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O illustration can truly show you

why Smith & Wesson revolvers are
actually “Superior.” Any dealer will let
you examine one, inside and out. Only
then will the dependability and accuracy
of the arm be apparent. You will real-
ize also, by comparison, why its slightly
higher price is justified.

SMITH & WESSON

Manufacturers of Superior ‘Revolvers

SPRINGFIELD
MASSACHUSETTS

Catalogue sent on request. Address Department M

No arms are genuine Smith & Wesson Arms unless
they bear, plainly marked on the barrel, the name

SMITH & WESSON.SPRINGFIELD, MASS.

Branck Offices: Los Angeles, Cal., Seattle, Wash.
Western Representatives: Andrew Carrigan Company, Rialto Bidg., San Francisco, Cal.
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HE fellows who used to work with me while I was pluggmg

along at $25 a week are convinced that I either had a ‘pull’

or just ‘fell into a good thing’—that my §9,000 a year po-
sition is a sheer accident.

*“When I told them I had found an easy way to earn big money
asa sslesman they laughed at me and called it a harebramed
idea. They told me ‘salesmen are born, not made.’ But I
decided to see my harebrained idea through ' 1 was sick of

(Can Success Like This
Be An Accdent ?

F. K. Kramer, Pine
Bluff, Ark., writes:
o Smce studymg the N.

T. A. Course I have
increased my earning
capacity from $2,200 to
over $6,000 a year."”

N. D. Miller, 1705 S.
Clark Street, Chicago,

slaving for a pittance.

“T started studying the secrets of master salesmanship as

taught by the National Salesmen's Tramm%
Association—and almost before I knew it
had confidence to tackle my first selling po-
sition. And whynot? I had mastered the very
secrets of selling used by the most successful
salesmen.

“My earnings during the past month were
$750. I now have better than a $9,000 a year
position—with lots more room to grow. I can
state positively that my sudden success was
not an accident. It came because I knew how
to sell scientifically. And how simple it is to
sell when you know how. My regret is that I
did not know these secrets ten years ago."’—
Ellis Sumner Cook. Manufacturers Agent, 20 E.
Jackson Blvd., Chicago, Ill.

says:

EMPLOYERS

are invited to write to the
}‘.mp]oyment Dept. of the
S. T. We can put
you in touch with just the
men_you need. No charge
for this service to you or our
members. Employers are
also cordially invited to re-
guest details about_the N.
A. Group Plan of
instruction for entire sales
forces. Synopsis and charts
sent without obligation.

I place the credit
for my success where it rightfully helongs.

I owe my present
position wholly to the N. S. T. A. 'In July,
1019, I studied your selling secrets and in
September you secured me the position which
I now hold am earning in excess of $100
a week.’

Bear in mind that these stories of real suc-
cess—the kind that is waiting you in this field
of unlimited money-mazking opportunities—are
but a few of thousands on file. You will find
scores of them in our literature.

Valuable Book Free

No matter what you may now think, it is
only a thought. Get the facts! See for your-
self how you can easily duplicate any of these
stories of success. NOW and no other time is
the minute to mail the coupon below. Our big

Why Not Make More Money?

If you want to get out of the wage-earning
class, if you want to make good money without
loss of time—then do as Mr. Cook and thousands of others
have done.

The secrets of salesmanship which Mr. Cook learned arec:
available to you. There are certain ways to approach pros-
pects, to stimulate mterest to overcome objections, and to
close sales. Every move in <e’1mg is governed by certain rules.
Once you know these success is yours.

Success Like This Yours

Adam Horneber, Bay City, Mich., writes: “'I have increased
my earning power 5009, since 1 secured your training in the
Science of Selling."

Lewis A. Tinnes, Minneapolis, Minn.. writes: “When I fin-
ished your training, I left my job at $160 a month and took a
job as salesman. The first month I made over $600 and I
expect to go higher yet.”

free book, ‘“Modern Salesmanship,” will be
mailed promptly And there's no obligation.

NATIONAL SALESMEN’'S TRAINING ASSOCIATION
Dept. 74 K, 53 W. Jackson Blvd., Chicago, Ill.

National Salesmen's Training Association,
Dept. T4-K, 63 W. Jackson Blvd., Chicago, Ill.

Send me TFREE your book,
can beceme a master salesman.

‘“Modern Salesmanship,’ and proof that I

= Pubhshed monthly by The Rldg'way Company
EVERYBODY’S N.Y. Yearly subscription $2.50 in advance;
class matter Aug.

August, 1923 3, 1879,
1

16, 1899, at the Post-Office at New York, N. Y.,
Entered as second-class matter at the Post-Office Department,

Name .. ..o tiiiiiiiiiiiieietetetsetectssscsssosssoscroscss .

Address. ... .o ittt iiieciatetieriectaeate sesscananaan .

(G s 7085 0606600a600008008080 66000000500 St de /e I TT T T Tolesils o \gope

Age LT, B ey Occupation. ., .vivesssiues Setstasaesrrrssaanaane
at Spring and Macdougal Sts., New York,

single copy 25 cents. Entered as second- Volume XLIX
under the act of March

Ottawa, Canada. Number 2
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HERE are several new Shawknit

numbers which merit your
attention. The little gold label on
each pair makes it safe to venture,
for behind the pleasing seasonable
nowelty is the unchanging Shawlanit
standard of service.

SHAW STOCKING CO.
Lowell, Mass.

HOSIERY °

<
OUR MISSION |

in life is to make our guests so com-
fortable amidst surroundings of happi-
ness and cheerfulness, that forever
after when they come to Cincinnati
they will look upon The Sinton as
their home.

And, as they travel from place to
place. to judge other hotels using us
as a criterion.

Or, to recommend to others the
same hospitality that they received.

§§ HQ}'ELgg

—_— e

= JOHN L. HORGAMN

e

CINCINNATI

A hotel of character in the city of character

Accommodations
for 1200 guests.

Every room with
bath and servidor

N

anadian
DAY ruaises
New York-~Halifax~Quebec

S.S.“FORT HAMILTON”

will make 4 unusually aitractive yachting cruises
(no freight)

Sailing from New York

JULY 7-21 and AUG. 4-18

Stopping one day {each way) at Halifax
'wo days at Quebec

Sailing through the Gut of Canso and North-
umberland Straits, the broad St. Lawrence,
the Sazuenay River and thence on to Quebec.
Magnificent scenery, smooth water, cool
weather. The ship has spacious promenade
decks and deck games, many rooms with bath,
finest cuisine, etc. Orchestra for Dancing.

The round trip occupies 12 days, rate $150 and up,
or one way to Quebec, 5 days, $80 and up.

No Passports required for these cruises.
For illustrated literature address

! FURNESS BERMUDA LINE

L 34 Whitehall Street, New York. or any Local Tourist Ageat
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WHERE

e Suramer's heak is
exhausting try this:

Into a glass of cool water, stir a teaspoon-
ful of %Iorsford’s Acid i’hosphate, and
drink. Its ‘‘tart’’ delights the palate and

enches thirst, its PHOSPHATES, like
g?ose found in cereals, quiet the nerves
and refresh the system.

HORSFORD’ S
ACID
PHOSPHATE

feeds the body and tissues nourishment \

thatisessential to health, in a form readily
assimilable. At Druggxsts
Prrite for kf SPECIAL BOOKLET talling how
e

delictous fruit drinks ices, etc., and

gwmg im nt tnformation about the nutri-
tious

PHOSPHATES. Sent free. Address
RUMFORD CHEMICAL WORKS
PROVIDENCE, R. 1. M40

Thotel
Sheridan-Plaza

Sheridan Road at Wilson Avenue, CHICAGO

Why not spend a few days or weeks on the
famous North Shore—Chicago’s vacation
Jand? Come to the beautiful Sheridan
Plaza, “Uptown Chicago’s Most Favored
Hotel.” Bathing, boating, motoring, theatre-
going. Short ride to golf grounds and parks.
Music and dancing every evening. Moderate
rates in the restaurant and Narcissus Grill
Cafeteria. Eighteen minutes from down-
town; elevated express and surface lines;
motor busses to and from down-town,
through Lincoln Park, stop at the door.

European plan. Excellent rooms, with private
bath. $3 a day and up. Reservations are
advisable. Exceptional garage accommodations.

It just melts in
your mouth!

You're sure to like

that

d old anvof"

O

Blaclc

American
Chicle Co.
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)
South America
Dran

jyour tn
NOW~

F you are a prospective traveler, why

not plan a trip to South America?
Four white sister ships owned by the
U. S. Government and operated by
the Munson Line have brought new
business opportunities and a new vacation
land. Send the information blank below
and let your Government assist you
with travel helps.

A trip to South America is one of the most
delightful of ocean journeys! Rio de Janeim,
Montevideo, Buenos Aires are crowded with
charming people and many pleasures —the service

on American ships fulfills the most exacting
demands. There is a sailing every fortnight.

Western World Aug. 4 Sept.29
Southern Cross Aug. 18 Oct. 13
American Legion Sept. 1 Oct. 27

Pan America Sept. 15 Nov. 10

They make the fastest time—less than
12 days to Rio de Janeiro. Send the
blank below for full details now. You
incur no obligation.

INFORMATION BLANK
To U. S. Shipping Board

Infor. Desk C126 M. Wash..D. C.

Pleage send without obligation the U. S. Govern-

ment Booklet giving travel facts. 1am considering a

triptoSouth America(J, to Europe(J, to the Orient[].

My Name
Address - R

- — ' )

Munson Steamship Lines
67 Wall Street New York City

Managing Operators for

U.S. SHIPPING BOARD

OWNERS OF THE VESSELS

THE VALUE OF CHARCOAL

Few People Know How Useful it is in
Preserving Health and Beauty

Nearly everybody knows that charcoal is the safest
and most eflicient disinfeetant and purifier in nature, but
few realize its value when properly prepared and taken
into the human system for the same cleansing purpose.

Charcoal is a remedy that the more you take of it the
better: it is not a drug at all, but simply absorbs the
gases and i cyur’iti(‘as always present in the stomach and
intestines and carries them out of the system.

Charcoal sweetens the breath after smoking, and after
eating onions and other odorous vegetabies.

Charcoal effectually clears and improves the complex-
ion, it whitens the teeth and further acts as a natural and
eminently safe cathartic.

It absorbs tho iniurious gases which collect in the
stomach and bowels; it disinfects the mouth and throat
from the poison of catarrh.

- All druggists scil charcoal in one form or another, but
probably the best charcoal and the most for the money
is in Stuart’s Ahsorbent Lozenges; they are composed of
the finest quality Willow charcoal powdered to extreme
fineness, then compressed in tablet form or rather in the
form of large, pleasant tasting lozenges, the charcoal being
sweetened to be smooth and palatable.

The daily uso of these lozenges will soon tell in a much
improved condition of the general health, better com-
plexion, sweeter breath and purer blood, and the beauty
of it is that no possible harm can result from their con-
tinued use, but on the contrary, great benefit.

Many physicians advise Stuart’'s Absorbent Lozenges
to patients suffering from gas in stomach and bowels, and
to clear the complexion and purify the breath, mouth and
throat. They are also believed to greatly benefit the
liver. These lozenges cost but thirty cents a box at
drug stores, and you get more and better charcoal in
Stuart’s Absorbent Lozenges than in any of the ordinary
charcoal tablets.

- DIAMONDS
WATCHES-

CASH or CREDIT
Genuine Diamonds ®43rp"

BARGAIN PRICES. Send for cmlog
Everything fully explained. Over 2,000 illus-
trations of Diamonds, Watches, Pearls,
Jewelry, Bilver- 5 are,

o )
whi perfect col
hite, perfect cot Diamond. RINE  wrist Watch, 18-K Solid White Gold. 17

Gthera at $75, $125, $150, .  141¢ 533 Terme: 31,06 awaeks o™

LOFTI THE NATIONAL JEWELERS |

BROS & Q. 1353

For 58 years these little marchers have
led band instrument buyers to better
quality and value!

Everything for the
BAND PLAYER!

—from a drumstick to world’s finest instruments |

Used by Liberati, Army, Navy, Victor Record

Makers, SEND FOR FREE CATALOG;

mention Instrument interests YOU. Free Trial! Easy payments, Sold by
leading music merchants everywhere., Write TODAY 1

LYON &. HEALY. 72-74 Jackson Boulevard, CHICAGO

Sso Drafting Course

il If you accept an offer 1 am
making now you need not
B . - ‘ ‘ . pay for the course. I am

domg this in order to enable
deserving and ambitious men to get into this profession.
1 will also guarantee to train you until you are placed
ina f)osluon drawing a salary of $250.00 a month. Besides
1 will give you a free complete set of drawing instru-
ments worth $25.00. Write me for full information.
Chief Drafteman l)llh--d'ﬁl Lawrenee Ave.,Dept.(L118.{'hieagn

Dept.C-864,108 N.State St. L;:i';’;'
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS RCCEOTED

STORES IN LEADING CITIES
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Whittemore’s

Shoe Poli

Only one of the many Whittemore
Superior Polishes and Cleaners to

keep shoes looking new.

FRECKLES

Don’t Hide Them With a Veil; Remove
Them With Othine —Double Strength

This preparation for the treatment of freckles is usually
so successful in removing freckles and giving a clear, beauti-
ful complexion that it is sold under guarantce to refund the
money if it fails,

Don’t hide your freckles undecr a veil; get an ounce of
Othine and remove them. Even the first few applications
should show a wonderful improvement, some of the lighter
freckles vanishing entirely,

Be sure to ask the druggist for the double strength Othine;
it is this that is sold on the money-back guarantee.

BIG MONEY %/ “os9Es

Mejsner, $250 in one day.
Shook,$311onedayBSept. 1920,
Erwins boy (going to school)
makes$isevery Sat.afternoon.
Erwin says $6 ylelds $25.

No theory! No guesswork|
Actual proven record of successes. Send for booklet.

Long Eakins Co., 840 High St., Springfield, Ohio

SHORT-STORY WRITING

A PRACTICAL forty- leunn course |n the writing and markennxﬁ
the Short-Story taukht by Dr. J. Herg Esenwein, luhmr of
W\‘ltzr s Monthly. 150 zmg« catalog frce Please addres:

The Home Correspondence School
Dr, Esenwein Dept. 387

$100 a Week

“Wouldn’t you like to
earn that much, too?”

“I know you would, Bob—think what

it would mean to us! It worries me to
see you wasting the best years of your
life when you could make them count for
so much.

“Can’t you see it, Bob? Don’'t you see
that the reason men get ahead is because
they train themselves to do some one
thing just a little better than others?

“If the International Correspondence
Schools can raise the salaries of other
men, they can raise yours. If they can
help other men to win advancement and
more money, they can help you, too. I
am sure of it.

“Don’t let another year slip by and
leave you right where you are to-day.
Let’s at least find out how the I. C. S. can
help you. Let’'s mark and mail this cou~
pon right now!”

——————— TEAR OUT HUERE — — — = e o oo

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 2698, Scranton, Penna.

‘Without cost or obligation, please tell me how I can quall for
the position or in the subject beforé which I have marked an
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
Business Management [ Saleswmanship
Industrial Management [JAdvertising
Personnel Organization Better Letters
Traffie Managewent Foreign Trade
Business Law Stenography and Typing
Banking and Banking Law Business Inglish
Accountancy (including C.P.A.) Civil Service
Nicholson Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk
Bookkeeplng Common School S8ubjects
Private Secretary High School Suhjects
Business 8fnanigh [J French Ilustrating O Cartooning
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
O Electrical Engineering Architect
Electric Lighting Blue Print Reading
Mechanical Engineer ontractor and Builder
Mechanical Draftsman Architectursl Draftsman
Machine Shop Practice Concrete Builder
Railroad 1’0sitions Structural Engineer
48 Engine Operating Plumbing and Heating
Civil Engineer Chemistry [J Pharmacy
Surveying and Mapping Automobile Work
Metallurgy 0O Mining Navigation
Steam Lngineerlng Agriculture and Poultry

Automoblle Mechamcs. Owners Garage-
men, Repairmen, send for
America’s Fopular motor magazine. Con-

l tains helpful, instructive intormation on

repairing, overhauling, ignition, carbureters, batteries, etc.

Automobile Digest, 515 Butler Bldg., Cincinnati

Radio D Alrplane Engines Muthematics
Name
Street 2.27-23
Sprlnzﬂeld. Mass. Address
frec copy City State,
T L L T Ty S o o T FYT T O T

Persons raatdinn n Canndu nhould gend this coupon to the Interma-
tional Corr Limited, Montreal, Ocnada,
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The Little Yellow Envelope
That Keeps “Big” Men Small

Homer E. Minor
of Texas

“Six months afler starting
work I cleared $1000. My
next ambition was realized a
year ago last October when I
moved into a home of my own.
Cost $7000—built especially for
my work.

“Now guess what I'm plan-
ning? Well, I leave in ten
days for New York City. Just
bought a new car awhich is
being equipped for the trip
overland.”

Mr. Minor is only one of
hundreds who have solved
the extra-money problem with
our easy money-making plan.

Very often whole lives are
changed by trivial things.
So simple an act as clip-
ping a coupon has
frequently multiplied in-
comes 2 and 3 times. The
coupon on the right gives
you just such an opportu-
nity. Mail it to-day.

OW many “big” men have been robbed of the good
things in life by the tyranny of “the little yellow
envelope” slipped through the cashier’s window each
week? The number is legion—men who have found
a drugging “safety” in meager salaries, but lost their real
opportunity te make good.

To-day an unknown mechanic asks his friends to back
him with their money in manufacturing a new invention.
They demur—all butone or two. The invention becomes
the greatest in automobile history—the inventor one of
the world’s richest men—the friends who saw their
opportunity, millionaires in their own right. But the
friends who “stayed out”—are unknown.

For many years we have asked men to invest, not money,
but only a few minutes of their time to learn the truth
about our money-making plan. Thousands have respond-
ed. To many hundreds we have given the key to $5, $10,
$15 extra each week —earned in their spare time. Scores
of others, on full time, have built up permanent incomes
ranging from $40 a week to $10,000 a year. Why not
join these men?

All we ask is the chance to show you how others have made good
—with only a few hours work each week —as special representatives
of EVERYBODY'S and our three other leading publications, THE DE-
LINEATOR, THE DESIGNER and ADVENTURE. You don’t need ex-
perience —we give you that, and all supplies and particulars absolutely
free. There is no obligation of any kind. You have nothing to lose

and everything to gain by returning the coupon below. Clip it out
and mail now!

Manager, Staff Agencies Division
Box 972, Butterick Bldg., New York City

Please send me, without obligation, full particulars of your money-
making plan.
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The Odds Are Long—
4 to 1 Against you

WHITING-ADAMS
BRUSHES

A brush expert says they are the best Hair
Brushes made. They are penetrating. They
goall through the hair to the roots and stim-
ulate growth. They make a beautiful radiant

lhoon The glory of woman is made more glorious with
Whiti air Brush

Send for Illustrated Literature P yOTThed F Ol IO ws
JOHN L. WHITING-). ). ADAMS CO. Bl d. G
Boston, U.S.A.
Brush Manufacturers for Over 114 Years and the- ee lng ums
Rargestinjthe World At the first sign of bleeding
gums, watch out for Pyorrhea.
It strikes four persons out of
every five past forty, and thou-
sands younger, too.

Brush your teeth with Forhan’s
For the Gums. If used consist-

52':2,;1'::%;“,’?:;;:3 : ently and used in time, it w'ill
hllhl‘;gt quality, say the prevent Pyorrhea or check its
wor ] reatest artists. . . .
w;':f noTw Engkl;:rggr Boo]i progress. As a dentifrice, it

and details o RIAL; 5 :
EASY PAYMENTS on any will keep your teeth \x.rhlte and
band asrn E1D: clean, your gums firm and
814 Conn Bldg. healthy. Pleasant to the taste. ¢ :
Elenart, lad, At all druggists, 35¢ and :

60c in tubes.

Formula of
R. J. Forhan, D. D. S.
Forhan Company
New York

Forhan'’s, Limited
Montreal

r Grcal Shops
1‘2i ('BYRE Lz?:]ullﬁ[t:a -~

in onth )
worth of elez::r:Lal"eqmpment. rha s
Free Railroad Fare| . ——ga
Enter any time. Farn your way. Special limited offer. THE GUMS

Dr's:!'unz anéilRﬂdti‘c:'Freles ;:udl_r’ DJ lgt}"ur Cafalog.

ec cal Choo: ep’ ) .

1300-1310 W. Harrison Streat, Chicago, Pinote &“More than a tooth paste
— it checks Pyorrhea

o S Fastest selling made-to-
onng a esmen measmelmo suits,overcoats,
29.50—one price, all wool.

everything guarantced. Profits in advqnce steady job. Biggest
old reliable house. Experienced or not, writc us immediately. m
W.D. SMITH & CO., Established 1895, Dept. 63, Chicago
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I-I_ome-Study
Business Courses

Do you want an important, high-salaried
position? _ You can have one if you can do
the work. LaSalle experts will show you how, gunide
you step by step to success and help solve your per-

sonal business problems. Qur plan enables you to
train during spare hours without interference with
your present duties. Give us your name address
and mark with an X below the kind of position
you want to fill. We will mail catalog and full par-
ticulars regarding our low cost monthly payment
plan. _Also our valuable book for ambitious men
“Ten Years’ Promotion in One.”” Tear out, mark and
mail tbe coupon today No obligation to you. Find
out about the new ‘‘LaSalle Problem Method,”” what
it is and how it works. Let us prove to you how this
step haa helped thousands of ambitious men to real
bucceas Check and mail the coupon now.

— — — — Coupon —

LaSalle Extension
University
Dept. 843-R Chicago, 1l

Gentlemen: Send without obli-
gation to me information re-
garding course indicated below,
also copy of your interesting
ook o Ten Years’ Promotion g
in ”
DBusiness Management [JModern Business Corre-
OModern Salesmanship spondence and Practice
DHigher Accountancy DOModern Foremanship
O Traffic Management and Production Methods
O Railway Station DPersonnel and Employ-

Management ment Management
OLaw—Degree of LL.B, JExpert Bookkeeping
OCommercial Law OBusiness English
OIndustrial M ¢ OC cial Sp

Efficiency O Effective Speaking
OBanking and Finance [C.P. A. Coaching

Present Position ...

Address ...........

Stop Uslng a Truss

STUART’S PLAPAO-PADS are
different from the truss, being medi-
cine applicators made self.adhesive
purposely to hold the distcnded mus-
cles securely in place. No straps,
buckles or spring attached—cannot
slip, so cannot chafe or press against
the pubic bone. Thousands have
successfully treated themselves at

lmmd F.ps]mﬂa home without hindrance from work—
Gold Medal. most obstinate cases conquored Grand Prie.
Soft as velvet — easy to apply —inexpensive. Awarded

Gold Mcdal and Grand Prix. Process of recovery is natural,

so afterwards no further use for trusses. We

prove it by sending Trial of Plapao absolutely FREE
Write name on Coupon and send TODAY

PLAPAO CO. 633 Stuart Bldg., St. Louis, Mo.
NAME o othtnnnonnnne ool F GRS R
AQAress. . ... .. ... il e R R N .
Return mail will bring Free Trial Plapao.......... SR8 - 6 “en

WE TEACH
COMMERCIAL

Meyer Both Company, the largest
Commercial Art Organization in the
World, offers you an unusual opportunity

for practical training, based upon twenty-
three yearsof success. Thisnationally known organi-
zation each year produces and sells to advertisera
over 15,000 commercial drawings. Meyer Bothinstruction
is thedifference between successfulfact and experimen-

tal theory. This well paid profession equally open to men
and women. Home study instruction.

Get Facts Before You Enroll in Any School
Ask the Advertising Manager of the |
apers in your clty, anyw! in the Uni
Htates, Canada, England or Australia about
the Meyer Both Company—Iet_them tell you
about us.merte for our illustrated book telling aboug

the for one-half the cost of
mailing—four ¢cents in stamps,

MEYER BOTH COMP,

Department of Art Instruc
Michigan Ave. at 20th St, Dept 46, CHICAGO, ILL.
Note—To Art and Engraving Fﬂz&emam
tical artists among our

$1.00 an hour
for your spare time

Hundreds of men are earning §1.00 an
hour—and more—as special sales repre-
sentatives of Everybody’s Magazine and our
three other leading publications. You can
do as well easily—by sending us the sub-
scriptions of your friends.

We need representatives everywhere.
Liberal commissions and a regular monthly
salary. All supplies free. No obligation.

Write for your appointment now!
Manager, Staff Agencies Division, Box973, Butterick Bidg.,N.Y.C.

