

At sunset with a blunderbuss!”
(Or was it with a pie)?

I armed myself with line and hook,

And gazed up at the sturdy rook.
(At least, I saw the sky).

I said, “I’ll stalk the jelly-fish
For appetizing breakfast-dish!”
(Or was it for my tea)?
T armed myself with hook and line,
And brought down one of rare design.
(‘Twas Bar-le-duc, you see)!
Blanche Elizabeth \Wade.

A Fable

There was a famous tenor
YWhose voice could reach high “C,”
With voice robust this chap was just
As fond of flatter “E.”

re

i

Drawn for Wasnide Tales by Frank Rsder

“You say a mysterious stranger's been hangin’
'round your place for a week! Why don't you
telt him to move on?”

*“’Cos he’s hangin® to a tree!”

A Marrying Man
Judd: There seems to be some ques-
tion about Billington’s former wives.

Budd: Yes; I hear he has asked for a
recount.
That’s How
Browne: I never saw anyone quite so
agile as Brooks. He’s a regular contor-
tionist.
Towne: Yes, he gets that way from

patting himself on the back so much.

What Do You Mean, Serious?
“Did you ever make a serious mistake
in a prescription?”’ asked the customer.
“Only once,” rcplied the drug store
clerk. “I gave a fellow a quart when his
prescription only called for a half pint.”

The Voice of Experience Tide!
“Dad, I'm thinking seriously of getting Browne: Faith will move mountains.
married.” Towne: That's why I prefer a vaca-
“‘Seriously’? . . . Don’t lie to me, tion at the seashore. It’s there when you
son.” want it!
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Drawn for \Wayside Tales by Carl T. Andersoo
“Do be careful of my china, won’t you? '

“Don’t worry, mum! If I broke one o' dese dishes it ud make me so mad I'd bust de

whole set!”
606
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Tales by John Irwin Wagner

Dolly Follystar just can’t keep out of the spotlight!

To a Lady With Atropine in Her Eyes
and Spectacles Impending

Sweetheart, Bella Donna has made you
hypnotic;
Your gaze holds me chained to this
place. :
Those eyes, which are deep and most
darkly exotic,
Would quite set my bean off its base
If I wasn't so sure they were only half-
seeing,
Though staring right into my face. . .
Perhaps I may seem to you now like a
being
Of infinite beauty and grace,
A young Belladonis—a sketch pointillis-
tic.
You can’t tell a deuce from an ace,
And though you have eyes like a far-
seeing mystic
The shell-rims creep on you apace.
All too soon you will join the poor lense-
ridden masses,

The growing, quadruple-eyed race,
And hear the soft, passionate tinkle of
glasses '

When spectacled lovers embrace
Weare Holbrook.

They’re Alike

Young Son: Father, what is the dif-
ference between a taxidermist and a taxi-
cab?

Father: No difference, my son; they
both skin you,

The Sharp Ones

The bitterest words are those of our
own we are forced to eat.

Even As You and I

North: My new car is black, trimmed
with red.
West: My car is black too, but I got

the trimming!
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Doctor:
Nurse:

WAYSIDE TALES

If the patient coughs up during the day, let me know!
Why, doctor, you haven’t sent i1n your bill yet!

Plunging in Authorship

“Can’t you lend me a ten spot, old
man?" remarked Black, who had chanced
to meet White at the corner. “I’'m dead
broke. Been writing stories for the mag-
czines and haven’t made a cent!”

“What became of that five thousand
dollars your uncle left you?”

“T used that up for postage.”

The Reason
“Was his bankruptcy due to a lack of
brains "
“Yes—a lack and a lass.”

Taking No Chances

The man who flees from temptation
generally blazes the trail so he can find
his way back!
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The Wise One

Dicker: Did you ever stop to think—

Knocker: Of—

Bicker: This, that it’s a wise child
that knows its own father—likewise, a
wise cork that knows its own pop.

‘With a Little Pinch of Salt

Permit me to inform you of the fact,
A fact I've told a heap of girls before
you,
(I say this at the risk of getting “sacked”),
That tenderly I love you and adore you!
Your laughter lends sweet fragrance to
the breeze,
Your kiss is wine—the finest in the
vault, dear—
{ Be good enough, however, if you please,
To take this with a little pinch of salt,
dear)!

I saw you, and my heart was all afire
With passion quite impossible to
quench, dear;
You represented all that I desire
In ladies, say, American and French,
dear!
I sighed for you exceedingly, and wept,
And vowed the laws of loving were at
fault, dear.
(Be good enough, however, to accept
This statement with another pinch of
salt, dear)!

If destiny should come to me, and say
That never would you likely be to love
me,
I'd walk about quite aimlessly all day,
And tearfully address the skies above

me;

And- when, dear, to the water’s edge I
came,

You would not find me hesitate, or halt,
dear.

(Be good enough, however, all the same,
To take this with a final pinch of salt,
dear)!
La Touche Hancock.

Jorw lgndefor _l

Drawn for Wayside Tales by Jim Henderson

Footnote on “Page’ three!

The Bass

"Tis not the joys of summer time
That fill him with delight;

Nor does it worry him at all
That money now is tight,.

He dons his oldest coat and cap,
And takes a can of bait,

And casts his line, and in the boat
He sits, content to wait.

e ambles home at sundown with
A solitary prize

Reposing in the basket, lo!
A bass of modest size.

But after it is fried and served
And but a memory glowing,

For years to come that little bass,

Behold, will keep on growing.

Minna Irving.

Paradisiacal

His “precious pearl” tripped lightly;
Her step he could not wait.
And smiling at him brightly,

His “precious pearl” tripped lightly.
His Heav’n drew near, for rightly,
Her steps were pearly gait !

His “precious pearl” tripped lightly;
Her step he could not wait.
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Drawn for Wayside Tales by 8. Delcvante

Teacher:
Sunday?

Willie: Fishin'!

Now tell me, Willie. where do naughty boys go who don’t go to church on

Straight Goods

There appears to be a joker in the game
entitled poker, )
For the man who's always chipper
seems to lose;
While it's odd (you get me, Steven?) if
you break exactly even;
And the heavy winner always has the
blucs!

Compensation

“That’s fair enough?”’

“Yes?”

“Even the fortune hunter sometimes
has to pay the guide.”

“You probably won't agree with me,
but—"

“But what ?” ‘ :

“Any politician will ‘tell you that fac-
tions speak louder than words.”

The Old School of Medicine

De Gush: \What would you prescribe
for the ills of the world today?
De Crush: The Mosaic tablets.

Don’t Get Caught, Eh?

Black: T notice Corinne Filmstar has
just completed “A Kiss in Time."”
Blue: ’S matter, her husband?
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Drawn for Waystde Tales by Carl T. Anderson

“I've come to announce that I'm going to begin operations!”
61
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Drawn for Warside Talee by John Irwin Wagoer

Visitor:
Prisoner: Aw, gwan!

I'd like to ask you a qQuestiont
Ask someone counected wid de prison. will yer?

A Capillary Attraction
She wore a mighty fetching hat,

The sweet coquette with look so prim.

She wore a mighty fetching hat;

And that was what the youth looked at.

Nor dreamed when passing for a chat,
Her cap was set for him.

She wore a mighty fetching hat.
It fetched the youth by pose demure.
She wore a mighty fetching hat;
And soon bencath his best cravat,
His heart was thumping pit-a-pat,
A love-sweet overture.

Blanche Elizaheth Wade.



=TT

\ > 3 : 3
Pala T
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-

Try this on their piano!
. 513
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Drawn for Wayzlde Tales by P, M. Satterfield

“Boy, I sho' was foolish to come way out heah in dis storm!"”
Say, what fo' yo' fussin'? Ain't I in de' Bame boat wid you’?"’