Only $3,00 down a Shipman-
Ward Hebuilt Ur\g‘:‘r‘wood.i our
hm m-oﬁ"tco. Tr,r it; test it in
ry wa, ten days. [1f
can ull it m-bmnd new
jon

ments an: mnkn: huﬁuﬂnt in
guarantes machine five years.
und for frea and full particalars.

Shipman-Ward Mfg. Co.
Typewriter Emporium
268 Shipman Building, Montrosa
and Ravenswood Avenoer, Chicago

Eomv

color chicks 7 cts. These chicks are all
from free range stock. Safe delivery and

CH[CKS S.C. Reds 12ct,s B.P.Rocks 11 cta. 8.
satisfaction guaranteed. Booklet free.

C. W. Leghorns 9 cts., and Mixed or oft
W. A. LAUVER .« . McAlisterville, Pa.
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NAME AND PORTRAIT
is the best known shoe trade mark in the world. It stands for
the highest standard of quality at the lowest possible cost.
For economy and satisfactory service, wear shoes that bear this

trade mark.

W. L. DOUGLAS constant endeavor for 47 years has been to
make reliable, well made, stylish shoes at reasonable prices.
The satisfactory service and the protection afforded by the name

i
STAMPING THE RETAIL PRICE
AT THE FACTORY

THE STAMPED PRICE #
{3 YOUR PROTECTION §

AGCAINST

| UNREASONABLE PROFITS |

and price stamped on the sole of every pair
have given the people confidence in W. L.
Douglas shoes.

If you have been paying high prices for
shoes, examine the W. L. Douglas $7.00
and $8.00 shoes. They are exceptionally
good value and will give you satisfactory
service.

WEAR W. L. DOUGLAS SHOES
AND SAVE MONEY. ESTABLISHED 1876

$55657°8 &%9 SHOES &5oviey

$4.50 & $5.00 SHOES FOR BOYS
WE WOULD BE GLAD TO HAVE YOU VISIT

| W.L. Douglas factories at Brockton, Mass., examine the high grade leathers used, and

see how carefully good shoes are made by skilled shoemakers under the supervision of

experienced men, all working with an honest determination to
make the best shoes thatcan be produced for the price.
ASK YOUR DEALER FOR W. L. DOUGLAS SHOES, W
IF HE CANNOT SUPPLY YOU, R iy -l
WRITE FOR CATALOG. 148 Spark Street, Brockton, Mase.

TO MERCHANTS: If no dealer in your town handles W. L. Douglas shoes, write today
Jor exclusive rights to handle this quick-selling, quick turn-over line.

A Vacation You’ll Always Remember

Perhaps you haven’t decided how you’ll spend your vacation this summer. But
whether it's at the mountains or the shore, in the country or in the big cities—
you know how much you'll have to spend.

Of course you can always dig into your savings. Most of us do. But we know
scores of men who don’t—who pay for their summer vacations every year without

touching their bank accounts. .

Paul Johnson, for example, plans to have the “fishingest two weeks of his life” //

in the Adirondacks—entirely on the money he has earned since March asa 7
special representative of Everybody’s. ~All Johnson has done is send us the

new and renewal orders of his friends and neighbors. Easy as “rolling .~ mameer,

off a log”—and profitable to the tune of liberal commissions and a ”, pPiristen. b 074
, " Ly Q! |

regular salary. New York

Please send me, with.

You can do this very easily. We furnish all supplies and //nc';‘l’irs"“!ﬁ?é’r'.‘.'.qi" Lok
information absolutely free. There is no obligation. Treat # practicaimoney-making plan.
yourself to a vacation that you’ll always remember. Send /° yime

in the coupon now.




Hupmobile leavin
Mahoon (about 3
miles east of Kirman).
Drawn from a photo

Thewholeworld is on tip-toewith interest in anything that concerns the Hupmobile.

This is again evidenced by the letter below. Last fall, we noted in an advertise-
ment the trip of three Hupmobiles over perilous stretches in Persia.

Captain Merrill was a witness of the successful termination of that journey.
When our announcement appeared, he was on service at Camp Meade.

The performance of these Hupmobiles far froin home is only typical of Hupmobile
performance everywhere on the face of the globe.

It emphasizes the dependability which puts so much certainty into adventure
that it almost ceases to be adventure.

Camp Meade, Md.
September 7, 1922

Irecentlysawafull page advertisement
in a magazine of the journey made by
several Hupmobiles from Nushki to
Kirman in Persia. As I wason the spot
in Kirman when the machines arrived,
it has occurred to me that you may be .
able.to use the enclosed phOtOgraphS‘ Stop for lunch— about 100 miles south of Kirman

The following incidents may be use- On the entire trip to Kirman, Sergeant
ful to you. Cox told me that even over the rough
desert country he had only one punc-
ture; also the cars went much farther
than Kirman. After a few days’ rest
they went on to Shiraz; i. e., some of
them—some 350 or more miles. One of
the cars took me as far as the road went
towards the Persian Gulf, about 225
milesbelow Kirman, over a bare desert,
dry water courses, stones and sand.

JOHN N. MERRILL
Capt. 2nd Cavalry

Hupmobiles enroute, Kirman to Shiraz
Advertising section continued in rear of book
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The young woman gave prompt assurance that she belonged to her own generation. “If it's fit

to tell'a man, you needn’t hesitate to tell me.”

2



An Enthralling Story of a Derelict’s Redemption

Mellowing Money

Isn’t Sudden Fortune Aiways Ruinous? This Question Was Put
to Francis Lynde, an Author Whose Score of Novels Has Made
Him Well Known. *“Is It2”’ He Rejoined. ‘‘Let’s See.”” And
with the Pondering of The Question This Story Was Begun. It Is
a Very Human Working-Out of a Not Unusual but Always Diff-

By Francis Lynde

Author of ““The Real Man,”’ ““The Wreckers,”' ‘‘Pirates’ Hope, etc.”’

Illustrations by J. M. Clement

IKE other expert travelers, Griffith
usually slept well enough while his
train continued in motion; and
since the one in which the empty

grain-car was a unit was a through freight,
he had been disturbed only a few times dur-
ing the five hours between midnight and
dawn. Itwas barely daybreak when a stop
for a country railroad crossing roused him,
and as he was about to go to sleep again the
high, square ventilating door at the forward
end of the car was shoved aside to admit
a man’s legs. Quickly following the legs
came the sturdy figure of the man entire, to
alight springily upon the car floor—a well-
muscled young fellow with a brakeman’s cap
pulled down over his cropped head, and a
voice like a steam-siren to rasp out con-
tumely and a peremptory command:

“Hey there, you damn ’bo! Thought
you’d put one over on me when you hopped
us in the yard at Cinci last night, didn’t
you? But I lamped you all right. You
got us wrong. This ain’t the Hobo Limited.
Out you go!”

The train was jangling over the crossing-
frogs, and Grifhth gathered his legs under
him to get up. It was not the first time
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by many that he had found himself at cross-
purposes with the existing order of things
as typified by a bellicose train brakeman.
Ordinarily he gave the ejective trainmen
little trouble. Vagrant philosophy having
been carried to a point at which one stop-
ping-place was much the same as another,
why should he demur if some inhospitable
member of a train-crew wished to save him
the trouble of choosing for himself?

But, there be times and seasons differing.
The last hip-pocket bottle he had shared
with a brother down-and-out in the Cincin-
nati railroad yard had held liquor of the
colorless variety which breeds blood-feuds
in its native mountains, and the fusel-oil
taste of it was still in Grifhth’s mouth. So
the slow uprising became a stiffening leap
afoot, with knees flexed to catch the lurch-
ing swing of the car, and his retort was a
challenge:

“I’m out when you put me out!”

Though the belligerent young brakeman
thought to make it so, the battle was neither
short nor sweet.

“If you pull a gat on me I'll kill you,” he
warned, and made his rush. By all odds
that should have settled it. The brakeman

Copyright, 1923, by Francis Lynde
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was farmer-husky and full-fed, and Griffith
was neither. But out of a past which was
daily growing more indistinct and befogged,
the vagrant dragged some memory of the
days when he had captained his college foot-
ball team, and the memory served to stop
the brakeman’s rush with a hook to the jaw
which, if Griffith had been able to put the
weight of a series of square meals behind
it, would have ended the fight.

‘AS IT was, the blow merely made the
younger man swear and change his
tactics. The side door through which Grif-
fith had swung aboard at midnight was still
open, and the brakeman, sparring for his
chance, circled warily to get his antagonist
with his back to the doorway. Twice Grif-
fith slipped aside when an attack, however
clumsy, would have driven him backward
out of the moving car, and at each dodging
evasion he contrived to get in a short-arm
jab under the brakeman’s guard. Con-
vinced painfully by the jabs that his advan-
tage lay in superior strength and not at all
in trying to match himself against the hobo’s
skill, the young husky put his, head down
and closed for a grapple, taking his pun-
ishment like a man as he pressed in to the
decisive clinch.

After that it became bald caveman stuff.
Griffith, unstrung by three years of self-
imposed hardship and dissipation, went
down in the grip of the cleaner man, and,
locked in the grapple, they rolled together
on the floor of the car. Slowly the younger
wrestler got the better of it in this sheer
pitting of strength against strength, inching
Griffith in each fresh struggle nearey and
nearer to the open door. Two or three
times Griffith twisted himself half free, but
his wind was going and he knew it was only
a matter of seconds. Through the open side
door came the shriek of the locomotive
whistle sounding the call for a station-
passing signal; there was a chuckling of
drawbars and a clanking of switch-frogs
under the wheels as the train slowed to the
passing-speed. Then,

“Damn you!” grunted a panting voice at
his ear. “I told you you’d go out, and out
you do go!”

And the next instant Grifiith found him-
self plowing the old familiar furrow in a
bed of cinders at the track-side.

For such an interval as was filled by

the passing of the remainder of the long
freight, Grifith lay gasping, the fusel-oil
combinations and hard living constraining
him. But by the time the caboose had
flicked under the station semaphore he was
able to sit up and look round. Sunrise was
threatening, but a shadowy mist had crept
up overnight from the valley of a little river
whose course was marked by a double fringe
of willows on its banks. Through the trans-
lucent mist-veil a tidy brick station building
loomed on the opposite side of the tracks,
and when Griffith made out the lettering
on its sign:

Cin. 97 Mm1.—BETHSAIDA—CHr. 206 M1.

he hugged his knees and swore painstakingly
and earnestly. For Bethsaida, the Beth-
saida lying ninety-seven miles from Cincin-
natiand two hundred and six from Chicago,
had been the one place he had been most
careful to avoid in all the shuttlings to and
fro of the threeyears of vagabondage.

Pressed to give a reason for the avoidance,
he would have offered it readily enough, and
it would have been at least a half-truth.
Having sunk himself in a deep pit of indif-
ference as to his points of contact, human or
geographical, he still cherished a settled
hatred for his birth-town and all it connoted.
Its narrow outlook upon life, its hamperings,
religious and moral, its hypocritical worship
of “means”—certainly these were enough
to make any outcast son of Bethsaida hate
the place and avoid it.

Hence, in all the vagabond wanderings,
growing less and less purposeful with each
aimless, drifting shift, Bethsaida had been
given a wide berth. There were many rail-
roads, and only one of them led through the
town of rasping memories. This being the
case, he called it one of the little ironies of
life that in a great-city railroad yard, where
there were any number of midnight freights
making up, he should chance to pitch upon
the only one that was pointed toward
Bethsaida, and that a pugnacious brake-
man should throw him off at the one place
he would have tramped miles to circle.

This thought was at the bottom of the
cursings. But the sour moroseness of the
confirmed derelict had not yet entirely sub-
merged Griffith. There were still some rags
and tatters of a saving sense of humor when
the liquor was out and the wit was in, and
he was grinning hardily when he got
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up to beat the cinders out of his clothes.

“But, after all, why not Bethsaida, as
well as any other place?” he said, tacking
the query on as an addenda to the curses.
“I don’t suppose it will be any harder to
get a drink here than in any other joint
within a few hours’ run of the Canada
boundary. Now that I’m here, through no
fault of my own, I may as well stay a while
and give the old town the sappy luxury of
being able to point to a ‘horrible example.

Crossing the tracks in the gray morning
light, he climbed to the station platform.
In the bay window where the telegraph
instruments were sat the night operator,
who had not yet been relieved—a young
fellow, smug, decent, and with his black hair
plastered back in a wet-seal roach. As
befitted a railroad man and a despiser of
hoboes, he gave Griffith a scowl.

Griffith hunched his shoulders and went
on round the building, grinning again. One
of the small ameliorations in the vagrant
years had been this spiteful attitude of the
railroad employees-—or, rather, his own suc-
cess in circumventing it when he desired a
change of scene.

AT THIS early hour Bethsaida, the well-
behaved, was still asleep. But across
from the station Griffith saw the little box-
on-wheels lunch-kitchen of the Greek,
Petropaulos, and it was lighted. Grifhth
felt in his pockets and drew forth a scatter-
ing of small coins. There was enough to
pay for a frugal breakfast, and he crossed
the small open square and let himself into
the stifling interior of the lunch-box.

For a moment the fat little man sweltering
over the gasoline-stove stared in round-eyed
amazement. Then,

“Meestare Griffith!”” he stammered.

“No, Pete; not ‘mister’ any more; just
plain ‘Arch’ to anybody who cares for a
monniker, and ‘that damn tramp’ to other
people. You don’t, by any chance, happen
to have a drop of anything to drink on the
premises, do you?”’ -

The fat little man put up his hands as one
warding a blow.

“In dees town-a? They make-a me in jail
so queeck .

“I see.” Griffith nodded. “All right; hot
dog and bread, and a cup of your near-
coffee. And let the coffee come black.”

For the time it took him to devour three
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of the tiny sausages with bread and to gulp
down two cups of the coffee, Griffith was
silent. But afterward, when he had rum-
maged in his pockets and found a single
cigarette,

“Any changes in the dead-alive old town,
Pete?”

“Nossing. Business is bad—verree bad.”

“I suppose so. It never was much of any-
thing else, as I remember it. Daily Telegraph
still alive?”

“The pepper? Oh, yes! Meestare Macal-
laster will be the rédacteur now.” Petro-
paulos lapsed into French now and again
when he could not remember the English
word.

“Hm,” said Griffith, frowning. “Old
Amos Whittlesea’s right-hand man in the
bank. I take it Whittlesea gathered the
Telegraph in after dad died?”

The little man’s shrug was far more
Gallic than Greek.

“That Meestare W'’ittlesea take all—
everyt’ing. Bam-by he own the ’ole town—
yes"’

Griffith drew deep inspiration from the
crumpled cigarette and made the sign of
complete understanding. There were few
pies in Bethsaida in which Amos Whittlesea,
president of the Bethsaida Security Bank,
had not had a finger in Griffith’s boyhood,
and it would be worse now. Every year
must have seen the old miser’s clutch
tightening upon the small resources of the
country town and farming region round
about. It was in Griffith’s final college year
that a new vault had been built in the Beth-
saida Security, and people were saying that
it was because the old vault was no longer
large enough to hold the mortgages old
Amos had accumulated.

The little Greek was not often curious
with his customers, but he ventured a
single question as Griffith got down off his
stool and moved to go.

“You’ll been come out from the army,
Meestare Archer?”

Griffith nodded shortly.

“Three years ago—just after dad died.”
Then, abruptly, “Who is living in the old
place now?”

“Your papa’s? Thees Meestare Macal-
laster.”

Griffith went out with his fists deep in the
pockets of his frayed and dusty coat. He
saw how it was. Amos Whittlesea had
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taken not only the Telegraph but the home
place as well. There had probably been
debts enough to warrant the clean sweep.
The vagrant was willing to admit that his
father had been a poor business man, as
lacking in the money-nerve as he had been
gifted as a student of men and events. And
with his purse-strings untied—always
untied.

TAKIN G the cross-street leading up from
the station square, Griffith presently
found himself in the heart of Bethsaida.
The town had changed little in outward
appearance since he had last seen it. The
single business thoroughfare—for a wonder
it was Maple Avenue and not Main Street—
ran out in a straggling suburb of workmen’s
cottages across the railroad tracks two
squares to the right, and at the same dis-
tance to the left merged by degrees into
the chief residence street. Griffith read the
familiar signs: “Pott & Wilgrow, Hardware;”
“The Brown Emporium, Dry Goods and
Notions;” “Joe Ingleburt, the Live Drug-
gist;” “Hotel St. Nicholas;” “Tony Schiff’s
Tonsorial Parlor;” “Cartwright & Clemmer,
Everything for the Household.” On the
next corner to the left rose the tall, slate-
shingled spire of the one down-town church,
the Baptist, and across the street, as if in
hardy defiance of the church, a two-storied
brick building bore the sign: “Tom’s Place—
Billiards and Pool.”

The corner from which the returned exile
had this refurbishing view was occupied by
the bank. Taking Amos Whittlesea’s re-
puted wealth as a measure, the Bethsaida
Security should have been housed in the
handsomest building in town, but the dingy
one at which Griffith turned to look had
the same inconsequent, weather-worn ap-
pearance that it had presented in former
years, with its shabby front rather empha-
sized than relieved by the plate-glass win-
dows and their gold-leaf signs.

Grifhth was absently reading the gllt
lettering when a hand was laid upon his
shoulder, and he wheeled, as at a touch that
he had come easily to recognize, spun round
and found himself facing a pursy, red-faced,
elderly person with portentous eyebrows and
mustaches, becapped and clothed in the
epauletted glory of the small-town peace-
officer. Griffith recognized Cappy Maitland
as a constabulary landmark of his boyhood

and youth, but it was evident that Maitland
did not recognize him.

“Now, then—now, then! Who be you,
and what you doin’ here?”’” was the fashion
in which the blustering inquisition began.
“I ¢’n tell you right now, young feller,
Bethsaida ain’t no place f’r tramps—no
place a-tall. We send ’em up f’r thutty days
and put ’em to work on the streets. You
gotta have money if you’re goin’ to stay
in this town. Show up! How much have
you got on you?”

With a recrudescence of the trampish
grin, Grifith fished in his pocket and
brought up three coppers.

“Ha-hal!” snorted the majesty of the law
“Just about what I thought! You come
along with me and I'll put you right where
you’ll do the most good to your feller
creeturs. How many guns you got on you?”
And he ran his fat hands over Griffith’s per-
son. ‘“None, hey? Reckon you had to
pawn it to buy your last drink o’ bootleg.
All right; you come along with me, ana
we’'ll see if we can’t make you willin’ to clear
out o’ Bethsaida when you get a chance.”

For a moment Griffith had some faint
notion of resisting. The tussle with the
brakeman had stirred a long-dormant cell
somewhere at the bottom of his brain, and
the crude injustice of the arrest rankled as
he had thought nothing of that nature could
rankle for a man who had clasped hands
with injustice in all its protean shapes. But
the militant prompting passed quickly.
Now that he was in Bethsaida—and by no
wish of his own—he would take in silence
what Bethsaida had to offer him. Possibly
in the future, if there was to be any future,
it would enable him to stay sober enough
at moments of train-boarding to make sure
that his box-car Pullman was not headed
toward the detestable home town.

The march to the town jail was a short
one, and after he had been locked up, Grif-
fith ran true to form. There was an iron
cot in the cell, and assuming that some
hours must elapse before anything else
would happen to him, he flung himself down
to finish the sleep interrupted by the
inhospitable brakeman.

It was still quite early in the forenoon
when the pursy town marshal roused his
sleeping prisoner and haled himb efore the
Bethsaidan bar of justice-—otherwise into
Magistrate Joel Bradbury’s stuffy little
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office in the fore-room of the jail. Griffith
remembered the old magistrate perfectly.
His father and the Daily Telegraph had often
helped to elect and reelect Bradbury to the
office, which he had held as far back as Grif-
fith’s memory ran. But the justice was old
and short-sighted, and he failed to recog-
nize in the shabby, unshaven young vagrant
before him the son of his stanch friend of
other days. So Tom Archer—Griffith gave
only two-thirds of his name in the question-
ing—was awarded the limit—thirty days in
the street-repairing gang.

EARLY in the evening of the day in
which Griffith had been given his in-
troduction to the Bethsaidan pick-and-
shovel squad, two young people sat talking
on the porch of an old-fashioned, vine-
covered house in upper Maple Avenue—
a house of the sort the successful Middle-
Western farmer builds when he rents his
farm on shares and moves to town to give
his children the benefit of better schools.

Of the two, the young woman sitting in
the hammock swung across the end of the
porch was the daughter of the house—the
only child of her widowed, ex-farmer father.
Being of pioneer stock which has had at
least three generations in which to ripen
and develop, she had her dower of whole-
some beauty together with the clear-eyed,
undismayed gaze of the daughter of to-day
whose outlook upon life has been broadened
by contacts denied to the women of yester-
day and the day before.

The young man, whose serviceable busi-
ness-car was parked at the curb, was also
a type of his own day and generation—
well set-up and athletic, handsome in a
manly fashion, but with a look in the good
gray eyes and certain lines about the firm
mouth that were the marks of the sudden
maturing process to which so many young
men were subjected in the forcing-plant of
the great war.

“As I say, I've been fighting it all summer
and trying to make myself believe that it
is nothing but a lack of adjustability in
me”’—it was the young woman speaking—
“but I'm afraid it is hopeless. The four
years in college have spoiled me for Beth-
saida—or Bethsaida for me.”

The young man nodded sympathetic
comprehension.

“I had a tussle of the same sort three years
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ago when I came back from France and
took hold again in the shop. Whatever
else may be said for it, the war was broad-
ening. The tin-basin trot of Bethsaida in
a business way is rather maddening.”

“I wasn’t thinking so much of that,”
the young woman said. “‘Of course, we are
little in a business way, and that can’t
very well be helped. But in other ways—
Why, John, the point of view of the whole
world has been built over in the past five
or six years, and ours—Bethsaida’s, I
mean—hasn’t changed a particle. We are
just the same little purblind, gossiping,
holier-than-thou set that we have always
been. You know it as well as I do; only,
you are too easy-going or indifferent to
care.”

“Which means that some one of the
‘holiers’ has been rubbing you the wrong
way again. Was it Mrs. Wilgrow?”

“Not this time. It was Aunt Mary
Pettiman. We were down-town, shopping,
this afternoon, and you know how they are
tearing up the pavement in River Street to
put down water-pipes or something. As I
was edging the car past the obstruction, I
had a positive shock. One of the shovelers
in the ditch looked startlingly like Arch
Griffith—not Arch as we used to know him,
but a shocking, disreputable caricature of
him. Of course it was only my imagina-
tion; but after we got by I told Aunt Mary
what it was that nearly made me kill the
motor, and that started her off.”

“About Archer?”

“Yes. She seemed to know a lot more
about him than I did—or do—and there
wasn’t anything too bitter for her to say.
That is why I left the note at your office,
asking you to come up this evening if you
had time. I want to know how much
of Aunt Mary’s hot-pitch pouring is true,
and I thought maybe you could tell me.”

John Kingsley shook his head.

“You hadn’t heard? That is because you
have been away and out of touch. Iguess
Arch went to pieces pretty thoroughly, and
when the news of it got round, the gossips
made the most of it, as a matter of course.”

The younger woman stopped the slow
swing of the hammock with the toe of a
neatly shod foot.

“But he was in France with the army,
wasn’t he? Didn’t somebody tell me that
he won the Croix de Guerre?”
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“Sure! He was down in New Mexico
on some engineering job when the call came,
and he dropped things in a hurry and broke
into the first officers’ training-camp. He
went overseas quite early in the game.”

“Did you see anything of him over there?’

“Noj; but that isn’t singular. He was in
the engineers and I was in the artillery.
The only time I heard of him was when he
was cited for rebuilding a bridge under
fire. That was the last word I had of him
until after we were mustered out.”

“And then?”

“I hate to tell you the rest of it, Margie;
it’s hardly fit for you to hear. Besides,
I don’t know all the details, or how much
Arch was to blame. There was a girl in it.”

The young woman smiled and gave
prompt assurance that she belonged to her
own generation.

“You are a little tarred with the Beth-
saidan stick yourself, John,” she said. “If
it’s fit to tell a man, you needn’t hesitate to
tell me.”

“All right—if you put it that way,”
Kingsley returned. ‘““My information came
second-hand, but I guess it’s pretty
straight. You remember Bainbridge, who
was on the ’varsity with Arch in the final
year at old Sheddon? He was the one who
told me. We happened to meet when I
was in New York last summer. Mind if I
smoke?”’

Margery Stillwell’s pretty lip curled in
smiling derision.