When We’re Waiting! Who's Who in Matrimony
Browne: It’s the unexpected that hap- ®n the sca of matrimony
pens. i "Tis a knack to keep afloat;
Towne: Yes, especially when we are He who pays the alimony
expecting good luck. Is the fool that rocks the boat.
‘ Yes! Or Burn the Bridges
Isn't it curious how a woman can call Be sure you are right, then go ahead,

a man dear and then make him cheap? but don’t destroy your return ticket.



Driver: Ye notice how much quicker we ?it
an’ I1

Drawn for Wayside Tales by G. B. Inwood

across by havin® Willie stop, while you look
isten?
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Drawn for Wayslde Tales by Jim Henderson

FIGURATIVELY SPEAKING

“’Son, shake hands with N. Steen, my third cousin.™”
“Where's the other two, pa?”

Not Far from the Ooze

I'rofessor Garner reports that the fe-
male ape says “Moohoo,” and the male
ape replies “\Wahoo.”

Evolution doesn’t seem to have carried
us very far. At a dance last week we heard
a chap address a girl, “\Who is 00?” And

CSRT)

the girl replied, “I's oo's.

Hasty Introduction

Breezer: Mr. Sneezer, meet Miss Pep-
per.

Sneezer (chronic
Ah-Ah-Hoo-is-shee!

Breezer: My cousin.

hay fever ictim):

Fashion Note—

The petticoat rule-—don’t wear any!

The Styles

Milady's skirts affect me so
That I burst forth in song:
“Man wants but little here below,
Nor wants that little long.”

Beauty Hint

“Beauty sleep”: Handsome is as hand-

some doze.
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Here Is a Simple, Easy Way to Draw a Comic Face

Make a square with bencil, then odd to ic with
poncil assbown lathe smail n&unru above. Erase al
rawing is completed.

pencil guide ltnes after the

AVE you ever wanted to draw carteens_like those repro-

—_

dyced each month in this pdpazine? 1D

he can/elp you.

and Cpied misiimase _been
of thisdchool 1:\\\}-}&

in the country. =

We atpribute the c’é\\of -=-‘~-

vidual method of ¢riti®ying the dgwin
WE DO NOT CAAM' TO M E
A WEEK_—NOR WE OFFE

RN RICH IN

TERIALS.

NG !\v car-

toonists. iven the Thebt ind of

in drawing for amusement. '
but will be accomplishing somdthi r yonpAusement.
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MILLIONSof tired eyes light up,gloomy

looks give place to smiles when Fox's

“Powerful Katrinka” starts moving
things. His Toonerville Trolley, Inventions
of Thomas Edison, Jr., Grandma, the Demon
Chaperon, and other series of humorous car-
toons are laugh producers that have won him
both fame and fortune.

Mzr. Fox’s income is over $200 a day and
over $1,200 a week in round figures. In a
recent letter Mr. Fox says: ‘“There is always
the chance that the boy who is entering your
school today or tomorrow may turn out to be
the highest salaried cartoonist the world has
ever known.”

WWith masters of illustrating and cartooning
like Fox to instruct and guide you through the
cighty-four lessons in the Federal Course, you
are bound to succeed. The Federal School in

The creator of ““Power-
ful Katrinka’’ gives you
his method of humorous
cartooning in the Fed-
eral Course.

GANEGY ooz
$ 200 a day!

[Nustratingand Cartooning has taught thousands
of people. It has trained hundreds of success-
ful cartoonists and illustrators whose work is
appearing in newspapers and publications all
over the United States. Sixty ofs the leading
artists of the country give you advice, counsel
and examples in these lessons. Their ycars of
hard work and training save you from making
the same mistakes they did.

Yet, in speaking of the Federal Course, Fon-
taine Fox says, ““Your textbooks and charts are
the finest things of their kind I have ever seen,
They should prove invaluable not only to any-
one wishing to become an artist or cartoonist
but also to many whose success has already
been established in this field. While looking
over the books I picked up quite a few valuable
pointers which I hope to use to advantage in
my own work."”
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“ THaT Lirrie Gov
BATS BrroRe

“THAT LITTLE GuY " wWio FoR

484 THE SAKE OF MiS “SIDE” Goes
Q’/ G- : /' AND HIDES HIMSELF 30 THAT The
> > il LocaL BABE RuTH CAN Be THe one

‘mw To PAT WiTH THREE MEN OF BASE .

Pllra foq—ra —

Jimmr was pacrry sore
T™E ArTER~ooN W3 B KiTe
60T HudG 0 —BUT HE CHANGED
MiS MK ABOUT (Y THAT MGNT.

A Nomaq Hotimng HiaprToma — -

* Cartoons by Fontalne Fox for The Centrei Press Assoctation.
Little figures earn big money for Fox. Six drawings a aceek make Fox more than 370,000 a year.

Big Opportunities Now Open

If you like to draw, your talent is worth
developing. You have the same chance for suc-
cess as Fox and other highly paid artists. Why
not start now on the road to what may mean
your fortune?

The Federal method teaches you to draw
just as you were taught reading and writing.

You canlearn right at home in your spare time.

Unlimited opportunities await the properly
trained man or woman in the cartooning and
illustrating field. It is not only fascinating
work but it is work that is profitable. There’s
many an artist whose income would look good
to a bank president.

Develop Your Originality

The Federal Course is so planned that you
learn how to create ideas of your own, through
training in the ground work or fundamentals
of drawing. It gives you a working basis from

which you naturally learn to develop originality.
IEvery step of the way, your progress is watched
with the close, personal interest that this school
gives every student.

Valuable Book Sent Free

Make up your mind to start now. Send
today for the valuable book, ‘A Road to Bigger
Things.” This book describes the Federal

Course in detail and tells you of the successes

FEDERAL SCHOOLS,

3192 Federal Schools Bldg.

Federal students have made. Simply fill out
and mail the coupon and we will immediately
send you this book.

INC.
MINNEAPOLIS, MINN.

Malt This Coupon Today for Your Free Copy of ‘‘Success Through Illustrating’’” and ‘A Road to Bigger Things'

3182 Federal Schools Building, Minneapolis, Minn.

Cartooning.

‘FEDERAL SCHOOL OF ILLUSTRATING AND CARTOONING,

Please send by return mail my free copy of ““A Road to Bigger Things” together with ‘‘Success
Through Illustrating” and complete information about the Federal School of Illustrating and

City 8nd State........ccoiiiiiiiitiiitiaiinitiiiteains
No person under 14 ye-u of age is eligible for enrollment in the Federal School.
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' CHAS L. BARTHOLOMEW

FE DE RAL SCHOOL NEWS

A RECORD OF ACHIEVEMENT IN
ILLUSTRATING AND CARTOONING

EDITED BY

e

CHARLES W. KEIL, dis-
count correspondent in the
Continental Commercial
Bank of Chicago, illustrates
the regular monthly maga-
zine published by the bank.
He is completing the Course
in Illustrating and Cartoon-
ing, and utilizing lettering in
connection with bank busi-
ness. He finds it profitable as
well as interesting.

EARL BUTLER’S cartoon, “Our New
Farm-hand,” picturing Secretary Wallace in
charge of transportation, made a big hit in the
daily Register of Oelwein, Iowa.

PERCY J. HOFFSTROM
first entertained the Seattle
Press Club, since which he
has performed at political
meetings, local movie houses,
and entertainments of various
kinds, receiving good com-
pensation, and giving an aver-
age of two programs a week.

Young Hoffstrom is con-
nected with the engineering
department of a ship building company, whose
house organ he illustrates, receiving additional
compensation for his illustrative work, thus
making his Applied Cartooning bring him
interest and profit.

WILLIAM H. ALGER,
Jr., of Baltimore, has re-
cently made use of tone draw-
ing, which he has just com-
pleted in Division Nine of
his course in Illustrating and
Cartooning, by the produc-
tion of a political cartoon in
wash, reproduced in the
magazine ‘“My Lady Beauti-
ful,” published by the Mari-
nello Beauty Parlors, endors-
ing a bill before the State Legislature to protect
the public and shop owners of Maryland.

CHBARLES KEIL

PERCY HOFFSTROM

WILLIAM ALGER

THOS. E. CHALMERS of
the Exchange Printing
House, Atlantic City, occu-
pies spare time illustrating
place cards, doing lodge
sketches, and other piece
work, which he says has more
than earned the price of the
course. One wash drawing
from a photo brought him
ten dollars.

CHARLES GOLDBERG, active student,
has recently obtained a position as an apprentice
in the Commercial Art Studios of Chicago, and
is studying the use of tone for cover designs and
advertising illustrations,

HOMER CHERRING- |4
TON of Logan, Ohio, sends
in an enthusiastic letter stat- 4
ing that he has made twenty §
dollars with the lettering out-
lined in Division Two of the
Course in Illustrating and
Cartooning, and is pushing |

ahead in Division Three with T
new zest. CHERRBINGTON

PAUL BRATTEN of Harrisburg, Pa., first
obtained honorable mention, a five dollar prize
in the secaond contest, and a twenty-five dollar
first prize in the third Wiggle Wobble contest
in Judge.

GEO. S. MOF FATT a
freshman in the Polytechmcal
School of San Franecisco, won
the editorship for the school
paper with his first poster.
He carries his sketch pad in-
to athletics, winning distinc-
tion thereby. His cartoons
appear in various coast publi-
cations, encouraging him to
open a studio for commercial
illustration. “There is not an-
other school teaching drawing and cartooning
equal to the Federal School in its practical
methods,” says the young cartoonist.

THOMAS CHALMERS

GCEORGE MOFFATT

| You Too Can Achieve—Write Bart, FEDERAL SCHOOLS, Minneapolis
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Get a Bart Drawing Table

Adjustable to every need of the practical drafts-
4 man, illustrator, card writer, cartoonist, and chalk
talker, the Bart table and chalk talk equipment
starts you in these most fascinating callings.
You need Bart’s special crayon for practice and
public performance. Description of table and prices
sent on request.

50c Special Offer

For 50c Bart sends you an assortment of the famous
American Crayon Company’s colors. (This company is
the original maker of chalk talk crayons.) Bart will also
send his “Do’s and Don't’s g -
of Chalk Tulk” and pictures
of Sid Smith and Clare
Briggs producing their B
famous characters in cray-
on—"“Andy Gump,” “Min,”
“Skinny,” and “When a
Feller Needs a Friend.”
Send for these today
For B¢ in Stamps
Enclase 6¢, in stamps for Bart’s

chalk talk folder, color curd
and Sid Smith’s alphabetic

The Bart Tabls in Use for Chalk Talk  faces.

BART SUPPLIES D I TR | st Tabte iw Use i g Hnsalig
m
The Ford Motor Car

and Truck and Tractor

Attachments e~ —-..
By H. P. MANLY G Wi e -
A complete Instruction Book '"",' / mlnDlS Monar Ch
on every feature of the Ford N 19 Jewels

car. including Truck and Tractor
Attachments, It covers the Ford
power plant; transmission syStem ;
running gear; control; adjustment
andrepmr,upiseepandcare. trouble
symptoms and remedies; driving;
starting and lighting; truck at-
tachments; tractor attachments,

15 genuine Ruby and Sapphire jewels, solid gold
penter wheel, adj te:lp & mom isochron=
~m and l:empumture Includes such railroad
requirements as douhle roller u—
{umm. . Bteel escape wheel. Ste
se “mf;.: du.bsnlnte sattuhan;:
lz or 16 size EE‘IIﬂued case.
without & penny down,

10 Days
Free Trlal

d 1
d." i ug]nmdl watch D
you decide not to bu: return it

&t our expense.

Chain and

FULLY ILLURTRATED
Limp cloth, grepald - $5.2%
CLeatherotte, prooald- 1.78

Strog Arms

Knife FREE
Powerful Back and Chest, Mili-

WA\ o e PR
tary Shoulders, Shapely Legs, ‘ Pt XA

and a Healthy Stomach | I LY
All of the above can be obtained by fol- | | & 4c a Da

Jowing the instructions in my buok, Strong
Arms, which containg a complelc course In 53:,‘.':.,“‘3 ""; :E;ﬁ‘.‘,‘.“ press. 'Glmaxprmme:‘;m"?sdh"i:
plsical culture that will clevelop all parts ‘Wear the watch nnd chatu 10 en

fa merely g
if you d.ul'l tﬂnhlnlu- it nwrn 11. at var expense and nul'
will be refunded instantly, You are not out one
ia absol “r‘m; h-o nmh-p watch, pay $4.00 &
month until £

Order Today on Trial

oo 1. .'.‘:"f-m— e
L. M.LYON & CO. A1 Mew'vowe

of our body to perfect proportion. The exer-
cisea are |llustrated with 29 full-page balf-
tone cuts aad require oo mpparatus. Send

300,000 COPIES SOLD
Bend your order todey before You forgot,
PROF. ANTHONY BARKER, D. C
Studio 65
127 West 42d Street, New York City
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Say, Mr. Artist!

I've just been reading the NEW
and ENLARGED copy of the

Students Art Magazine

and it's some magazine for artists and art stu-
dents. Jam full of articles, lessons, criticisms
and helpful hints and information such as all
artists need—20 cents a copy, $1.00 a year.

\ N
) i v a4 (ADE s
I've also been looking at the fine set of Rodney Thompson ‘E" ﬁ{“ e
Cartoons, they are 16x20 inches, all on fine velvet ename! paper, ) ol
most of them same size as the original drawings and every one & ¢
masterpiece of thought and technique, not ordinary cartoons,
they are fine examples of accurate work. Just the thing for
decorating an artist’s den or studio, a perpetual source of inspi-
ration to all who possess them. The set of 20 sells for $3.00 and
easily worth ten. You can get them and the magazine for one year
together for $3.60. Satisfaction guarantced or money refunded,
you can't lose on this proposition, o send NOW to the editor,

G. H. LOCKWOOD

Department 715 KALAMAZOO, MICH.

“The NEW Cartoon Course”

— I8 a “system’’ that Is guaranteed to actually teach you
- all the fundamentals of cartooning. It starts with the
-y > sirople elements of thc art and gradually leads you
thru all the complications (o the top rung in
the ladder. It {8 a '‘system” by which all other
cartoonists learned the art, finally achieving
fame and fortune. It is the very same ‘‘system’’
for which others pald from $25 to $100, but you
can get it from us today for only

EIGHT DOLLARS !!

“THE NEW CARTQON COURSE'’ contains 20
lessons on Cartooning, Caricaturing, Comic-Drawing,
- Portratt Drawing, Engraving, Commercial Cartooning,
- Stereopticon Slide Cartoons, Layouts, etc.. etc. Each
lesson i3 divided into 2 chapters fllustrated with a
dozen or more pen sketches. Each lesson also contalns a large illus- bers of our _F‘n(‘lllty are filling
trated instruction plate. The complete course contains many hundreds of fllustra- high-salaried positions, Artist's Out-
ticns, large platoa, and nearly 10,000 paragraphs of instructions. And just fit FREE to Enrolled Students,

ge e

« the pricesonly  FIGHT DOLLARS ! ! Write today for Art Year Book.
Contents of the complete course: Copying, drawing the human flg-
ure, head and profile, sketching from life, use of note book, facial (H@EFADDL‘ED
expressions, duwln‘z at Dolln)lcnl dnlv.lherlngs, llhlc etlchlnzra and ml-r D,T
cuty cuts, perspective, aerlal an pear, caricaturing, fealures O
tbcb\ct',ncdcl;‘uk&chu and wrinkles.animal charts—shadin, mEmsun-h-d« AME’“"BL’G—M 3 Mm!m!x Mm
working up toa le Led sketch tional and political emmrm: and na/mbnlicn\ e e ————— S R =