“You know well enough that I don’t
mind. But you also know what Beth-
saida thinks about cigarettes and cigarette-
smokers.”

“I know the town commissioners have
been silly enough to pass an ordinance
making it a crime to sell cigarettes. I
suppose they’ll want to prescribe the num-
ber of cups of coffee a law-abiding citizen
may drink with his breakfast next. But
about Archer. You were only a high-
school kid at the time, but you must have
heard a lot about the way the women—
and the men, too, for that matter—acted
when the fellows were going overseas.
There were hundreds of foolish marriages
made on the eve of sailing.”

This time Margery Stillwell did not
smile.

‘““Archer did that?’’ she said, with a little
catching of her breath.

“So Billy Bainbridge said. He—Bain-
bridge-—didn’t know the girl or anything
about her at the time, but it turned out
that she was an adventuress-——one of the
sort who would marry any soldier for the
sake of getting him to split his pay with
her. I can’t imagine what Arch was
thinking of, but he was probably knocked
over by a pretty face and the asinine senti-
mentality of the time.”

“And what came of it?”

“A mighty bad jolt—if Bainbridge had
it straight. It seems that the girl cor-
responded with Archer all the time he was
in France. When he got back to New
York he found that she had married two
other soldiers on the pay-instalment plan—
whether before or after her marriage with
Archer, Bainbridge didn’t know—and that
she was living with a fourth man upon
whom she had .no legal claim whatever.”

“Poor Archer!” said the young woman.
Then, “There is nothing too bad to happen
to a woman who would do such a thing.”

“But that wasn’t all,” Kingsley went on.
“Bainbridge said that before Arch could
fairly get his feet on the ground, he learned
that his father had died a few weeks earlier
and that the Telegraph and the home place
had been mopped up slick and clean by the
debts of the estate. On top of that came
failure to get a job. Conditions at that time
were a good bit mixed. We were at the
top of a boom, but there was very little
new work going on—construction work—
in Arch’s line. Men were pouring in from
France by the thousand, and nobody knew
just how the business cat was going to
jump. For weeks Arch haunted the em-
ployment agencies, living harder and harder,
I suppose, as his money dwindled, and
eventually the bottom fell out.”

“I don’t know what you mean by the
‘bottom falling out.””’

KINGSLEY was silent for a full minute
before he tried to explain.

“It’s pretty tough,” he said at length.
“I can’t seem to flog myself round to the
point of believing that Arch dropped all
the way through into the underworld. Yet
it is a fact that he was tried in a New
Jersey town for complicity in a burglary,
and was acquitted because there wasn’t
sufficient evidence to convict him. Bain-
bridge met him once after that—found him
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hoboing somewhere in Illinois—and offered
to.help him. He said Arch merely swore
at him and walked away.”

Margery Stillwell’s comment was a nat-
ural one—coming from a young woman
who had been away from Bethsaida for
four years.

“Why didn’t he come home to his friends
—to people who knew him?”’

AGAIN Kingsley was silent, and when
he spoke it was to ask a question.

“How well did you know Archer in the
old days?” :

“Why, I think I knew him as well as any
one of us younger girls did. Perhaps a little
better than some of the others. Living right
here across the street from him .

“I know,” said Kingsley, his gaze going
across to the modest, two-storied frame
house half buried in an overgrown shrub-
bery of lilacs and snowballs and spirza
on the opposite side of the street. “But
you were too young, and too busy in high
school to mix and mingle much with the
bunch of us just ahead of you. After
Archer’s first or second year in college,
Bethsaida the righteous didn’t take much
stock in him. You may remember that
his father was—well, he wasn’t a church-
member, and——"

“Wait!” said the young woman, with a
little squaring of the shoulders. “You
are going to say that people called his father
an atheist. Maybe he was. I never knew
anything about his religious views. But
I do know that a more kindly, lovable
gentleman never lived. Now go on.”

“I was merely going to say that Beth-
saida saw Archer as a brand no¢ snatched
from the burning, and was given to quoting
Scripture over him—texts like, ‘The fathers
have eaten sour grapes and the children’s
teeth are set on edge.”’ Perhaps Arch
justified some of the condemnation; I don’t
say that he didn’t. He was inclined to be
what Mrs. Wilgrow called ‘wild’—drank a
little, played cards a little—though not
much for money at that time, I think—
played Kelly pool at perhaps a quarter a
corner, wasn’t above backing his prefer-
ence, either in horses or boat-crews or box-
fighters, with a .modest bet. Of course,
all . these things established his reputa-
tion as that of a lost soul in the eyes of
Bethsaida.”
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“Of course. But none of these things
really spoiled him. It was left for a woman
to do that.”

Kingsley shook his head.

“I don’t believe I’d put it quite as strong-
ly as that,” he deprecated. “I am a man,
but I’'m fair enough to women to say that
the worst of them can’t break a man unless
he lends a hand himself. You see, I’'m
not making any excuses for Archer.”

“No; but T am!” came shotlike from the
vine-shaded darkness enveloping the ham-
mock. “I know some things about Arch
Griffith that you don’t seem to know, John.
You spoke a little while ago of his work
in New Mexico just before war was de-
clared. In my freshman year in college
I knew a girl whose brother had been
Archer’s assistant in whatever project it
was they were working on. ‘I met the
brother a few times, and he could never
say enough in praise of his former chief.
Hearing him talk, I knew that however
much Arch had let down in his college
years, it hadn’t spoiled him as a man.”

“All right,” said Kingsley, as one well
satisfied to have his own—and the Beth-
saidan—point of view contravened. “I
like your loyalty to the under dog. Poor
Arch probably needs it, wherever he is or
whatever has become of him.” Then,
after a longish pause, “Was there anything
else you wanted to ask me about him?”

l‘No.,’

“Then perhaps you’ll let me say a word
or two for myself. Two weeks ago you
turned me down for the third time, Margie;
but I can’t let go. When I found your
note this afternoon, asking me to come——"

“Please!” she pleaded. “Let’s not go
over it all again, John. I know you said
my reasons were no good, but they are,
There is one question, at least, that a wo-
man must always ask herself, and until the
answer to that can be ‘Yes,” all the other
answers have to wait.”

“I know what you said about the ‘de-
fenseless intimacies’—wasn’t that what
you called them? But I can’t understand.
If T were repulsive to you in any way—
but you say it’s not that.”

She shook her head.

“No; I suppose it is what our grandfathers
and grandmothers called ‘love.” I haven’t
felt it yet, John. You are as near to me—
and as dear—as any man can be—now.
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And I want to keep you that way. ButI
can’t unlock the door, even to you. Some-
thing inside of me keeps on saying, ‘No,
no, no; you’ll spoil his life as well as your
own.” They tell us we have outlived the
age of sentiment, and perhaps we have.
But we shall never outlive the primal sex-
impulse. We may gloze it over all we
please—the other generation did gloze it
over and prudishly made believe to ignore
it—but that is what brings two people to-
gether in marriage—or it would better be.
If it is lacking, there is nothing left but
tragedy.”

Kingsley stood up.

“What your college has done for you is
a-plenty,” he commented mildly. And
then: “I guess I'm still a bit old-fashioned.
I can’t begin to understand your point
of view—the modern young woman’s point
of view—on these sex things. But I'm
willing to learn—and to wait. It’s a
mighty fine night. Don’t you want to take
alittle spin in the old "bus?”’

The young woman had slipped out of the
hammock to go to the porch steps with
him.

“Not to-night,” she refused gently. “I
think—I guess what you’ve been telling
me about poor Arch Griffith has made me
too sorry to be able to enjoy a spin—or to
help you enjoy it. Good-night, and thank
you for coming.”

AS THOSE of a prisoner, set to work out
a sentence of vagrancy in the town
where he had been born, Archer Griffith’s
emotions—if one who has reached the nadir
of human descent in the social scale may be
allowed the luxury of emotions—were grimly
humorous. That he would be recognized
sooner or later there could be no doubt.
The fat little Greek of the luncheon-wagon
had know him at once, and there would
presently be others—many others. He told
himself that he didn’t care, that he was
without shame. And the trampish grin
wrinkled again at the corners of his eyes
when he saw how his arrest and punishment
would add edge to the suddenly formed
design of giving Bethsaida something new
and particularly horrifying to be shocked at.

There were titillating ramifications to
these prefigurings. Picking and shoveling
in a ditch ask little of a restless brain, and
as he dug in his section of the street-trench,

he tried to ignore a nagging and growing
thirst for stimulants by presaging the
righteous indignation which would flame
out when the story of the returned but
shamelessly impenitent prodigal was passed
from lip to ear. Aunt Mary Pettiman, for
example. In his mind’s eye he could see
her thin lips draw themselves into a straight
line as she bit out her anathema: “Dis-
gusting! Disgraceful! The most abandoned
wretch of the gutters would have more
decency about him than to come back and
flaunt his degradation in the face and eyes
of the town where he was born.”

Then there was Abel Harriford—Deacon
Harriford, smug, strait-laced, a ‘pillar”
in the church—Harriford, and—oh, dozens
of others. Griffith could picture the deacon
striding wrathfully into Justice Bradford’s
jail court-room and demanding to be told
why Bradford had not recognized the prodi-
gal at once and had him shipped out of
Bethsaida instead of parading him in the
streets on a vagrancy sentence.

Some few familiar faces Griffith saw in the
first day’s ditch-digging, but not as many
as he thought he would. The war had not
left even the Bethsaidas of the country
wholly unchanged, and there were new faces
to be seen, taking the place of some older
ones that would never more be seen in Beth-
saida or elsewhere.- The street in which
he labored was a square aside from Maple
Avenue, and there was comparatively little
trafic—less than usual, because of the
trenching obstructions. Oddly enough,
though he had glanced up when Margery
Stillwell was easing her car past the obstruc-
tions, he had not recognized either the
young woman or her aunt. But as to this,
Margery had leaped from girlhood to wo-
manhood in his absence, and the glass of
the wind-shield had blurred his brief glimpse
of Mrs. Pettiman.

It was not until the second day that Grif-
fith learned that Bethsaida had discovered
him. His nearest work-mate in the trench,
an Irish laborer—not a prisoner—gave him
the news.

“Say, buckie—what the divvle was ailin’
ye to come hoboin’ back to yer own town?”’
was the form the news took; and Griffith
knew that the leaven of gossip had begun
to work.

“Why not?”” he asked.
as good as another?”

“Isn’t one town
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“Yis; but the shame of ut, man! Yer
father lived and died here, and ’tis a good
name he left behind him. And ’twas here
ye growed up.”

“What do you know about it?” Griffith
queried. ,

“Nawthin’ but what I’'d be hearin’ ’em
tell in Dickerman’s grocery lasht night.
"Twas a-plinty. They’ll not be letting you
stay in this town twinty-four hours afther
yer sentence is up, I’m thinkin’.”

“May be I sha’n’t ask permission to stay.”

“What ailed ye to come at all, then?”

“I was down on my luck,” said Griffith
shortly. “A better man than I am threw
me out of a box car yesterday morning as
the train was passing through.”

“And what would ye be doin’ to get
yerself jugged the minute ye hit the town?”

“I committed the capital crime of stand-
ing in front of Whittlesea’s bank, waiting
for the sun to rise. I suppose I ought to be
thankful I didn’t get ten years in the pen.”

“’Tis a har-rd nut ye are, I'm thinking,”
said Patrick Mulligan, and thereafter he let
his work-mate severely alone.

L‘\TER in this same second day Grif-
fith found himself momentarily iso-
lated. As nearly as he could determine, he
was the only town prisoner in the pipe-
laying gang, and from the beginning there
had been little attempt made to guard him.
The old town marshal brought him to work
in the morning, and came after him at
quitting-time; otherwise, the sole surveil-
lance was that exercised by the bullying
foreman, and at the isolating moment when
a call was sent along the trench for help
to lower a section of the water-pipe into
place, he was ignored.

While he was swinging his pick in his
place at the ditch-end, he saw a woman slip
out of the back door of Tom’s Place and
cut across the street toward him. At first
he did not recognize her; then he saw that
she was Tom Gaffney’s daughter, Roxanna,
whose promise of black-eyed, Gipsylike
beauty had burgeoned and blossomed
luxuriantly since the time when, as a half-
grown girl, she had brushed tables and
racked balls for all comers in her father’s
pool-room. Before he could look twice, she
was beside him.

“It is you, then, after all, is it, Archie
Griffith?”” she began, without preface. “I
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saw Cappy bringing you over this morning,
and I thought I spotted you. What you
been doing to get yourself in the chain-
gang?”’

“Hoboing,” returned Griffith briefly.

“How long are you in for?”

“Thirty days.”

“It’s a dirty shame—and in your own
town, at that!. Why don’t you cut and run
for it? They’re giving you chances enough.
You’ve got one this minute, while they’re
putting that pipe down.”

“Perhaps I haven’t anywhere to run to.”

“Listen,” said the girl; “you know
the old Stebbins place—out on the Willow
Springs road?”’

‘(Yes.”

“It’s a road-house now—ours. They’ll
not look for you there—if they take the
trouble to look for you anywhere. Wait
until just before quitting-time—just before
Cappy Maitland is due to show up for you—
and then make a break for it. Run straight
down the street to the river-road. I’ll be
waiting with the car.”

Griffith grounded his pick and looked up
at her. For a man who had definitely
broken with the higher ‘ideals, the dark-
skinned, eager face, with the lustrous black
eyes, the flushed cheeks, the red-lipped

. mouth which was only now beginning to

take on shadowy lines of hardness, had
its appeal. In a townful of people, many
of whom must by this time have identified
him, it was left to this young woman, who,
in Bethsaida’s eyes, could be little better
than an outcast, to offer to take him for
what he was, and without question.

“Why, Roxy, girl?”’ he asked.

“Why not?”’ she retorted.

“A dirty, unshaven tramp, with three
copper pennies in his pocket,” he cata-
logued, with a grim smile. ““You might aim
a good bit higher, Roxy.”

“Leave it to me!” she snapped back.
“As if T didn’t know what a bath, a shave
and a few glad rags’d do for you! I’'m not
forgetting the old days, Archie, when the
other little college-lads’d be making game
of me whilst I'd be racking the balls for ’em.
"Twas you gave me the first clean kiss I ever
had.”

Griffith resumed his pick. The heavy
section of pipe had been eased into the
bottom of the ditch, and the shovelers were
straggling back to their places in the trench.
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“Maybe I’ll give you another some day,”
he laughed; and then: “I’ll think about the
break-away. Skip out—before the big
Swede pipes you off talking to me. I don’t
want to have to brain him with this pick—
not right now.”

For some little time after the girl disap-
peared Griffith was more than half inclined
to consent to her urgings. There was little
doubt that the simple plan of the break-
away could be safely carried out. To be
sure, there would be a hue and cry raised,
and quite possibly some attempt made at
pursuit; but since his offense was only that
of vagrancy, the attempt to recapture him
would be no more than half-hearted. It was
some measure of the distance he had fallen
that no thought that he would be indebted
to Tom Gafiney and Gaffney’s daughter
came to trouble him. He knew well enough
what the transformed farmhouse on the
Willow Springs road stood for. With
national prohibition in the saddle, Gafiney

no longer dared to make his town pool-room -

a masked gambling-resort or a place where
liquor could be had by those who knew the
formula. So he had opened the road-house
well beyond the town limits.

After all, it was a sudden recrudescence
of the attack of impish perversity that made
Griffith throw away his chance to escape
when it came. The opportunity, if he had
chosen to call it so, was fairly thrust upon
him. At the critical moment, when the
other laborers were returning their tools
to the street-box and preparing to go home,
the town marshal did not appear. Halgren,
the Swedish foreman, grinned at Griffith.

“Aye tank you’ll bane got to valk back
to da yail by yourself, Meester Hobo,” he
drawled; and thereupon Griffith was left
standing quite alone by the deserted
trench.

It was then that the impish perversity
returned. A brisk dash down the short
cross-street would have brought him to the
river-road, where, he made no doubt,
Roxanna Gaffney was waiting with an auto.
But the freedom thus obtained was to be
had only at the price of removing the smirch
which fate, a scrappy brakeman and Cappy
Maitland had conspired together to put
upon the fair fame of Bethsaida. Griflith
saw the pursy figure of the town marshal
turning the corner half a square distant, and,
calling up the grim smile again, he crossed

the street to be taken once more into
custody by the majesty of the law.

ETE that evening, after he had eaten
his supper in the jail kitchen and had
been locked into his cell for the night, Grif-
fith heard a double shuffle of footsteps in
the corridor, and a minute afterward the cell
door was opened to admit John Kingsley.
In the reviving of memories more or less
dulled by the years of vagabonding, he had
overlooked Kingsley, or, at least, had failed
to recall the fact that his sometime college
classmate had inherited the Star Foundry
and Machine Works and was probably a
fixture in Bethsaida. He was stretched
upon the cot when the cell door was opened,
and it was another measure of the passed
mile-posts that he made no move to get
up when Kingsley entered. The visitor was
the first to speak.

“You needn’t try to bluff me, Arch,” he
said. “They say you have a grudge against
the world, but you can’t stretch it to
include me.” ,

Griffith locked his hands under his head.

“Why can’t I?”” he asked, with an ironic
grin.

“Well, chiefly because I don’t deserve
it—if only for the sake of old times. Though

. everybody else in town seems to have known

that you were doing time in the street-gang,
it was less than an hour ago that I heard
of it. Why on earth didn’t you shout for
me when they arrested your”

“Who told you?” Griffith inquired, pass-
ing over Kingsley’s comradely question.

“Margie Stillwell.”

“Margie Stillwell,” said Griffith musingly.
“She was just a little girl when I saw her last.
What is she now?”

“A very beautiful woman,” Kingsley re-
plied gravely. “But you haven’t told me
why you didn’t let me know you were in
trouble. Surely you owed me that much,
Arch.”

“Why should I call upon you, or upon
anybody? The old brass-buttoned town
marshal had the right hunch. He arrested
me as a vagrant with no visible means of
support, and that is precisely what I am—
a hobo—a bum.”

Kingsley waved this aside impatiently.

“You can’t be, you know—not while you
are in the same town with me. And old
Cappy Maitland didn’t recognize you. If
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all—everyt'ng. Bam-by he own the ‘ole town—yes.”
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he had, he wouldn’t have pulled you in.
Why didn’t you tell him?”

Griffith sat up and consented to argue
the case.

“See here, John; you’ve got me all wrong.
If you've read your Bible recently enough
you may remember that the Prodigal Son
came back because he jolly well wanted to.
I didn’t. I'm in Bethsaida only because a
damnable bit of luck happened to me.”

“Youdidn’t intend to come back?”

“Nothing like it—nothing remotely like
it. Two causes contributed to the fatal
disaster. When I swung a freight in the
Cincinnati yards, two nights ago, I was too
nearly stewed to know—or to care much—
which way the train was headed or what
railroad it was on. Calling that cause num-
ber one, cause number two was a thick-
chested young brakeman who heaved me
out of my box car as the train was slowing
through Bethsaida. If I had known where
I was, I should have climbed that train
again—or lost a leg trying to.”

KINGSLEY made a quick gesture of
impatience and paced a nervous turn
in the narrow confines of the cell.

‘“Archer, where should a man hole in
when he’s out of luck if he can’t come back
to his own home town, I’d like to know?”
he demanded. ‘“But there’s no room for
argument here. I have fixed this vagrancy
thing up with Bradford, and the charge
against you is crossed off the books. I'm
here to take you home with me.”

“Not in a thousand years!” was the
prompt refusal. “I know Bethsaida too
well. I'm not out to blacklist Mrs. Kingsley
socially for all time.”

Kingsley laughed rather mirthlessly.

“There isn’t any Mrs. Kingsley—more’s
the pity! She—the only ‘she’ there is—
won’t have it that way. I’ve broken with
Bethsaidan traditions and set up a bachelor
establishment in the old house. Uncle
Rastus makes the garden and cuts the lawn
and washes the car, and Aunt Miranda
cooks for me. We’re gossip-proof.”

Griffith shook his head as one who saw
no inducement in the description of the
bachelor establishment.

“Stuffy luxury. You don’t know how
much you can do without—how little a man
really needs to keep body and soul in
touch—until you try, John. I haven’t slept

in a civilized bed since Adam wore knee-
breeches.” Then, soberly: “It’s no use. If
I had come back here intending to try to
brace up, it would be different. But I
haven’t. I’'m just an accident. Let it go
at that. You say you’ve knocked out the
vagrancy charge. Tell me what time the
night freights pull through here, and to
square accounts with you I'll forego a cer-
tain little diversion I had promised myself
and vanish over the horizon.”

“A diversion? What kind of a diver-
sion?”

“I owe this hypocritical town something
for the environment it provided for my
tender years, and for the way it pointed its
damnable finger at my father because he
believed what he had to believe and refused
to kowtow to the great god of ‘means.” I

-had it in mind to pay a little of that long-

standing obligation.”

“Pay Bethsaida? In what way?”

““As the spotted hand paid Lady Macbeth.
As the soiled outside of the platter and the
cup offended the rotten-hearted Pharisees.
I thought I'd like to be a blot upon the
immaculate surface of this town long enough
to even things up a bit.”

“Nonsense!” said Kingsley. “You are
only talking to hear the sound of your own
voice when you say things like that. Get
your coat and come along out of this. I'm
not going to let go of you now—not if you
should go on vaporing until midnight.”

“Just one minute more,” said Griffith.
“You are a pretty decent chap, John, or, at
any rate, you used to be. It is going to cost
you something in this strait-laced town if
you take me in.”

“It will cost me nothing that I value.”

“All right; that’s that. One other thing
remains to be said: Don’t count upon any-
thing like gratitude from me. AsI told you
a few minutes ago, I’'m a bum—in all that
the word connotes. If you haveany fugitive
notion that by taking me in and doing for
me you are going to reform me, carve it out
and throw it away. There is nothing to it;
nothing left in me that you could appeal
to if you should be foolish enough to try.
More than that, I shall probably shock and
disgust you at every turn. I haven’t lived
like a dog for the past few years without
acquiring the characteristics of the dog.
Like the cur in the fable, ] might even bite
the hand that feeds me.”
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“Rot! Tommyrot!” said Kingsley in
generous derision. ‘“You’d like to have me
believe that you’re a devil of a fellow,
wouldn’t you? It doesn’t go. I've known
you too long and too well. Put your coat
on and come along.”

“One other minute,” Grifith put in, as
he reached for his coat. “You don’t happen
to have a pocket-flask in your clothes?”

Kingsley looked him over shrewdly.

“No; but I have one at the house. You
shall have a drink when we get there.
Come on!”

Two minutes later the jail doors had
opened for the derelict, and he was climbing
into the spare seat in Kingsley’s car.

THE town gossip, already stirred by the
spectacle of the son of the former
owner of the Dasly Telegraph picking and
shoveling in the streets as a town prisoner,
was given an additional impetus on the
morning of the third day when it became
known that Grithth had disappeared, was
no longer a muddy unit in the pipe-laying
squad in River Street. At first it was as-
serted that he had broken jail and escaped.
Next it was rumored that somebody with
the good name of the community at heart
had paid his fine and shipped him out of
town. A little later it became definitely
known that the fine had been paid by John
Kingsley and that Kingsley had taken Grif-
fith away in his auto.

It was not until the following day, how-
ever, that the whole mortifying truth came
out. The Pettiman house at the head of
Maple Avenue was next door to the old
mansion which Kingsley had turned into a
bachelor apartment. Quite early in the
morning, when Mrs. Pettiman was sweep-
ing her back porch, she saw a strange man
smoking a cigarette in the Kingsley gar-
den, apparently looking on idly while old
Uncle Rastus spaded one of the beds. Mrs.
Pettiman’s eyesight for objects at a dis-
tance was not very good, but there was an
old brass-barreled spy-glass in the house,
and she soon had it leveled upon the loung-
ing figure in the Kingsley garden. After
some little trouble with the focusing she got
the cigarette smoker fairly in the field of
the small telescope. There was no mis-
taking the clean-cut, virile and rather satan-
ically handsome face, freshly shaven and
somewhat thinner than the well-remem-
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bered face of the one-time college athlete,
but still the same. The Pettiman telephone
was on a party line, and in less than an
hour a good half of Bethsaida knew that
John Kingsley was making a house-guest of
the freed tramp, and that the tramp was
wearing a suit of John Kingsley’s clothes.

Most naturally, with a cherished reputa-
tion for respectability to sustain, Bethsaida
was once more stirred profoundly. At the
Dorcas Sewing Circle meeting that after-
noon in Mrs. Abel Harriford’s back parlor,
nothing else was talked of.