(4 an
meaning, scveral cartoon stunts, how to orlxinsts & comfe strip, adyertis
tooning, commercial art, photegravhic cartoona, ete., ete. (Note) This is only a

e e e =l | ISCENE P NN

[y We can‘;’e&l&ytzu
k2 DRA n

\'l /."/l'\ your own home (¢
vl %, during your &
- Our 18

spare time.

ears of success-

ul teaching prove our
ability. 10 Courses in
Commereial and Hlus-
trative Drawing.
Endorsed by high
art authorities,
Students trained by mem-"'

BOOK.
= FREE Sy ¢

sing car-

‘““Your course lg‘ all and much more than you claim it to be. Am A valuable book on the Art of painting Scenery and which
m‘gmy pleased.” Howard Gizet, Los Angeles. / should be owned by all Cartoonists, Pictorial and 8i nPa‘;mm
“1 was more than satisfied with your course. Don’t see how you and Window Peocrators. Thorongh and up—to-doze.‘mgh rec-
can profitably sell it at the price.”” Ronald Rothier, Chicago. ommended and fnll{ i1justrated. Only baok covering c¢xclu-
‘*One thing ahout it, a person can’'t go wrong with the ‘NEW alvely the Art of nting Bcenery for Theatres and Moving
CARTOON COURSE. ' Wm, K. Ramsicll, New York City, Com- Picture Shows. Very valuable forartistic window decorating
plete course and satisfaction guaranteed. Price $1.75. 186 pages

The Cartoon E;S:I:e?g:: A7%§, : l!Vewark, Ohio APPLETON PUBLISHING co" B'::ph;'a OMA“A' NEB.

VENTRILOQUIS V] | [Slossary of Aviation Terms

o TAUGHT ALMOST ANYONE AT HOME %% 8 T astrated:  Price. $1.00 postoald
mall cost. end today 2c stamp for particulars and proof.
O. A. SMITH, Room $503, 801 Bigelow St, PEORIA,ILL, | (_POPULAR NECHANICS BOOK DEPARTMENT. 78 E. Madism Si, CHICAD

/~ THE HOFFMAN UNIVERSAL ADJUSTAEBELE

ARTISTS’ DRAWING STAND,

A light, handsome indestructible stand. Made of steel
tubing, elegantly finished. Instantly adjustable to any
position. THE BOARD REVOLVES. Quickly knocked g,
down and packed in small space for shipment. Guar-

anteed the finest stand on the market for CARTOONISTS,
COMMERCIAL ARTISTS, CHALK TALKERS, RE-
TOUCHERS, etc. Your money refunded if not sat!sﬁed
after 30 days trial. Write for circular No. 17.

" HOFFMAN DRAWING STAND CO., 470 Lyell Ave., Rochester, N.Y.




15

$7522 for One Days
leasant

Work

O

T o

New Easy Way to
Become an Artist

O matter what your previous experience or education
has heen —no matter even if you feel thar you have no
special “talent” for drawing—this new method uickly

You

teaches vou Illustrating, Cartooning and Dexigning.
which you

learn at home in your spare time, yet the wor
send in receives the Personal attention
and criticism of one of America’s mest

women like Frank Godwin, who has drawn covers for Ladies
Home Journal; IHolcomb Wynn, who draws for Shadowland;
Graanville Reid, the New York Illustrator; Louise Rochon,
the Fashion Artist; Burwell, the Cartoonist. - And this
wonderful method will train you in tle same way.

Send For Free Booklet

successful artists. It is just as if this
great artist sto d at your elbow giving
you the little secreta of successful
drawing.

You will marvel at the simplicity of
this method and at the rapidity with
which you learn. First you start with
straight lines, then curves. Then you
fearit how to put them togetlrer. Now

ou are drawing simple pictures. Shad.
ng, Action, Perspective and all the rest
follow until you are drawing pictures
that bring you from $30 to $500 and

d your course

W
the last leason
sold $36 warth of
ash.  ALFRED
Sines enrolling
nll the work on
careof, J. A, Byw,

EARN WHILE YOU LEARN
Yoy don't even have to wait until yoo have

com
on y:rur ahility to draw. Many of our studenta
have scld their work on .
il‘f for itself long before they had finished
rt.r ere aro o few:
ce waa returned, T have
drawings in pen and ink and
B FLEMING A J.
g‘-‘kh your nchool [ have had
o side which 1 am ablo to lake
ATER, §
am only on my twelfth lrsson now, but
have llns-cry done sever ..,
JorN UNrim. Buhler, Kansag

Before finishirg your course I was able todis-
pose of some of my work.

Learn the details of this amazing
new method and lhow it can qualify
you for this plecasant profession so free
from drudgery and routine work. Mail
the attached coupon and we will send
you our handsomely illustrated Free
Bouklet, “How to Become an Artist”
and details of a special Free Offer of
a Complete Artist’s Outfit. Necver
befere has learning to draw been
made so easy—never before has there
been such wonderful opportunities for
the trained artist. Mail ceupon TO-

fore you can cash in

side, the course

New:

Lake City, Ulg}i

VERNON COLEMAN

over —pictures that were an actual
pleasure to make.

Big Opportunities NOW

Get into this uncrowded, high.salaried field now! Com-
mercial Art is as yet in its infancy. Each day there arises
s0mMe new demamf for men and women who can draw car-
toons or comic strips, who can illustrate stories or draw
magazine covers, fer Fashion Artists, Advertising Artists,
or Commercial Designers. NewspaPers, Magazines, Depart-
ment Stores, Busincss Houses—all arc eagerly searching
for trained Artists to landle their Art Work, and they will
pay almost any price to get theni.

{\’hatever Your present ability maj be, we can prepare you
for this fascinating profession. Many of our graduates had
never touched a drawing pencil when they first started with
us. Yet those who studied under this amazing method rank
among the most successful Artists of today—men and

DAY!

Washington School of Art, Inc.
1672 Marden Bldg. = Washington, D. C.

1
= Washington School of Art, Inc. 8
§ 1672 Marden Bldg., Washington, D. C. ]
I Please send me your Free Booklet. ‘‘How to Become an Artist.” §
i und the details of your special Free Ofter, No obligation to me B
1 and no soifcitor will cell upon me. 1
1 [ ]
1 NAME. | cenntieecieiecaitioetatrtoneestrsatinnaseiarosens |
1 (Stave whether Mz, , Mrs. or Misa) H
1 ]

AdAress, . ccvusetescicreicsasrrcracacsiocrtosiieataroctancas
T e L L L LD L L L Ll ]



16

WAYSIDE TALES AND CARTOONS ADVERTISING SECTION

MAKE YOUR., .
PEN GET /’K

Lance Work,"”

Dear Sirs: The "“Money Hunches
for the Artist” I bought from you for one dollar has
already pald for itself FIFTY TIMES. I have just quit
my Men About Town Series

—C. A. PENNINGTON, Hutchinson, Kans.

WE TEACH
COMMERCIAL

ART

Properly Trained Artists Earn $100 a week and up.
Meyer Both College-—a Department of the Meyer Both
Company—offers you a different and practical training.
If you like to draw, develop your talent. Study this
prattical course—taught by the largest and most widely
known Commercial Art Organiration in the tield with
20 years' success—who each year produce and sell to
advertisers in the United States and Canada over ten
thousand commercial drawings. Who else could

It has proven a great help for many artists and art students.
This Book means more art orders for you and is chock-full of
suggestions and real live stunts to help the Artist.

the many live features are:

This book opens the way for the artist in the country as well as the
artist in the city.
checks along the way to success.

SEND $1.00 TODAY FOR A COPY, OR STAMP FOR PARTICULARS
THE NOVEL “ADS” STUDIO, Supply Dept. 660, Omaha National Bank Bldg., Omaha, Nebraska

Among
‘“‘How to Break into the Art Fleld,” “Free
“Chalk-Talking,” *“Newspaper and Syndicate Work.”