“I am astonished at John Kingsley—as-
tonished and disappointed. I thought he
had better sense.” Thus Mrs. Wilgrow,
wife of the junior partner in the hardware
store, a large, square-faced lady with por-
tentous eyebrows. “I know they were to-
gether in college, he and Archer Griffith,
but that is no earthly reason why he should
harbor a tramp and keep him here to be a
disgrace to the town.”

“No reason in the wide world!” snapped
another member of the circle, a thin-lipped
spinster of uncertain age. “Something will
come of it—you mark my words—some-
thing will come of it, just as sure as the
world stands.”

“And he used to be such a bright boy,”
said a little old lady with soft gray hair, as
she bent over the garment she was cut-
ting out.

“Mph!” sniffed the deacon’s wife. “I
didn’t see anything very bright about the
way he used to act when he’d come home
from college, playing pool or billiards half
his time—and cards, too, so they said. I
always heard he was one of the fast set in
college—the drunkards and gamblers.”

“I don’t quite understand how that could
be,” put in the little old lady with the soft
hair. “When my' John was in college he
used to tell me that the men on the athletic
teams simply kad to keep straight and not
dissipate. And Archer was a footballer.”

“It doesn’t make any difference what he
used to be; it’s what he is now—a low-
browed, dirty, shifty-eyed tramp,” insisted
the thin-lipped lady of no-matter-what age.
“As long as he is in town I, for one, shall see
to it that the doors are double-locked, and I
mean to turn the dog loose in the house at
night. Why, wasn’t it in all the papers
that he was tried for being a burglar in
some place in the East?”
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Though not a member of the sewing cir-
cle—being out of it both by reason of the
age- (or youth-) limit and by inclination—
Margery Stillwell had come as a guest
with her Aunt Pettiman, and as she listened
a small pink spot came to burn in either
cheek. “So hard—so wickedly unchari-
table!” she murmured to the garment she
was basting. ‘I wonder how they can ever
say the Lord’s Prayer.”

“Since John Kingsley has seen fit to take
him out of the hands of the law, it is his
place to get rid of him,” Mrs. Harriford de-
cided magisterially, and the roomful of wo-
men seemed, with only two or three silent
exceptions, to agree with her fully. “I
shall speak to Abel about it and have him
goto John. Why, we might all be murdered
in our beds, for all John Kingsley cares!”

There was more of it—a desolating deal
more of it—and when Margery had all she
could stand, she excused herself on the plea
of a purely fictitious engagement and went
home militantly indignant. Her first care,
after she entered the house, was to call up
Kingsley at his office; and since her house
telephone was not on a party wire, she told
him about the rod that was in pickle for
him. And her language, if they could have
heard it, would have shocked the members
of the Dorcas Society quite as vigorously as
Griffith’s advent had.

“It was so spiteful and mean and hard-
hearted and /little!”’ she exclaimed. “You’d
think each one of them had a bitter, per-
sonal grudge to satisfy. I know you’ll say
they are only a lot of tabby-cats, but just
the same they can scratch and bite, and
they will if you give them half a chance.”
Then: “I didn’t know until I heard them
talk that you had taken Archer home with
you. What are you going to do with him?”

Kingsley made an indefinite reply, which
was the only one he could make. Griffith
was as yet an unsolved problem. And if
Bethsaida were determined to cold-shoulder
him and drive him forth, the problem be-
came doubly unsolvable.

“Well,” the hot-hearted one concluded,
“you have my sympathy, and you may
have my help if there is anything, any least
little thing, that I can do. Only, please do
keep me in touch.”

It was in the shank of this same after-
noon that Abel Harriford, primed by tele-
phone at the close of the Dorcas meeting,

drove to John Kingsley’s office at the foun-
dry and machine works in his rusty little
car. “Kinglsey, well aware of what was com-
ing, braced himself when he saw the deacon
climbing out of his car backward, as his
habit was. He had known Harriford all
his life, but never before had the deacon’s
funereal face, with its projecting jaw and
deeply sunken eyes, looked so forbidding.

“I TAKE it you can purty well guess what
I’ve come for, John,” was the way Har-
riford began, after he had taken the chair
at the desk-end. “What you’re doin’ is
ag’inst all reason and decency, and you
can’t afford no such flyin’s-out ag’inst pub-
lic opinion. If you feel that you've got to
do suthin’ for Arch Grifith—though I
don’t for the life of me see why you should
have any call to—why, just put him on a
train and pay his way to some place where
people don’t know him as well as we do
here.”

“Wait a minute, Deacon, and let’s thresh
this thing out a bit,” said Kingsley, with
the soft pedal firmnly held down. “We'll
begin by admitting that Archer came here
as a tramp—a hobo—and that he was ar-
rested and put to work because he had no
visible means of support. We’ll even go
farther and say that it is his own fault that
he became a hobo. But, admitting all
this, hasn’t he some little claim upon the
town where he was born and brought up,
and where his father was an honorable and
upright citizen?”

Harriford shook his head.

“You're talkin’ like a paid lawyer afore
a jury, John, and you know it. Arch Grif-
fith’s worse’'n any common tramp; he’s a
jailbird-—or, if he ain’t, he’d ought to be.”

“As to that, I suppose all hoboes are
more or less familiar with the inside of a
jail,” Kingsley conceded. “It seems that
we made haste to show Archer the inside of
ours, at any rate.”

“That ain’t what I meant,” Harriford
thrust in. “I know, and you know, and
the hull town knows that if he’d got his
deserts in that burglary trial in New Jersey
a while back, he’d be in the peniten’chry
this very minute.”

Kingsley frowned at this. He had
thought he was the only person in Beth-
saida who knew the story of the New Jersey
incident, or, at least, that he had been until
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he had shared it with Margery Stillwell.
But it seemed that in some way it had be-
come public property.

“I can’t agree with you there, Deacon,”
he ventured. “Archer was acquitted at
the trial, as you may remember.”

“Yes; because they couldn’t find evi-
dence enough to convict him under the law
—that’s all,”” the deacon countered quickly.
“But you can’t tell me he wasn’t mixed up
in that burglary. Where there’s a smoke
there’s bound to be some fire. If Arch
Griffith hadn’t been runnin’ with thieves
and burglars and such, he wouldn’t ’ve
been took up and tried.”

“That may be, true, but, admitting it, we
must still remember that this New Jersey
incident is ancient history in a way, Dea-
con,” the younger man put in placably.
“The outstanding facts are that Archer
wasn’t convicted, and that as yet he has
done nothing to make Bethsaida deport
him. At any rate, I can’t consent to do as
you suggest—put him on a train with a
ticket to somewhere else—at least, not un-
til he wishes to go. He is my friend and
classmate, and I have done nothing for him
that he wouldn’t do for me if the case were
reversed. I’'m quite sure of that. And I’ll
add this”—the Kingsley temper, slow to
assert itself, but sufhiciently warm when it
was fairly roused, was beginning to glow—
‘““at the present time Archer Griffith is my
guest, and whatever Bethsaida sees fit to
do to him will be done to me as well.”

“Umph!” said the deacon, rising to go.
“You're talkin’ now like a mad boy. All
the same, if you don’t get rid of Archer
Griffith, you’ll live to rue it; that’s all I got
to say.” And he shuffled out to his car,
climbed in and drove away.

FOR the first few days after his release
from the street-gang, Griffith luxuriated
lazily as Kingsley’s house-guest, eating the
bread of charity, wearing Kingsley’s clothes
and drinking, though somewhat sparingly,
from the small stock of emergency liquor
- that Kingsley had laid in before the drought
settled down upon the land. What exer-
cise he took was taken vicariously by loung-
ing in the garden and looking on while the
old negro man dug and weeded—this, or
by playing solitary pool, right hand against
left, on the combination billiard-table for
which Kingsley had made room on the sec-
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ond floor of the old house by throwing two
of the spare bedrooms into one.

For occupation betweenwhiles there were
books—an old library gathered by Kings-
ley’s grandfather and father, with little in
it more modern than the middle third of the
nineteenth century. - Without troubling
himself to think much about it, he knew he
was only waiting for a recurrence of the itch-
ing restlessness which would again send
him adrift, and he was mildly surprised that
its coming was delayed.

With the abrupt change from vagrant
hardships to comfort and comparative lux-
ury, he found the impish prompting to hor-
rify Bethsaida diminishing its urgency.
Viewed simply as a diversion, it took the
aspect of a small game and hardly worth
the candle. What was it to him if his
native town chose to regard him as a hissing
and a reproach—did, or did not? Nothing,
he told” himself—less than nothing. The
world was wide, and Bethsaida only an in-
finitesimal pin-prick upon its surface.

This semiphilosophical attitude was easily
maintainable as long as the luxuriating
impulse lasted. But the first time he
stepped outside of the Kingsley enclosure,
the sardonic prompting returned in full
force. It was again the day for the weekly
gathering of the Dorcas Sewing Circle,
and the place, this time, was the Pettiman
house, next door. Before Griffith could
get the gate latched behind him he had been
met and passed by four elderly women who
had known him from his childhood. And
each one of the four had walked round him,
nose in air and face averted, as if he were
an incarnation of the black plague.

After this, he walked down-town, with a
sour smile displacing the trampish grin.
At the Baptist church he crossed the street
to Gafiney’s place, lit one of Kingsley’s
cigars and lounged in the Gafiney doorway,
being minded to see to what proportion of
the passers-by—men and women—he would
be invisible. When this palled upon him
he went inside and asked Gaffney for a
drink. The pool-room proprietor, a hard-
eyed, heavy-faced man, with no claim to
be called the father of his Gipsy-beauty
daughter, shook his head.

“You’d ought to know better than that,
Arch,” he protested. “It’d be as much as
my life’s worth to give you a-drink here.
Where you been keepin’ yourself?”’



18 Mellowing Money

“Since I got out of jail, you mean?”
Griffith inquired, with the crabbed smile in
place. “Hasn’t it heen the town talk that
John Kingsley paid my fine and took me
home with him?”

Gaffney’s nod was barely perceptible.

“That’ll be all right. But what fetched
you back here to the old burg?”

“Ask the town, and it will probably tell
you that I'm waiting for a chance to bur-
glarize a few houses, or Whittlesea’s bank
—or perhaps it has already told you.”

Gaifney did not say whether it had or
had not. Instead, he asked another ques-
tion:

“Down on your luck these days?”

Griffith threw out a coin and pointed to a
particular box of cigars in the show-case.

“That’s Kingsley’s money,” he remarked,
by way of answering the luck question.

Gafiney drew out the box of cigars, and
when Griffith had taken the two to which
the carelessly flipped coin entitled him, the
hard-faced man tossed out two more.

“On me,” he grunted; and then, “Goin’
to stay with us a spell?”

“An hour ago I thought I shouldn’t;
but now I guess I shall. Why?”

“I was just wonderin’ if you could riffle
the pasteboards as handy as you used to.”

Griffith laughed, but the laugh was not
quite pleasant to hear.

“Haven’t you learned that it isn’t worth
while to beat about the bush with a damned
tramp, Tom? Spit it out. What do you
wantr”’

Gaffney shook his bullet head.

“About this burglar lay they’re chatterin’
about—is there anything in it?”

“You wouldn’t expect me to go round
adver.ising it if there were, would you?”

“But they say——"

“I know perfectly well what they are
saying, and that is what leads me to say
that I think I'll hang round a while.”

The hard-faced one nodded.

“T'll stake you to a few,” he offered.

“How?”

Gafincy leaned over the show-case and
whispered hoarsely.

“this damn town’s a frost,” he com-
plained. ‘“What it hasn’t done to run me
out ain’t worth talkin’ about-—see? But I
fooled ’em. Bought a place out on the
Willow Springs road—automobile lunches,
and that lay. Get me?”

“Sure!” Griffith assented. “With a little
bootleg on the side, and a few rooms up-
stairs where the boys, and maybe the girls,
can play a quiet game of old maid or seven-
up or something of that sort.”

“You’re on! But the house ain’t makin’
enough.”

“I see; and you want a capper—some
fellow who can sit in on a game now and
then and make sure that the house gets
its rake-off—and; maybe a trifle more. Is
that it?”

“You might be readin’ it out of a book.”

Griffith laughed again.

“You are a perennial surprise to me,
Tom—you and your kind. You are always
looking for a man who will be honest to
you and a crook to everybody else. Don’t
you know that there isn’t any such animal?”’

“To hell with that!” said Gafiney. “If
I’'m willin’ to take a chance on you, what
difference does it make? Is it a go?”

“I’ll think about it and let you know,”
said Griffith, and he left the pool-room to
continue his stroll down the avenue.

SINCE even the Bethsaidas change more
or less with the passing of the years, the
faces into which Grifath looked during that
first afternoon saunter were not all recog-
nizable, though many of them were. By
making still larger demands upon the
starved sense of humor, he was able to
extract a certain amount of sardonic amuse-
ment out of the casual contacts with former
and, in many instances, lifelong acquain-
tances. Some, like the four good ladies
at the Kingsley gate, emulated the example
of the priest and Levite in the parable and
passed by scrupulously on the other side.
Others stopped and said unmeaning com-
monplaces, greeting him, as one may say,
with the head on the shoulder and primed
for flight if censorious eyes were caught
looking on. Still others offered sham
cordiality, handsomely ignoring the cur-
tain-raising episode of the ditch-digging
sentence passed upon the returned exile
in Justice Bradford’s court.

“Well, well, Archer! This is certainly a
surprise! First time you’ve been back since
the war, isn’t it?”’—gas-shells of this nature,
hurled only to cover a hasty withdrawal.

Griffith was not deceived. Hard ex-
perience had gifted him with a measure
of clairvoyance, and it was not difficult to
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read the poorly masked embarrassment and
insincerity lying behind the forth-putting
of strained neighborliness. In the acute
cases it pleased his humor to hold the greet-
ing victim as long as possible. It was
mildly diverting to witness the strugglings
to escape and to prolong them.

In the course of time the sidewalk
drifting brought him back to the vicinity
of the Security Bank. As he turned aim-
lessly into the cross-street he saw Kingsley’s
auto standing at the curb in front of the
side entrance, which opened into Amos
Whittlesea’s private office. Griffith, pausing
on the opposite side of the narrow street
to light one of the Gaffney gift cigars, let
his gaze go past the standing auto and into
the room beyond. As he looked he saw
Kingsley get up out of his chair at the end
of Whittlesea’s desk and begin to pace the
floor, with his hands in his pockets.

By shifting his position a little, Griffith
was able to get a better view of the old
banker. Apparently the few added years
had not changed Amos Whittlesea in any
notable particular. It was the same hard-
lined face with its cropped gray beard and
its crown of bushy white hair, the same
bony, grasping hands clasped over one knee
in the attitude well known to every needy
borrower in Bethsaida, the same ill-fitting
pepper-and-salt clothes that seemed never
to be renewed.

The banker was evidently waiting for
Kingsley to reach a decision of some sort,
and Griffith studied the fierce-eyed old face
thoughtfully. It was, as Griffith’s editor
father had once remarked, the face of the
best hated man in Bethsaida. Griffith
recalled the remark as he stood looking
on at whatever little drama it was that
was staging itself in the small office-room
across the street—remembered it, and told
himself that it had stopped short of com-
pletion. For unless Amos Whittlesea’s
ruthless grinding of his poor debtors were
the outgrowth of mere mechanical avarice
functioning automatically,. there was good
reason to believe that the hatred was re-
turned in full measure.

Griffith did not linger to see the conclusion
of the scene in which Kingsley was apparent-
ly an unwilling or, at least, a hesitant actor.

Having squeezed the sour lemon of his
first social contact with the home town
measurably dry, he sauntered on to the
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head of the avenue. What under-depths,
muddied or other, had been stirred by the
contact, who shall say? But that the sense
of impish humor was again uppermost
might be argued from the slow grin that
came and went now and again, presumably
at the recollection of some of the points of
contact—the reluctant hand-shakings, the
forced heartiness of certain of the greetings,
the head-on-the-shoulder wariness of some
others.

THE final troubling of the waters, if the
vagrant years had left any Siloam pool
in him to be troubled, came as he reached
the Kingsley gate at the head of the street.
The sewing circle at the house next door
was just disbanding, and once more he
found himself an object invisible, or,
rather, a thing to be avoided with averted
gaze and a drawing-aside of skirts, as if
the mere passing touch might be contami-
nating. Purposely he fumbled the gate-
latch. ‘When all was said, these women
were the molders of public opinion in Beth-
saida, and their attitude was an earnest
of what Bethsaida had to offer a returned—
and impenitent—prodigal. With the half-
bitter, half-sardonic prompting to the fore,
he was minded not to abate one jot or tittle
of his offending by a too hasty retreat.

He was lifting the gate-latch and swearing
softly to himself as the last of the groups
edged past him, and he did not see a little
old lady with soft white hair and a face
that was at onece a benison and a gentle
mask ‘of sorrows borne bravely and made
to yield their finest fruitage of loving sym-
pathy until she spoke to him.

“Why, Archer!” she said, holding out a
thin hand that he tried at first not to see,
and then took in both of his own. “I've
been hoping that I’d see you somewhere.
It does seem so good to have you back
with us again. So many of our boys and
girls go away and never come back. You
are stopping here with John? That’s nice;
John is such a good boy.”

“John is a good boy,” he said, not know-
ing what else to say. Then, “And you,
Mrs. Cantrell—you are still living in the
old home?”

“Yes; all alone, Archer, now. Alice is
married and - living in Wisconsin, and
Mary’s husband is building railroads in
Brazil, and my John is in business in



20

Denver. Johnwants me,and so does Alice;
but I can’t seem to make up my mind to
leave the old place.”

“Naturally,” Griffith acquiesced, still not
knowing what to say. But his heart
warmed generously toward the widow qf
his father’s oldest friend.

“It is a sad home-coming to you, Archer,
in a way—I know it must be,” she went on,
“with your father gone and all, and stran-
gers living in your old home place. But
you mustn’t be downhearted. And you
must come and see me right soon, won’t
you? I want you to tell me all about what
you did in France and how you won the
Croix de Guerre. My John told me you
did, you know.”

When she had gone on, Griffith walked
up the flagstoned path to the house with
his head down and his hands buried in the
pockets of the Kingsley coat he was wearing.
He would have been less than human if
the gentle old lady’s kindly greeting had
not touched him. But later, after he had
gone into the house to fill one of Kingsley’s
pipes out of a jar of Kingsley’s tobacco,
and was preparing to bury himself in a
musty old volume of Fielding taken from
the Kingsley shelves, he was telling himself
morosely that one swallow did not make a
summer, and that the net result of the after-
noon abroad could be summed up, after all,
in an easily demonstrable equation: respect-
able Bethsaida would have none of him.
This was the plus half, overwhelmingly
self-evident. And the minus half was
Tom Gaffney’s offer.

ETHSAIDAN custom, immutable as
the laws of the Medes and Persians,
clung to the early dinner-hour of the
’Eighties and ’Nineties, and it was only a
little after sunset in the evening of the day
when he had first shown himself on the
streets of the home town as Kingsley’s
pensioner that Griffith followed his host to
the porch to smoke an after-dinner pipe in
the open. Asked at the dinner-table what
he had been doing with himself, the derelict
had answered that he had been reading
Fielding; and after the pipes were lit he
stil made no mention of the manner in
which he had spent the great part of the
afternoon.
In the evenings, which they usually spent
together, Griffith had volunteered no con-
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fidences, and Kingsley had asked none.
But now, for the first time, he broke over.

“A week ago, Archer, you gave me to
understand that you had it in for the world
at large,” he began. ‘“How is it by this
time?”’

Griffith tamped the tobacco in the bowl
of his pipe and applied another match.

“Isn’t it pretty safe to assume that the
world hasn’t changed much in a week?” he .
asked.

“The world? No. Butyou?”

“I am a part of the world.”

“Clever, but unsatisfactory,” was Kings-
ley’s retort. “You know very well what I
mean. If you don’t want to talk along
that line, say so, and we’ll drop it.”

“I’'m willing to talk. What do you want
me to say?”’

“I’d like to hear you say that you were
talking through your hat that night in the
jail.”

“But I wasn’t, John,” was the sober
reply. “The idea I tried to shoot into you
then was that any man who has reached the
stage that I have reached isn’t worth
bothering with.”

“I guess you’ll have to prove that.”

“I am proving it now, by living here at
your expense, wearing your clothes, eating
your food, drinking your liquor, smoking
your tobacco and spending your money.
That I can do all these things without
shame shows that I have become that most
hopeless of all the different varieties of
human junk—a man who has parted with
the final shreds of self-respect.”

Kingsley smiled.

“You should have been given the degree
of Litt. D. instead of that of B. Sc. in
Civil,” he commented.

“Meaning that I am overdrawing the
picture?”

“Meaning that you are embellishing it
out of all reason.”

“I am not, John. I'm not talking to
hear the sound of my own voice, nor have I
pulled the cork of your bottle of Scotch
an undue number of times since I got out
of bed this morning. What I am telling you
is the sober truth. A man may go far on
what Bethsaida would call the ‘downward
road’ and still have that within him which
will enable him to turn back. But there is
a mile-post somewhere along the road be-
yond which he can’t turn back. He will
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have committed the unpardonable sin,
which means, simply, that he has lost what-
ever it is in mind or heart that creates a
desire for better things.”

“More piffle —sophomoric piffle, this
time,” Kingsley derided.

“No! Wait. We used to be pretty close
fogether in the old days, John. I wonder
if I ever told you my dreams in those days?”’

“If you did, I have forgotten them.”

“Debt—my father’s debt to Amos Whit-
tlesea—was the biggest thing I remember in
my boyhood. It was a shadow that was
always hanging over me—over all of us in
the home place. Dad printed a good coun-
try paper—the best in its class, I used to
think and still think—but he never made it
pay. He was too easy with everybody.
After a few years I began to learn that the
shadow hanging over us at home was an
almost universal shadow in Bethsaida and
the country round about. The mortgage,
the ‘dead pledge,” was like a subtle poison
spreading everywhere, corroding everything
it touched, turning the good in its victims
to bad, and the bad to worse. And old
Amos Whittlesea, banker, miser, usurer,
was the master poisoner.

“It was this that made me dream my
boyhood dreams. In the fulness of time I
would go away and make my fortune, and
when it was made I'd come back here and
be the god in the car to all these poor
debtors that Whittlesea was slowly stran-
gling. If you laugh, I'll throw the tobacco-
jar at you.”

“I don’t see anything to laugh at,”
was Kingsley’s sober rejoinder.

“Then you’ve lost your sense of humor.
Damn it, man; can’t you see the merry jest
of it? After having been away for nearly
seven years, I come back as you see me—
a bum, an outcast, a vagabond, not only
with the inability to be anything else but
totally lacking the desire.”

KINGSLEY’S pipe had gone out and
he relit it. When the tobacco was
glowing again, he said,

“It hurts me to think of what you must
have been through, Archer, before you
could make such a confession as that.”

“As to the preparatory processes, the
less said about them the better. We are
concerned only with the result. Abel
Harriford and his tribe would say that a
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man in my condition had sinned away his
day of grace, but there is a less mystical
explanation than that.

“Not having taken the degree of Doctor
of Letters, as you say I should have, I
shall probably state it awkwardly. But
this is the way it presents itself to me: A
man is born with certain leadings, tenden-
cies, springs of action—call them what you
please—some decent and some vile. They
are like the implanting of two antagonistic
colonies of blood-cells. So long as there
is a fighting handful of the decent red
corpuscles left, there is hope for the man.
But after the perverted phagocytes have
destroyed them all, you have only a beast
to deal with. And the beast, as you will
admit, is beyond the reach of anything
short of a miracle.”

“To which I suppose you will add that the
age of miracles is past,” Kingsley put in.
“Let it go. You are at your old trick of
theory-spinning now, and you could always
beat me at that. I don’t choose to believe
you are half as much of a derelict as you
say you are—as you may think you are.
And if you were, I should still try to hang
on to you. I have my orders.”

“Orders? From whom?”

“No matter about that. I—"

The interruption came from the side-
walk. A young woman who had just come
out of the house next door was passing.
Griffith let his gaze follow her until she
turned into Maple Avenue.

“Who is she?” he asked.

“You ought to know. Youlived across the
street from her for a good many years.”

“Not Margery Stillwell?”

“Of course.”

“Why, she—she’s a beautiful woman!”

“Well, why not?” said Kingsley, smiling.

Griffith was shaking his head slowly.

“I didn’t suppose Bethsaida could fashion
anything like she is,” he said half musingly.

“Bethsaida hasn’t done it all. Margery
has had four years in one of the best of the
women’s colleges in the East.”

Griffith was still shaking his head.

“It’s a crime to bury anything as beauti-
ful as she is in a dead-alive town like Beth-
saida. What does she do?”

“She keeps house for her father. Old
Judson still has the farm out beyond Wal-
nut Grove, and he operates it on the long-
distance method.”
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“Um,” said Griffith. “Dutiful daughter,
eh? Just the same, it’s a crime to bury
her here. If she has kept the promise of
her childhood in other things as well as
looks .

“She has,” Kingsley broke in. “There
isn’t her like in all the world, Archer.”

“Ah!” said the derelict. “So that’s the
way of it; is it? When do you marry her,
John?”

“I’'d marry her to-morrow if she’d
have me.”

RIFFITH’S chuckling laugh was as the
crackling of thorns under a pot.

“What’s the obstacle?”” he asked. “But
perhaps I can guess it. You're too damned
good.”

“Too good?”

“Yes; too virtuous, too conventional, too
Bethsaida-esque. Haven’t you yet learned
that all really good women look a little for
the horns and hoofs in the chosen one?”

“Pshaw! That is the rankest tommyrot;
and you know it, Arch.”

“Itisnot. Itisonly your young woman
who is a bit on the loose who wants to
marry the really and truly virtuous young
man.”

“Bosh!” snapped Kingsley impatiently.
“Let’s talk about something else.”

“All right; we’ll make it something
cheerful. I gave the old town the once-
over to-day—took a walk down the avenue
and shook hands with a few old acquaint-
ances who looked as though they’d rather
be shot than to have to recognize me.”

“More tommyrot!” Kingsley grunted.
“When a man goes round with a chip on his
shoulder, he is bound to think that every-
body is trying to knock it off.” Then,
“Did you happen to see our village Shylock
when you were down?”

“I did indeed! And,if I’'m not greatly
mistaken, I saw, through his office window, a
staging of the age-old comedy of the spider
and the fly. Whittlesea was the spider and
you were the fly.”

“You've said it,” was Kingsley’s sober
admission. “The old scoundrel had me on
the hip, and what he did to me was good and
plenty.”

“Is it tellable?”

“To you, yes. The business slump has
put me in a hole, as it has all manufacturers,
big and little. We are still making the
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Kingsley patent builders’ hoist and the
Economy farm engines in the Star works,
and there is no market. I've kept the shop
going because I didn’t want to throw a
hundred men out of work. That would be
little short of a calamity in a town the size
of Bethsaida.” '

“More of your altruistic stuff,” Griffith
thrust in. “Not one of the hundred would
lift a hand to help you if the shoe were on
the other foot.”

Kingsley disregarded the cynical inter-
ruption and went on.

“We had a decent surplus, and I went on
building hoists and engines and storing
them against a time when the market would
open again. Last week I came to the end
of that. I’d used up the surplus, and it was
a case of borrowing pay-roll money or
shutting down for an indefinite period. So
to-day I went to Amos Whittlesea and
struck him for a six months’ loan of fifty
thousand, offering the ready-to-ship ma-
chines, worth some seventy-five or eighty
thousand dollars, as security.”

“Andhewouldn’tlet youhave the money?”’

“Not on the security I was offering.
He haggled, as he always does. Said if
I couldn’t turn the machines into money,
the bank couldn’t, and all that. Then he
made a proposition that fairly took my hide
off. I own something over three-fourths of
the stock in the Star company. He offered
to make the loan if I'd put up my stock as
security.”

“In other words, he proposed to own
you, body and soul. I hope you told him
to go to the devil.”

“I wanted to; you can bet on that.
But the pinch was too real. Some of our
men are buying homes, and Whittlesea
holds a mortgage over every last one of the
buyers. A lot of the others are living from
hand to mouth,as so many working men do;
they made big wages when times were good
and promptly spent them. I've had some
pretty bad quarter-hours sweating over the
situation. I couldn’t make up my mind to
shut down and let a hundred men, some of
whom have been with us ten, fifteen or
twenty years, take the consequences.”

“But you didn’t let old Amos hold you
up for your stock in the company—practi-
cally everything you have in the world?”

Kingsley struck a match and relit his
Pipe, and the brief flare of the pine splinter
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showed that his remark about sweating
over the situation was not altogether a
figure of speech.

“Pm trying to convince myself that I
have done right, Archer—that in the cir-
cumstances there was nothing else to do.
Whittlesea has my,stock locked up in his
bank-vault to cover my note of hand for
fifty thousand dollars.”

Grifiith refilled his pipe and took his
time about tamping and lighting it.

“Talk about professional gamblers!” he
said at length, with a short laugh. “They
are not in it with some of you business men
when it comes down to a matter of raw
nerve. What is your plant worth?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Values are changing
so rapidly these days., But I suppose it
couldn’t be replaced at present prices for
much less than two hundred thousand, in-
cluding the value of the patents.”

“Then these machines that are already
built and on hand—you say they are worth,
in round numbers, seventy-five thousand
more?”’

“Fully that much.”

“Good! Then it simmers down to this:
You have placed a bet in a ratio of five to
one or thereabouts that business will im-
prove sufficiently within the next six months
to let you win out. There isn’t a card-
sharp in the country that wouldn’t fall
down dead if you’d offer him such a chilly
chance as that.”

“Of course it’s a risk,” Kingsley ad-
mitted; “but I think I'm safe. I am figur-
ing just now with a machinery-broker in
Chicago on a possible sale of twenty of the
hoists for shipment to Australia, cash on
the nail. If that goes throught within the
next thirty days, I’'m all right to make
the first turn in the road.”

Griffith straightened up his chair.

“Thirty days? I thought you said six
months.”

It was Kingsley’s turn to hesitate.

“Six months is the limit of the loan, but
Whittlesea insisted upon short-time paper.
It is understood that it is to be renewed
from time to time.”

“Understood? With a shark like old
Amos! Is the understanding down in black
on white—in writing?”

“No; it was verbal.”

Griffith twisted himself in his chair and
held out a hand.
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“Shake,” he said, with a chuckling
laugh. ““As a charter member of the down-
and-outs, let me welcome you to our joyous
company. In thirty days from this time
you’ll be one of us.”

“If T thought you knew what you are
talking about— But you don’t. We'll ad-
mit that Whittlesea is a grasping old miser,
but the thing you are hinting at is too raw,
even for him. Tl pull through all right,
though it goes without saying that I shall
be a good bit easier in my mind when I have
that stock back in the safe at the Star
works.”

“One more question—out of pure curios-
ity: Have you. assigned your stock to
Whittlesea and made the transfer on the
books?”’

“Oh, no; that wasn’t necessary. He
holds possession, and the face of the note
states what the security is. That is all
that is needful. If the note shouldn’t be
paid, the security will be forfeited, and the
holder can demand the transfer.”

“Then if Whittlesea should lose the
note—have it destroyed by fire or some
other way—he couldn’t hold your stock?”

“Not legally. He would then have
nothing to prove his claim to it.”

SLOWLY the summer night had de-
scended upon the quiet residence quar-
ter, with the electric lamps winking in to
mark the street intersections. Breaking
into the evening silence came the mellow
blast of a locomotive whistle, and shortly
afterward a distance-softened rumbling
and clanking of wheels over switch-frogs
announced the passing of a through freight
train. '

Grifith got out of his chair and went
to rap the ashes from his pipe on the
porch railing.

“That is my invitation, John,” he said.
“It’s time for me to be moving on.”

Kingsley had been looking for this
from day to day, and he met it as he had
planned to meet it when the time should
come. ;

“You are a free agent, Archer, and I
can’t hold you against your will. But for
the sake of the old boyhood days I've been
hoping you might be content to stay on
with me—for a while, anyway. You are
fairly comfortable here in the old house,
aren’t you?”
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“Too comfortable. That is one of the
things that revolts my vagrant soul. But
that isn’t the chief reason why I should be
moving on.”

“Can you give the other one a name?”

“Yes. Let us call it a ‘shadowy recru-
descence of a sense of decency’—I guess you
might name it that. I have already abused
your hospitality like a bum, and if I should
stay I'd go on abusing it. I know well
enough what Bethsaida is saying about you
for having taken me in. It will say worse
things if I stay on.”

Kingsley laughed, still pursuing his plan.

“I guess I can stand it if you can,” he
returned. ‘“You said I wasn’t to try to re-
form you, and I haven’t tried—have I?
You are free—free as the air. If you get
tired of loafing and want to work, I can find
a place for you in the shops—we’re needing
an efhciency engineer, anyway. But if
you’d rather loaf, do it. What’s mine is
yours for as long as you care to use it.”

“In all of which you are faithfully carry-
ing out your orders, I take it,” Grifhth cut
in cynically. Then,‘“The next time you see
her, you’d better tell her it’s no use—not the
least in the world.”

“Tell whom?” said the ironmaster, in a
far too late effort to cover up the slip he
had made in admitting that he was acting
under orders.

“Margie Stillwell, of course. Didn’t you
say she was the one who sent you to the jail
to dig me out?”

“Well,” queried Kingsley doggedly,
“what of it? What if she does happen to
think you are worth saving? Is there
anything out of the way in that?”

“Nothing unusual, atleast. Thatisyour
good woman’s weakness—to want to rescue
the perishing. It’s a thankless job for the
most part—an impossible job after the
wicked phagocytes have got in their work.
I've a mind to linger on with you a while
longer, John, if only to prove to you and to
her how absolutely impossible it is. Let’s
go in and shoot a game of pool. It is too
early to go to bed.”

HOUGH Grifith had not taken the
trouble either to accept or to refuse
when Kingsley offered him a place in the
Star works, he continued to make it evident
that he preferred idleness at his host’s ex-
pense to labor of any sort at his own. But
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by the end of another week it was apparent
that his time-killing method had undergone
a radical change. The old books in the
Kingsley library seemed to have lost their
charm, and he no longer read them or
lounged in the garden, to look on while old
Uncle Rastus pottered round with spade
and hoe.

Like all towns, large or small, Bethsaida
owned its just quota of wayward youth, and
for these Tom’s Place, impudently staring
the Baptist church in the face, and the other
and still more abandoned rendezvous on
the Willow Springs road were the resorts.
Of these two “hell-dives”—to give them
the Bethsaidan appellation—it was soon
reported that Grifith had become an
habitué, and the effect of this intimate con-
tact with seasoned iniquity upon Bethsai-
dan youth—youth already inoculated with
the dissolute and ungoverned spirit of the
times—was, in the language of Deacon Abel
Harriford, bound to be a judgment upon a
community weak enough to permit such a
Satan’s emissary as Archer Griffith to re-
main in its midst.

It was upon Kingsley, born and reared in
a town small enough to give everybody the
right to call him by his Christian name, that
the heaviest weight of Bethsaidan accusa-
tion fell. Grudgingly admitting that he was
not directly responsible for Griffith’s appear-
ance in Bethsaida, the Wilgrows and Harri-
fords and Pettimans insisted that it was
specifically Kingsley’s fault that the derelict
had been encouraged to remain.

“You’d never ought to have took him
home with you in the first place,” was the
oft-repeated Harriford stricture. “I told
you you’d rue the day when you done it,
and so you willl” And it was, indeed, rather
ruefully that Kingsley confessed to Margery
Stillwell that he was losing even the slight
hold he had upon Grifhth at first.

‘“He still keeps me at arm’s length, even
more so than at the beginning,” Kingsley
told Margery in one of their evening talks
on the Stillwell porch. “And the gossips
are justified in saying that he has tied up
with the Gaffney bunch. There are days
and nights when I don’t see him at all—
when he doesn’t come home, or, if he does
show up, it’s at all hours in the night.”

“Gambling?”’ queried the young woman.'

“Oh, I suppose so. I gave him a little
money at first—fifty dollars or so, at one
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time and another—and night before last,
when I went up to my room, I found a fifty-
dollar bill twisted round the stem of the
reading-lamp. Of course, he was the one
who put it there, and no doubt it came from
his winnings. I may have told you that he
was more or less of a card-sharp in college;
I don’t mean crooked—just skilful, and I
imagine it’s no trouble for him to quit
winner in playing with the make-believe
young sports he meets in the Gaffney
joints.”

“You have never brought him here, as
I asked you to,” was the half-reproachful
reminder. :

“No. I suggested it one evening.”

“What did he say?”

“He said that if I knew some things that
he wasn’t going to tell me, the last thing I’d
do would be to ask him to come here.”

The young woman did not comment upon
this at once, and when she did, it was to say,

“Isn’t that just a little bit hopeful?”

“M-m,” said Kingsley doubtfully. “Pos-
sibly it might be made to look that way—
as an evidence that he hasn’t thrown away
quite all of the compunctions. But I don’t
know. It seems now as if he were deter-
mined to put himself beyond the pale.”

“Bethsaida isn’t particularly helping him
not to. You don’t hear the spiteful talk
about him that I do.”

“Don’t I?” said Kingsley, with a grim
smile. “Not a day passes that I don’t have
to listen to a lot more of it than I care to
hear. But we are wasting a mighty fine
evening. Let’s go somewhere.”

INGSLEY’S modest business-car stood
at the curb, and they got in and drove
away. An hour later, as they were returning
to Bethsaida by the Willow Springs road, a
tire went flat just as they were approaching
the remodeled farmhouse which had been
turned into a roadside tavern. Kingsley
steered aside and, pulling up a little way
short of a scattering of machines parked in
front of the tavern, got out to change the
tire. The road-house dining-room opened
upon the broad front veranda of the trans-
formel farmhouse, and through the windows
Margery Stillwell could see a few of the
diners dancing to the music of an invisible
orchestra. The second story of the house
was also lighted, but above-stairs the win-
dow-shades were drawn.
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Without being any more prudish than his
upbringing in Bethsaida constrained him
to be, Kingsley worked rapidly, wishing
that the wheel failure had occurred some-
where—anywhere—clse, and hoping that he
could make the tire change and get away
before they should be seen and recognized
by some chance passer-by or by any of the
Gaffney roisterers.

As it came about, the hope held good so
far as recognition was concerned. But while
he was tightening the last of the rim-bolts,
the road-house door opened and two men
came out upon the veranda. One of them
seemed to be trying to shake the other one
off. Quite clearly above the blaring clamor
of the jazz orchestra came the voice of the
younger of the pair in hot accusation.

“You robbed me, you damned tramp!
You know you did! It was your deal, and
you stacked the cards on me!”

What was said in reply was not audible,
either to the young woman sitting in the
car or to Kingsley struggling with the
final bolt. But the crying-mad rejoinder of
the younger man was:

“You’re Tom .Gaffney’s steerer—that’s
what you are! And I'm telling you right
here and now that you’ve played your last
crooked game in this joint. You shell out
that roll you bilked me out of or I’ll kill
you!”

Margery Stillwell, from her seat in the
car, saw the gleam of blue steel under the
veranda-lights and cried out:

“John! John! Stop them!”

Kingsley dropped his tire-wrench and
started to run toward the housc. But inter-
vention of another sort forestalled him. Be-
fore he could reach the gate, Gaffney’s
daughter darted out of the open door behind
the two men and thrust herself between
them, pushing them apart and snatching
the weapon out of the hand that was
brandishing it.

Kingsley turned back, picked up the
wrench and climbed<to his place behind the
steering-wheel.

“There won’t be any murder this time,”
he told his scat-mate soberly, and with that
he pressed the starter-button and drove
away.

The green roadster had made the three-
mile run to town and was slowing into the
street paralleling the railroad before the
young woman spoke again.
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“That was Willilam Harriford who had
the pistol, wasn’t it?”’ she asked.

“ch'”

At the turn in Maple Avenue she asked
the other question which had been crying
out for its answer.

“Was he telling the truth? Had Archer
cheated at cards and robbed him?”

Kingsley wagged his head sorrowfully.

“I wish I could say ‘No’ to that and be
sure of it. But I can’t, Margery. I can’t
be sure of anything concerning Archer—not
any more.”

“It is a great pity—a man wasted,” was
the low-toned reply. And after Kingsley
had helped her out at her home gate and
was driving on to his own place at the head
of the avenue, the low-voiced summing-up
was still ringing in his ears: “A man
wasted.”

IT WAS only a few days after the incident
of the brandished pistol on the veranda
of the Willow Tree Inn that a wave of
crime began to run through Bethsaida.
First, Dickerman’s grocery in the working-
men’s suburb across the railroad tracks was
entered and a shelf or so of canned stuff
disappeared. Two nights later Jake Steff-
ner’s jewelry store and watch-repairing
shop was broken into and the haul was
rather more valuable. Next came an
attempt upon the safe in the Brown Em-
porium, but here, as it seemed, the robber,
or robbers, had taken the alarm before the
job could be completed, the only damage
done being the smashing of the combination,
the knob of which was knocked off as by a
blow from a sledge-hammer.

With the town now thoroughly roused
and clamoring for protection, Justice Brad-
ford swore in two special constables to serve
under Cappy Maitland, and Maple Avenue
was made a night beat. Nevertheless, with-
in the next forty-eight hours two houses in
the upper avenue were burglarized in the
same night, and William Barclay, one of the
newly made constables, was found in the
morning, lying in the Wilgrow’s front yard,
beaten to insensibility—attacked from be-
hind, so he testified later, but by whom or
how many he could not say.

While Bethsaida was still gasping over
this sudden and mysterious outbreak of
crime in its normally peaceful midst, Grif-
fith had his first face-to-face meeting with

Amos Whittlesea. The occasion was a
breakdown of the old man’s rattletrap car
on the Willow Springs road. Griffith, speed-
ing out to the road-house resort in Roxan-
na’s roadster, saw the rattletrap in the ditch
and stopped to offer help. It was not until
he had braked his car to a stand and was
swinging out of it that mutual recognition
followed.

“Huh! It’s you, is it?”’ said the old man
sourly. ‘“What you aimin’ to do?”

“That depends,” was the reply. “What'’s
the matter with your car?”

“Idunno. Steerin’ contraption’sgiveout.
I couldn’t hold the dum thing in the road.”

Griffith gave the stranded car’s steering-
wheel a twist and a shake.

“Stripped your worm-gear,” he told the
banker. “You’ll have to be towed in.”

The response to this was an outburst of
profanity altogether shocking in so old a
man. Out of the eruption of bad language
Griffith picked the fact that Whittlesea had
been on his way to a farm some ten miles
farther out upon a mission that was urgent.
If he had been required to do so, it is doubt-
ful if Griffith could have defined the motive
which prompted him to offer Whittlesea a
lift, but he did it, and the offer was accepted.

For five of the ten miles not a word was
said on either side. Now that the lift had
been offered and crabbedly accepted, Grif-
fith was deriding himself for the bit of
neighborliness. Holding little good will
toward Bethsaida in general, he had good
reason to harbor nothing but ill will toward
the old man sitting beside him. Little by
little he had wormed out of Kingsley the
story of the failure of the Telegraph. It—
the final crash—had been brought about by
the foreclosure of a mortgage held by Whit-
tlesea, and in the débdcle the old miser had
taken everything, leaving the former owner
and editor a broken man who lived less than
a month after the sheriff’s sale. Griffith was
remembering all this as he hurled the road-
ster at racing speed over the country road—
remembering, and telling himself that if his
reckless driving should chance to wind up
in a catastrophe, the result would be merely
a squaring of accounts—his own and many
others.

It was on a hill where the speed had to be
reduced that the old man broke the silence
which had been stubbornly maintained on
both sides.
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“What you doin’ for a livin’ now?” he
barked.

“Just what I’'ve been doing any time for
the past three years,” was the equally
brittle retort.

“Huh! Livin’ on the int’rest of what you
owe, I s’pose.”

“You may put it that way if you like.”

Silence for a few more of the up-hill
wheel-turns, and then,

“They’re sayin’ in town that if you got
your deserts you’d be in the penitenchry.”

“It makes no difference to me what they
are saying.”

The old man’s laugh was a harsh cackle.

“That’s it—they hate you, and you hate
them.” Then, out of a clear sky, “Who'’s
doin’ all the burglarin’ that’s goin’ on?”

“How should I know?”

The senile cackle came again.

“S’pose you could prove an alibi if they
was to arrest you for it?”

“I might try,” said Griffith shortly.

“If T was you, I’d look out,” said the old
man, and after that he said nothing more.

The farm at which Whittlesea had him-
self set down was one that Griffith remem-
bered—a rather poor piece of hill-land owned
by a man named Disbrow, who, even in
Griffith’s recollections of him, had never
quite been able to make ends meet. The
old banker did not go up to the weathered
farmhouse. Disbrow had just driven in
from his wood-lot with a small load of wood,
and he stopped and got down to meet Whit-
tlesea at the gate. Griffith, having turned
the car and settled himself to wait for
Whittlesea, could hardly help overhearing
the talk at the farm gate, or, at least, the
concluding part of it.

“You’ve had your warnin’, Mark Dis-
brow, and you know what’ll happen to ye
if you sell them.young heifers out o’ your
herd,” Whittlesea was saying. “The mort-
gage covers your stock and the increase; if
you don’t believe it you come into town
to the bank and I'll show it to ye in black
and white.”

“It’s mighty hard,” said the farmer, blank
discouragement showing itself in every line
of his plain, weather-beaten face. “I was
countin’ on them yearlin’s for the int’rest
and our winter’s keep. The way things look
now, what I could get out o’ them’ll be all
the profits we’ll see this year.”

“That ain’t anything to me,” snapped the
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miser. “I'm just tellin’ ye what the courts’ll
do to ye if you go to sellin’ any mortgaged
property—that’s all.” And he turned away
and climbed into the car beside Griffith,
leaving the dejected debtor standing at the
gate.

N THE drive back to town, Griffith
opened the cut-out and stepped on the
gas so recklessly that there was no chance
for any talk—would not have been even if
either of the occupants of the car had cared
to talk. Judging by the disaster-chances he
took, Griffith’s efforts seemed to be directed
toward keeping his passenger too busy
thinking of his safety to have any time for
conversation. Only once, when Griffith
took an utterly uncalled-for risk by hurling
the car over a railroad crossing less than a
hundred yards ahead of an oncoming train,
did the old man open his mouth, and then
it was merely to let out a shrill yell.

That evening, to mark what was coming
to be a rather rare exception, Griffith turned
up early at the Kingsley house and took his
place at the dinner-table. Later, quite as
if he had not broken the older habit, he
joined Kingsley in a pipe on the vine-
sheltered porch. Out of the table-talk,
which had confined itself strictly to an
innocuous past, a desultory calling of the
roll of the men they had known best in
college, Grifith came abruptly to the
present.

“You’ve had me ‘under observation,’ as
the alienists say, for three weeks, John.
Have I succeeded in showing you that I’'m
not worth the powder it would take to blow
me up?”’

Kingsley’s reply was guarded.

“You have been showing me some things
that I wouldn’t have believed otherwise
than by being shown.”

“But you do believe them now?”

“You have left me no alternative.”

“Be patient a little longer and you will
have your reward. You have had part of it
already, though you don’t realize it.”

“T haven’t asked for any reward, have I?”

“No; but you’ve earned one.” Then,
with a swerve aside, “How is business at
the works?”

“Rotten. Just about as bad as it can be.
I haven’t made a single sale this month.”

“You said something about an Australian
order that you were expecting to fill.”
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“Yes; but it fell through.”

“And the Whittlesea pay-day draws on
apace, with nothing in the treasury?”’

“That is all right. Whittlesea will renew
my note.”

“Iam glad you are assured of that. Does
Margery know what you have done?”

“Yes; I told her when I did it.”

“What does she say about it?”

The young ironmaster moved uneasily
in his chair.

“She takes the same view that you do.
She is afraid old Amos may take advantage
of me.”

“Ah!” said Griffith. Then he changed the
topic again. “What is the town saying
about the burglaries?”

“I think you must know one thing it is
saying.”

“I do.
longer than this afternoon.”

“You’ve seen Whittlesea—talked with
him?”

“I had the pleasure of driving him out to
the Disbrow farmin Roxanna Gaffney’s ma-
chine—out and back. His car had broken
down. One of the few things he said to me
was that all Bethsaida was charging the
burglaries up to my account.”

“What was he doing out at Disbrow’s?”

“The usual Shylock act. It seems that
he has lent Disbrow money and taken a
chattel mortgage, blanketing everything in
sight. His errand was to warn Disbrow not
to sell the increase of his flocks and herds,
to threaten him with swift legal vengeance
if he should.”

“But he can’t make a thing like that hold
in court!” Kingsley protested.