It is meant for those who wish to take in the small
Read these unsollcited letters:

Dear Sirs: Recelved your “Money Hunches,” and it was a reve-
lation to me. It is very practical, and by following the sugges=
tions in the book it will save both time and money for the artist

who Is breaking into the art ﬂeld.
ANDERSON, Brooklyn, N. Y.

-V

Can You Draw a Little?

Don't you often notice the wonderful hit a
druwing stunt makes on the stage?

Don’t You wonder at the pay they get?

You also wonder how they think of such
clever ideas.

Well, they don’t; we furnish the
ideas and they use them. You can be
just as clever as they with our set
of pictures and very little practice.
No talk or chatter is required; our
well-thought-out ideas are enough.

i o Frenieate Price §1

dollars o mght is yours
2929 Bambrey St.

with our 20 New, Big
Philadelphia, Pa.

give you so wide an experience? Cc -
cial Art is a business necessnty—-—the de-
mand for commercial artists is greater
every year. It's a highly paid, intensely
interesting profession, equally open to both
men and women. Home study instruction.
Get facts before you enroll in any school. t
our special booklet, “Your Opportunity’—
for half the cost of mailing—4c in stamps.
X MEYER BOTH COLLEGE

of COMMERCIAL ART

Michigan Ave. at 20th St.

Deot. 26 CHICAGO, ILL.

“CARTU[INING MADE EASY”

20 PRACTICAL CARTOON saun
LESSONS FOR . .

The subects denll with m Cnnoonlnr
Comic Drawing, Carlcaturing, Portrait Draw-
ing, Engraving, 8tore \Window Cartooning,
Motion Picture Blides, etc. The set contaius
hundreds of llustrations. twenty full sized
plates and forty instruction sheets. It is
printed on heavy glazed paper and is en-
closed in & portfolio.

HERE'S WHAT OTHERS 11'IINK OF TRIS SET
Canoonin:.kﬂ‘;do Easy*'" is the most stive com’nc on the m-rket for the

small pri CIARLES BART MicH
“Thae nlulmtmns alone are worth the lﬁicu rﬂvrd)nu of the umunndn of
ES, NEw York CI7¥

tﬂmtjon
lluva'ia.d your le cartoons.”

lessons only a month and can -In-.d
LEO MA, OHIO.
“CARTOONING MADE EASY” |s probnbly the only cartoon
esourse which includes artistio poses draped and in the nude. It 18
also the only course aeling under $35 which GUARANTEES to
make of anyoue who takes it a capable cartoonist. With each eet
sold we issue a written guarantce to each pupll that when ho re-
celves the lessons, 1f he is not satisfied, bis money will be refunded.
So not only when you get * ‘Cartooning Made Eass’® do you have a
chance tn learn rapidly this mone‘nmnking art. but you know there
mnlﬁonnmlnryouwhcn you have o oth er coursae selling at foar
the price does so mush to start its pupils on the rosd
A SHORT SYNOPSIS OF THE COURSE
Lexson No. 1—Flow to copy a picture. No. 2—D ivisions of the anat-
omy. No. 3—8keleton work, divisions of the head. collecting & morgue,
No. +—Drawing from life. No. 6—Note book sketches. No. 8—Expres-
slons. Ne. 7—Drawing at conventiovs. No. 8—Eugraving. No. 9—Per=
tive. No. 10—Caricaturing. No. 11—Eyes, einrs, nose and mouth,
0. 12—Action and wrinkles. No, 18—Animals. No. 14—8hading.
No. 15—Contraxt. No. 16—'‘Roughlog in a sketch.”” No. 17—Ssmbols
of patdons. No.1S—Row (o reserse a plcturs, spatter work, etc.
No. 19—Types and characteristics, No. 20—Photograph cartoons
and other stunts. How to get started a8 a cartoontst,
. RICRETT GRANVILLE, OHIO

ou

druw sal
ARDS,

CAN YOU DRAW?

“C~.7 instructions.
MACKAY STUDIO,

If you are looking for

CHALK - TALK sugges-
tions that will please any
audience, 8o you can
make a success, we invite
you to invest in our pro-
grams and avoid disap-

pointment. We guarantee
mb'zw"m-.?vk’m satisfaction. Full par '
PR o . T ticulars FREE.
Expressions, Chatter, ete.
Program No. 3
Girla, Chllmnm pes,
Rag 5:,""’ TRUMAN'S
Trlek rawineg E,:.i;“""" CHALK-TALK STUDIO
ONl: nou.Al! EACH Box 592 Perrysville, Ohio

.|BE A REAL MAN!

g LOOK LIKE ONE AND
FEEL LIKE ONE

Broaden your shoulders, deepen your
chest, enlarge your arms, and get a
development that will attract attention.
Fill yourself full of energy and
powerful.

MY NEW BOOK

“Muscular Development”
Will Explain How

This book {s illustrated with 25 ¢ull
page photographs of myself and of some
of the world's finest developed ath-
letes whom have trained. It will
interest and benefit you greatly.
Send 10c (stamps or coin) for a cop Jv
NOW, today, while it is om your min

EARLE ll]lERMRN. 3e8s 305 New York




UNUSUAL
SUMMER HOME
IN MAINE

CAMDEN, MAINE — A grand location
where mountains and lakes meet the
sea. Unusually complete modern estate.

160 acres, extending from hill-
top to shores beautiful Lake
Megunticook, with boat house,
dock, and motor boat.

Improvements Modern—Everything Best
to give most luxurious living accommo-
dations. House and Guest House Well
Furnished. Ready for immediate use,
with all weather facilities; outbuildings
to fill all requirements.

Expert manager operates at small cost.
Have recently inspected; pleased to show
pictures and describe fully.

Sell For Less Than Half Value

E. H. PECK, °l. S. 0SGOOD PELL & CO.

Tel. 5610 Vanderbiit. 17 W. 44th St., New York City

The Vest Pocket Lawyer

:ontama a 8-year Umvenity Law Course in nut-shell form
together with 112 Legal Forma. Cloth. Price $1.60 postpaid.

Cartoons Magazine Book Dept. * ™ 2;eitas ~~=

The HOFFMAN REVOLVING

Drawing Board Bracket

Screw to your board—at-
tach to table with dou-
ble clamp, holds board rigldly
at convenient angle — RE-

VOLVE YOUR BOARD.

R Made of metal, strong,
\ indestructible, aleoly

% finished. Guarantced

w please or Yyour
nney back. Prlcv
with screws to attach m your board, $4.

HOFFMAN DRAWING STAND GO. ’.?Zc'f::'s"r":’u'.’u'.'?."

BET ST

and M. fHlus-
trating, Commercial Art, Fashion
Drawing, Pastel and Crayon Work

By Correspondence or Local Classes

Our Instruction covers all branches of art work. You can
take the combination course covering all of the separate
branches or you can specialize on any one or more branches
u you m desire,

and women are now earning big salaries as suc-
e.-lul nrth!a nlu-n’ollnw{nz om-slm of pmtﬁcll hin!n:'z Wo have Dn:’xe
oy lbron‘h o evening ll our studios and bave students

merica -nd tn many foreign countries taking our Home-Study
Courses olﬁmmcﬁ«n School e donod by the leading newspape
magazines and famous arti TODAY. B st o

mum ART ’Wolo‘ Mort M
49-B Flatiron Building, 23rd Street and Broadway, NE % o oy

High School
Course in

Two Years!
You Want to Earn Big Money!

And you willnot be satisfied unless you earn ﬂend{
motion. But are youpreparedfor the job ahead of you?
Do you measure up to the standard that insures success?
Fora more responsible position a fairly good education is
necessary. To write a sensible business letter, to prepare
estimates, to figure cost and to compute interest, you
must have a certain amount of preparation. All this you
must be able to do before you will earn promotion,
Many business houses hire no men whose general know-
ledge is not equal to a high school course. Why? Because
big business refuses to burden itself with men who are
barred from promotionbythe lack of elementary education.