“Oh, yes, he can, if the paper is drawn
that way. And it is drawn that way. I
heard him offer to show it to Disbrow. You
can trust Whittlesea not to overlook any
of the jokers in his mortgages. Black writ-
ing on white paper is the only thing that
counts with him.”

Kingsley got up and knocked the ashes
from his pipe.

“TI’ve got to go back to the office for a
while to-night. Don’t you want to go along
and keep me company?”’

“Thanks—I guess not. I have an ap-
pointment myself a little later.”

“At Gaffney’s?”

Amos Whittlesea told me no
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“Why, yes; at the Willow Tree, if you
must know. Two little lads who think they
know how to riffle the cards want their
revenge. Since I am a gentleman, I can’t
deny them, can I?”

Kingsley turned at the porch steps and
shot a question back at the supine figure
in the big hickory rocker.

“Archer, are you robbing these little two-
by-four village gamblers?”’

“Sure!” said the derelict calmly. ‘“What
else would you expect?”’

Kingsley went away without making any
reply, and for so long a time as the click of
his heels could be heard on the cement side-
walk, Griffith kept his place in the big
rocker. When the heel-clickings were no
longer audible, he tossed the pipe aside.
The switch-button of the porch-light was
just behind his chair, and he reached around
and pressed it. Then he felt in his pocket
and drew out an unopened letter. The
Bethsaida post-office was the one place he
had consistently avoided, but the letter
had come to the general delivery and had
reached him through Tom Gaffney.

FOR a long minute he studied the scrawled
superscription—an address in which
even his name was misspelled—shaking his
head and muttering to himself:

“It’s my notice to quit. If I had had the
wit of an idiot I would have found some way
of sending her the money without giving
her the Bethsaida postmark for a tracer.
Never mind. I can stand it for one more
week, I guess, and then I'll fade away. And
if I ever stay long enough in one place again
to let her get track of me, it will be my own
fault.”

Returning the still unopened letter to his
pocket, he turned the porch-light off and
went down the walk to the gate. As he was
groping for the latch, the door of the
Penniman house opened and shut, there was
the click of the Penniman gate-latch, and
some one-—a woman—came swiftlv down
the sidewalk.

With a sudden premonition of what was
coming, Griffith drew back in the shadow
of an althea bush. As he did so, the foot-
steps paused at the Kingsley gate, the gate
swung open, and he found himself face to
face with Margery Stillwell.

Is there any connection between the burglaries and ‘Archer’s resolution to get even with Bethsaida?
See the next instalment of ‘“Mellowing Money” in September EVERYBODY’'S—out August 15th.
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Was Barnum Right? New York’s Self~-Appointed Intellectuals
Fall Hardin This Delicious Story. Are They as Easy in Real Life?

By Samuel Merwin

Illustrations by John A. Coughlin

HE two hours between a quarter
to nine in the evening and a
quarter to eleven mark for Times

Square a period of quiet. The
immense rush of traffic to the theaters and
picture-houses is over. Traffic policemen
lounge and chat, and carelessly wave on-
ward the occasional cruising taxi and
the anachronistic one-horse victoria. Such
pedestrians as appear on the broad walks
are sober folk and move sedately. All the
entering streets are black with closely
parked automobiles. Only the electric
signs, indeed, maintain the gaiety that gives
Manhattan its traditional, its really insti-
tutional flavor as the summit of night life
in America; these blaze on in a sky-tangle
of brilliantly moving color.

During these slack hours on a certain
evening in September, a man paused before
one of the crowded little corner drug shops
that compete with tobacconists, jewelers,
hatters, candy merchants and ticket-brok-
ers for the sidewalk trade.

He was of stocky figure inclining on
stoutness, clad neither well nor shabbily,
with a hat of soft felt and a tie of silk
knotted loosely in a bow. In his manner of
wearing his clothes as in features, though
smoothly shaven, he appeared vaguely for-
eign—not German, hardly French, possibly
Hungarian or Russian. In manner timid
and nervous, even furtive, he glanced now
up and down the street, now at the white
front of the drug shop, with its narrow
show-window packed with rubber goods,
safety-razors and all the odds and ends of
merchandise and of those useless little con-
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traptions known to the trade as ‘“novel-
ties,” for which the pharmacy of our fathers
has of recent years become a catchall.

He entered the store, only to hesitate
again by the soda-fountain at the discov-
ery that other customers were within. His
interest centered unmistakably on the pres-
scription-desk at the rear. A man stood
waiting there. After a moment the clerk
appeared, wrapped up a bottle and handed
the man a price-check.

The foreigner moved back through the
store then, with the manner of one who
watches his opportunity to speak confiden-
tially, but hesitated yet again as his gaze
rested on a tall man who stood opposite the
prescription-desk, looking rather absently
down at a display of brushes for teeth, bath
and hair. This tall man—he must have
stood all of six feet and three or four
inches—wore, though the evening was warm,
a black derby hat and an outmoded cutaway
coat with rusty braid bound about the edges.
And he had on gold-rimmed spectacles with
noticeably heavy, curving lenses.

The foreigner turned impatiently back
to the marble fountain and ordered a choco-
late ice-cream soda. And as he ate it his
eyes constantly studied that rear part of the
store. Two young women were there now.
It seemed to him that they were talking
more than should be necessary.

They were picking up their parcels, were
finally heading toward the cashier’s desk.
And the very tall man had moved along a
few steps. The foreigner swallowed at a
gulp the last of the thickly sweet sirup, paid
his check and went hurriedly back there.
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He leaned over, and in a huskily confidential ,

tone said,

“IThaftokilla dog.” The clerk raised his
eyebrows. “You will gif me some—what
you call—some ver’ strong, quick poison—
ver’ strong—ver’ quick?”’

The clerk pursed his lips.

“What you want is chloroform.”

“No—no—no!” The foreigner lifted his
hands. His face worked expressively. And
only with an effort did he keep his voice
down—clearly a volatile sort of person—
Latin or Slav. “You do not understand.
He is a ver’ big dog. If I put in a boot his
head he will struggle—so. Perhaps he will
bite.”

“Is he your dog?”’

“Certainly he is my dog. Yeu must be-
lieve when I say ”

“He’d hardly bite his master.”

“You do not understand. He must die
ver’ quick, without struggle, without pain.
It is adog that is to me ver’ dear.”

Slowly, firmly, the clerk moved his head
in the negative.

“Nothing doing, my friend. Come in
here with the doctor’s prescription and I'll
let you have it. Or take the dog to a veter-
inary. I don't care to take the responsi-
bility myself.” :

The foreigner glanced about, saw that
the very tall man had moved nearer, and
rushed from the store. The very tall man
followed. The clerk shrugged, and turned
to the next customer.

FROM drug shop to drug shop the for-
eigner hurried. Finally he emerged
from one, clutching in his hand a small
parcel.

At the touch of a hand on his shoulder
he whirled and, recognizing the very tall
man, backed against the show-window.

“You cannot so put your hand on me!”
he cried. ‘I will not permit that youdo so!
You haf followed me. It is not right that
you should follow me.”

The eyes of the tall man gazed down at
him with austere dignity through the curv-
ing lenses. The face, like the figure, was
spare, of a scholarly cast, though with a
fulness of outline from nose to chin that
suggested a vigor, perhaps even an aggres-
siveness, not commonly associated with
the reflective type of man. The foreigner
noted, too, even in his confusion—he had a
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quick eye for the beautiful and the quaint—
that in the stringy necktie was stuck a
scarab, evidently authentic, set in old gold.

“You are in trouble,” remarked this
dominating person now. ‘“You should talk
with me. Perhaps I can help you.”

“But you cannot say that I am in
trouble!”” Quickly the nervously expres-
sive hands were up and waving.

The very tall man looked thoughtfully
about, noted the beginnings of the crowd
that always in New York, at the least oc-
casion, seems to spring from the very pave-
ment, and said:

“Come. We will walk together.”

The foreigner, after an irresolute moment,
yielded. Columbus Circle was near, and to
an all-night restaurant there the very tall
man led the way. Removing his hat, he
exhibited a huge bald dome of a head. For
himself he ordered crackers and a bowl of
milk. The foreigner, observing the white-
capped cook in the front window, weakly
surrendered to the temptation of buck-
wheat cakes.

The veéry tall man, after deliberately
breaking a cracker and dropping the pieces
into the milk, asked in a voice that was im-
personal but not unkindly,

“Why did you decide to destroy your-

self?” The foreigner’s body went limp in
his chair. He stared. “It would be so
foolish.”

“But you cannot say that I—"

“One moment! I have seen you some-
where. You are——"

“I am Gabrowski—Serge Gabrowski.”
The other knit his brows. “See? You do
not know! The name means to you noth-
ing. It means to nobody nothing!’ The
voice was rising in pitch; the nervous hands
were up and waving. In the black eyes,
flashed the light of a burning ego.

“I haveit now.” Thus the very tall man,
with deliberation. “You are the second
cellist of the Symphony Orchestra. I have
for years seen you sitting up there just be-
neath the oboes. The curve of your right
wrist is familiar to me, and you habitually,
when playing, bend you head to the left.
But I did not know the name.”

“Itisthat! Tonooneisthe name known.”

“Even so, why destroy yourself?”

Again the flame that was, it would seem,
Gabrowski died down. He spoke like a
mournful child.
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“I will perhaps tell you my story. Either
I shall kill myself or I shall speak. But I
do not know who you are.”

“My name will mean still less to you.”
He produced a card. The musician read,
“Mr. Peter Bell Ivor,” and an address in
the West Forties.

“You are not, sir, a musician?”’

“No.” Mr. Ivor surrendered himself for
a moment to moody thought. “No. Iama
student.”

“Ah! A scholar.”

“No. Scholarship is a phase in educa-
tion—a pretentious and somewhat mis-
leading phase. I long ago passed through
it. It is enough to say that I observe the
human race. You were remarking?”’

“I shall tell you. For I must speak. It
is plain that you, like myself, are one apart
from this.” He waved a hand toward the
wide front windows through which could be
seen the lights of an automobile circling
about the obtrusive monument that, un-
heeded by New Yorkers, dominates the
plaza. “You are a student. I am an
artist.”

“Two lonely men.”

“Exactly! Itis that! They do not care.
They rush by. A cruel city!”

““A stupid city.”

“Ah, yes; it is that! Stupid! Bonehead!
But we, you and I, see alike. We meet,
and we are at once friends. Is it not so?
Ah, yes! I can trust you and I shall speak.
My father is Gabrowski, of the conserva-
tory of Kief. Then he is at Moscow. At
St. Petersburg, Berlin, Rome, Milan,
Munich, Vienna, he play the violin. Me,
he made cellist. I play the cello ver’ well
Not so? But genius I am not. For in the
cello is not my heart. It is of singing that
as a boy I dream. I am barytone. I leave
my father’s orchestra and sing at the opera
of Kief. I sing also at Warsaw, at Buda-
pest, at Bucharest. I go then to the opera
of Belgrade, for it is there that my mother
is born. You will know of her—Stepnika?
No? Ah, well; it is so. She is of eastern
Europe the greatest of colorature. At Bel-
grade she is adored. She is queen. She is
now dead. At Belgrade I take her name. I
am Stepnik. There they love me. I am
like king. Everybody tell me, ‘You go to
America, and right away you are famous
and rich—like Chaliapin and Caruso and
Ruffo.’
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“Ver’ well; I do that. It is now twelve
years. I come to New York. And what
happens to me? To me” He pressed his
hands dramatically to his breast. “I starve.
In New York I starve. I bring letters from
my father, from Monsieur Grouitch, of
Belgrade, and yet I starve! Oh, once,
twice, they let me before them sing. And
I sing such as they have never hear, for I
am great artist. There is no one else to
sing like me. But they do not know. The
great impressarios, they do not know. I
sing before the great chefs d’orchestre, but
they, too, did not know. They smile, and
they say, ‘Come in again and maybe there
will be something.” To me they say that!
It is terrible!”

Mr. Ivor considered the man.

“But all this,”” he remarked, ‘“was long
ago. In a measure you have done well. In
the Symphony you are a fixture. And I
have heard you play with the Pilsudski
Trio. Doubtless, too, you have pupils.”

“Pupils? Hein! Yes; I haf pupils. But
not many. Not enough. I do not teach
well. I have—what do you say?—tem-
perament. I am not patient. The teacher
is one who haf surrender. I do not surren-
der. I am great artist. It is not those
stupid little pupils—it is me—me!” He
beat his breast. ‘““Ah! I cannot explain.
The artist is not in America understood.
They say: ‘You can make the living. What
else?” Oh, they make me like mad! I ask
you—what is a living? You, the great
philosophe, I ask. 1 will tell you. It is not
that!” He snapped his fingers. ‘“‘Even so,
a living it is not. If I could surrender and
in my pupils live—yes. But that I cannot.
One boy I find who would be great cellist,
and him I teach every day. Every day!
He has a talent. He make me like excited.
He has not any money. I scold him be-
cause he will not work as in Europe we
work—with all the heart. We quarrel. He
goes away. Poor fish! I ask you, my
friend—for I know you are my friend—is
that the living?”’

HE BOLTED the last of his cakes,
pushed back his chair and suddenly,
with a startling outbreak of energy, beat
his breast again.

“I am thirty-nine years. To-morrow I
am forty. It is too old to be failure. I
cannot live to be forty—Ilike this—second -



Mr. Ivor inclined his head in grave sympathy. The man was right. Unmistakably he was an artist.
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cellist.” Tears welled into his eyes and es-
caped to his cheeks. ‘Last week Stra-
kozcki—he is of the Symphony chef—"
Mr. Ivor nodded—‘he permit that I with
the orchestra sing. We are in Pittsburgh.
Pittsburgh—bah! I lay down my cello. I
come from my seat. I sing of Gounod the
récitatif and air—‘She alone charmeth my
sadness'—of ‘Iréne.’ Strakozcki he tells
me it is well to be at first popular. I am
wonderful. I bring to my own eyes the
tears. But they are cold. They of Pitts-
burgh sit like the damn dumb-bell. They
do not know that it is the great artist.”

“How could they know—"> Mr. Ivor be-
gan thoughtfully, only to be swept aside
by the rush of the narrative.

““And next day the papers they say—the
critics—they say—oh, nothing. That Ising
for a cellist quite well. That I am not dis-
agreeable. But they criticize that Stra-

- kozcki in other years bring famous soloists.
And Strakozcki he say to me, ‘It is true
that you beautifully sing; but what can I
do?’ ”»

“It is just as well not to misunderstand
the function of the critic. Though until
doomsday, of course, the artist will do just
that. Certainly you shouldn’t have let
them see you as both singer and cellist.
Don’t you see what a position that puts
them in? They couldn’t possibly admit
that you can do both.”

“But why not? Look at Campanari!
If to that it comes, look at Michelangelo—
at Leonardo!”

“Michelangelo and Leonardo would fare
anything but well at the hands of the mod-
ern critic. No, my dear friend; I'm afraid
you have only yourself to blame. You have
been guilty, at the very begining, of mis-
understanding New York.. There is very
little civilization here. On a scale of a pos-
“sible one hundred, I would put New York
at about point eleven. It is a city of
children, without sober understanding, with-
out standards. They know nothing but
capturing money for use in cheap display.
To these people”’—he waved a hand toward
‘the circle—“merit is nothing. They must
be surprised, startled, amused. New York?
It is the playground of overfed mongrels—
the paradise of bootleggers, of cheap-jack
politicians, of sensation vendors. It is a
Montmartre in religion, a Liverpool in
charm, a Moscow in finance, a Coney
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Island in philosophy.” This philippic was
uttered scathingly and with heat. “The
worst of it is that until New York has ac-
cepted and acclaimed an artist, there is no
one in all the rest of the United States to
know whether he is great or not. These
people! To them the great singer is the
woman who has been loved by a prince, or
the one who has the smallest feet, or the
one who bathes every day in Bordeaux wine.
Or an amusing personality. They would
like you if you could make funny jokes. It
would be easy if you were Irish; it would
help much if you were Jewish. Serbia and
Poland make it harder, for the war is now
forgotten. Though, at that, either is bet-
ter than being American. If you really
are a great artist 0

At this point the foreigner, who had
heard little or nothing of the harangue pre-
ceding this unexpected allusion to himself,
but had been nervously pressing his fingers
against the sides of his chair and staring past
the great head of his friend at the white
wall, was suddenly galvanized into action
and speech.

“But how can you to nie say that? To
Stepnik, of Belgrade? If I am great artist!
Come; you shall for yourself hear.”

H AT in hand, and muttering to himself,
the excited foreigner dashed out.of the
restaurant, with Ivor striding after, and led
the way over Fifty-eighth Street to an
obscure studio-building. Far up under the
roof he threw open a door and switched on a
light. Ivor noted a grand piano of a very
old model that was heaped high with sheet-
music, other heaps of music on a chair and
overflowing to the floor, a cello on the floor
under the piano and another standing in
a corner, other chairs, posters in Russian,
Polish, German and what must have been
Serbian tacked on the wall, together with a
familiar lithograph of Paderewski, and many
signed photographs, cheaply framed.

The man fairly leaped at the piano. His
fingers ran vigorously and easily over the
keys. And then rolled forth an amazing
voice.

Hesangfolk-songs in Polishand Russian—
rugged songs of a mournful melodic line
but alive with wild beauty. At first, in his
excited state, he was plainly eager to ex-
hibit the power of his voice, which Mr.
Ivor found almost deafening as it throbbed
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and rolled about his ears in the confined
space. But abruptly then, as if catching
himself up, he sang a cradle-song, appar-
ently in Serbian, bringing the voice down
without the slightest spreading or soften-
ing of that exquisitely balanced tone, keep-
ing it still firmly edged, to the merest thread
of delicate floating quality. He drifted on
after this into bits from the modern Rus-
sian operas, following these with snatches of
Debussy and Massenet and Puccini—he
laughed harshly at Puccini—and, by way
of a surprise, doing, in half-voice, the
charming canzonetta from ‘“Don Giovanni.”

Ivor, listening, deeply reflecting, did not
smile when, at times, grinning savagely
with something the appearance of a gar-
goyle, the singer would whirl about and cry:
“What you think of Chaliapin now—hein?
What you think of Baklanoff? Ruffo? Poor
old Scotti—hein?”” He can sing that song.
But I sing it better. Is it not so?”

Mr. Ivor inclined his head in grave sym-
pathy. The man was right. Unmistakably
he was an artist. And no finer organ had
been heard in New York. Of the great
barytones from Maurel and the younger
Scotti to De Gogorza, no voice had pos-
sessed greater flexibility or finer brilliancy
of tone. And it was a voice of full operatic
range, rich in timbre, firm in intonation,
with g bell-like focus, vibrantly alive in the
lower registers and in the upper rising
surely into the trumpet quality of a robust
tenor. He had, unmistakably, the el canto.
And evidently he had the repertoire. In-
deed, the grounding was all there, the many
evidences of a youth and young manhood
given over wholly to the atmosphere of
musical knowledge and expression.

Mr. Ivor asked for the prologue to ‘Pag-
liacci,” and then for the toreador song of
Escamillo. His host, with a puzzled ex-
pression, complied, and Mr. Ivor nodded,
with an expression of approval. He did
not explain his wish to make a mental com-
parison with certain well-remembered ren-
ditions of these familiar numbers.

And then, once again, the blended tem-
peramental fire of Poland and Serbia that
was so gloriously in the man died down,
and he sat huddled forward over the key-
board, elbows on the music-rack above it.
He looked now like a lost child.

“The trouble with you,” observed Mr.
Ivor dryly, breathing onhis glasses and dry-
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ing them with his handkerchief, ‘“is that
you don’t want to succeed.” :

“But you cannot say that to me!”

“Success? In New York? It is nothing
—nothingat all! If youreally want it—just
that, success B

“But I haf tell you my story. I go efery-
where. I go see efery one. Nobody will
help me. In all this great, cruel city -

“Come with me,” said Mr. Ivor.

The singer, staring up at the towering
figure, became aware of a quality strangely
immense in his threadbare dignity, of a re-
mote but authentic majesty in the man.
And then, almost as if hypnotized, he
reached for his hat and followed him down
to the street.

HEY stood on the island that divides
Broadway from Seventh Avenue at
the upper end of Times Square. The after-
theater traffic was now in full tide, flooding
up-town. An amazing river of limousines
and taxis filled the two wide roadways and
rushed by in a mighty roar on either hand,
while from each of the entering streets nar-
rower streams spouted forth to swell the
torrent. The sidewalks about the square
and above it were packed with slow-mov-
ing, jostling human creatures.

“But you cannot say that I—" The
singer was shouting again and gesticulating.
“Anything that could be done it would
take so much money! Even in New York
to gif a concert I must pay to the manager
fife hundred, a thousand dollar! I must
pay for advertise in the papers or. they will
not at all hear me. They will not of me
speak. On the fence and the ash-can I must
pay for des affiches. I must pay for this,
for that, and the money I haf not. Oh, so
much money! And if all this I do, who,
then, will come to hear the man who haf
been for twelve year second cellist?”’

“You are stating the superficial problem
accurately enough,” observed Mr. Ivor
absently, adding, then, “Tell me; were you
in the war?”

The singer pressed his hands to his head.
In one his hat was crushed.

“Oh, it was terrible! You must let me
forget. The shell-shock he come again to
me. I suffer so in Serbia in the awful re-
treat!”

“Mm,” mused Mr. Ivor. “So simple.”
He gazed about at that portion of the crowd
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that swarmed continuously over the island.
“Look at them!”’ he cried a moment later,
so abruptly that the singer started. ‘“There
they go! New York! Look at the faces—
this one—that one over there! What are
they thinking?”

“How can I tell this?”

“But, my dear friend, you cannot suc-
ceed until in some way you capture the
imagination of New York. You have got
to make them think about you. And how
on earth are you to do that without even a
rudimentary understanding of the natural
drift of their thoughts? Look at the faces!
Can’t you see that those men are thinking
of women—rather unpleasantly, at that—
and.of liquor? Oh, and of money, of course
—money to spend. And those young wo-
men—they are thinking of money and,
second, of men. Many of them also think
of liquor. All are thinking of money,
theugh, or of its equivalent in diamonds,
platinum and pearls. And gowns! There
isn’t an adult here. All are children.
Granting this much, and it is elementary,
how would you move to capture their
minds? Have you a new toy that will please
them? Can you make them laugh?”

“Ah,no! Icannot do this.”

“But can you imagine them stirred by
real artistry? By success—yes; they wor-
ship success. But by art?”

“Indeed I cannot!” He was beating his
breast. “That is why I buy the small bot-
tle. Here is no place for the artist!”

(le.})

The singer, glancing up now, found a de-
gree of reassurance in the bright eyes be-
hind the curving lenses—eyes that con-
trasted queerly with the grimly set mouth.
Here was, perhaps, a fanatical brain.
Some strong thought was forming there.
That much he sensed. The eyes made him
timid.

“I will help you,” said Peter Bell Ivor.

“Ah, my friend—for I know you are now
my__)’

“On one condition.” He couldn’t escape
those eyes. “That you do precisely as I
say.”

“But I must understand what you do to
me. I cannot take the bath of vin de Bor-
deaux.”

“I cannot help you unless I have your
word. Success for you? It is nothing. A
matter of the merest common sense. Be-
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fore Christmas New York will ring with
your name. But I must have your word.”

The singer hesitated, mumbled, then
bowed his head. ‘

“You will do as I say?”’

“Yes. Itis that.”

“Very well. Send me to-morrow a pro-
gram. There will be numbers for the cello
and groups of songs. It is important that
one of these groups be of Serbian songs.
Send it to-morrow. You have my address.
After that, wait. You will hear from me.”

“Ah!” The singer clutched at his hand
and would have kissed it, but Mr. Ivor
withdrew it and stalked severely away
through the crowd.

WO weeks later, at ten-thirty in the

morning, a youngish woman leading
a child paused before a number in the West
Forties and consulted a card in her free
hand. The house was one of a red-brick
row, with a dilapidated high stoop and once-
green blinds from which slats were missing.

The woman rang the bell and was curtly
directed to the top floor, rear room. She
toiled up the three flights and timidly
knocked. An austerely deep voice re-
sponded with a “Come in!”” She caught her
breath, drew the child close and stood mo-
tionless. Again the deep voice boomed its
“Come in!” And then, mustering all her
courage, she pushed open the door.

All she could see at first was books—
books in many languages on plain pine
shelves that reached to the ceiling—and
then a window that gave a prospect of many
other back windows and of rusty fire-es-
capes that were crowded with milk-bottles,
tins, jars, boxes and bedding and of a net-
work of clothes-lines through which a gaunt
old Chinese ailanthus had somehow con-
trived to grow up into full freedom. And
then, as her capacity for observation made
some headway through her confusion, she
saw, as well, an old pine bed, a bureau with
a cracked mirror, a corner-cupboard in
which, between curtains of burlap, a few
dishes were in evidence, and a shabby card-
table which seemed to be on the point of
collapsing under the weight of the books,
and. manuscripts that were heaped on it,
and, finally, a man with an immense bald
dome who was slowly rising from the chair
behind the table—rising and rising-to an
astonishing height.
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“Yes?”” said the voice now in a tone of
gentler dignity, as his eyes considered the
frightened little foreign woman and the
swarthy, wide-eyed child.

“Meester Eevor, is it?”’ she asked breath-
lessly.

“Yes.

ou.”

“I am afraid. My husband——"

“You are Mrs. Gabrowski?”

“Yes; I am this. But my husband—"

“I have written him to be here at eleven
o’clock.”

“Yes. Itis this: When he see your let-
ter he get all excite. He run around and
talk terrible. He say you make him take
the bath in the »in de Bordeaux, and he will
not do this. He will first kill himself. And
I am afraid. And then he run out of the
house and I cannot say where he go.”” Like
her husband, this rather pretty woman—a
Gipsylike person, possibly Rumanian, Mr.
Ivor thought—could become unexpectedly
voluble. ‘‘He see in the paper that Gabrow-
ski he play next week in Carnegie Hall,
and then same time Stepnik he sing, and he
cry out ver’ loud, ‘How you do this?” And
he say he will not make monkey on the ash-
can and the fence and it cannot be so. And
I am so afraid when he get like this. It is
as you do not know. He stand in front of
the looking-glass and to himself say terri-
ble things and I think he go crazy. And
then he go rush away and I cannot find him,
and I am afraid he die.”

“He will be here at eleven,”” observed Mr.
Ivor reassuringly. “I have his promise.
He will not break it.” And pressing a cane-
seated chair on his caller—one of the two
chairs in the room—this strangely tall man
took from one of the shelves a priceless
work on medieval costume and opened it
for the silent child—even squatted awk-
wardly on the floor beside the little one in
order to show him certain of the richly col-
ored plates.

At a rapid thumping sound somewhere
beneath them he remarked, “I think that
will be your husband,” and rose again to
his full height.

Mr. Ivor. What can I do for

HER husband it was, running headlong
up the three flights and then stopping
in bewilderment on the threshold.

“Come right in,” said Mr. Ivor. “Your
wife has been worried about you, but I
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assured her you would be here on time.
You see, I have your word.”

“My word—yes—it is that! But, I ask,
what is it that you do to me? If I am Step-
nik, I cannot be Gabrowski! If I am Ga-
browski, I cannot be Stepnik! And in Car-
negie Hall!”

“Take this chair,” said Mr. Ivor firmly,
fixing his gaze on the sputtering European.
Adding, when he had been obeyed, “You
promised you would do as I say.”

“But I am great artist! I cannot take
the bath of—"

“You will be spared the bath,” broke in
Mr. Ivor dryly. “Only a woman could do
that sort of thing. But you are dealing with
a primitive people. New York is no place
for the squeamish little mind. It is neces-
sary here to act with vigor.”

“But to haf Carnegie Hall of an evening
when I do not know. I did not say to do
this!”

“No. I said it. I have done it. It is
now too late to object. You have placed
yourself in my hands. I take all the risk.
You are simply to do as you are told.”

Gabrowski would have sputtered on in
his bewilderment had not his wife at this
point interrupted with an excited plea in
her own tongue. Of self-consciousness she
had none. She cried aloud, smote her breast
as he had done, and finally clung to him,
sobbing, pleading and kissing all at once.

Mr. Ivor, in some embarrassment, turned
to find his hat, and then ushered them
down to the street.

In silence, the four abreast, they walked
over to a building near Broadway, ascended
in an elevator and entered the rooms of a
wig-maker. Gabrowski, timid now, glanc-
ing up from moment to moment at this
aloof being who had usurped the command
of his destiny, would have hung back; but
one firm glance drew him on.

The wig-maker, with the simple ques-
tion: “Iss diss de gentlemans?” went
swiftly to work on him, first smearing the
lower part of his face with an odoriferous
spirit-gum, and then attaching bits of black
hair which he combed out of a braid. Thus,
bit by bit, he built up a full beard, which
he trimmed, spade-fashion, with scissors.

Gabrowski’s eyes, never leaving the face
of his new mentor, were those of a dog. He
was plainly beyond words, staring in this
dazed manner because the situation had
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actually outrun the farthest reaches of his
imagination. He bowed, like a child, to
audacity. His wife, it could be seen and
felt, stood with the very tall man. Some
deeply histrionic strain in her nature ap-
peared to be uppermost as her sparkling
eyes followed every deft motion of the wig-
maker. When he stuck on tufted eyebrows,
she gave way to a giggle of pleasure. Intui-
tion told her that all things were working
together for good. And on the spot she de-
cided that the beard he had worn when
she first met him should be grown anew.
“Come, now!’ said Mr. Ivor, when the
task was completed, glancing at his watch.
“But I cannot—Ilike this—go on the

street!” Gabrowski’s voice was weak.
“Come!” repeated Mr. Ivor. And out
to the street they went.

Gabrowski, overpowered by something
near a sense of guilt, kept closely beside the
striding tall man. Once, when they passed
close to a sauntering policeman, he clutched
the sleeve of the cutaway coat. The wife

and child, meanwhile, were hurrying after -

-them.

DOWN as far as Forty-fourth Street
Mr. Rvor sternly led the way, where
he turned east, finally coming to a halt
under the street-canopy of a hotel.

To Gabrowski he simply remarked,
“Wait here a moment,” and turned back
toward the pursuing wife.

“Here,” he explained to her, “is the key
to my house. My room is unlocked. At
exactly a quarter past one I wish you to be
here—exactly here—in a taxi-cab. When
your husband comes out of the hotel, take
him back to my rooms. Here is money
enough. Remember—a quarter past one—
be waiting here in a taxi-cab.”

He turned calmly back then and led the
speechless Gabrowski—firmly, by the el-
bow—into the dimly lighted, pleasant lounge
of the hotel, which for twenty years folk of
the theatre and of the world of letters have
made almost their own. Exquisitely
gowned young actresses moved about or
waited on the softly upholstered sofas and
chairs for luncheon-guests or -hosts. Two
directors of motion pictures lounged at the
news-stand. An Irish and a Hindu poet
sat, unacquainted, in the same corner.
Editors of popular magazines, critics for the
daily press, aggressive young publishers of
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books, playwrights, play-producers, press-
agents came in across the lounge to check
their hats and turn either into the narrow
dining-rooms at the left or back to the spa-
cious and more quiet apartment at the rear.
It was into the latter that Mr. Ivor guided
Gabrowski.

At the door, for a moment, the musician
hung back, pressing nervous fingers against
the beard.

“It will come off,” he whispered. “This
is a terrible thing!”

“The wig-maker guaranteed that it
wouldn’t,” replied Mr. Ivor very quietly,
and pushed him within.

“I sometimes drop in here for lunch te
observe the current phase,” he remarked
next, as they found seats against the wall,
where, side by side, they faced the room,
which was now rapidly filling up. “I find
it amusing. It is the center of professional
or professed cleverness in New York, and
is, therefore, typical. For cleverness, while
of small value in itself, represents New York
at its rather poor best— Really, it will be
better if you keep your hands off your
beard.”

“But I am afraid!
can I say?”

“The wig-maker assures me that it will
not come off. I should hardly have taken
you for a coward.”

“How dare you say——’

“Very good! I am glad to learn that you
are not a coward. And now, really, it will
be vastly better for us to discuss other mat-
ters. Here—I will tell you who these peo-
ple are. Some of the names should be fa-
miliar to you. Waiter—if you please!”

“But I cannot eat with this i

“Quiet! I can do nothing for you if you
keep on that topic. Certainly you can eat.”
He gave the order, and then continued,
with remarkable savoir-faire, his little lec-
ture on those present. “I have, indeed,
made a point of familiarizing myself with
the names as well as the faces of those who
frequent this not uninteresting center. You
will note many young women of consider-
able beauty.” '

Gabrowski, indeed, despite his abject
discomfort of spirit, had become aware of
the environing pulchritude, and already the
false beard was tipping a very small way
upward.

“They are, for the most part, what are

If it come off, what
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known in the jargon of Broadway, as ‘ingé-
nues.’” See—they move about from table
to table, visiting. It gives the place an al-
most homelike touch. The dark, thin man
with the tired face sends out a daily letter
to several hundred newspapers in the smaller
cities. The smiling youth in spectacles di-
rectly behind him is the play-critic for a
Cleveland daily. The blond young woman
sitting yonder with her mother is Ina Claire,
the actress. You will have heard of her,
doubtless. The two young men by the pil-
lar—no; over here to the left—are perform-
ing critics. They write to entertain in a
magazine of their own, and do it rather
well. A performing critic is, after all, the
only kind. For those who lean on abso-
lutes of art or of tradition lean on the slen-
derest of reeds. Their names are Nathan
and Mencken. The stout man in specta-
cles talking with them is Joseph Herges-
heimer. The huge person beyond—with a
monocle and a face by Franz Hals—is
Hendrik Willem Van Loon.”

BVIOUSLY Gabrowski heard only
snatches of this. His fingers fidgeted
about the gummed-on beard, and his eyes
roved wildly. But Mr. Ivor, whatever his
reasons, pressed on, with an air of geniality
not beforeapparent in his make-up.
“Observe the four girls at the table here—
right here”—this in a lowered voice. “They
are Margalo and Ruth Gillmore, Mary
Brandon and Roberta Arnold. Just be-
yond them are Tallulah Bankhead and
Zoé Akins, the playwright. . The twoat our
left, second table, are rising young actresses.
The one with the delicate features and the
wispy hair is Peggy Wood; the other, who
seems ablaze with vitality, is Helen Mac-
Kellar. You will be impressed by the at-
mosphere of youth about the place. You
will not see Mrs. Fiske or Julia Marlowe or
Otis Skinner. But many of the famous
Broadway names of to-morrow will derive
from the free-and-easy intercourse here.
For-that matter, nearly every one in the
room is in some measure known and marked
on Broadway. For instance, if you will lean
slightly this way, you will see a large round
table in the rear. That is, of the cult of
cleverness, the holy of holies. There sit
the phrase-makers. Every day a select few
meet there for luncheon and conversation.
And all have a place in New York. The

blond man with the hooked nose is Alexan-
der Woollcott of the Times. He and George
Nathan make it a point to eat at separate
tables, though each, in his field, has ability.
The young woman of the quiet charm next
him is Neysa McMein, who paints maga-
zine-covers. Robert Benchley sits at her
right—another performing critic. Still an-
other performing critic, Robert Sherwood,
is the tall, thin young man in the gray suit.
Heywood Broun, farther this way—the
large, silent man with the shock of black
hair—is perhaps the best performer of them
all, if we except Mencken, for he rises fre-
quently above the mere satirical clever-
ness, in which all are proficient, to the
serener planes of irony. He has vision, and
is not New-York-bound. In his own do-
mestic circle he is known as the ‘Clinging
Oak.” The severe, pale young man with
knit brows is Brock Pemberton, a producer
of plays. The young man next him, David
Wallace, is this year venturing into the same

“field. Truly, it will be interesting to see if

Americans can produce plays in New York
and live. The two young men with their
backs to us are Messrs. Connelly and Kauf-
man, playwrights. The bald one is Marc
Connelly. He is one of the brightest of
these clever ones, with a gift at clowning
and a deft pen. Watch him. He will soon
be up and moving about the room, saying
bright things in the current vernacular.”

The waiter was setting out the food.
Gabrowski considered it, with a soft groan.

“I cannot eat!” he moaned in Mr. Ivor’s
ear. ‘“Already they come off. See!”

Excitedly he turned his face, but Mr.
Ivor only smiled.

“Not at all. The spirit-gum, doubtless,
has an uncomfortable effect on the skin,
but the beard is perfectly secure. You
will please eat a little. After that I will
explain to you why we are here.”

“But why do you not now tell me? You
bring me here. You make me monkey.
You show me all this smart people. I do
not know why.”

Mr. Ivor considered this outburst, and
then, in a manner of quiet thoughtfulness,
consulted his watch.

“I wouldn’t mind eating a bit of this
lunch myself,” he remarked, “though they
are all here now. The room is full. There
will be no better time. Yes; we had better
be about it. You will remember singing,
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that evening at your studio, a Serbian
army-song with a rousing climax.”

“Ah, yes!” murmured the musician. “It
is this.” And he hummed the opening
phrase, then, confused again, pressed his
beard into place.

“Yes. That one. Mm.
Now I want you to sing it.”

“But it is not that I

“Sing it—now! Full voice!”

“But they would

The brightly hypnotic eyes of Peter Bell
Ivor met his squarely. He whitened,
quailed perceptibly, even shrinking some-
what against the wall. Next he opened his
mouth and expanded his chest as if to burst
actually into song, but quailed again, piti-
ably, as if full realization of his strange pre-
dicament had cleared only at this moment
in his brain, bringing with it a sense of hor-
ror. The great difficulty lay in avoiding
the eyes of this unquestionably mad man.
It seemed to him that if he could escape the
spell of those eyes it might become possi-
ble to slip down to a wash-room, remove
the shameful false beard and make his un-
obtrusive way out of the building. To be
sure, he had given his word. He was being
dragged helplessly along.

He heard his own voice. He was singing!
He saw all the startled faces through a haze.
The head waiter stood in the entrance like
one paralyzed. A charming little ingénue
was gazing raptly at him out of the hush of
the room. That one face he saw. He was
stirring the child, as he had stirred other
women in Belgrade and Milan and Bucha-
rest. - After all, why not? He let them have
itnow, brought up a full, free breath-column,
and threw it firmly into the nasal cavity,
played, as he so well could, with the swing-
ing rhythm. The one girl breathed aloud,
through the silence that followed,

“How perfectly wonderful!”

Then there was applause. People were
pressing in from the lounge. Perhaps he
would sing again. But that head waiter
was rushing at him, an embodied protest.
Mr. Ivor calmly ate his chicken pie. How
could he?

The ingénue plucked an orchid from
her corsage and tossed it to him. He rose,
grinned in delight; but now he clapped his
hand to his face, with an angry exclama-
tion, and rushed from the room with such
violence as nearly to overturn the table.
[ Everybody's Magazine, August, 1923
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Mr. Ivor followed, with dignity but with
almost as great rapidity, catching up with
him in the more crowded passage by the
clerk’s.desk. As they passed out through
the revolving door, Mr. Ivor saw that he
was trying to tear off the beard, and suc-
ceeded in holding one arm until he could
rush him across the sidewalk, propel him
into the waiting taxi-cab and slam the door.
The beard, by that time, however, was
nearly all in Gabrowski’s two hands, stick-
ing between his fingers.

Back in the dining-room, an orchid lay
forgotten on the floor.

MPERTURBABLY Mr. Ivor returned
to his table. Of the hundreds of eyes

upon him he seemed unaware. Seating
himself and drawing his napkin across his
knees, he resumed the chicken pie.

The young playwright named Connelly
came over to him, laughing.

“What is it?”’ he asked.
to know what it is.”

“I am not sure that I understand you,”
said Mr. Ivor gravely.

“Who is this bird?”

“Bird?”

“Oh, come! The singer—who is he?”

“He is Stepnik, formerly of the Royal
Opera at Belgrade.”

“But why haven’t weheard of him before?
My God, he’s marvelous! See here, Mr.—
I don’t know your name——"

“Ivor.”

“Mr. Ivor—mine’s Connelly—won’t you
come over to the round table? Bring your
plate right along. Here, George”—this to
the head waiter—“move Mr. Ivor’s things
over to the table.”

With that majestic slow stride Mr. Ivor
followed him, bowed gravely as he was in-
troduced and took a chair.

“The bird is Stepnik,” explained Con-
nelly, “of Belgrade—a Serbian.”

“Oh, yes,” remarked a young man named
Taylor; “he appears with Gabrowski next
week at Carnegie. Gabrowski’s a second-
rater.”

“A subtle Serbian,” said Woollcott some-
what acidly. ‘“Press-stuff.” Then, to the
guest, “Are you his manager?”

“NO.”

“You're interested in promoting con-
certs.”

“Not at all.”

“We all want
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“There’s mystery here,” murmured Ro-
land Young.

“He’s a friend of yours?” asked Con-
nelly.

“No. I have seen him only once before.
That was two weeks ago.”

“But you brought him in here?”’

((Yes.)J

‘(Why?)’

“Because I could think of no other way
to get him a hearing.”

MR. IVOR deliberately laid down his
knife and fork and considered the cir-
cle of young faces. Here sat, whatever their
actual years, youngest New York—the New
York of the moment. Few ties with the
past touched their memories. Tradition
played no mellowing part in their lives.
They lived in a good-humored-enough
understanding that this rather heart-
breaking old world had been newly created
for their observation and amusement.
They were above it and critical of it. They
were guinea-stamped New Yorkers, and
therefore superior to all else. But they
were clever. They had access to the col-
umns of the press and therefore wielded a
power. Much of current opinion regarding
life as entertainment—and, they might ask,
in what other way could life reasonably be
regarded?>—was molded and hardened by
the talk of this table. They made reputa-
tions as well as phrases. And now—or
never—he must win them.

“Oh, you put him up to this singing-
stunt?”’

Mr. Ivor inclined his head.

“Certainly. I brought him here to-day
for the purpose.”

“And you have no interest in the profits
of his concert?”

“If any?” This from Roland Young.

“None whatever. If any, they go to the
orphaned children of Serbia. I have suc-
ceeded in intersting the Jugo-Slavian con-
sul to that extent. He remembers Stepnik
with enthusiasm.”

“What’d he run away like that for?”
asked Connelly.

“He is overcome. I think he has fled to
my room. I must look him up. He is in
a very excited state.”

“Considering the situation from the view-
point of psychoanalysis—”’ put in John
Toohey.
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“Well, lookit”’—Connelly—*“you mustn’t
mind our questions. You’ve got us going.
Just where does your interest come in?”’

“It appealed to me as an experiment.
Here is a fine artist—you will grant .that.”

“Yes. Surely.”

“A man of background and experience
who tries to get a hearing in New York
fails, and is reduced to playing obscurely
in orchestras for twelve years. He finds
himself on the eve of his fortieth birthday
a failure, and is on the very point of self-
destruction. Realizing that he could never
make his way in New York on merit or
through any legitimate means, it has in-
terested me to see if the thing couldn’t be
done through illegitimate means—such as
this bizarre performance here to-day.”

“This is all nonsense, of course,”’ ob-
served Woollcott. ““He couldn’t have tried.
In no great city is merit so promptly recog-
nized as in New York.”

“You’re wrong, Aleck,” said Wallace.
““It seems to me I’ve heard something about
Galli-Curci singing round in restaurants
here. But nobody ever discovered her
until she got going in Chicago.”

“My point is,” insisted Mr. Ivor, with
grave courtesy, ‘“that New York has no
appreciation of art as such. It must be
entertained—surprised or amused. Where,
for example, would John McCormack
stand to-day without his genial person-
ality and ‘Mother Machree’?”

“Looking at it from the view-point of
psychoanalysis, of course—"’ began Toohey.

“Lookit!” cried Connelly. ‘“What this
bird needs is a press-agent.”

“What’s the matter with his present
one?” remarked Young, sotto voce.

“It sounds like a deserving case—""

“Itis,” said Mr. Ivor.

“And we know he can do the job. Let’s
pitch in and have some fun with this thing.
Put him over.”

There was a murmur of approval about
the table. Here, indeed, was a new toy.

Mr. Ivor gravely rose.

“I thank you for your interest,” he said.
“It is certain that unless some positive
action is taken there will be no public in-
terest in the concert, none of the important
critics will appear; it will eventuatein a cut-
and-dried failure. New York really should
do better for Stepnik than that. Here is
my card. Call on me if I can be of further



At the door the musician hung back, pressing nervous fingers against the beard. It will
come off.” he whispered. “This is a terrible thing!™
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service.”” And with every eye upon him
he walked out of the room.

He found tepnik-Gabrowski pacing the
floor and muttering feverishly, scrubbing
the while at chin and eyebrows with a
towel. The wife sat huddled in a staring
sort of fright. The child was happily
tearing pages from the work on medieval
costume.

“Excellent!  Excellent!”
smiling down on them.
splendid shape.”

“How can you so talk?” wailed the musi-
cian. “What you have done to me? It is
shame of me!”

“Not at all, my friend. We have created
a fine ripple of excitement. You will see
to-morrow. Wide-spread publicity is as-
sured.”

“But the terrible whisker! All will
know that I am false!”

Mr. Ivor was serene.

“Not at all. No one really saw the
whiskers-go but the door-man and a few
passers-by. None of those in the hotel
suspects. I made certain of that.” He
laid a firm hand on one of Gabrowski’s
trembling shoulders. ‘“No; you need only
go home and practise for your concert.
And T would advise plenty of rest and sleep.
And be at the hall by eight o’clock sharp.
There will be no need for me to see you
before that time. Already I have given
this matter much of my time.”

The wife had his other arm now, and was
crying:

“Everything is all right, as the good
gentleman say! We must go now.”

cried Ivor,
“Everything is in

But the musician tore himself away.

from them and beat his breast.

“Stop!” he cried. “I must first know
what you do to me. Gabrowski is not
Stepnik; Stepnik is not Gabrowski! Yet to
me, to the great public, the paper say both
are at Carnegie Hall. I cannot go on when
you make of me-—"

The voice died out. Mr. Ivor, drawn
up to his full height at the rickety, over-
burdened table, was gazing down at him
with a strong flash of anger in his eyes.

“You will go on!” boomed the deep voice.

“But I cannot be made-—"

“Have you considered how much money
has already been spent on your concert,
Gabrowski?” An expression of bewilder-
ment came over the mobile Slavic face.
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“Listen! I am a poor man. My life is
dedicated to thought—to the most difficult
task in the world—thought. Here”—he
laid a lean hand on a thick pile of manu-
script, written, every neatly formed word of
it, with a pen—‘“here is my life-work,
my treatise on civilization. I have set my-
self the burden of proving that virtually
none exists. For years I have ventured
on experiments, keeping, in every instance,
exhaustive notes. To me this is but one
such experiment. It happens, however, to
be an exceedingly expensive one. By an
odd chance, an old policy of endowment
life insurance matured a few weeks ago,
which, when the loans against it were
balanced, netted me nearly fifteen hundred
dollars. It is this money which I am using
for your concert. If you fail me, my loss
will be complete.”

The musician stood gazing miserably
up at this incomprehensible man. His
face worked. Tears came.

“It is not that I would have you of me
think—’ he struggled chokingly to say.

“Take him home, please,” said Mr.
Ivor to the wife.

She led him, docile now, away.

ABROWSKI, his wife and the child
hovered about the corner of Seventh
Avenue and Fifty-seventh Street. An au-
dience was assembling; there could be no
doubt of it. They dismounted from the
street-cars and ’buses, or arrived from the
East Side on foot. The Serbian language
could actually be heard from this and that
swarthy group, as could German, Polish,
Italian and Hungarian, even Greek. And
automobiles waited in a line at the portico.
“Quick!” whispered the wife. ‘“They
must not see you. We will go to the stage.”
She offered no reason why he must not
be seen. And his eyes avoided hers.
There was a surmise in her mind that coin-
cided with a fear in his, touching on a topic
that neither, voluble though both were,
had mentioned during a racking week.
Back they went. Many hundreds of
times he had entered through those side
doors on Seventh Avenue, and always, as
now, with his cello under his arm. But on
this occasion he was to have the soloists’
room for himself. It was wonderful, per-
turbing, terrible. Still avoiding the eyes of
the wife, his lips painfully compressed, he
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led the way within, hurrying back of the
stage and up-stairs to the spacious apart-
ment where John McCormack and Paderew-
ski and Hofmann and Sembrich and a hun-
dred other master performers had prepared
themselves to give pleasure to thousands
of auditors in the great hall. Often, during
this or that orchestral performance, he had
looked from the stage upward into those
lofty, crowded balconies. To-night he would
look again up there.

Mr. Ivor awaited them. His presence
had a somewhat reassuring effect—though
Gabrowski’s knees were.shaking. No one
else was in the room; the two accompanists,
it appeared, were to wait below. A black
hand-bag on the table caught his nervous
eye. He wondered what it could be there
for. And a battered suitcase lay on a sofa.