Can You Qualify for a Better Position

We have a plan whereby you can. Wecan giveyou acom-
plete but simplified high school course intwo years, gi cali
gou all the esscntials thatformthe foundation of practi
usiness, It will prepare you to hold your own where
competition iskeen and exactmf Do not doubt your abili-
ty, but make up your mind to it and you will soon have
tge rcqulrements that will bring you success and big
money. YOUC IT.
Let us showyou how to et on the road to success. It will
not cost you a single working hour. We 80 sure of be-
ln&able to help you that we will cheerfull retum to you,
ten lessons, every cent youlemnn yw are o
solutely nﬂ:ﬂed What fairer offer can we
today. It costs you oothing but & stamp.
AMERICAN SCHOOL
Dcvt- B-6115Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicaago

Dept. HﬁllSanelAve.nd 58th S&.m
Explain how 1 can qualify for positiza checked:

. mﬂcﬂ ,000 to §15,000].. 'mﬂ' ,’6 000 to $16,000

$5.000 to $10,000 §4.000 to $10,000
$4,000 to $10,000 W u.oooeoﬂ.ow

tmobfhhn-i i yment Manager
v zmoeo‘}as.m g $4,000 to §10,000

prom $2,000 to $4,000

- Foreman’a Coursg, ) e $4.000
m‘r-lupbono Mﬁ#m SE P
$2,500 to ls.noo

. Name.... m..-—.-—-—-——--
ﬁc-o-o-o-o-p LY X - X3

Please Mention Wayside Tales and Cartoons Magazine
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CLASSIFIED ADVERTISEMENTS

Advertisements in this section, 5¢ per word each insertion.

To insure ads being inserted under proper classification in the October issue,
copy must reach this ofiice not later than August 25th

AGENTS WANTED

NEWEST Thing Out—Lithogram Initials
for automobiles, motorcycles, canoes, golf
sticks, tenunls racquets, etc. Anyone can
apply them in a jiffy. 8cll to everybody.
Set costs 15¢; brings $1.50. Fast gales and
big daily profits for agents. WWrite for cata-
log. Lithogram Company, Desk 24, East
Orange, N. J.

BIG Moncy and Fast Sales.
buys gold initials for his auto.
$1.50, make ¥1.35.

ales. Every owner
You charge
Ten orders daily easy.

KODAK Fllm dcveloped 5c, prints 2%c WE buy Canadian and Foreign MAoney.
each. Young Photo Service, 431 Delaware precjous metals and uncancelled United
Ave., Albany, N. Y. Sl&;eo Itﬁm 353?15“8“01‘ Ki};\ B& B(l)lll.

Address Box tation rooklyn,
DOGS, BIRDS, POULTRY, PETS New York.
" HOUNDS. _ With Pork and Cotton down MBCHANICAL Jce S8aver 25c. Lawn
went Mr. Hound. My A 1 thoroughly sprinkler, 25 ft. spray, 75c. Satisfaction
trained Coon and Possum Hounds, $50.00 &guarantced B & T Specialty Co., Dept.
and $60.00 each; partially trained ones, A, 7528 Evans Ave., Chicago, Il

$35,00 each, $65.00 pair; 30 days trial. I
scll on mone back guarantee. Reference,
Merchant State Bank, Humboldt, Tenn. J.
D. Irwin, Humboeldt, Tenn.

Write for particulara and free¢ sample. 3y e T e
- MR SPO EPOILTS\IA\ Tlps on coon hounds
:\)E;%rggu;\' .\‘I,onogram Co.. Dept. 70. East and hunting. A little booklet that strikes a
—— - warm spot. Published by a mountaineer
NEAT Little Kitchen Novelty. 150% (oen hunter. Price 50 cents. Do not send
profit. Bamplo 10 cts. Lisbon Novelty gtamps. Black Hawk Kennel, Escatawpa,
Company, [.'ston Falls. Maine, Ala.
ART AND ADVERTISING OLDFAS IONED Southern coon. skunk,
8 opossum, rabbit hounds sent on trial. List
\\I‘E Aiavelu: ltockksbix llnlu orhwonh- 10 cts. McLister Bros., Brighton, Tvnnessee.
w hile oil painting books at prices that will
fnterest you. Write us for quotation snd EDUCATIONAL AND INSTRUCTION

full informatlon.
St.. Carthage, Mo.

PEN plcture of yourself or friend (6x10)
by & Cartoonlst. 8end photo and fifty

The Art Studio, 809 Oak

cents.  AlIl photos returned. Address, E.
M. Hildreth, 260 Brook Ave., Bronx, New
York, N. Y.

GOMMERCIAL Art, Cartoons, Comics,

Carlcatures from photos. We draw ‘em at
right prices. Inquire about our ‘‘Cartoon
Autoblography.”’ Schmidt's Studio, Sinton
Street, Portsmouth, Ohio.

SEND us your r plcture and we will
paint it in oil colors for you. Write The
Art Studio. 809 Oak St., Carthage. Mo.

AUTOMOBILES
AUTOMOBILE

Owners, Garagemen, ‘fe-
chanics, Repairmen, send for free ﬁfu of
eur current jesuc. It contains helpf in-
structive information on overhauling. ignl-
tion troubles, wiring, carburetors, storage
Latterles, etc. Over 120 pages, lllustrated.
Scnd for free copy today. Automobile Di-
gest, 511 Butler Bldg.. Cincinnatt.

BOOKS AND PERIODICALS

AMBITIOUS Writers send today for Free
Copy, America’s leading magazine for writ-
ers of photoplays, stories, Doems, 20ng8:
Instructive, helpful.  Writer’s Digest, 615
RButler Bldg., Cincinnati.

PAINT Pictures for art storcs at home.
New method. no study or lessons, lnstruc-
tions $1.00. Moran Art Service, Box 173,
Michigan City, Ind.

DOLLARS Saved. All kinds used corres-
pondence courses sold, rented, bought and
exchanged. List free, Lee Mountain, Pis-
gah, Ala.

FOR INVENTORS

PATENTS—Writo for free illustrated
guide book and Evidence of Conception
Blank. Send model or sketch for free opin-
fon of patentable nature, Hlgbest refer-
ences. DPrompt service. Reasemable terms.
Yictor J. Evans & Co., 168 Ninth, Wasgh-
ington. D. C.

WE make working models for inventors
and do experimental work, and carry a
complete stock of hrmss gears and model

LIGHTNING Cartoonist’s book of Secrets,
$1. Complete course trick drawing, over 60
stunts with chalk. Satisfaction guaranteed,
Samples 10c. Sallor Artist Chris, 2825
Fuclid, Kansas City, Mo.

BOOKS. All kinds.
C-2441 Post Street.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

INITIALS in O!d English Capitals, Gold
with black outllne with full Instructions
how o put on Automobiles. I.ockers,
Trunks, Sujt Cases or any smooth surface
in % inch letter 15 cents each. Modern
Instruction Company, 1916 Sleffield Avenue,
Chicago, IMinois.

CAMERAS AND PHOTO SUPPLIES

Lists. Higene's,
San Francisco.

MAIL us 20c with any size film for devel- ®

opment and s8ix velvet prints. Or send six
negatives any sgize and 20c for slx prints.
Or send 40c for one 8x10 mounted enlarge-
ment. _Prompt, perfect service. Roanoke
l"_hoto Finlshing Co., 281 Bell Av., Roanoke,

a.

GLOSSY Prints 3 cents each.
veloped 7 cents each.
phy. MacFarlane
Bluerock, Clncinnatl,

Rolls de-

First class photogra-
Photo Service, 1712
Ohlo.

supplies. Send for catalog. The Pierce
Model Werks, Tinley Park, Il
FOR MEN

SAFETY razor blades sharpened. Single
edge 2c. Double 3c. Best work guaran-
teed. Joseph Alpert, 601 Bergenllne Ave.,
West Hoboken, Ncw Jersey.

SMOKERS of taste choose Tacova Cigar-
ettes, mild, exoeedingly good. Mall $1.50
for 100. Tacova Cigarette Company, 41
Unlon 8quare, New York, N. Y.