Mechanically he tuned his cello. Then
it was time to appear. He found himself
carrying the familiar instrument out on
the vast stage, but alone now. There was
applause. It warmed him. He knew,
suddenly, that it had been his deepest
want. Without applause, without expres-
sion and the thrill of emotional responsive-
ness in others, why live? What could be
the use? And they liked him. Hundreds
and hundreds of them were out there.
The great hall was not full, but he could
see—oh, so many!

In a box near the stage, leaning toward
him, was a face. Somewhere he had seen
that face. Ah! The little lady of the
hotel who had tossed him an orchid. But
why did she not smile? Ah, the terrible
whisker! ~ She did not know him. It was
to the whisker she had thrown the flower!
His heart sank.

But they did like him. Up there, away
up top, the Poles they applauded Gab-
rowski!

He" ascended the stairs. Another man
was in the room, a little chunky man,
opening the satchel that stood on the table.
Somewhere he had seen that face. The face
spoke.

“Ah, here iss de gentlemans

He found himself staggering back against
the closed door.

“Come, please,” said Mr. Ivor.
have no time to lose.”

The chunky man was taking a rope of
hair from the satchel. And that sticky
little bottle!
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Gabrowski drew himself up. The cello,
he placed on a chair. He felt in his pocket
for a certain smaller bottle. His hour—
his moment—had come. Quickly—for the
indomitable Mr. Ivor was moving toward
him—he poured out a few of the pills and
swallowed them. There was time then only
to throw out his hands toward his wife and
cry brokenly, “I cannot!”  As he spoke he
was thinking of that face in the stage box
and of an orchid forgotten on a hotel floor.
Perhaps he shouldn’t have eaten the pills.
For in that awful whisker she would
again know him, perhaps again throw the
orchid.

Mr. Ivor had him by the shoulders,
shaking the words and even his breath
away from him, was dragging him to the
sofa.

From the suitcase came an unpleasant
instrument that was clapped by a sure hand
to his mouth. This terrible, wonderful
man! The gentleman’s fellow was holding
him down. Mr. Ivor pumped him out.
Pumped him! The man had foreseen even
this! He wished his wife wouldn’t scream
so. He feltill. Mr. Ivor made him drink
milk. Then a small drink that warmed his
middle.

He began to feel better—a little.

“Go right ahead with the make-up,”
said Mr. Ivor coldly, firmly, to the wig-
maker. ‘“We really haven’t a moment.”
And the fellow deftly applied once more
the terrible whisker. Each time, it seemed,
he was to apply it, once for every group of
songs.

“I cannot do this!” Gabrowski moaned.
“I cannot go there again! I cannot sing!”

But he did. Stepnik did.

“LYOME in!” called Peter Bell Ivor,
sighing as his eyes lingered over a
half-written sentence.

The door opened. Gabrowski stood
there. Behind him could be seen the wife
and the child. He wore a very new ready-
made suit, with a gay red handkerchief
peeping from the breast-pocket and on his
lapel a carnation. He carried a cane of
bamboo.

“You are feeling better?” asked Mr.
Ivor, courteously rising.

“Oh, yes! I am fine”” He sauntered
into the room. The child followed, crying
out for his book. The mother pursued the
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child. “I go to Cleveland next week.
Not so much money. Only five hundred.
But”—he shrugged—‘they want me at
Chicago—St. Louis—Milwaukee — Cincin-
nati—Pittsburgh. Pittsburgh—hein? What
you think?”’

“I should go by all means.”

“Gatti-Casazza he chase me all over.
He say I must for him sing. Oh, yes; me I
sing all right! But he must wait—hein?”
He twirled the cane. But then, as the at-
mosphere of the austere room touched him
and swiftly enveloped his spirit, the new
assurance begun to fade. His brows drew
together and his forehead gathered into
wrinkles. “But I ask myself what to do
about the whisker. If I am like this, if I
am just Gabrowski, they say, ‘But where is
Stepnik?’ I ask myself what I do about
that. So many people of music here they
know Gabrowski. For twelve years I am
in the Symphony. I am hide now. They

write to me. See!” From a stuffed-
out pocket he drew a handful of typewritten
communications. “I succeed—yes. Every-
body crazy about me now. But I cannot
let them see me. I go to the drug store and
call them up. But I ask myself what I
do.”

“Really, if it is a question of the whiskers,
you know where to go. Further than that
I can’t advise you. If you travel away
from New York there should be time to
raise a set of your own. Then Gabrowski
will become Stepnik for as long as you like.”

“Ah,itisthat! Itisthat! Iraiseaset—
is it not? I raise a set for Pittsburgh
I show Pittsburgh—I raise hell for Pitts-
burgh!” Once again, after this jubilant
moment, his face fell. “But they will not
know,” he added unhappily.

“No,” said Peter Bell Ivor, with a far-
away look in the eyes behind the curving
lenses; “they will never know.”

I. A. R. Wylie
Bonnie Ginger
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Ruthlessness Sometimes Goes Unpunished, and the
Ruthless Enyoy the Fruits of Their Misdoings, in Spite
of the Demands of Popular Sentiment to the Contrary

By Achmed Abdullah

OR years the three Pell Street
merchants had traded with. Ta
Chen, the Peking millionaire, by
correspondence, acting as his
American brokers and gaining large sums
in commissions punctually paid. Ta Chen,
whose name was a household word wherever
the yellow man did business at the expense
and ignominy of the white man’s beard, had
casually mentioned former visits to America
—to New York—in some of his letters. But
they could not recall him; and this was
strange, considering the clannishness of the
Chinese abroad and their tight, intimate
gossiping, considering, furthermore, that a
man of his wealth could not have passed
unnoticed through the shuffling, felt-slip-
pered crowds. Nor, though they eagerly
searched the back cells of their brains for
a glint of remembrance, were they able to
place him now, when they had gone to meet
him at the Grand Central Station in answer
to his telegram from San Francisco that he
had arrived on a sudden business trip and
was proceeding to New York.

He, on the other hand, recognized the
older two of the three, called them by
name, made rapid, sardonic comments,
proving that he was familiar with their
reputations and peculiarities.

“Ah, Yung Long!” He smiled. ‘It is
years since I have seen you. Do you still
braid ribbons into your cue to lengthen it?
Do women’s hearts still flutter when you
pass through the mazes of Pell Street?”

And to Nag Sen Yat :

“You have not changed the least bit,
O brother very wise and very old! Tell
me”’—the typical wealthy Chinese who
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could afford to rause a loss of face to poorer
men—*‘do you still cheat your belly to swell
your money-bags?”’

While Nag Sen Yat stammered for a
rejoinder, Ta Chen looked questioningly
at the third, the youngest.

“And you are——"

“I am Nag Cha Lee.”

“Ah! Of the Nag clan?”

“Yes.‘”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-three.”

“You were born after my time.
father is—”’

“Nag Hop Fat.”

“Ah! The soothsayer. He is still alive?
His soul has not yet jumped the Dragon
Gate?”

“He is old and feeble, but still alive.”

“The which is luck for the excellent
Lord,” came- Ta Chen’s slurring com-
ment. “For doubtless in the beyond your
father would succeed in cheating the very
Buddha. I knew your father well. Twice
he told my fortune with the painted sticks—
and twice he lied. Had he told my fortune
again, he would have lied three times.”

Nag Cha Lee was intensely Chinese in his
filial veneration for his aged if disreputable
father. A harsh reply bubbled to his lips.
He changed it into a cough at the suggestion
of his cousin Nag Sen Yat’s bony thumb
boring into his ribs. He was silent. So
were the other two. They did not know
what to say. To tell Ta Chen that they
did not remember him would be a gross
breach of manners, and they were his
brokers, gaining largely by his shrewd gener-
osity. They sucked in their breath, blushed

Your
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slightly as they saw the expression on his
face—amused, cynical, as if he had read
their minds, had unraveled the coiling,
nervous twists in their brains.

So they looked at each other from beneath
lowered eyelids, bowed with hands clasped
across chests and bade him welcome in
courtly, stilted phrases.

“I low fou sing—may the star of happiness
always illuminate your path!”

“Ten thousand years!”

“Ten thousand times ten thousand years!”

“And yet another year!” Suddenly, at
least in external pomp of Mongol breeding,
Ta Chen became as polite as the others.

Then he turned to the negro red-cap who
carried his suitcases, with cljpped East Side
jargon which proved beyond a doubt that,
sometime, somehow, he had indeed been a
denizen of Chinatown’s viscous, sluttish
reek.

“Say—wottahell d'yeh mean slingin’ my
bags about as if they was iron? For two
cents I'd bust yeh one on the bean—see?”

And to Yung Long, smiling:

“Ah! I have not forgotten my English.”

All this very much to the surprise of the
red-cap, who mumbled:

“Ah beg yo’ pa’don, Captain! Ah didn’t
know as yo’ was a white gen’I'man,” to the
surprise of several unclassified New Yorkers
hurrying through the station to catch the
eleven-o’-clock train for Albany, to the ever-
growing surprise, finally, of Ta Chen’s
countrymen. Who was he, they wondered.
Why could they not recall him? Why did
the fact of their not being able to do so
upset their equanimity? '

Nag Sen Yat stared at Ta Chen. A
fleeting glint of remembrance came to him.
Where had he seen those opaque eyes, those
thin lips, those heavy jowls? The half-
remembrance passed. But on the spur of
the moment he made up his-mind to ask
the other straight out. -

“Forgive me,” he began, “but——"

He had no time to finish the sentence.
Ta Chen interrupted calmly, as if he had
guessed what the query would be.

“You reserved rooms for me as I tele-
graphed?”

“Yes. At the guest-house of the Hip
Sing Tong.”

“Thank you. Ah”—as they entered the
taxi-cab—‘“it is good to be back in New
York. What shall we do to-night?”
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“We arranged a little private dinner-
party.”

“Delightful!”

“At Nag Hong Fah'’s place—"

“The Great Shanghai Chop-Suey Palace?
I remember it well. Who will be at the
dinner?”

“Just you, and we three, and Tsing Yu-
ch’ing.”

“Who is he?”

“The editor of the Eminent Elevation, our
local Chinese newspaper.”

“A new venture—since my time. You
invited the editor—ah—to gain face?” Ta
Chen demanded brusquely.

“Yes,” admitted Yung Long.

SING YU-CH'ING had indeed been
asked to the dinner so that he might
report it in the next issue of his tiny weekly
and thus help the three merchants to gain
face, businessly as well as socially. Already
Pell Street had heard about Ta Chen’s
arrival, had heard about thedinner. Already
Pell Street envied. Yet that same night,
knowing Pell Street’s envy, the three were
not happy. They were, somehow, afraid.
Nor was there a reason for it. There was
nothing in Ta Chen’s words or manners to
inspire uneasiness. On the contrary. He
had been smilingly polite all evening. He
had given them large orders over the
sharks’-fins and birds’-nest soup, had prom-
ised them larger orders when Ling Yang,
the waiter, had brought in the duck cooked
sweet and pungent, the braised bamboo-
sprouts, and an exquisite pale-blue Suen-
tih Ming bowl filled with pickled star-fruit.
Now the dishes had been cleared away—
all except the bottles of rice gin and the
glasses. Ling Yang had arranged a low
tabouret with a jar of treacly first-chop
opium, needles, horn and ivory boxes,
lamps, pipes and all the other meticulous
paraphernalia for the smoking of the kindly,
philosophic drug; and Tsing Yu-ch’ing, the
editor, had toasted Ta Chen in charming,
flowery language, comparing him, after the
Pekingese manner, to dawn reddening the
black wake of night, to a river jeweled with
summer hues, and to purple leaves carpeting
the forest for autumn’s avatar.

Ta Chen sat smoking serenely. Gorged,
he seemed, as much with food as with a
gross, blotchy surfeit of prosperity. Sleepy,
he seemed, and comfortable. But when
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he opened his eyes there was in their depths
a strange expression. ‘Like the memory
of ancient sin,” Tsing Yu-ch’ing described
it afterward; “proud, consciously unre-
penting sin.” And the three merchants
sensed it, quailed under it, tried to reassure
each other with slanting glances, with dis-
creet coughs, with gliding, crooked smiles.

Nag Cha Lee felt it more intensely than
the other two. Ta Chen’s remark of that
morning about his father had rankled in his
heart. During the evening he had drunk
a great deal of heady rice gin. He had
smoked six opium-pipes. He drank two
more glasses of gin, smoked another pipe.
He was slightly dizzy. He was sure—
clearly sure—of only two things: his fear
of Ta Chen and, resultant from this fear,
his hate. It was the hate, not the fear,
which suggested revenge. He poured him-
self another glass. Again, with shaking
fingers, he reached for the opium-jar. He
filled his pipe and smoked, inflating his
lungs, letting out the pungent fumes in
tiny, vaporous globules that sank to the
floor and ran along the matting. And, as
the poppy-ghosts drew swiftly about him
on silver-gray wings, building round him a
wall of dreamy, gossamer clouds, the fear
disappeared temporarily. Reminded only
the hate, the lust for revenge. He watclred
his opportunity.

It came shortly afterward.

Ta Chen had turned to Yung Long. He
was holding forth on the worth of old age,
by the same token ridiculing the claims of
youth.

“Age is a fig tree, strong and tall and
straight, bearing sweet fruit,” he pro-
nounced, ‘“‘while youth”—with suave irony
and a subtly derisive lqook at Nag Cha Lee—
“the worth of youth in the reckoning of life
is tinier than a rice-corn or a barleycorn or,
a mustard-seed-—or the pulp of a mustard-
seed.” )

Yung Long smiled. He, too, looked at
Nag Cha Lee. Often in the past had the
latter scratched his thin-skinned Mongol
prejudices by tactless, youthful boasting.

“You are right,” he said.

He laughed. So did Nag Sen Yat.
did Tsing Yu-ch’ing.

And then Nag Cha Lee blurted out sud-
denly that, speaking of fig trees, once his
father—‘who does not always™ lie”—had
told him a legend “which’’—addressing Ta
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Chen direct—“might be of interest to you,
O wise and older brother!”

“Ah?” the other inquired.

“Indeed. For one day the Buddha asked
one of his disciples what was the secret
of the fig-tree’s worth, and the disciple say-
ing that it was the fig, the Buddha replied,
‘Bring me a fig.” ‘Lo, my Lord,” came the
disciple’s answer, ‘I have brought a figl’
‘Break it.” ‘Itis broken, my Lord.” ‘What
seest thou in it?’ ‘Lo, little seeds, my Lord!’
‘Break one of the seeds.” ‘It is broken, my
Lord.” ‘And what seest thou in it?’ ‘Nought
my Lord, except a void’ And,” Nag Cha
Lee wound up, “out of this void rises the
seed, out of the seed the fig, out of the fig
the fig tree—the fig tree, belike, of old age,
great age, wise age. Still—let us all have
faith in the Buddha’s blessed miracles.
Perhaps—ah—perhaps in this void of the
broken seed the All of old age finds indeed
its final, precious essence.”

THUS came the insult, deadly and un-
forgivable from the oblique Chinese
angle—insult that, typically, implied more
than it spoke. And silence dropped.

Yung Long drew from his sleeve a tiny
fan exquisitely embroidered with butter-
flies and opened it slowly. Nag Sen Yat sat
like a statue, his face expressionless, only
the Adam’s apple in his scrawny throat
rising and falling and betraying the excite-
ment that swept over him in waves. Tsing
Yu-ch’ing watched eagerly, his keen, repor-
torial brain alive to every word and gesture
and impression.

Nag Cha Lee himself, his words beyond
recall, had suddenly become sober once
more—sober and terribly - afraid. He
squirmed in his chair, thinking of credit
and discounts and future business and Ta
Chen’s swollen money-bags; thinking, too,
that he was hard-pressed for cash and that,
in the last transaction with the Pekingese,
he had paid the latter by a six months’ note
which was due and which, earlier in the eve-
ning, as a matter of course, he had asked
Ta Chen to renew.

The latter leaned forward a little.

“Younger brother,” he said, “about that
five-thousand-dollar note which you asked
me to renew—-"’

And after a pause full of elusive sus-
picions and hesitations—a pause splintered
by Nag Cha Lee’s hysterical stammering
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that he didn’t care, that he meant what he

had said, that he would not apologize and

eatdirt,even though it ruined him financial-
. ly—Ta Chen continued very gently:

“I shall renew the note. I also asked you
to sell for me three thousand bales of that
easily placed Cantonese crape, didn’'t I?
Very well. Make it four thousand bales.”

The other’s relief was sudden, ludicrous
and complete.

“You mean it?”’ he asked, between laugh-
ing and crying.

‘lYes."

“But—oh—why——"

“You are young and so, perhaps, you
were a little envious of my wealth, my claim
to respect, my regrettable habit of causing
younger, poorer men to lose face—is that
right? Come; confess, little brother.”

[‘Y’es.7’

“It is natural. During youth, envy and
desire are like roses on a bush, to be plucked
regardless of thorns. Youth is so careless.
I like it. I admire its strength, its courage,
its arrogant ruthlessness. I, too, once—"
Heinterrupted himself. A slow flame eddied
up in his eyes. His hand stabbed drama-
tically out of the poppy vapors and pointed
like a pistol at Yung Long’s chest. “You
remember me?”’

“I—Oh—”

“I want the truth!”

“Ido not remember you.”

“And”’—Ta Chen turned to Nag Sen
Yat—*do you?”

“No, O wise and older brother!”

“Hayah!”

Ta Chen smiled a crooked, wintry smile.
He rose, walked to the window, opened it,
flung the shutters wide. Chinatown jumped
into the focus, hiccoughing through the
sooty dusk with luminous colored flame,
crimson and green and sharp saffron, blaring
shamelessly the symphony of its grimy
bastard world. His hand took in at one
sweep the whole Mongol and half-breed maze
that teemed and cursed and sweated be-
low—the rickety, secretive brick dwellings,
the painted bird’s-nest balconies, the furtive
shops, the scarlet-smeared joss temple, the
stealthy, enigmatic alleys, the little mission
chapel, lonely here amidst the spicy, warm
reeks of opium and sandalwood and grease
and incense, like a drab, insistent stain upon
Pell Street’s tough, sneering yellow naked-
ness. His hand swept on. It pointed east,
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toward the Bowery, leering up with a
mawkish, tawdry face, toward the elevated
road, a block away, rushing like the surge
of a far sea. West swept the hand, where
Broadway leaped toward the Battery with
pinchbeck stucco and the blatant, stridently
alive vitality of its shops and lofts.

“This,” said Ta Chen, ‘“was once my
world—the world which, being young and
poor, I envied—the world which, being
strong and ruthless, I forced to disgorge.”

H E CLOSED the window, stepped back
into the room and stopped in front
of Nag Sen Yat and Yung Long.

“You do not remember me?”

“No,” replied Nag Sen Yat, though again
clogged cells in his brain trembled with the
effort to place those thin lips, those heavy
jowls, those opaque, ironic eyes.

“I remember neither your face nor your
name,” agreed Yung Long.

“As to my name, I changed it—for
reasons. Twenty-five years ago I was known
as ‘Wah Kee.” ”

“Wah Kee?” puzzled Yung Long.

“An ordinary name,” commented the
newspaper editor, ‘like ‘John Smith’ among
the coarse-haired barbarians.”’

“But they nicknamed me ¢‘Yat-Pak-
Man’—‘One Million’—because I boasted
that I would earn a million before I died.”

“Yat-Pak-Man—" The clogged cells in
Nag Sen Yat’s brain opened wider. Then
full remembrance came with a rush, to be
checked immediately by his incredulity.
“Impossible!”

“Impossible!”” echoed Yung Long. “Yat-
Pak-Man is——"

“What?”’ asked Ta Chen.

“Dead.”

“Murdered!” Yung Long chimed in.

“He is alive,” came Ta Chen’s flat, cozy
accents, with just the brittle suspicion of
a laugh. “He has made his million, and
more millions, and”—dropping his voice
to a minatory purr—‘he gives you orders
to buy and sell for him. You are in his
debt, deeply in his debt, eh? And yet”’—
turning to Nag Cha Lee—‘twenty-five
years ago I used to envy these two—oh, yes!
For they were already well-to-do, while I

was poor. I envied them. I envied all
Pell Street. But most did I envy Gin
Ma-Fu N

“The miser?” interrupted Nag Sen Yat.



Achmed

“Yes. He was a worse miser even than
you. A miser—and a hypocrite—like the
cat which killed nine hundred mice and
then went on pilgrimage.”

“I remember,” said Yung Long; “a
miser, indeed—and a criminal. He did not
even stop at murder to swell his money-
bags.”

“Whom did he murder?” asked Tsing
Yu-ch’ing.

“He murdered Yat-Pak-Man.”

“No!” Ta Chen smiled. “I repeat—I
am alive. My soul has not yet jumped the
Dragon Gate.”

(13

AN D he told how, many years earlier,
he had come to New York, a poor,
ignorant coolie, working for a pittance, how,
finally, he had become messenger for Soey
Kwali, the wealthy private banker. -

“Soey Kwai,” he said, “was very Ameri-
canized. He married a white woman. He
named his son ‘George Washington.” He
made me dress in a blue uniform with brass
buttons—just like the bank-messengers of
the foreign devils. And he paid me fifteen
dollars a month. Hayah! 1 could not save
a cent, though I pinched my belly and
shriveled my bones. And I wanted
money—yai-pak-man—a million! I knew
that dollars are golden pills that cure all
ills. Give gold to the dog—and all the
world will call him ‘mandarin dog.” Three
thousand dollars, I used to say, was what
I needed for a start. After that I would
rely on my own brain and strength. But I
could not save a cent, and Pell Street
laughed at me—called me ‘Yat-Pak-Man.””

Nag Sen Yat sighed reminiscently.

“Yes—yes—Yat-Pak-Man -

He stared at the other, utterly fascinated,
convinced now that he recognized him.
Yat-Pak-Man, Soey Kwai’s messenger,
who had been Pell Street’s butt with his
eternal talk about the million that he was
going to earn! Yat-Pak-Man, whom he
had thought dead, murdered! And he won-
dered—feared—and his leathery, angular
features became marked by an expression
of almost ludicrous alarm. He looked at
Yung Long as if for help. The latter, too,
was frightened. His jaw felt swollen, out of
joint. His hands opened and shut con-
vulsively.

Nag Cha Lee, on the other hand, was no
longer afraid but frankly curious.
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“But,” he asked, ‘“as bank-messenger you
handled large sums. Didn’t you feel
tempted to N

“To steal? No. To feel temptation you
must feel that temptation is wrong. I did

not. I had no scruples. My hand was
against the world.”

“Then why didn’t you——"

“Ifeared the law. No other reason. But

the desire in me grew stronger and stronger.
Desire —envy — jealousy —hate—resolve!
Like ghosts they were about me—all day,
when I hurried through the streets,” my
black-leather bag filled with money and
commercial paper, when I saw the rich
Pell Street merchants in their houses and
shops, and at night, when I lay in my little
room above Soey Kwai’s bank. Yes—desire
and hate and envy—jealousy—resolve—
and ruthlessness! Like ghosts! At first
these ghosts—gray ghosts, crimson ghosts—
had but the faintest spark of life, stirring
me up so little that they left no more than
a blurred, indistinct impression upon my
soul. Again they would rise, look at me
reproachfully, telling me to stop thinking
and to act, act, act—to seize my chance by
the throat. Then they would squat in the
corner of my room and mock me and leer
at me, call me a fool, a weakling, a coward.
‘Yat-Pak-Man! they would sneer. ‘Yat-
Pak-Man, you will never make your mil-
lion unless you listen to us.” And—/hayah!—
I would go into the street, and the little
ghosts would come along; they would stick
to my hair, my clothes, my fingers, my
tongue. I could feel them and smell them
and taste them—and then, one day, they
crystallized into a fact. I made up my
mind——"

“To do what?™

“To rob and murder Gin Ma-Fu, the
miser.”

“No, no!” exclaimed Nag Cha Lee, horror-
stricken.

“Yes, yes!” mocked Ya Chen. “Did I
not tell you that I wanted money? Did
I not tell you that I had made up my mind,
and that my hand was against the world?
It was thus the Buddha created me. Curse
the Buddha, or bless him—as you wish. I,
personally, hold not by the yellow Buddha.
I hold by myself—to myself, for myself
enough!” His voice rose clear and high
and challenging. ‘“Yes! I made up my
mind to rob and murder Gin Ma-Fu.”
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Came a heavy pall of silence. Outside,
in the pantry, Ling Yang, the waiter, had
his ear glued to the keyhole. Inside, the
four listeners carefully avoided looking at
each other. Their faces were like carved
masks. The smoke wreaths of tobacco and
po