CUTS anybody can make. Simple, cheap
process, $l1. Specimens. particulars for
stamp. T. Day., Windfall, Ind.

MOTION PICTURES

WANTED—)en and women ambitious to
make money writing Storfes and Photoplays.
Send for wonderful Free Book that tells
w.Y Author'sePress, Dept. 117, Aubwurn.

MUSIC AND MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS

PARODIES—Vaudevills’s best song paro-
dles of 1921; copyright material; 20 laugh-
makers for 50 cents. Novelty: thousands of
copies sold. Ottie Colburp, 13 Clinton Ave.,
Brockton, Massach setts.

““SHE Found Him.,’ the funniest soung
published; localize anywhere; extra choruses;
titlo page copy for 15 cents. Ottie Colburm,
13 Clinton Ave., Brockton, Massachusetts.

MUSIC composed to words. Bauer Bros.
(formerly of Sousa’'s Band}. Oshkosh, Wis.

PATENTS FOR SALE

PATENTS—Send for free book. Con-
tains valuable informa ion for {nventors.
Scnd sketch of your Invention for Free
Opinion of its patentable nature. Prompt
service. (Twenty years’ experience.) Tal-
bert & Talbert, 401 Talbert Bldg., Wash-
Ington. D, C.

PERSONAL

THIN people Incrcase weight. Guaran-
teed method. Send $1.00 now or write for
so]der.N AYlbert Ward, 21 Forbes, Amster-
am, i

TOBAOCCO or 8nuff Habit cured or no
ay. $1 If cured. Remedy sent on trial.
Suuerbs Co., 8. 8., Baltimore, \d.

PRINT!NG ENGRAVING AND
ULTIGRAPHING

PRINTING that pleases, 100 hond letter-
heads and envelopes, blue, buff or white
paper $1.60 post pald Samples and prices
on larger quantluea free on request. E. W
§m{ord .» la B. No. 7, Martville, New
or|

FORMULAS AND TRADE SECRETS

FORAMULAS—Tollet articles, other prac-
tical specialties, Personal service. Satlsfac-
tion guaranteed. Write your needs. Knox
Chemical Co. Rockland. Maine.

GAMES AND ENTERTAINMENT

MYSTIFYING, perplexing and entertain-
Ing. Your name wppears and disappears
from the fme of a card. 25 cents. Ad-
dlrﬁns tsodu, . W. Kerns, Box 163, Green-
ville, 8.

CLASSY statlonery, printed in gold, 100
blue or white linen envelopes and letter-
heads for $2.25 post paid. Samples free.

. W. Sparford Co., L. B. Na. 7, Mart-
ville, New York.

S——

REAL ESTATE AND FARM LANDS

—
IF you want to sell or exchange your

farm, unimproved land. city property or
patent, writo me. John J, Black, 192d St.,
Chippewa Falls. Wia.

SITUATIONS WANTED

MISCELLANEOUS

A WONDERFUIL Opportunity :
our genuine leather bilifolds. Sells for
$1.25, costs you $9.00 dozen. Send $1.00
for sample. _Albert E. Sparks Co., Box
260, Bristo!, R. I.

Selling

CARTOONIST—Well educated. Desires
position. Origina! jdeas, best of references.
lSlintQ salary. Box 23, Station A, Danville,
1),

ARTIST wants Penwork  Monticello,
Minnesota, Box 41.

! THE AMERICAN %
! ART STUDENT cyis-
= ESTABLISHED 1918

'f:'. 21 Park Row, NEW YORK CITY
=|IIIillllllIIIIIII|1I|IllllllllllllllillllllIIIIIII"IIIlllllllllllllllllllill

lllllIlllllllllllllIIIIIIIIIIIIII|lIllIllllllIIIIIllIIIIIllllllllllllllllllllIIIIII!IIIIIIIIIS

(BRINGING UP FATHER

BOOKS 1 AND 2
By George McManus
Greatest of all cartoan books. Size10x10in. Board covers.

Price 35¢ vol. postpaid
CARTOONS MAGAZINE BOOK DEPT., 6 N. Mickigan Ave.,, CHICAGO
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THE PUBLIC PAYS BIG MONEY TO BE AMUSED.
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Animated Cartoonists are
in great demand.

Esrn bhig money from your drawing talent.
Newspaper Cartoountng and Anlmated Cs:
Beod 4 cents in atamps, sisiing your ::g;

1g. You should

Associated Studios of Motion Picture Cartooning

‘Be A Lightning
Trick Cartoonist’;

/4
wﬁ'

iy iy o SN
With Balda’s Comic Trick Drawings you will always be
in demand for chalk talks, because they are clever and
enappy stunts. Tickle the funnybone., The applause from the
audience is continuous from start to finish. Chatter with
instructiona for beginners by & professional cartoonist.

S8et No. I of 23 Comic Trick Drawings...... $1.00
8et No. 2 of 24 Comle Trick Drawinns...... 1L.0OO
8et No. 3 of 18 Comio Frick Drawing 1.60
Set of 10 Patriotio Slunts......... 5 50

Set of 10 Landscape Sccones,..... .
Batislaction Guaranteed. Descriptiva Circular Free.

BALDA ART SERVICE, Depnt. 3 OshXosh, Wis.

BOUND VOLUMES of
Cartoons Magazine

Vol. 15—January-June, 1919

Vol. 16---July-December, 1919

Vol. 17—January-June, 1920

Vol. 18—July-December, 1920
now ready for your library, book case or reading
table. Bound in heavy buckram, with gold lettering,
it makes an attractive addition to your permanent
book collection. The price of $3.00 a velume barely
covers the cost of production. Sent anywhere in
the world express or postage Drepaid,

Price $2.00 a Volume
Send order divect to publisher

CARTOONS MAGAZINE
6 No. Michigan Avenue

CHICAGO

-7

Correspondence Course

ZIM’S

and wash sketches given as practical demonstrations with every
criticlsm. Twenly text books, every page Illustrated and
instructive, Write your name plainly, enclosing éc In stamps,
when sending for catalog and testimonials.

THE COURSE ¥s TULL of >y L
paly! e g N SPIRIT &ACTIN

Cartooning, Comic Art and
IS PRACTICALLY THREE COURSES IN ONE

Hundreds of satisfied students all over the world A course that strikes right from the shoulder, giving
the student the work in practical form and in the easiest manner.
ments or block systemi. A course caleulated to make artists, not merely draught.men.

ZIM, Dept. K, Horseheads, N. Y.

Write today for informatlon about our great courses of instruction in drawing.
methods.

lnvestigats our [ndiridual Cartooning courses and

We hove valuable advlce for a1l who wish to aucceed a8 Cartoonis
RRESPONDENCE OR LOCAL CLASSES

296 Broadway, New York City, N. Y,

Play the Hawaiian Guitar
Just Like the Hawaiians!

Our method of teaching is 8o simple, plain
and easy that you begin on a piece with your
first lesson. In half an hour you can play it!
We have reduced the necessary motions you
learn to only four—and you ac-
Quire these in a few minutes. Then it
is only a matter of practice to acquire
the weird. fascinating tremolos, stac-
cntos, slura and other effects that
make this instrument so delight{ul.
The Mawaiian Guitar plays any kind
of music, both the melody and the sec-
companiment. Your tuition fee in- /
cludes a beautiful Hawaiian Guitur,/
all the necessary picks and steel A W
bar and 52 complete lessons
and pieces of music. Special
arrangement for lessons if
you have your own guitar.

Send Coupon NOW

GET FULL
PARTICULARS FREE
.li----_------------..---
§ First Hawailan Conservatory of Music, Inc. :
:233 Broadway (Woolworth Bldg.), New York City :
: T am interested in the HAWAIIAN GUITAR. TIlease send N
H completo information, apoclal price ofter, ete.. etc. ]
]
1
ENAME . ...ooooooa. Do0a00E S o AEeE o00C SRR -
]
L)
: PN 035): 301 S PP ok ol
]
: TOWN . eeeennnans COUNTY......... STATE......., C. M.}
1 Print name and address clearly. i

h------- L L R L L L L T .

All free hand. No mechanical measure-

Original pencil, crayon, pen and ink
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ARREN BIGELOW, the Finger Print Detective,
was making his usual review in the morning news-
papera He had just finished reading the press re-
ports of the daring robbery of the offices of the
T— O— Company when the telephone on his desk rang.
Central Office was calling, asking him to come imme-
digtely to the scene of the robbery.

Ithough he drove his high powered roadster rapidly
and arrived very shortly at his destination, he had plenty
of time to consider the main features of the case as reported
by the press. The job had undoubtedly been done by skilled
crackemen and robbers of uncommon nerve. Sixty-five
hundred dollars in currency—the company pay-roll-—were
goFe. Not a single, apparent clew had been found by the
police.

Finger Print Expert Solves Mystery

On his arrival, Bigelow was greeted by Nick Austin, Chief
of Detectives, who had gone over the ground thoroughly.

“Hello, Warren. Here's a job
that has us stumped. I hope
you can unravel it for us.”

By this time, the district
officers and the operatives from

WI: donl_gyﬁea

TALES AND CARTOONS ADVERTISING SECTION

00 REWARD

» TWO HOURS WORK

Almost immediately Bigelow turned his attention to a
heavy table which had been tipped up on its side. Exam-
ination of the glossy mahogany showed an excellent set of
finger prints. The thief might just as well have left his
calling card.

To make a long story short his prints were photographed
and taken to Central Office, where they were matched with
those of “Big Joe” Moran. a safe blower well known to
the police. Moran was subsequently caught and convicted
on Bigelow's testimony, and the finger-print proof. Most
of the money was recovered. In the meantime the T— O—
Company had offered a $5600.00 reward, which was given to
Bigelow—his pay for two hours’ work.

Learn at Home in Spare Time

Could you imagine more fascinating work than this?
Often life and death depend upon decisions of finger-print
evidence—and big rewards go to the Expert. Thousands
of trained menarenow n in this great field. The finger-
print work of governmenta, cor-
porations, police departments,
detective agencies and individ-
uals has created a new profes-
sion. Many experts regularly

Central Office had almost given earn from $3,000 to $10,000 a
up the investigation. After ? year in this fascinating game.
hours of fruitless efforts, their n And now you can easily learn
work was at a standstill. They i i

were completely bafed.

With lively interest and a feeling of relief they atepped
back to await the results of the Finger Print Detective's
findings. They were plainly awed at his quiet, assured
manner. The adroit old Chief himself was manifestly im-
pressed at the quick, sure way in which Bigelow made his
investigation.
--------------------------------

unmmvdumsamm 1376 lm&-ml:h.,&nn.
Gentlemen: Without any obligation whatever send me your g

new, fully illustrated, FREE book on Finger Prints and your ’

offer of & FREE course In Secret Service Intelligence and the

Free Profeszional Finger Print Outft. :
Neme ......... . B I S T :
Address. . ..........0iiiiiiann. 380000 C Y. - XXXE :
Pregent Occupation . ................ Age......... |}

the secrets of this new Science

in your spare time--at home.
Any man with common school education and average
ability can become a Finger Print Detective in a surpris-
ingly short time.

. o
Free Course in Secret Service

For a limited time we are making a special offer of a
Professional Finger Print Outfit, absolutely Free, and Free
Course in Becret SBervice Intelligence. Mastery of these
two kindred professions will open a brilliant career for you.

Write quickly for fully illustrated free book on Finger
Prints which explains this wonderful training in detail.
Don’t wait until this offer has expired—mail the coupon
now. You may never see this announcement again! You
assume no obligation—you have everything to gain and
nothing to lose. Address

UNIVERSITY OF APPLIED SCIENCE
Dept. 1376, 1920 Sunnyside Avenue, Chicago, lllinois
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$3002° a Month Salary
$450929 on the Side at Home

That’s the kind of money my drafting students make. Read what this one says:

408 perminti. Fstdes § medsover 5450 st hametts  FIREE $25.00 Outfit!

t two months, drawing plans Jor private parties.

Practical drafting training you gave me by mail put me And more—1 give you a whole set of drafting tools
where I am in less than six months’study. Thank you for the minute you become my student. You get every
all your personal interest and hely You gave me so far.”’ tool you need. A magnificent $25 set of instruments
(Name and Address on request. (Signed) 1.B. with which to build your success in draftsmanship.

* - . .
A very high-grade $25 drafting outfit free.
’ Tra'n vou U"t', vou Get a I,Ob 331&0 a year salary. Trained by me per-
oreed s . — 3 sonally until you get a job. That’s the big
3-featured offer I am making you. “J. B.” was trained by me. I train you personally in the same way. 1 make you
qualified to draw $3,600 per year like scores of my other graduates are doing. I give you practical drawing-room
work. Everything just exactly as you would get it in areal job. 1 give you my personal man-to-man attention.

- ]
Send Coupon for : chiet brattsman bobe
H Dept. 1376, 4001 Broadway, Chicago
Nomatterwhat plans 3  Without eny obligation whatroever, please mail
you have for the fu- = k.**Successful Rraftsmanship,”” and full partic
ture. Get this book— : of your iberal ‘ersonal Ilnstruction’’ offer to
“Successful Drafts- @ °todents.
manship.” Find out about the simply marvelous opportunities ¥ name. )
ahead now. How the world needs draftsmen, engineers, archi- - TR
tects and builders. What great salaries and possibilities there —
are! Send the coupon for free book today. = AATeS8...... .. ieiiiiiiiiiireeieerieerraeaeeeaes
Chl ftm. b cago =
el Dra an Dobe, Dept.1876, 6001 Broadway, Chicag . * IPostOB0e: s oo State, ...



21 Ruby and Sapphire Jewels -
Adjusted to the second—
Adjusted to tem ture—
Adjusted to i nism —
Adjusted to positions—
25-year gold strata case—
Montgomery Railroad Dial—
New deas in Thin Cases.

And all of this for $5.00 per month—

a great reduction in watch prices direct to
ou—a 2l-jewel adjusted watch at a rock-
ottom price. Think of the high grade,

guaranteed watch we offer here at such a

remarkable price. And, if you wish, you

gay this price at the rate of $500 a
mont Indeed, the days of exorbitant
watch prices have passed.

sce 't F il"s You don’t pay a caipetp anybody

until you see he watch. You don’t buy
a Burlington Watch without seeing it.” Look at the splendld beauty of
the watch itself. Thin model, handsomely shaped—aristocratic in every line. Then look at

the works! There you will see the masterpiece of the watch maker’s skill. A perfect time-
piece adjusted to positions, temperature and isochronicm,

Practically every vessel in the U. S, Navy has many Burlington watches aboard. Some have
over 100 Burlingtons. The victory of the Burlingtca among the men in the U. S. Navy is
testimony to Burlington superiorty.

---------I-----.-----‘

AT Send Your Name on

Dept. 1376 Chica

L)
Please send me (without o‘bhga ‘o
tion and prepaid) your fre 0‘
on watches with full explananon Q‘
‘

of your cash or $5.00 a month offer
".‘ Get the Burlington Watch Book by sending
L)
*

on the Burlington Watch.
his coupon now.Y ou will know a lot more about
OISR s e 3 (s ey % Wwatch buymg when you read it. You will be able to"“steer
% clear” of the over-priced watches which are no better.
%, Sendthe coupon tuday for the watch book and our offer.
)
®

R e ¢ E AN 3 Burhngton Watch Co.

®

()
‘. 19th St. and Marshall Blvd., Dept. 1376 —Chleago, DL
‘. Canadian Office : 338 Portage Ave.,Winnipeg, Menitoba

....................................................

5 a Month




